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    Prologue


    
      One is a Knight. Clad in silver armour, presiding without showing his hand.


      One is a Holy Person. Sensing demons, exorcising evil, one with a rare gift.


      One is an Empress. Controlling an army of lightning, an irritable Forbidden Spell user.


      One is a sorcerer. Inheriting ancient wisdom, a traditional heretical conjuror.


      One is an arms maker. Producing miraculous arms continually, an eternal hobbyist.


      One is an old man, who merely wishes to retire.


      “IIIII looooooovee theee seeeeaaa!!”


      Satsuki yelled unintelligently as she ran to the water’s edge.


      It was a private beach with no one to interfere.


      Her shapely legs stamped tracks into the ivory sand.


      The clear azure sea sparkled strongly in the sun.


      With a full force smile, Satsuki dived through the surface.


      Splash.


      Together with the endlessly calm roar of the sea, she was immediately pushed back onto the sand.


      “Ah ha ha ha, the waves are pretty strong! It’s no good for swimming!”


      Satsuki rolled around like that on the damp sand, laughing uproariously.


      While she lacked in curves, her body was lovely like a fairy’s.


      She was wrapped in an audacious bikini to make up for it.


      In other words, a combo of “a body with no grip” plus “an easily removed swimsuit”.


      It had a risk of rolling about causing it to fall off at any chance.


      “Nii-sama, hurry up. Let’s get bounced back by the waves together.”


      However, Satsuki was naïve so she innocently shook about in all directions.


      “What’s so fun about that…?”


      Moroha was walking slowly from behind and retorted at Satsuki as he saw her roll around laughing.


      “We came for a summer training camp, right? We didn’t come to play, right?”


      But his words were unheard by an ecstatic Satsuki.


      “Kya ha ha ha ha, the sand’s hot! Even though it’s so wet! I’m gonna get baked!”


      Splash.


      “Uhya hya hya, the waves are cold! It’s nice!”


      Splash.


      “Phwa! Ah ha ha ha ha I swallowed some water! It’s salty! This is the best!”


      Just by rolling about on the sand and jumping over and over again into the waves, Satsuki was filled with joy to the bottom of her heart.


      Looking at his ‘little sister’, Moroha grumbled with a wry smile.


      “It’s the summer isn’t it? The summer’s magic has made her weird…”


      Thereupon.


      Shizuno came from behind and stood at Moroha’s side and answered uninterestedly, with her mask-like expression.


      “Perhaps this is ‘the age where even falling chopsticks are funny’?”


      “You’re the same age, and you barely ever smile.”


      “Then maybe ‘her mental age is low so she inadvertently reverts to a child-like naïveté’?”


      Shizuno glanced, and still with her mask-like expression, dimples formed on her face.


      They appeared on her face whenever she was teasing someone or joking.


      “That’s not an idiom.”


      Moroha waved his hand back and forth and looked to his side.


      Shizuno’s swimsuit was a novel design, bearing a close resemblance to a Chinese dress.


      It was a sensational design as if after putting on a dress with a deep slit in it and string underwear, the dress’ length had been drastically shortened.


      Perhaps like the eroticism of a naked shirt. Though in terms of fabric, it had much more than Satsuki’s, if someone with an indulgent body like Shizuno wore it, it was all the more seductive.


      Her barely contained chest and tight waist drew out an erotic curve that the close fitting cloth accentuated.


      The glimpses of her wonderful thighs and backside through the deep slit were also irresistible.


      Her hair was collected together to keep it out of the way of swimming, baring the seductive nape of her neck, which was made all the more apparent against the characteristic high collar of a Chinese dress.


      “Ugh…”


      As he looked again, his gaze was fixed on her.


      However, far from berating him, Shizuno took and proudly embraced Moroha’s arm.


      “Incidentally, you know I’m ‘at the age where I’ll make even falling chopsticks lewd’?”


      She pressed her barely contained chest into him.


      Moroha was only wearing a T-shirt that had nearly no sleeves, so his upper arm was directly enveloped by the soft sensation and he froze up.


      “I-I don’t get what you’re saying.”


      “Then ‘horny enough to make childishness flee’?”


      “Even worse.”


      “Then shall I explain in a way other than words?”


      Still holding his arm, Shizuno stretched forward, her sensual lips on the verge of touching Moroha’s cheek.


      Her sweet breath tickled his cheek and nostrils.


      His heart rate sped up, quickly racing.


      “Gyaaaaaaaaaaah!”


      Satsuki screamed!


      Moroha was so surprised it felt like his heart would burst.


      Shizuno snapped her face in that direction too.


      “W-what is it this time…?”


      The two of them focussed on Satsuki.


      “The waves washed away my top, waa.”


      She was sat with her legs folded into a W, her feet behind her, half crying.


      “Didn’t we say it’d fall off…?”


      Moroha put his free hand to his forehead.


      “You help me look too, Nii-sama, waa.”


      “Don’t run like that with your hands out.”


      Moroha covered his face with his free hand.


      “Kuh… Not bad for Ranjou-san’s social status…”


      Shizuno felt a strange disgrace.


      “You’re both way too liberal since we came to the sea…”


      Shizuno was pressing her breasts into him, Satsuki was running back in just her swimsuit bottoms, the far too reckless girls were giving him a headache.


      And then.


      “Playing around with just you three is unfair!”


      A cry was audible for the inevitable worsening of the situation.


      “You demons, having fun and leaving out me when I’m working on my job!”


      A loveable young girl trotted towards them with teary eyes.


      Her name was Maya.


      The golden light shining off her hair under the sun looked like an angel’s halo, and felt like more than he deserved.


      If she laughed, she would definitely look even more angelic.


      She was wearing a charming swimsuit, appropriate for her age.


      She held a large crystal in both hands, with many complicated facets cut into it.


      It was a gem made out of Maya’s mana that she’d prepared several days ago for today.


      “Done with the adjustments?”


      “I’m a good girl, so I did it properly while you were playing!”


      Maya puffed her cheeks out and lifted her hands.


      She offered up the gem to the skies as if freeing a bird.


      Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno followed it with their eyes.


      They looked up at the faded blue sky.


      The crystal shone in a rainbow of colours in the sky, expanding with an unthinkable speed.


      Like an illusion, it seemed to melt in the sky, widening over the entire surroundings.


      Satsuki cheered at the beautiful, dream like scene.


      “Now from just in front of that peninsula to around this cliff is in my barrier, so you can train without worry.”


      “Good work. The others will praise you too, later.”


      Moroha patted Maya’s head as she reached his side and puffed out her small chest in pride.


      An Origin. With Dream Stone Hedron, that in the whole world, only Maya could use, the surroundings were transformed into a different space. Within it, even severe wounds would vanish like a lie, and however much the surroundings were destroyed, they’d soon return to normal.


      This would let them train freely.


      The preparations for the summer training camp were complete.


      “But, let’s play until everyone gets here, I want to swim.”


      “Right. Shall we go together, Moroha?”


      “Wait, both of you, we should stretch first.”


      “You’re too strict. My body is flexible, so I won’t cramp. Now.”


      “My body is soft, so the same goes for me. Now.”


      “That’s not the problem! Don’t pull me along, I need to s-”


      Being pulled along by both Maya and Shizuno, Moroha weakened.


      He turned pleading eyes on Satsuki.


      “He-choo.”


      Covering her chest with her hands, she sneezed grandly.


      And it wasn’t just once, she kept going.


      “What an interesting sneeze.”


      Maya stopped pulling Moroha’s arm and smiled care-freely.


      “Do… fua fua cachou… laugh, Maaya! Fua… fuaa… fecuchoo.”


      “You can tell a lot of people by how they sneeze.”


      Shizuno also stopped pulling Moroha’s arm and turned a pitying gaze on Satsuki.


      “What was tha- cushoo.”


      “Hey, see. If you go in the water suddenly, your body will get a chill.”


      “That’s true. Satsuki-oneesan, your lips are blue.”


      “Uuuhh, well I have been shivering for a while.”


      “If you don’t warm up, this’ll happen.”


      “Okay, okay, I get it. I’ll do as you say, then swim.”


      “He-choo. I’ll warm up too, even if it is late, he-choo.”


      “Do something about your clothes first.”


      “He-choo.”


      “So that’s your response…?”


      Moroha looked to the sky with a sigh and wry smile.


      It was an endless blue sky, dotted with white clouds.


      The sound of the waves was peaceful.


      “It’s beautiful, isn’t it…?”


      Shizuno mimicked him, looking up at the sky and said in an enraptured voice.


      “I think it will be a fun training camp.”


      Everyone nodded at Maya’s lively voice.


      “He-choo.”


      The one of them once more replied with a sneeze, which amused Moroha and made him give a deep belly laugh.


      Far from the beach were they were playing.


      Deep in the ocean off-shore.


      It slept deeply, as if dead.


      It’s absurdly huge body made not even the slightest movement.


      It was like a rocky mountain that had sank into the sea.


      Therefore, not even the fish that swam at its side had any idea of what a dangerous existence it was.


      Satsuki’s shivers at its threat, while it showed no sign of consciousness were a sign or her perceptivity.


      It seemed harmless, like a closed shellfish.


      It dreamt of the time the Creator would let its instincts run wild.


      It continued sleeping as if dead.


      

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 1: Haimura Moroha can’t Rest


    
      This is before they had gone to the training camp.


      Even a Saviour training school like Akane Academy had summer holidays. Most of the students were from other prefectures, so of course, went back to their hometowns.


      However, the Strikers and the Reserve Corps were a separate matter.Taking advantage of the fact that there were no normal classes, they were worked hard for the entire day.“Baseball clubs and normal sports clubs do this too.”Those were the demon vice-captain’s words.


      However, surely even famous baseball clubs wouldn’t cut at each other with swords, throw magic fire at each other until they weren’t just tired, but in pain.


      Then, on a morning a few days into the holiday.The three of them, Haimura Moroha, Ranjou Satsuki and Urushibara Shizuno had changed into their combat gear and were heading to the arena together.


      “I’d have at least like two days off during the weeks in the holiday.”


      “I’m awfully jealous thinking of everyone else enjoying their holidays.”


      “I can’t forget their pitying expressions at the closing ceremony.”


      Moroha was complaining with Shizuno as they trudged onwards.Among the thirteen Strikers from across the entire school, only Moroha was selected from the first year.There were a few less than thirty in the reserves, but chosen from the first years, there were only Satsuki and Shizuno.


      “We didn’t even get to go home for Golden Week. I hope my aunt and uncle are okay.”Moroha’s incessant grumbling was cut off by a thump to his back from Satsuki along with her yell.


      “Look alive! Shizuno being slothful aside, you stop your whining.”


      “At least let me complain, I’ll do the training properly.”


      “Geez! You’re always like that. I don’t want to see your lame habits.”Satsuki angrily scolded him.


      She and Moroha were blood related siblings in their past lives and she was happy to be adored, but it aggravating her brother complex was the fly in the ointment.


      “First off, if we had two days off a week, your salary would decrease, wouldn’t it?”


      “Ugh…” Moroha fell silent at that revelation. Rather than that waste, perhaps one day off per week was fine.


      “You too, Urushibara! We’re the only three first years who can participate, so if anything, you should be proud.”


      “What does it matter? If it will buy a day of skipping, I’ll sell however many grams of pride as I need to…” On the other hand, Shizuno seemed to show absolutely no impression from Satsuki’s words.


      Just like that, with the lazy two being scolded by Satsuki, they entered the arena. They opened the double doors, walked along the corridor under the stands, and arrived in the arena in the hollowed out region under the building. As first years, they had a weak position and so had intended to get there first, but…


      “I could hear your slacking from here!” A sharp cry split Moroha’s eardrums from the female upperclassman that was waiting inside. He cringed away from the ringing in his ears, closing an eye in pain. With his still open eye, he looked at the source of the loud voice.


      It was a third year girl, but she was walking as strictly as the military as she approached. She had intelligent good looks, like a female scientist. Her thin and stylish glasses suited her well as they flashed in the light. Her name was Kanzaki Tokiko. She was said to be the best Black Mage within the school, and the vice-captain of the Strikers, feared as a demon.


      As the ringing in his ears ceased, Moroha looked back the way he came. He could see a long passageway, and the thick and sturdy doors. “It’s a lie you could hear us from here, isn’t it?”


      “Hmph. So you won’t fall for such a cheap trick?” Tokiko stood next to him and sniffed, still frowning.


      “Why are you trying to catch me in a trick?”


      “I thought I could give you a punishment if I caught you.” Tokiko informed him with an overbearing, military-like tone. Coupled with her clever beauty, it had an impressive pressure.


      “What do you mean by punishment?” Moroha asked with a cold sweat.


      “A foolish question, Haimura.” Tokiko’s eyes narrowed suddenly. At the same time, she took a deep breath. And then, she yelled once again, answering proudly.


      “My favourite— obviously lewd punishments!”


      She was yelling such foolish things with such a serious face, Moroha didn’t quite know where to begin.


      “Cut it out please, Kanzaki-senpai!” Satsuki lost her temper in his place. “Before you give a punishment, don’t you have to wait for him to actually do something!?” She squared her shoulders and pointed.


      Tokiko.


      Since she’d been standing next to him. Had been fondling Moroha’s ass with her right hand.


      “A good ass as always, Haimura.” Her name, as she said it seriously, was Kanzaki Tokiko.
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      She was said to be the best Black Mage within the school, and the vice-captain of the Strikers, feared as a perverted demon…


      “Being praised like that doesn’t make me happy.” Moroha covered his face with his hand.


      “Senpai, why do you always, always go to sexual harassment the moment you see my Nii-sama!?”


      “A foolish question, Ranjou. It’s obviously because Haimura is cute!”


      “I told you, being praised like that doesn’t make me happy.” Moroha covered his face with his hand.


      “Could you stop groping my ass now?” Because the mood was turning strange.


      “I refuse. None shall oppose my sexual harassment. Even if I must use all the rights afforded to me as vice captain.”


      “Filthy! You’re really filthy, senpai!” Satsuki took it seriously and grew angry, but.


      “Indeed. Taking on the dirty jobs is a vice captain’s role. Your words are actually praising me.”


      “You’re covering it with a cool line!?”


      Tokiko unconcernedly continued enjoying the feel of Moroha’s backside.


      “Argh, you say something too, Urushibara!”


      “Well then. I want to grope it too?”


      “T-t-that’s not what I mean!” Satsuki stamped her feet at Shizuno’s teasing words as dimples appeared at the sides of her mouth.


      “Oi Ranjou. You’re really highly strung, aren’t you?”


      Tokiko spoke calmly as her right hand continued to move like a separate being and continued to grope Moroha’s backside. “An irritable little girl like you can barely comprehend the vice captain’s judgements.”


      “I-I-I’m the model of a Saviour, Isurugi-senpai said so.”


      “We must have really been struggling for a model back then.”


      “Your Japanese is odd, but I can tell you’re mocking me!” Satsuki yelled in confusion.


      “Kanzaki-senpai, everyone will be here soon, so could you let us off here, please?” Moroha modestly requested. He’d been supported by Satsuki but was soon the one doing the supporting.


      “Hmph, very well. I have things to notify you all of today. Especially you first years, I’ll tell you the details ahead of time.” Tokiko showed the proper consideration of a vice captain.


      “Is something happening?” Moroha and Satsuki stared blankly and waited for her to speak. Shizuno seemed to have already guessed or something, but she didn’t seem interested. Tokiko stopped her sexual harassment and folded her arms before speaking in an oppressive voice.


      “For one week from tomorrow, we shall be conducting a summer training camp.”


      “That’s… awfully sudden.” They’d not been told anything beforehand, and they hadn’t prepared at all.


      “It’s because the second and third years already knew. I apologise for the lack of care towards you newbies. My bad.” Tokiko said completely unapologetically, still being haughty.


      “What exactly do you mean by training camp?” Asked Satsuki as she grew somewhat excited and fidgety. Moroha was also kind of interested. Travelling with everyone, staying overnight, even if they were training they could take breaks and have barbeques and stuff for food, just imagining it was fun.


      “Yes, we seclude ourselves in the mountains and undergo asceticism.”


      “That’s about the worst I could think of!” Satsuki held her forehead in apparent pain and Moroha drooped slightly.


      “Is that it? Are you telling us everything?” Now hanging on to Tokiko, Satsuki didn’t want to believe her.


      “We’re travelling with everyone right, we can have fun on the bus or train, right!?”


      “We’ll arrive instantly via the headmistress’ Erratic Portal.”


      “We can have sleepovers and stay up all night talking, right?”


      “Everyone will sleep like the dead, they’ll be too tired.”


      “We’ll have breaks in the training, right…?”


      “Yeah, time is precious so we set aside time for you to sleep.”


      “And barbeques…”


      “We’ll have them, for survival, hunting and preparing your own meals.”


      The more they listened, the gloomier this training camp sounded. Satsuki was stricken, and all of Moroha’s hopes had been destroyed.


      However.


      “Ahem.”


      Looking at them, Tokiko forcibly cleared her throat. Both of them looked up at her, Moroha still slumped over, and Satsuki still on her knees. Tokiko’s face had twisted into a mean expression. It was that of having tormented her juniors enough. She then continued her explanation.


      “Well, that’s how it was last year. There’s been a change of plans for this year. I’ve already sounded the captain out, then negotiated with the school and obtained permission.” A faint tinge of hope began to fill Moroha and Satsuki’s eyes. “We will be training by the sea this year, my relatives have a holiday house and private beach in the Yamaguchi prefecture. We Strikers work hard, so we need to de-stress sometimes, right?”


      Moroha and Satsuki nodded vigorously to her question. Shizuno too seemed like this was the first time she had heard it, so she started listening to Tokiko’s words.


      “The morning will be dedicated to training, but I came to an agreement with the captain that after that we could take a breather. The afternoon will be swimming, and the night will be a barbeque or whatever?”


      “I always knew you weren’t a demon, senpaii…” Still on her knees, Satsuki sniffled and clung to Tokiko.


      “Hmph, of course. I am a teenage girl, I’d rather go to the sea than seclude myself in the mountains. Aaah, I’m looking forward to it,” Tokiko closed her eyes and seemed like she was gazing upon a glorious spectacle behind her eyelids, “The blue sky, the white clouds, and Haimura’s captivating skin as he wears a single pair of shorts.”


      “Would you stop your disturbing presentation?” Moroha shuddered and backed away. About five metres without noticing. “Silence. None shall oppose my sexual delusions.” Tokiko’s eyes shot open as she straightened in indignation.


      “Why do you think I bowed my head to my relatives and made plans to borrow their holiday home? It’s obvious! So I can lick and admire your bare nipples and arse!” She wouldn’t stop, no one could stop her, Tokiko was on a roll. The doors to the arena opened and another member entered, ignoring her. She didn’t stop, not feeling any shame at being heard.


      At the height of her triumph, she proclaimed.


      “So then, Haimura. Are you free in the next day or two? If not, make yourself, it’s an order from your vice captain. You’re going swimsuit shopping with me.”


      “Ehh?”


      “I’ll choose your swimming trunks for you, disgustingly tight Speedos!”


      “W-wait a minute please…”


      “I won’t let you dress my Nii-sama up strangely!”


      “I told you to be silent. Of course, in the interest of fairness, I’ll wear the swimsuit you want, that’s compensation. A brazilian swimsuit or a see through one, you can choose what you like, I don’t mind at all.”


      ““She’s crazy!””


      That wasn’t their problem. Moroha and Satsuki cried together. However, Shizuno stepped smoothly forward, entering the conversation with a terrifying vigour..


      “A splendid idea. I always knew you were truly a perverted person. Please, allow me to come shopping with you. I want to choose Moroha’s swimsuit with you.”


      “Hmph, so you are a lecher too.” Shizuno had her usual expression and Tokiko had an amused expression, but the mood was like that of best friends that had been separated for the past ten years. They created a world of their own as they stared at each other. The only sound was the regular tapping footsteps from the corridor of the member that arrived earlier.


      “Shizuno… you too?”


      Betrayed by the one that seemed most reliable of all, Moroha covered his face with his hand.


      “I’ll never let that happen! Moroha’s gonna go with me!” Satsuki’s yapping was ignored by both Tokiko and Shizuno. As if she didn’t have fangs.


      “So then, got it!” With her arms crossed, Tokiko’s eyes gleamed.


      Moroha worried what to do with that immoveable tone. He wanted to refuse right away, but he was scared of the consequences. His daily sexual harassment would probably grow tenfold.


      “I’ll go shopping and complain at the store to avoid the Speedos then.”


      He decided to go with a conservative plan. Moroha dropped his hand from his face and looked straight at Tokiko, and then… he saw it.


      The member that arrived early had calmly walked up behind Tokiko and was standing there. He was skinny, but towered over you. His face was scary, yet he had an honest countenance. He had a firm personality that belied him being a third year. His name was Isurugi Jin. The Strikers’ captain. The king of monsters that unified them all.


      “Hmph, let’s make some good memories this summer!” Tokiko hadn’t noticed anything as she adopted a solemn look and continued to rant. Isurugi glared at the crown of her head from behind, and then gripped hold of it with enough force to make a worrying creak.


      “Myah!?” Tokiko cried out, perhaps in surprise, or in pain, or even both.


      “Good morning, Kanzaki-kun.”


      “T-th-that voice!? Captain?”


      With her arms still crossed haughtily, Tokiko began to shake. Timidly she went to look back, but couldn’t. The creaking grip on her head wouldn’t relent.


      “I am always telling you, Kanzaki-kun. Not to fool with the juniors too much.” Isurugi’s voice came, gravely. Tokiko’s shoulders shook as if something had thudded onto them.


      “Y-y-y-you may be the captain…” She gulped. “B-b-b-but why e-e-e-e-exactly are you treating me like a stray cat you picked up?”


      “I’m sure a stray cat would listen much better than you, wouldn’t it?”


      She’d put on a show to complain, but Isurugi didn’t waver in the slightest. His quiet rage didn’t relent.


      “My bad! I’ll change my behaviour, so don’t squish my head like a tomatooo!” Finally, Tokiko surrendered, and at that, Isurugi removed his hand from her head.


      “Uughhh…”


      Overwhelmed with fear, Tokiko broke down crying. The ever present image of the demonic, high-handed vice-captain was ruined in front of Isurugi.


      “Of course, going to the sea, you’d want to let your hair down, but keep it in moderation. Being the vice-captain, you


      are supposed to be an example, aren’t you?” 

      “G-got it. Understood, so please stop glaring at me with that scary face.”


      “I know… let’s make it clear from the outset, males and females are forbidden from shopping for swimsuits together.”


      ““!?””


      Tokiko, and even Satsuki, looked like the world had ended in front of them.


      “I’m sure I can have you inform everyone, correct?”


      “…Grrgh.”


      “What was your response, Kanzaki-kun?”


      “Yessir!”


      Isurugi put his hand on her head once more to make sure, and still in tears, Tokiko saluted.


      “What a shame.”


      Shizuno had taken refuge while Tokiko was being scolded, and now murmured disappointedly. Satsuki too was crying about not being able to pick swimsuits with Moroha, but was scared of Isurugi so couldn’t go against it. Only one of them, Moroha was relieved, praising Isurugi’s ‘warm and fair’ judiciary. And then thought, from the bottom of his heart, as he looked between the Sexual Harassment Demon Tokiko, and Isurugi, the one who made her behave so simply.


      “This school… actually, the Strikers, are full of scary people.”




♦ ♦ ♦




      As soon as the day’s training was done, Satsuki dashed to the shower and then leapt out of the changing room.


      “I’ve got stuff to do today, so I’m going ahead!” She shouted back to the seniors before shooting off like an arrow. Rushing like the wind across the courtyard, she checked her purse. Time to get money from the ATM and then get the bus and go!


      “Awww, I wanted to go shopping and flirt with Moroha~ I wanted to choose swimsuits together~ Isurugi-senpai’s a hardhead~~~.”


      Satsuki grit her teeth as she looked out at the landscape through the bus window. But she sprang back from that sadness.


      “Well, if I can’t then I can’t, I gotta be optimistic!”


      She stopped looking out of the window, and glared the same way the bus was going for a little ways.


      She was headed to a casual sporting store. It was a shop for young people that had a sense of fun, a sense of fashion and liked to move, famed as the shop that sold the cutest swimwear in this city. She’d had an eye on it since finding it on the internet.


      She struck a daunting pose in front of the three-storey shop that shone with fashion.


      “That’s right, I just have to think about it differently. Seeing my glorious swimsuit figure suddenly will surprise Moroha, and that’s my chance to catch him, fwo fwo fwo!”


      With a bold laugh, she charged into the store. A mere glance at the filled swimsuit corner was enough to tell you it was the season for it. Forcing her way through those gathered there like storm clouds, Satsuki determinedly dove in.


      “I hate to admit it, but I don’t have breasts like Urushibara! I need the mooost sexy, yet cute swimsuit or I can’t hope to enchant Moroha. I can’t allow a single compromise.”


      Eyes sharpened like a hawk, she began searching. First she’d pick up at least a hundred that caught her eye. And of course, try them all on!


      She had to narrow down the candidates with careful testing. After the preliminaries came the finals. She didn’t have enough time, they were leaving the day after tomorrow, and she had training tomorrow, so she had a limited amount of time, and was panicking.


      “But I won’t lose! Of course, Urushibara and Kanzaki-senpai and the others are swarming after him, but I’ll beat them all! That’s your beloved sister’s mission!”


      A fire was lit in her eyes. Filled with her feelings towards Moroha, she readied her soul and looked for her swimsuit. Some gourmet chef once said that what moved people was their heart alone!


      “So rather than a witch like Urushibara, someone purehearted like me should crush them!”


      Satsuki-chan would move Moroha and catch his heart! That was the universe’s providence!


      “Wait for me Nii-samaa, fwoooo fwo fwo fwo!”


      Laughing vigorously, Satsuki was filled with a bizarre drive. That’s right, even the veteran employees were scared to approach with the aura that flooded forth from her entire body.


      At Akane Academy, a boarding school, Shizuno was the only one who commuted from home. So even if she went home with Moroha, they would soon part at the male dorms.


      “What shall I do about my swimsuit?”


      As she made her way home alone, Shizuno thought vaguely. She remembered Satsuki running off like a shot. The seniors were dumbfounded, but Shizuno saw through her motives.


      “It’d be boring if just Satsuki had a wonderful swimsuit.”


      Just as she was wondering how and where she’d find one, a limousine pulled up from behind her, its engine purring softly and stopped right next to her before the rear window closest to her slid down.


      “Get in, Shizuno.”


      Facing forwards, her brother, Tadanori ordered without even a glance. His tone was impatient, almost saying that even the time taken for the chauffeur to open the door was a regrettable loss. According to the customs of the Urushibara household, Shizuno’s weak position meant she was not allowed to refuse.


      Even as she readied herself for whatever he would talk about, she reluctantly entered next to him. The chauffeur departed with nary a sound.


      “Have you already finished work for today?”


      Shizuno opened, almost like testing the distance between them with a jab, asking her brother, who worked as the chairman at Akane Academy.


      “Not yet. But this is an emergency, it’s not the time to be doing my work at the school.” He answered gravely, still facing straight forwards.


      Just what was going on? Shizuno guarded herself further. After a short time of silence, her brother spoke.


      “It was belated, but I heard from the headmistress,” he said with the countenance and gravity of an officer on the brink of war, “you will be going to the beach with Haimura-kun, will you not?” Shizuno couldn’t answer immediately. She dauntedly looked at her brother’s serious face.


      “You heard… that the Strikers’ training camp was to be at the beach?”


      “Who cares about such a trifling matter? You’ll be going to the beach with Haimura-kun, won’t you?” Her brother spoke heavily, as if


      that were the important part here. 

      “Yes, of course.”


      Shizuno tiredly agreed. Silence reigned for a while in the car. Finally, her brother reluctantly asked.


      “…Won’t you progress your relationship with Haimura-kun after that?”


      “Don’t you think these things should be allowed to progress as they will?”


      “So half-hearted.”


      Her brother gave a flat denial after she tried to distract him with logic. It was one month since his eyes had landed on Moroha as useful to his ambitions. He would keep going on about how she would become his wife.


      “I would have done even if you didn’t say, would you leave me alone.”


      He was hard-headed and stubborn, and he often butted in at times like this without understanding the subtleties. Shizuno was internally disgusted. The strained atmosphere inside the car persisted until they reached their house, the luxury residence halfway up the mountain.


      After waiting impatiently for the chauffeur to open the door, her brother rushed to the entranceway. Being slow would lead to a rebuke, so Shizuno followed soon after.


      “I have already made preparations…”


      Her brother informed her as he placed his hand on the door handle. Before she could ask for what, the door was opened. The wide entrance hall was revealed before Shizuno.


      Then, something dumbfounded Shizuno, composed as she usually was. Inside, were swimsuits, swimsuits and swimsuits on display… and unfamiliar women waiting with smiles…


      “They are all fashion designers and pro-stylists”


      Her brother calmly explained.


      “What is this, Nii-san?”


      “It’s obvious. Choose the best and bewitch Haimura-kun.” Were those the words a brother should say to his sister?


      “You could even have a child while you’re at it, you know? You may be worried about giving birth while at school, but just let your brother take care of everything.”


      Shizuno swallowed the words ‘I’m more worried about your mind’. She knew he was the kind of person to use any means to his end, but to say this so plainly to his sister was shocking.


      “Understood, Shizuno? You are to bring Haimura-kun into the Urushibara household. For that, you can even become a harlot.”


      Her brother clapped his hands and the fashion designers and stylists approached with cold, mannequin-like smiles. They surrounded her in an instant and she had nowhere to run.


      “H-hey, Nii-san.. Calm down? This isn’t like you, would you collect yourself?”


      Shizuno’s pleas went unheard. The women with clinging smiles wordlessly dragged her away in a wave of swimsuits.


      According to the customs of the Urushibara household, Shizuno’s weak position meant she was not allowed to refuse.




♦ ♦ ♦




      After going back to the dorms and changing, Moroha left unhurriedly to look for swimwear. If they were at least decent, he’d choose according to price. Spending a silly amount of money on something fashionable would be a waste, and worrying between this and that would waste time.


      With that as a basis, he wasn’t particularly fussy over what shop he went to and headed to the closest, big chain sport shop. It was a huge, single floor building with a practical, single-minded atmosphere. He looked for the men’s swimwear section and headed right there as soon as he entered. Making a quick decision based on size and price, he picked up a pair of ordinary swimming shorts.


      Suddenly, he saw an acquaintance that was dithering over a swimsuit in each hand, a senior in the Strikers, a second year girl. She had a short-cut hairstyle and her plain boy-ish atmosphere and body actually made her cute.


      “Momo-senpai.”


      Moroha called out to her without hesitation. She was Momochi Haruka-senpai, so her nickname was ‘Momo-senpai’. She was the foremost expert at God Speed Link within the school, and a White Steel that boasted outstanding speed.


      “Crap, Moroha.”


      Haruka’s face took on a half surprised, half disappointed expression.


      “Why ‘crap’, that hurts you know?”


      “W-well I didn’t want to see anyone I know.”


      “Then you shouldn’t have come somewhere so close.”


      This shop was the closest you could think of to the school, of course you’d run into someone.


      “W-well I don’t know anywhere else that sells swimsuits.”


      It was an easily understood phrase for someone who didn’t have an interest in fashion. Yet seeing her worry over which swimsuit to go with was charming. Moroha inspected the swimsuits on their hangers in her hands. They were a blue bikini and a subdued coloured plain one-piece.


      “I think this colour suits you better, don’t you?”


      He pointed immediately to the blue bikini.


      “You pervert, Moroha!”


      “Why do you have to suddenly insult me…?”


      “A-a-a-a daring swimsuit like this’d never suit me, would it!?”


      Though it was a bikini, it was relatively conservative, and yet Haruka’s face had gone a bright red as she denied it.


      “It will, because you’re cute.”


      “Liar. Everyone’s always saying I’m like a boy.”


      “Isn’t boyishness cute? If they were saying you were like a man it’d be a problem though.”


      “First off, a girl like me with no chest in a b-b-b-b-bikini…!”


      “Isn’t the stomach more important than the chest? You’re nice and slim so I think you can wear it with no worries.”


      “P-p-pervert! You really are a pervert today, everything you’re saying is indecent…”


      Haruka squared her shoulders and gripped her fists.


      “Anyway, I can’t wear a bikini, I can’t!”


      “Why are you hesitating then?”


      Moroha had a strained smile. He really hadn’t said it perversely. He found Haruka hesitating like that, because she wanted to take up the challenge of the bikini but didn’t have the confidence to come to a decision, charming and wanted to spur her along. He thought it’d be a waste for her to give up because she didn’t think it would suit her.


      “A-a-anyway, I’ll put this back.”
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      Jerkily, Haruka went to put the bikini back on the rail.


      “It suits you, so it’d be a waste.”


      Moroha caught her hand like a hawk.


      “Hyaaaaaah!?”


      Suddenly, Haruka yelled in disarray and slid backwards at full speed. She was so panicked, she flung both swimsuits away.


      “Ah, don’t be mean, it’s like you think I’ve got germs or something.”


      Moroha caught both out of the air as he sulked.


      “It’s not germs!”


      “Then why did you run away when I touched you? You’re normally fine.”


      “Because you’re pervert Moroha today.”


      “Another awful accusation…”


      He didn’t see Haruka, looking down and curled up happily stroke where he touched her while he grumbled as he nonchalantly put the plain swimsuit back. He turned back to his cute senior holding only the blue bikini.


      “Right, here you go, Momo-senpai.”


      “Don’t just calmly give me that!”


      She retreated again, now with the instantaneous movement of God Speed Link, so fast you would lose sight of her. But she didn’t look back, and ended up in the changing rooms.


      Idiot, that’s a dead end. Moroha advanced, still smiling and holding out the bikini.


      “Don’t come at me with that kind of faaaaacccee, idioooooot!”


      Haruka hit the wall! Then flattened herself against it and shook.


      “Go home already! Go home first, the captain said we couldn’t shop for swimsuits together, didn’t he!?”


      “Ahaha, it was a chance meeting, so there’s no helping it.”


      “Isn’t that sophistry!?”


      “In the Haimura courtroom, that’s a ‘not guilty’, I won’t stop you changing, so don’t worry. Take your time.”


      Moroha placed it on the shelves in the dressing room, and shut the curtain.


      “D…do I really have… to wear it?”


      He heard a faint voice from the other side of the curtain.


      “Yo dooo.”


      Standing guard with his back to the dressing room, Moroha gave his judgement without a care.


      “Uuugh…”


      Haruka grumbled for a while, and then finally, he heard the rustle of clothes. And from the other side of the curtain, she seemed to be cheerfully changing clothes. Moroha chuckled, she really was interested in the bikini. She never saw her own charm, and was timid, so she needed others’ help.


      Moroha relaxed and quietly moved away. Thinking of his cute senior without a stitch of clothing, separated by only a light curtain was a bit bad for his heart. The rustling of the clothes made him fall into an acutely excited mood. Haruka wasn’t aware of her own charm and so was defenceless against this, so if he didn’t move away, he really would be a pervert.


      After a while, he could tell she was finished changing and moved back in front of the dressing room.


      “Are you done yet?”


      “No! Don’t open it! I ain’t gonna show you.”


      There was no helping it then.


      “Look yourself, carefully, and see if it suits you or not.”


      There was no response, and he could feel her carefully looking over her reflection.


      “…It won’t make everyone laugh?”


      “It won’t, I’d bet on it.”


      “H-how can you tell without seeing it!?”


      “Then I can see it.”


      “No! Absolutely not!”


      He’d see it when they went to the beach, but she didn’t know when to give up. Well, that was his cute senior. After finishing in the dressing room, Haruka quietly took it to the cashier. Moroha’s mood lightened and he didn’t say a word.


      The two finished their shopping and left the store when Haruka asked.


      “Shall we stop for a bit? At a coffee shop or something, m-m-m-y treat,” she mumbled as she turned away, “as um… thanks.”


      Even though Moroha wasn’t so impolite as to ask what for, she hurriedly rephrased herself.


      “I mean as a celebration! You haven’t actually celebrated yet!”


      Even as Moroha was charmed, he cocked his head.


      “Has something happened that needs celebrating?”


      “You got S rank the other day, right?”


      “Ahh.”


      He didn’t care about it so he didn’t think of it. It was back in August. Sir Edward from Britain was a nuisance, and after thoroughly pestering Moroha, said “You’re an S rank now.” as a crappy parting gift. All Saviours were assigned a rank by the White Knight Agency according to their abilities.


      A student’s level was D. Even Satsuki and Shizuno, as reservists in the Strikers were in this category. ‘Full’ members and regular Saviours in the agency were Cs. Haruka was only a second year, but she was already a warrior who held that rank. Those that distinguished themselves in battle even further would be elevated to B. Towering above the others in the strikers, there were several third years with this rank, starting with Tokiko.


      Above that was A rank, very few in each country had the ability for that level. The Strikers’ captain Isurugi was one of those A rankers.


      And then, above that…


      Were those that won one on one against an ‘undefeatable Metaphysical’. Balance Breakers, Overlords, Phenomena. Genuine Messiahs. There were just six of them in the world, S rankers.


      Moroha was recognised as their seventh by Sir Edward.


      “…But I don’t really think that much about it.”


      Moroha mumbled as he scratched his head. He really thought that becoming S ranked would just lead to more problems. Shizuno and Maya had both thoroughly threatened it. There was an unpleasant silence.


      He’d be told to show up at the Japanese branch, ordered this and that, told he didn’t need to go to school anymore, and never left alone. He didn’t want to have annoying things heaped on him, but it felt bad leaving it in limbo like this too, so he grumbled.


      However, Momo-senpai misunderstood.


      “Again with that relaxedness of yours, it makes me want to kill you sometimes, so have some self respect, yeah? Yeah?”


      She smiled at him with a vein pulsing on her temple. Grumbling that she’d put so much effort in to get to C rank.


      “Soo, for as long as you’re not killed, let’s have a celebration, yeah?”


      “Well, if it’s you doing it, it makes me happy.”


      While he was being left alone by the Japanese branch, the students’ reaction was all the more extreme. People were jealous, trying to get close to him, just looking up to him, treating him as a rare animal, trying to grope his ass, all sorts of things. Amongst them, Haruka hadn’t changed her attitude from before, so he was happy to have her.


      “Let’s go then, is the normal place alright?”


      “Or wherever.”


      Haruka lead them on to the favourite, slightly expensive, coffee shop of the girls in the Strikers. Moroha had been there several times too. It was stylish and chic, it was a proper shop that told tea and food too. Haruka arrived at a familiar table and Moroha cheerfully sat down too.


      Actually… he had a vague memory of this being where he first encountered Edward, but didn’t say a word.


      “What’ll I have then.”


      Haruka picked up the menu.


      “I’ll have the sandwich set.”


      “Oka- hey, isn’t that the cheapest!?”


      Haruka immediately hit the table and glared at him.


      “It’s my treat, so you don’t have to hold back.”


      “I’m not, this sandwich is plenty expensive for my tastes.”


      “Right, I’ll choose for you too.”


      “No, I-”


      “Who exactly was the one that was so pushy when choosing my swimsuit again?”


      “Ugh, if you put it like that…”


      While Moroha was lost for words, Haruka called the waiter over and quickly ordered.


      “Umm… and one of the most expensive that’s on the menu as ‘The imperfect product boom is here too, with the owner’s recommended W Mashi Mashi DX Full Course with everything ~ It’s not an excuse to deal with ingredients we’d have to throw away tomorrow~’”


      “Isn’t that a famously un-finishable item like a punishment game!?”


      Moroha’s earlier resistance caused the problem and he complained, but.


      “It’ll be a waste, so don’t leave any, yeah?”


      He gave in at Haruka’s mean giggling and smile.


      However, the Natto Milk they had Edward drink was also recommended, it seemed that while the actual restaurant had an adult mood, the recommendations were like something a child would come up with.


      The kitchen must have been free as plate after plate was brought out. Rather than a full course, it was so overpowering it was like the Manchu Han Imperial Feast The ones that the manager brought out personally were accompanied by overflowing customer service and words like.


      “We got a lot of good leftovers today, oh yeah we have some good ingredients so I came out with this myself.”


      Moroha felt like his eyes would bleed.


      “This was supposed to be a celebration… I was supposed to be happy…”


      “Wellll, you can take your time with this much.”


      Said Haruka to Moroha’s grumbling.


      She probably intended to just tease her junior, but.


      “Ah, I see, you want to take it slow, Momo-senpai.”


      She left her guard down. Hearing her thoughts slip out like that, Moroha knew this wasn’t to pester him at all and suddenly had an appetite. Haruka herself was shocked at her slip of the tongue. Her skin flooded with red like a measuring cylinder filling.


      At that point, Haruka’s order came, it certainly was an amount she couldn’t eat quickly.


      “It’s fine, I’m free too, so let’s take it slow.”


      “T-that’s not it. I-it’s not like I was asking you to spend time with me like this!”


      She hurriedly tried to hide her plate, but two arms weren’t enough to cover it, she could only flail her arms above the plate.


      “It that’s not it then there’s no need to get so serious about it.”


      Moroha smiled easily.


      She wasn’t honest, but she was bad at hiding things and careless… well, that’s what made her cute.


      “Eating fast is fine, so eat before it gets cold or it’ll be a waste!”


      “Right, let’s eat.”


      Still smiling, he put his hands together with Haruka.


      She started clearing her plate like she was binge eating. Lined up in front of her was a milkshake, milk pudding, milk catalana, milk gelatos, accompanied with strawberry condensed milk, and so on.


      “It looks like you’ll drown in milk…”


      “I-it’s my way.”


      He accidentally let his impressions slip and Haruka glared at him. Then, she quietly looked down at her small chest while moving her knife and fork so Moroha wouldn’t see.


      “…You really worry about Shizuno, don’t you.”


      Her true intentions being spoken again, Haruka choked.


      “I didn’t say it was about my chest!”


      But it was embarrassing, so she couldn’t say it. Pretending she didn’t hear the slip of the tongue, she continued eating. Moroha and Haruka ate a lot, and talked a lot. Even though they could go slowly, and enjoy themselves, time seemed to pass so quickly. It really was a waste.


      So when Moroha’s phone suddenly started ringing, it was grating on the ears.


      “Sorry.”


      While apologising, Moroha pressed the hold button.


      “You can answer, I said you don’t need to hold back with me.”


      “Nah, that ringtone is for an annoyance, so I don’t want to answer.”


      “Ohh, you have someone you don’t get on with, who?”


      “Edward.”


      “The British Head!? Answer it now!”


      Being menaced by Haruka, Moroha reluctantly answered the call.


      Answering in the restaurant would be the height of rudeness, so Moroha went outside. He was hoping that Edward would give up in that time, but he was a persistent caller so he put the phone to his ear.


      “Hello, Jack, are you well?”


      He heard clearly enunciated, Queen’s English, but the person speaking sounded happy and friendly.


      “Have you got the wrong number? There is no Mr Jack here.”


      Answered Moroha, without an ounce of friendliness. Incidentally, while it was awkward, Moroha was also speaking English.


      “Don’t be so cold, it’s the nickname I bestowed on you, full of affection.”


      “No matter what it is filled with. If it is a nuisance to the person you give it to, there is no meaning in it.”


      Moroha was disappointed. Before, Edward had said that Moroha was like a Jack in the Box, and given him a nickname based on that.


      “Didn’t I say not to call, because it is a nuisance.”


      “Would you stop calling everything a nuisance? Let’s be frank.”


      “It actually is a nuisance, so I cannot help it. I’m busy.”


      “That’s rude, seeing as it’s you, you’re probably on a date with a cute girl, right?”


      “What’s ‘as it’s me’ supposed to…”


      Moroha was startled and started to complain.


      “I heard, you know? That you weren’t satisfied just two-timing with Shizuno and another girl, that you’re a fiend seducing any lady you lay your eyes on.”


      “Who spread such a false rumour to the head of the British branch?”


      “Tadanori’s complaining that he’s not sure ‘his Shizuno-chan’ can win made its way to me.”


      Moroha glared at the sky, he couldn’t forgive that chairman.


      “False accusations have a limit, so please do not believe those kind of rumours…”


      “Could it be my misunderstanding? Are you actually not with a girl right now?”


      Moroha cast his eyes about frantically.


      Of course, Edward wasn’t in front of him.


      “A-anyway, I am busy now, what did you need to tell me?”


      “Shizuno and the others will be going to swimming in the ocean the day after tomorrow, won’t they?”


      “Why do you know that, how sharp are your ears?”


      “I am honoured to receive your praise, Jack… or so I’d like to say, but it’s by chance. I arranged the programme for the meeting next with Mari over the phone. It was a while ago so I had to confirm things.”


      “So the headmistress leaked it you you then…”


      “How nice for you, I’ll be in a stuffy meeting, and you’ll be on holiday with the girls, don’t you think it’s unfair?”


      “… Surely you didn’t call me to give me that worthless complaint?”


      “How’s it worthless!? I can complain, after all, I’m putting myself out for you!”


      “…For me?”


      Moroha grimaced, feeling uneasy for some reason.


      “Want to hear the details?”


      “No, not really.”


      “Then, how about the important points…”


      Edwards usual chattiness was replaced with a sincere tone. Thanks to that, Moroha stopped before he pressed the button to hang up. Thinking that it would be something irritating again, he listened attentively.


      After their conversation finished, he went back to Haruka.


      “What was it?”


      Not hiding her curiosity, Haruka asked as she nibbled at her food.


      “Nothing that important.”


      Answered Moroha relaxedly as he sat down.


      “Sir Edward calling for nothing important is all the more impressive!”


      Haruka praised this peculiar aspect.


      “If it’s private, I shouldn’t hear it.”


      “Nah, I don’t really mind saying. It really wasn’t anything important.”


      “R-really?”


      Haruka’s eyes shone in curiosity as she waited for him to speak.


      “They’re deferring my S rank promotion,” her eyes died, “apparently the Russian Lightning Empress or something? Well, she was strongly opposed to it and Edward said she’s willing to fight if he intends to push it through,” her eyes shook in fear, “the Japanese branch isn’t going to leave it alone either. They probably know the Lightning Empress will be angry and are worried about how to treat me. I kinda understand, ha ha.”


      “Are you senile!? That’s important!”


      “But I don’t really care about the S rank…”


      “It’s worse than that!”


      Haruka bent forwards over the table, spitting.


      “It is?”


      “It is! If the Lighting Empress is willing to fight… that’s a stupidly scary person that has their eye on you, right? At worst, she might bypass Sir Edward and make you yourself her enemy.”


      “It’ll be okay, Edward said he’d conduct himself properly too.”


      Haruka’s eyebrows twitched as she ducked her head, but Moroha didn’t pay it any mind.


      “We should be worried about the training camp the day after tomorrow, right? Come on, let’s eat and build up our strength.”


      They started clearing away the remains of the full course.


      The special burger made of beef, pork and chicken was well made, and even after cooling a little still hadn’t lost any of its taste. The manager really was skilled.


      He absentmindedly began to hum as he moved his knife and fork. Haruka looked at him through half-lidded eyes.


      “If it was me, I wouldn’t be able to eat any more now…”


      “You’re exaggerating, Momo-senpai.”


      “You’re just too much of a big shot.” She scowled reproachfully at him.


      “Don’t worry so much, idiot.” He spoke as he chewed.


      Moroha was grateful to even have her worry about him, and ate the entire meal. There was a huge amount, but it unexpectedly fit in his stomach.


      Because it wasn’t just his stomach, it was nourishment that spread through his entire body and heart. More than enough provisions to work hard tomorrow.


      He was grateful to Momo-senpai for congratulating him.


      


      

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 2: The Strikers’ Summer


    
      — And so, with things like that happening along the way, the summer training camp began.


      That morning, the main Strikers members and the reserves, about forty people, had gathered in the academy courtyard. It was a half-leisure camp this year, so most of them were in informal clothes and in a relaxed mood. Unfortunately, not everyone was there, there were several absentees.


      On the other hand, Maya was not part of the Strikers, but was accompanying them. Training would be dangerous without her barrier, and they wouldn’t be able to put their full effort in. She wasn’t there to play, she was an indispensable resource.


      The fact that there was no teacher leading this trip was either just like this academy, or it went to show how much Isurugi was trusted. They were going to use the principal’s Erratic Portal to teleport and get there easily, their destination was a small island on the side of the Yamaguchi prefecture that faced the Japanese Sea, there weren’t even a thousand people living there.


      Immediately after leaving the portal, the rough, salty scent of the sea assaulted Moroha’s nose. The spray on the wind clung to his T-shirt. They had arrived atop a hill, in front of a holiday house and could see the entire island. It wasn’t too far from Honshu either, so they could see that too. The vast sea and their homeland stretched off into the horizon, like an optical illusion. Because they had arrived outside, they were able to see this. Moroha’s family was poor, and let alone a trip to the sea, it had been a while since he’d been on a trip at all, so his heart fluttered.


      “First greet the managers and drop off your luggage. According to Kanzaki-kun, the place has been cleaned properly, but as thanks, we shall be cleaning the building and tending to the garden. However, Maya-kun, you and the first years will be going to the beach and setting up the barrier. Until everything is finished, I don’t mind people that have finished their jobs going to play.”


      The captain’s instructions given, the members peacefully obeyed. Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya changed into their swimwear and headed to the beach. Naturally, as it was a private beach, there was no one else there and it was huge.


      Satsuki shouted in excitement as she caught sight of the shore.


      “IIIII looooooovee theee seeeeaaa!!”


      And charged as if she were a bull that someone had waved a red cloth in front of. She frolicked in the waves, had her top taken by the waves and got the sneezes, causing a ruckus on her own.


      As she did this, clever Maya used her Dream Stone Hedron and set up a barrier around the area, now no matter how rough they got, there wouldn’t be any injuries.


      They had been told to play until Isurugi and the others had finished with the cleaning. In athletic clubs, it was common for the menial jobs to be pushed onto the first years, but in the Strikers, it was sometimes the other way around. Isurugi’s character was built from a mass of a sense of responsibility and duty. So it would be a waste if they didn’t.


      While looking for Satsuki’s stolen top, they all enjoyed themselves in the sea. Satsuki had been stopped when she tried to half skinny-dip and sent back to change.


      “IIIII looooooovee theee seeeeaaa!!”


      Before long, she came charging back, can’t she say anything else?


      “How’s it looking, did you find it?”


      She asked, out of breath, from the shore. They swam back to her.


      “No, it’s kind of impossible…”


      “The waves are high, they’re fast and rough. It could be anywhere by now.”


      “It’s already far at sea, you know?”


      Coming ashore, Moroha, Maya, and Shizuno answered in turn.


      “Muuuu, I messed up, huh.”


      Even as Satsuki screwed her face up, she seemed to give up.


      “Hey…” Moroha asked back, pointing at her outfit, “why are you wearing another swimsuit?”


      He’d expected her to come back in casual clothes.


      “What do you mean why? I’m just wearing my new one.”


      Satsuki answered blankly.


      “How many did you bring?”


      “Well, enough for one a day of course.”


      She answered as if it was obvious. Was that normal for girls? Moroha looked back at Shizuno and Maya.


      “I did bring another swimsuit.”


      “One a day is too much.”


      The two were in agreement.


      “That’s a was-”


      “It’s not a waste! Fashion is more important than anything to a girl! How happy are


      you 

      that your sister wears such lovely swimsuits for you? Being able to enjoy yourself in different ways is good, isn’t it?”


      Satsuki laughed brazenly, striking a pose like a model, showing off. The volume of ribbons on the top wonderfully supported the lack of such in her chest. The pareo was nice too, emphasising the beauty of her slender legs. The skimpy swimsuit she was wearing until earlier was nice in its own way, but he felt this one suited Satsuki and her coquettish nature better.


      “Enjoy yourself in different ways, huh…”


      As he stared in shock, Moroha couldn’t help but concede the point.


      “Fwo~~~~~fwofwofwo,” talking her brother down, Satsuki laughed proudly, and that wasn’t all, “it’s fine for a child like Maaya, but don’t you think you’re throwing away too much of your womanliness, Urushibara?”


      She took advantage of the turn of events and started needling her rival.


      “Aren’t you just wasting far too much money?”


      Shizuno responded cynically without meeting her eyes.


      “I already said fashion isn’t a waste of money, didn’t I?”


      “I was saying that it was a waste for the swimsuits you would be wearing, you know?”


      “T-they’d be unused possessions!?”


      “Indeed, truly pearls before swine, right?”


      “At least say coins before cats! Swine aren’t cute.”


      “You’ve gotten off the point, quit it with the pointless arguing. We’re here after all.”


      “I bought a beach ball, let’s play.”


      At Moroha and Maya’s calming, the two of them turned their backs on each other and calmed down.


      “They can’t help it, right?”


      “Right.”


      Moroha and Maya exchanged with a glance. Then ,the four of them gathered into a circle and played with the beach ball, kicking it between each other. It was a simple game, but with the summer, the sea and being under the blue sky, doing so in the open mood was oddly fun. None of them could help but be taken in.


      Satsuki and Shizuno didn’t fight, and were in a daze, enjoying themselves. Watching them, Moroha started to smile.


      He started…


      And when he did, he noticed.


      Playing the game in this open mood, in the summer, with the sea and blue sky, was awfully dangerous. More accurately, playing this game with girls in swimsuits was really bad. When they received the ball, they bounced with it. Their breasts that is. When they chased after the ball, they swayed with them. Their breasts that is.


      Shizuno’s voluptuous chest was a given, but even Satsuki’s relatively small chest moved in response to vigorous movements, wobbling, bouncing, swaying, bending, dancing…


      “You’ve suddenly gone red, Moroha, do you have a fever?”


      Maya’s pure, angelic smile was dazzling.


      “I-I’m okay. The sun’s just a little strong.”


      Clumsily giving an excuse, Moroha looked away from Satsuki and Shizuno to cool down.


      “That’s awful, Moroha! Why don’t you rest in the shade a bit?”


      “The training camp has only just begun, you’re not allowed to push yourself, you know?”


      Satsuki and Shizuno came around to look at his face, seeming worried.


      “I’ll be fine, I’ll get used to it soon.”


      After that, Moroha would move his head back and forth to avoid their gaze. But sensing the ball by its presence alone and receiving it properly was difficult work. The two of them saw his performance and relaxed, thinking he seemed fine and returned to the game.


      Moroha kept playing, looking toward the day after.


      As Moroha’s ‘odd mood’ lessened, the ball game heated up in equal measure. As time went on, the upper year students started appearing one by one. Groups of friends formed and enjoyed themselves swimming and playing in the sand.


      Then, with Moroha’s group, “Heey, let me join in too!” Haruka waved at them and came dashing up.


      Moroha straightened with a start. Another temptation! Such preparation was un-needed, Haruka was wearing a baggy T-shirt that covered to her thighs. She was probably wearing a swimsuit underneath, but… still hiding it even now, was there any limit to her stubbornness?


      “If you’re going to dress like that, there wasn’t any point in buying it the other day, was there?”


      Moroha quipped, receiving the ball.


      “Why do you know she bought it the other day?”


      The ball came to Satsuki and she jumped in. Noticing his slip, Moroha looked away.


      “I would quite like to hear that too.”


      His gaze found Shizuno, who was looking at him with a cool, penetrating gaze that seemed about to freeze him.


      There was… no escape.


      “I went to go buy mine and happened to bump into her, it’s not like we planned it.”


      Moroha explained himself, cold sweat gathering on his brow. It wasn’t a lie, but it rang hollow, even to him. Just as he braced himself for retribution—


      “We could have done thaaaaaat!?”


      “I thought up so many pretences and yet… I hate that I couldn’t think of that.”


      Satsuki and Shizuno both retreated into contemplation, so the conversation that had been diverted could work to its original topic.


      “You bought it, so why not make up your mind? You can’t swim like that either, can you?”


      Moroha passed the ball from Maya to Haruka.


      “I-it’s fine… It’s my decision right. Anyway, quit staring.”


      As she received the ball, she rubbed her thighs together bashfully.


      “It’d be weird if I insisted she strip, hmm…” Thought Moroha, taking the return pass.


      “Everyone freeze, this is a hold up.”


      They heard a free, clear male’s voice. It was a third year that had sneaked up behind Haruka and was poking something into her back. It was out of Moroha’s sight, so he couldn’t tell what he was poking her with, but with that line, and that pose would definitely be used when threatening someone with a gun in dramas.


      “W-w-what are you playing at, Taketsuru-senpai?”


      Haruka protested in confusion and went to turn back to the man, but —


      “If you turn this way, I’ll shoot.”


      “Eee!”


      At the cold, hard sensations pressing into her, she let out a small scream and rigidly faced forwards.


      “Now now, this is a hold up, you know, you lot?”


      The man threatening them with a clear smile was called Taketsuru Uisuke, he was a member of the Strikers like Moroha and Haruka, a third year, C rank White Steel.


      “Of course, I surrender.”


      With his precious senior being suddenly taken hostage, Moroha raised his hands. Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya all did too. With no one to take the ball, it bounced off across the sand.


      “Really, what kind of joke is thi—”


      Even as Haruka put on a show of courage, her skin was a pallid white and she gingerly raised her hands.


      “Fufufu, that’s right. That’s great, everyone looks so good, right?” Even with a wicked smile, Taketsuru seemed somehow calming. “What am I playing at? What kind of joke is it? I’ll tell you, doing this!”


      Taketsuru placed both hands on Haruka’s, who still had her arms up, T-shirt…


      And whipped it off in a single motion. It was baggy, so it came off all at once, Haruka’s body, wrapped in the blue bikini, was exposed to the sun.


      “Unyaaaaaaa!?”


      Haruka frantically tried to hold her body, but it didn’t cover anything. Her toned arms, thighs and stomach held a wild beauty. They weren’t just thin like sticks, the supple and flexible muscles were starkly visible just by looking. Their dazzling beauty was accentuated by the vivid blue bikini. It didn’t have anything to do with the size of her chest, and it really did suit her.


      “Give it back, give it back already. What are you thinking, Senpai!?”


      Haruka snarled as she used her right hand to try and snatch the T-shirt, still covering her chest with her left.


      “Hah ha! I just laid things bare for my cowardly junior. Well, you were the one laid bare I guess.”


      Taketsuru counter attacked Haruka with the water pistol he was holding, it seemed that that was what he had pressed against her back.


      “I don’t get what you meeeaan.”


      Haruka was bewildered as water dripped from her nose from where she’d been shot, then off her chin .


      “You tried so hard for a certain someone, go ahead and let him see.”


      “Unyaaaaaaa!?”


      Haruka let out another strange sound and her entire body went red like a boiled octopus. Right to the tips of her fingers, you could tell because she was wearing a bikini.


      “And so, I’ll be confiscating this. If you want it back, you’ll have to get that certain someone to praise you one hundred times.”


      Still holding the T-shirt, Taketsuru let out a deep belly laugh and gallantly withdrew. Visible from afar, he handed the T-shirt and water pistol over to a girl wearing plain glasses.


      “Man, he’s good at everything.”


      Thought Moroha in admiration as he lowered his arms. Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya all did so too. Their gazes gathered on Haruka, who was still bright red and moving jerkily.


      “I’m going to go for a quick swim!”


      She ran off with the speed that earned her the title of fastest within the school and hid herself in the sea.


      “It wasn’t anything to be ashamed of, it’s a waste, right?”


      With a pained smile at her silly behaviour, Moroha sought the others’ opinions.


      “But don’t you think that’s what makes her cute? She’s fierce.”


      Shizuno gave her evaluation while seeming to drift.


      “My muscles are all squidgy, I’m jealous of Haruka-oneechan. She was so pretty.”


      Smiled Maya, while pinching at the fat on her stomach (though it was at the normal kind of level for children).


      And then, Satsuki…


      Was somewhat gloomy. Her eyes were suddenly cast in shadow as she glared at Moroha.


      “W-what?” Asked Moroha, taken aback at her sudden change.


      “Do you like Momo-senpai, Nii-sama?”


      Satsuki threw a tremendous straight-ball.


      “Why this again?”


      “It’s a woman’s… no, a younger sister’s intuition.”


      “Oh, I would also quite like to hear this.”


      “I’m really curious too.”


      Shizuno and Maya both snapped onto the question too, Shizuno with a sidelong glance, and Maya with excitement.


      “You lot only get on at times like this…” Moroha was weary, but it didn’t seem like he’d be allowed to not answer, “Well yeah… but I don’t think it’s the kind of ‘like’ that you lot are thinking of.” Scratching his head, he spoke frankly. “Momo-senpai is a good person, and I think her earnestness towards getting strong is cool. And you know we’re deployed together when fighting against Metaphysicals?”


      “That’s right, you’re the only one that can keep up with her speed, aren’t you?”


      “So we’re always training together, and I think we’ve just ended up in sync over time.”


      “As far as being in sync goes, don’t you think it’s her synchronising with you?”


      “A-anyway, yeah, I get on well with Momo-senpai.”


      ‘Is that a good enough answer?’ he asked with his eyes.


      “Well, that’s about it.”


      Shizuno said, once again in a relaxed mood.


      “Moroha and Haruka-oneechan both respect each other, they’re good partners.”


      Maya understood what he was saying and smiled.


      That was all sorted, or that’s what Moroha thought.


      “Uuuuuhhh…”


      Only Satsuki was frowning and grinding her teeth. She still couldn’t calm down. What on Earth was wrong, did she still not understand?


      “Satsuki…?”


      Asked Moroha in puzzlement.


      But no reply came from her. Something awful had happened.


      Something that crushed the peaceful sea-side mood of everyone else playing around.


      “What are you doing!? Relaxing has a limit!” Tokiko’s sharp reprimand echoed from behind. The mood dropped like a stone. Moroha and the other’s attention was taken too. “Every last one of you seems to be under the impression this is a outing or something, don’t you!?”


      The demon vice-captain was for some reason in a unfashionable Burgundy tracksuit, frowning in anger as she strode across the beach. Stiffly adjusting the bridge of her glasses upon her nose, she glared at the members. She was in an awfully bad mood.


      Struck by the anger coming off her in waves, everyone shuddered in terror. As Tokiko progressed, step by step down the beach, the members playing near her retreated as if they were like poles on a magnet repelling each other.


      “You’re tense aren’t you, Kanzaki? What’s up?”


      Taketsuru fearlessly asked her as she approached.


      “Hmph. We came here to train, did we not? And yet you’re all running around playing like headless chickens!”


      Tokiko spoke oppressively, like a drill Sergeant, glaring around her and making anyone in her gaze shudder. However, Taketsuru turned it aside like a breeze and remonstrated her with an easy tone.


      “Well yeah, Isurugi said to play until everyone got here, of course we would be, right?”


      “Silence! The captain’s too soft, I’ll never allow it as the vice-captain.”


      “You go on about that, but weren’t you looking forward to playing and playing? Why the change of heart? Actually, what’s up with that lame tracksuit, what happened to your swimsuit?”


      “…I was forbidden.” Answered Tokiko in a whisper. The impression she gave changed from her haughty pose with crossed arms to seeming like she was trying to hold back tears, “…I thought I’d show it to Moroha… I worked so hard to pick it… I was so excited to get it… but then, when the captain saw it… he said it was even more indecent than being naked and forbid it… as a punishment I’ve got to wear the tracksuit all day…” She finished with a sniffle.


      “…In that case, Isurugi’s judgement was right.”


      Taketsuru, with his easiness being his merit, hesitated to say as he looked at Tokiko in disappointment.


      “So, Moroha, are you sad that you won’t get to see it?”


      “Nah, I’ll honestly pass on a swimsuit that’s more indecent than being naked.”


      Shizuno whispered into Moroha’s ear with small dimples on her face, and Moroha replied in a small voice.


      Reproachful eyes surrounded Tokiko at a distance. She lost heart for a moment, but, suddenly, the light within her eyes was rekindled.


      “And so! Because I, the vice-captain can’t play, you lot playing until you drop is unfair!” She spoke haughtily.


      Grumbles of discontent started to rise from all over the place. Satsuki and Maya both had displeased expressions.


      While this was happening, others arrived from the holiday home and complained that they weren’t still playing.


      “You really are a demon…”


      Taketsuru was disgusted, turning away gallantly as if he couldn’t be in her company any longer.


      “Listen up, you’re not here to flirt, you’re here to train! The time for playing is over! Am I venting my anger? Hmph, I am indeed! What’s wrong with that? I’m the vice-captain you know.” With no one there to stop her, Tokiko ranted and raved, with the air of desperation. “Hah… I noticed something terrifying. The captain’s a hardheaded, stubborn boor that isn’t popular with women, so he’s jealous of mine and Moroha’s lovey-doviness, isn’t he!? Then he’s venting that, getting in our way!? Grrr, I won’t allow it! What an abuse of power!”


      Her harsh words wouldn’t stop, they wouldn’t stop. People wiped sweat off their brows and swallowed spit as they gazed fearfully at Tokiko. But she herself didn’t notice the true meaning behind those gazes.


      “If someone wants to educate him that ‘those that interfere in other people’s relationships should get eaten by Metaphysicals and die’ then I’ll allow it! No responsibility.” Her words escalated more and more.


      Then, a large hand came from behind her! Then, with a strong enough grip to cause a disquieting creak to come from her skull, gripped her atop her head.


      “Myo!?”


      Tokiko let out a strange yell, perhaps in surprise, fear, or possibly both. Standing behind her was Isurugi Jin, the one she had been railing against.


      Everyone looked in terror at the tall and slim figure of the captain as he stood in a quiet rage.


      “C-c-c-c-captain!? That just now was, um—”


      “I am awfully disappointed, vice captain.” Isurugi’s voice was heavy, with almost a physical weight. Tokiko suddenly withered. “The team needs to let off steam every so often, or they’ll just keep gathering resentment. It’s exactly as you proclaimed. It was correct to bring the training camp to the sea side, I’m glad even now.”


      “I-is that right?”


      “Indeed. The problem is that you have the most steam built up.”


      “O-o-o-ow. Don’t squeeze any harder than that, m-m-m-m-my head’s going to break.”


      “Let us discuss how you can avoid such difficulties as the team leader later, vice captain.”


      “Got it. I’ve got it, so don’t squeeze any harder, something’s going to come out of my ears.”


      Tokiko continued to struggle and resigned sighs came from around her at her ruined appearance. Moroha had a wry smile, and Satsuki was rolling around with laughter. Maya had covered her mouth and was hiding her giggles. Shizuno was just gazing listlessly at the clouds.


      While still making Tokiko’s head creak, he spoke to the members as if nothing had happened.


      “It seems you’re all assembled. Let’s begin today’s training then.”


      He didn’t raise his voice hugely, but that dull voice carried well. Playtime really was over now. Unlike with Tokiko, everyone’s expressions tightened. Without him saying anything further, they gathered around him. Of course, Moroha and the others did so too.


      Even if he was a hardheaded, stubborn boor, the captain was a tremendous leader.




♦ ♦ ♦




      To begin, Isurugi spoke.


      “I think that this year’s training is softer than usual. However, too much stress isn’t the point of a training camp. So, ladies and gentlemen, I have one thing I would like you to promise me,” Moroha listened as he stretched. The people around him stirred noisily and looked at each other, “Each of you will decide upon your own subject, and work on that until the final day.”


      A small commotion arose from the members and Moroha hummed in satisfaction.


      “The subject can be anything, improving your strong points, lessening your weak points, or even studying new Ancestral Arts. I leave it to your ambition and audacity.”


      It was complicated and yet said simply, seeming like simplicity itself but having hidden depths. Interesting. That was definitely like the captain, he was a steadfast man and had clearly thought about it in depth before.


      “On this occasion, you can feel free to ask anyone to give you some instruction. Unfortunately, Sophia-kun isn’t here, but the full members all have their own specialities. Depending on your goal, it could make your learning easier.” At these words, quite a few people turned and nodded with ‘mmhmm’s at Moroha, he could somewhat feel their gazes gathering on him. “So then, I hope you shall all rise to the challenge.”


      Isurugi’s speech ended, and they began to train under the orders of Tokiko, who had calmed. It wasn’t possible to win one-on-one with a Metaphysical, that was the reason they placed such emphasis on team work, and they spent about an hour doing the usual. Even as they went seriously about their training, all of their thoughts were focused on what their goal would be. And then, for the remaining hour, upon Isurugi’s command to each pursue their own training, they dispersed. People worked alone, made groups, disappeared off to somewhere, set up camp where they liked.


      Around Moroha, only three were left, Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya. Tokiko looked like she would join them, but —


      “I believe that I said we would be speaking later.”


      She was immediately caught by the scruff of her neck by Isurugi and dragged away. She let out feeble cries of misery, but no one sympathised with her. Other older girls looked like they wanted to join them but ended up creating an atmosphere that held each other back, and no one approached. While that happened.


      “Can we call Momo-senpai over?”


      Satsuki suddenly proposed in a nervous voice.


      Moroha had no objections, and she ran off to call her.


      “—So that’s what she wanted to do then?”


      Moroha was sat on the sand, watching Satsuki, who was full of fighting spirit.


      “Ranjou-san really is a show off, making a commotion is her speciality.”


      Shizuno was sitting right next to him, and had shuffled in close during the confusion. Her bare skin was against his, their upper arms were close together, startling him.


      “Isn’t it fine to be lively?”


      On the opposite side, Maya had imitated her, Shizuno’s bad influence on children was massive.


      Satsuki stood over the three — no, there were also the other seniors watching them — and took an imposing stance, her chin jutting out, her eyes alight and with a fearless smile engraved upon her lips as she pointed straight at Haruka.


      “I’ve decided! My goal will be to get faster than you, Momo-senpai!”


      Satsuki, still a reserve, and only a first year at that, would surpass Haruka, a full member, and the fastest in the school at that. At that audacious proclamation, the observers erupted into applause. Even Isurugi clapped quietly, and Taketsuru, who was near them, whistled through his fingers and cheered.


      “Ummm…” On the other hand, Haruka ducked her head at the challenge, the titleholder had shrank and was the exact opposite. “Won’t you choose another challenge?”


      Momo asked, gazing at Satsuki with upturned eyes.


      “Hmhmmm, could you be afraid of me, with my bright future, Momo-senpai?”


      “It just feels sorta like bullying.”


      The sound of something breaking within Satsuki reached Moroha, who covered his face in resignation.


      “Fwo… fwo fwo, well, o-obviously, I’m not so cocky to think I’d win right away…. But isn’t saying it’s bullying a little too far, fwo… fwo fwo fwo… fwo…”


      Satsuki tried and failed to laugh it off like a bad joke. Her temple was twitching.


      “R-right, let’s compete then! An all out competition!”


      Haruka noticed her slip and hurriedly tried to heal Satsuki’s self-respect, and energetically drew out a start line on the beach with her foot.


      Satsuki had challenged Haruka to a footrace. It was a touch childish, but this was the easiest way to compare their speed.


      Haruka stood at the start line. With her temple still twitching, Satsuki stood next to her.


      “Let’s make that cliff the goal, first one to touch it wins.”


      Haruka was coated in prana. It rose from her whole body like blue flames, swaying soundlessly. It was beautiful, an azure blue, like the sky, that seemed endless and perfectly clear.


      “Okay. First I’ll fix that mistaken image you have of me.”


      “I’m sorry about that.”


      “I don’t want an apology, I want respect! Let’s go, Momo-senpai.”


      Satsuki was coated in prana too, and it too, was beautiful. It was a majestic, holy gold light. However, unlike Haruka, it wasn’t from her whole body. It was from both hands and both legs. And sometimes, it was just a sparking golden aura.


      Both of them were ready. They both knew that if you couldn’t prepare yourself quickly for real battle, there was no point, so they didn’t take a crouching start for the race, they simply lowered themselves slightly and leaned forwards.


      They gazed at their goal, about five or six hundred metres away.


      The tension swelled. The spectators leaned forwards too.


      “Give us the start signal, Nii-sama!”


      “Eh, me? Then… readyyy, go.”


      At Moroha’s lax signal, the two girls exploded into movement, scattering an explosion of sand behind them. They ran far faster than a normal person. It was one of the basic Light Techniques of Ancestral Arts, God Speed Link. However, their running techniques were like night and day. Satsuki was wild and uncoordinated, running fiercely through the sand, kicking up a storm of sand and giving a war cry.


      Haruka was beautiful, she ran smoothly, not kicking up the sand, and not making a sound. And, she was far faster. From the instant they started, she had been steadily pulling away from Satsuki. Ten seconds probably hadn’t even passed, she had covered the distance to the goal in the blink of an eye, lightly touching it. She wasn’t out of breath at all.


      Thunderous applause came from the spectators once more, and Taketsuru whistled again. After several seconds, Satsuki reached the goal too. Rather than a touch she was closer to hitting the cliff and then shouted.


      “I diiid it!”


      Throwing her hands skyward and jumping.


      Her cries reached Moroha and the others, who were seated near the start. What was she so happy about after a resounding defeat? Moroha, Shizuno, Maya and the spectators were all baffled. Haruka was speaking to her in shock, so Moroha used Divine Sound Link to make his hearing better and caught her voice.


      “Say, Satsuki… what are you so happy?”


      “’Cause I wasn’t too different from you, was I?”


      Haruka’s eyes widened in shock. Moroha’s did too.


      “Not too… you were clearly seconds slower, weren’t you?”


      “Eh, it’s just seconds, right?”


      At Haruka’s retort, Satsuki stared blankly. Of course, in terms of the absolute value, it may not seem like that big a difference, but it didn’t bear thinking about in relative terms. If Haruka had taken nine seconds to reach the goal, and Satsuki was three seconds slower Satsuki’s speed wouldn’t have been even 70% of Haruka’s. In reality, Haruka hadn’t taken nine seconds, and Satsuki was more than three seconds slower. In comparison, she would be a tortoise, that’s right, a tortoise. She couldn’t understand that.


      She was a hard worker, and should be good at maths, but she was an example of how not being able to put it into practice made it worthless. Moroha was saddened.


      “Umm, you see…” Haruka tried to explain, but she just ended up gesturing and not being able to say anything. She understood through experience, but couldn’t suddenly give the explanation, it seemed Haruka was bad at mathematics. “It doesn’t matter, anyway, it’s my win.”


      Ah, she gave up.


      “Then let’s go again! I’m sure I can give you a better match next time.”


      “Sure sure, I’ll play along with you…”


      “Let’s use the start line from earlier as the goal!”


      Satsuki triumphantly drew out another start line in the sand and turned around, preparing. Haruka gave her a reproachful gaze, but she didn’t seem to notice.


      “It seems like they’re fighting somewhat, what’s wrong?”


      Shizuno whispered into Moroha’s ear.


      “Who knows, anyway, looks like they’re going again.”


      Moroha protected his ‘sister’s’ honour.


      In the end, Satsuki didn’t win even once.


      Running with roars of energy saw her left in the dust…


      Running with angry growls left her even further in the dust…


      Running with tears in her eyes left her further still in the dust…


      The more she challenged Haruka, the more effort she put in, the more the gap widened. As Haruka had feared, it seemed to become like bullying.


      Even so, Satsuki didn’t give in, and Haruka didn’t take it easy in the slightest either. It was probably painful for her to keep running, and keep losing, it was clear that she couldn’t win, even trying her best. Their virtue, their motivation, left a deep impression on the spectators, that could barely be seen. Taketsuru applauded each time they passed the goal, he was a good man. Moroha didn’t look away either, he watched over Satsuki’s efforts.


      “She really doesn’t know her own limits… she doesn’t even know the basics yet.”


      Still attached to Moroha, Shizuno sighed in pity.


      “Saying she’d get faster than Haruka-oneechan of all people, that’s way too careless.”


      Cuddled up to him still, Maya gave a pitying sigh. Satsuki was being pitied by a ten year old…


      “But really, why is she so desperate to win over Momo-senpai…?”


      There were plenty of other things she could choose as an objective, so Moroha was puzzled. Could it be connected to her descending into silent thought after his answer about whether he liked Haruka? In that case, he didn’t really get the reason.


      Moroha grumbled and scratched his head, speaking without taking his eyes of Satsuki, who was even now running with all her willpower.


      “It’s just Momo-senpai is a speed-type, Satsuki’s a power and tough tanky type so she’s at the disadvantage.”


      “Oi oi, that’s the first time I’ve heard Ranjou’s a tanky-type.” Nearby, Taketsuru’s sharp ears picked up his grumbling and his eyebrows raised in deep interest. “Everyone knows that Momochi’s a speed-type, but how do you know Ranjou’s type, she’s still developing? Is it because you’re going out?”


      “We’re not going out.”


      “Ranjou-san and Moroha are not going out.”


      “Why are you answering too, Urushibara, hahahaha.” Even wry smiles from him were bright and clear, “Then, why?”


      “Can’t you tell from the colour of her prana?”


      “Not at all.” Taketsuru answered with a cool pose and a shrug. “I guess it really is different being an S rank.”


      “Oh? But Moroha had a similar conversation with Sir Edward.”


      “Yeah, he didn’t know either, he’d never heard of it.”


      Taketsuru’s cheery laugh was just at how interesting he was. Moroha couldn’t do anything other than scratch his head. Being able to read various things from the colour of prana was common knowledge to Flaga, but it had never once been understood. He felt uneasy under the beaming smile that said he didn’t do anything by halves.


      “I’m not an S rank though.”


      Focusing on something not quite relevant, he tried to evade it.


      “Yeah, I’ve heard, I’ve heard. It was put on hold. I heard Ranjou’s crying and happiness about it.”


      The day before yesterday, Moroha had wanted to put Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya at ease, and yesterday, Satsuki had made a massive noise about it, so everyone knew about it. He didn’t really mind, but thought he should be careful of Satsuki’s loose-tongued nature.


      “Well, I understand Ranjou-san’s feelings you know? I’m relieved that you were released too.”


      Shizuno gave some rare support to Satsuki.


      “I was really scared that you’d get awful demands from the Japanese branch too.”


      Maya celebrated with an angelic smile.


      “I’m a little sad, I was looking forward to how much you’d do.”


      “I said, I’m not that impressive a guy.” Moroha shrugged at Taketsuru, who seemed deeply regretful. “It’s a load off my shoulders, so I’m relieved.”


      “However… it’s on hold, so you can’t let your guard down yet.”


      The slightest melancholy leaked through onto Shizuno’s mask-like face.


      “When will it be decided?”


      “There’s a meeting of the Six Heads this week, they’ll talk about it there.”


      Moroha gave a half-hearted answer to Taketsuru’s question.


      “Heh, while you’re at the training camp?”


      Taketsuru was showing he was paying attention, but it was just like parroting someone else, so he didn’t mean anything offensive by it. Moroha wondered about those schedules overlapping too, but thought it was unrelated.


      Then.


      “A Six Head meeting… That’s amazing, the Six Heads meeting for you.”


      Moroha frantically tried to escape the ‘you don’t do anything by halves’ rays coming from Taketsuru.


      “The Six Heads are Edward and such, the top of each country’s organisation, right? They should meet fairly often then, yeah? It’s more like an extra topic, isn’t it?”


      “It’s definitely just for you. I don’t even remember them meeting in more than a year.”


      “They should just do their jobs…”


      Hearing Shizuno’s remark, Moroha was discouraged.


      “It’s only natural, their job isn’t talking, it’s fighting.”


      “…They’re all monstrously strong, aren’t they?”


      At Maya’s admonishment, he reluctantly agreed. He’d fought against one of them, Edward, the English Branch’s leader. It was a struggle of life or death that’d make him yell ‘You think I’d do that again!?’.


      If the others were as strong as that walking natural disaster… They really couldn’t be called anything other than an outrageous group.


      “I don’t really know much about them in the first place.”


      “They’re so unreachable, they’re barely covered in classes, right?”


      “You don’t care about the gossip about the White Knight Agency, so you’d hear even less.”


      Shizuno and Maya assented.


      “What’re they like I wonder?”


      Moroha was curious about them for the first time. If they’d gotten off their backsides to discuss Moroha alone, that would have been unthinkable. What kind of people were they? How would they talk? And would Moroha’s rank be decided?


      Depending on the situation, his way of life could be swayed by their whims, couldn’t it?


      “It’s sorta disgusting…”


      Scratching his head, Moroha listened to Shizuno, Maya, and Taketsuru who were explaining to him, what the Six Heads had done, and how they were formed. That history was still recent.




♦ ♦ ♦




      It was only known to a limited number of people:


      Six years ago, in the northern part of England, a mysterious monster had appeared in the small port of Sunderland. The first of the creatures that would later become known as Metaphysicals. The monster had rampaged like it owned the place, destroyed half the city, and caused a huge number of casualties.


      But complete destruction, complete annihilation was avoided. A single hero had appeared before the rampaging beast, and stood in its way. That person was clad in a purple light, enveloped in silver armour and fought by swinging an unusually large sword.


      At the end of near an hour of fierce fighting, the monster finally lay in defeat.


      His name was Edward Lampard. He was a youth that had awoken to not only the memories of his past life, but the power of a White Steel, he had thought it strange and lived his life while hiding it. However, suddenly, he’d encountered an incident when he went to watch a football match.


      “I just thought so many more people would die if I didn’t do anything, so I made up my mind I had to.”


      And with that, he had released the power he had hidden and resolved to fight against the monster.


      The English government was behind and upon gathering the information, things began to look a lot more serious. Edward was invited as a material witness as the one to resolve it, and the meeting had continued into the long term.


      In that time, Japan, France, China, Russia, and America all bore witness to the monsters one after another.


      The American army responded rapidly and tried to shoot them down, but it had laid waste to the strongest armour on earth with a single blow. In their place, the ones to defeat them were holders of strange powers like Edward. Not from


      now but from many millennia ago. Not of Earth 

      but of worlds millions of light years away. Those who reincarnated holding their memories of fighting as heroes, that later came to be known as Saviours.


      There was one person for each country, six in total.


      The monster that appeared in Japan was erased by a purifying light, the one in America was riddled with holes like cheese and lay down in death, the one in France was half burnt black and half frozen, the one in Russia was struck by hundreds of lightning bolts that rained incessantly from the skies, and no one knows what became of the monster that appeared in China.


      Following their appearances, those countries: England, America, France, Russia, China, and Japan suffered harm from them over and over.


      Each time, Edward and the others would rush forth and protect their homeland.


      Unbelievably oddly, the monsters never appeared in any other countries, but the countries involved were concerned with their response. They had Edward and the others now, so they could deal with it, but what if the worst were to happen? Or if their appearance became a permanent thing? What if they kept appearing when the six were old?


      There was but a single solution.


      They searched for other potential reincarnators, gathered them, created an organisation, an agency to combat the monsters. At their governments requests, Edward and the other five met together. This was actually the first Six Head Conference.


      Searching for reincarnators was first thought to be absurd, but Suruga Andou, who would later become the head of the Japanese branch, had a series of concrete ideas that were implemented by their governments, giving tangible results. Whilst they found barely anyone who had awoken to their power, they found many with memories of their previous lives, upon being taught by Edward and the others, they too awoke to their powers. Thus, the unofficial organisation, the White Knight Agency, was formed directly underneath the UN.


      Though it was said to be directly under the UN, the reality was that each nation formed their own organisation that was recorded as a distant federation in the monolith. With the six governments putting their expectations on Edward and the other five, this was the path of least resistance. Edward and the others, now known as ‘the First Six’ became the heads of each organisation. What’s more, even taking into account all of the reincarnators, now known as Saviours, those six were far beyond average in strength and were thrown into relief.


      ‘The First Six’ were revered and came to be called the ‘Six Heads’.


      Each of them were as kings, reigning over the organisations they had made.


      After summing up the main points, the three stopped speaking. Shizuno in particular knew some exclusive information thanks to her brother being part of the management of the Japanese branch, even Maya and Taketsuru had listening with thoughtful noises. Maya in particular had been in a daze, captivated by her words as she held Moroha’s arm like a pillow, wrapping both of her arms and legs around him.


      Moroha’s feelings were sharp, her holding his arm aside, what about her feet? Was her having his arm between her legs safe? And Maya was lightly dressed in a swimsuit, it might be what a child did, but Moroha couldn’t even move his arm like this.


      “Just what is this supposed to be, Maaya-kun?”


      He cleared his throat and suggested she let go. She was startled when she realised her carelessness and giggled. It had the cuteness of an angel but—


      “Look, look, I’m like a koala.”


      It suddenly turned into that of a fallen angel and she started to grip all the tighter.
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      “Enough already, get off.”


      Moroha scolded her with a serious face, and she let go with a mischievously stuck out tongue.


      In any case — once they were finished, Moroha had this to say.


      “Edward sounds really cool, but…”


      He wasn’t really satisfied. To him, that branch chief was someone who walked wearing trouble as clothes.


      Using his hidden power and saving the town wasn’t something he’d do, he would want to avoid showing anyone. He might have been called a monster after, and he could imagine how much trouble it would cause, he couldn’t help but praise his resolve. He wasn’t fully satisfied though.


      “I think he is cool, I look up to him as a man.”


      Taketsuru hmmed with a stylish motion as he folded his arms.


      “If you thought you were about to be killed by him as he just hummed, I think you’d change your mind.”


      “Hahaha, scary, huh?” Taketsuru laughed off Moroha, who now had his eyes half closed, “But you know, Haimura, that’s why I wanted to see what’d happen when you become an S rank.”


      As if to defend himself, Taketsuru brought that back up.


      “What’s with that again? Lay off already, would you?”


      Moroha couldn’t say anything strongly against his senior, and scratched his head. Taketsuru didn’t let it rest however.


      “I’m sure you’ll become a good Saviour. Not just in strength, but you’ll become a man worthy of an S rank, like Sir was when he saved Sunderland so coolly.”


      His fervent speech continued, it wasn’t just invigorating, it held a fervour at its core.


      “You’re overestimating me.”


      “I’m not, I saw it.”


      “Saw what?”


      At his question, Taketsuru grinned. Like an innocent boy, his teeth gleaming white and looking like he was truly enjoying himself. And then, he answered.


      “When that nine headed hydra showed up, you stood against that scary scary Isurugi and declared ‘I’ll go alone’.” His laughter showed how exhilarating he found it. “I knew it then, that you were a big-shot, the real thing.”


      So saying, he clapped Moroha on the shoulder, and gallantly left. Peaking at him from afar, he was with a senior girl with plain glasses.


      Moroha couldn’t speak. From his left and right came.


      “You look like you just swallowed a lemon.”


      “You’re frowning.”


      He was being teased by the dimples on Shizuno’s cheeks, Maya’s angelic smile, and them poking his eyebrows.


      “He’s really good with his words. He’s really popular with both the guys and the girls. I’ve got to be careful.”


      “Oh, is that so?”


      “We agree with Taketsuru-oniisan.”


      Shizuno and Maya both grabbed onto his arms.


      In lieu of scratching his head, Moroha’s frown just grew all the more pronounced.


      


      

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 3: Ashore the Sea of Floating Stars


    
      Once the training was over, it was time for a somewhat late lunch. Awaiting the hungry members at the holiday house were preparations for a barbeque. There were several set up around the wide garden, with charcoal already burning within them, with heaps of meat, fish, and vegetables laid out.


      “The fish were bought from the island’s fishermen this morning, the meat was ordered from my family’s farms, it’s island wagyu steak. It’s not that big a deal, but it’s tasty.”


      Shouts of joy and applause resounded at Tokiko’s words. Even if she was putting on airs, it was okay this time, okay.


      Groups of friends formed around barbeques and quickly started. Moroha was in a group with Satsuki, Shizuno, Maya, and Haruka. Satsuki took the initiative and lined up meat and vegetables on the burner. Moroha waited for them to cook as he stared at them.


      The scent of charcoal filled the air, mixing with the fragrance from the fat of the meat. It was an irresistible smell that made him even hungrier.


      It was strangely a stronger sensation out here in the open garden rather than the rooms inside. Meat really was great. Certainly, the lightly flavoured fish might have been better to eat first, but after the tough training that day, this was the best. Firm, life-affirming meat!


      He could feel Satsuki’s consideration through that. He was thankful for the barbeque magistrate taking charge of cooking, but.


      “Sniffle, sniffle, sniffle.”


      “Make up your mind, cry or cook.”


      “But I couldn’t even win against Momo-senpai once, sniffle, sniffle, sniffle.”


      “Eat a lot and get your energy back, then try again. Right?”


      “Sniffle, sniffle, sniffle, this is done.”


      Even as she sniffled, Satsuki used tongs to put meat on everyone’s waiting plates.


      “It’s tasty!”


      Maya had a full smile as she scarfed down the food.


      “The meat is fine, but taking the fire’s strength into account… how irritating.”


      Said Shizuno, glaring at Satsuki as she turned the ingredients over. Haruka seemed to be kicking her feet, unable to speak. Moroha looked over everyone and gave in, opening his mouth.


      There was a slight resistance as he bit into the meat, with its elastic, meaty texture. Biting into it made the juices well forth, the rich taste of meat filling his mouth from the fat. Yeah, this was the proof that it had been cooked well. And, as he chewed and chewed, there was no end to the meat juice!


      He hadn’t had a gourmet’s life, that would let him talk about wagyu, but this island wagyu was a taste he liked.


      “Uuuuu, it’s so tasty it’s making me cry, sniffle, sniffle.”


      “Make your mind up, Satsuki, eat or cry.”


      “My heart’s broken, sniffle, sniffle.”


      “I told you, you won’t have your energy back if you don’t eat! Here, let’s eat this next? It looks tasty, right?”


      Haruka said consolingly, lining up turban shells on the barbeque. The horned turbans were still in the shells, and after a while began to let out a colourless liquid. Their surfaces were bubbling, and a strong smell of salt assaulted their noses. It was irresistible too.


      “Here here, this squid too!”


      Haruka lined up the squid with the tongs, and Shizuno spoke in admiration.


      “That’s what you get for gathering them fresh, their bodies look like they’re transparent.”


      “The swordtip squid around here are famous for being tasty. They even recently got the brand name ‘Susamikoto Squid’. They’re in the perfect season.”


      “You know a lot, Maaya, well done.”


      Moroha patted her head and Maya giggle and puffed up her chest.


      The four of them were having fun, and Satsuki seemed to be coming around —


      “Seafood needs more attention! It’s my turn to shine!”


      Satsuki scrubbed at her eyes and then, now with a smile, took the tongs from Haruka. Her propensity towards festivity was probably making itself known. Shizuno carried on as normal, but Moroha, Maya, and Haruka all exchanged looks of relief.


      “No way, what’s with these… the ones I know are more rubbery.”


      “They’ve just been harvested, of course they’re soft.”


      “Then is the squid different from the ones I’m used to and it’s springy?”


      “It’s fresh, so the texture is the best!”


      It wasn’t just the meat, they enjoyed the seafood with relish too. The smell of the browning onions along with the grill marks on them appealed to their appetite, and they were sweet like fruit.


      “She adjusted for the cooking splendidly… how annoying.”


      “It’s surprising you’re so good at cooking, Satsuki.”


      “Have you been practising?”


      Shizuno, Haruka and Maya all praised her in turn.


      “I’ve always wanted to let Nii-sama have something tasty to eat, fwoo fwo fwo!”


      “You say always, but didn’t you only reunite with Moroha at Akane Academy?”


      “I had a premonition I’d be able to meet Nii-sama, fwooo fwo fwo!”


      As Satsuki’s nose grew like Pinocchio’s, she laughed loudly. She’d somehow been cheered up.


      “She really is one of those people that tries hard.”


      But Moroha had partially closed his eyes as he looked at Satsuki, as if he was looking at something bright.


      Atop the grill were meat, seafood, and vegetables, a profusion of ingredients cooking away. Around the grill were Satsuki, Shizuno, Maya, and Haruka, a profusion of beautiful girls chattering away.


      Looking up, he could see the clear blue sky. A cool breeze blew from the hilltops, and Moroha savoured the charm of the barbeque.


      Shizuno and Maya had eaten their fill and finished, and the remaining three lowered their pace significantly.


      “The captain said that we’ve got the entire afternoon free.”


      Maya asked what they’d do with sparkling eyes.


      “A race!”


      “Rejected, Ranjou-san. That would just be you training.”


      “I-I won’t keep going even in my free time.”


      Satsuki’s immediate suggestion was likewise immediately shot down by Shizuno and Haruka.


      “Geez! Then I’ll never be able to catch up with you, Momo-senpai.”


      “I didn’t say I’d never carry on, did I?”


      “Mgh. That’s right, what was your choice, Urushibara?”


      “I thought I’d try for a fourth level Dark Art.”


      “Ahyahyahya! Fourth level ones are super hard, right? There’s no way you can do one.”


      “Indeed, you’re completely right, it’s too hard a challenge. It’s impossible for me. What a shame.”


      “…You weren’t even going to try, were you?” Shizuno spoke as usual, and Satsuki became disappointed. “Choose a more realistic challenge, you chocolate watch…”


      “I’m sorry, okay? I’m busy this camp.”


      “Playing until you collapse isn’t being busy!”


      “You’re perfectly welcome to continue practising in your free time, you know? Alone.”


      “I, I I I, I’ll play too!”


      Satsuki took it seriously, she probably still didn’t know the meaning behind the dimples that appeared on Shizuno’s cheeks.


      “What did you choose, Moroha?”


      Asked Haruka, with a deeply interested expression.


      “There was… something I thought of after I fought Edward—”


      He swallowed the meat he was chewing and answered.


      In the battle with Edward a month ago, no matter what he tried, all of his Dark Arts were negated. That cheat-like invincible armour was good at deflecting the blows. In all likelihood, no one would be able to use that kind of technique, if a metaphysical that was that tough showed up, there would be nothing to do but run.


      There were two problems.


      One was that when Moroha was casting, he would use Alkaid and rapidly close the distance, interfering with him.


      The other was Moon, a technique that made you invulnerable for an instant, it was a technique that was hard to time, but Edward easily managed it because, in his words, Dark Arts were slow.


      Someday, he might lose in the same situation. Metaphysicals’ abilities were many and varied, there were some that could almost teleport, some appearing that were momentarily invulnerable wouldn’t be strange at all.


      “—I need something to counteract that.”


      As he finished his explanation, he found that Satsuki, Maya, and Shizuno had been listening in interest.


      “Are you going to raise your casting speed, Nii-sama?”


      “Moroha’s already fairly fast, anything more isn’t too realistic.”


      Satsuki quickly raised her hand, and Shizuno shot her down straight away.


      “If you fire off a Dark Art from point blank, they hit right away, they’re not slow.”


      “I did that too, but apparently Edward saw through to the timing itself.”


      Moroha shook his head at Maya’s suggestion.


      Countermeasures for both Alkaid and Moon would be difficult, Satsuki and Maya made thoughtful noises.


      “In the end, don’t Dark Arts have too many steps? There’s the incantation, writing it out, and pulling it together.”


      “Yes, you can omit the incantation if you sacrifice the power, but the other two are necessary.”


      “So it takes too much time to put the technique together, and the timing’s easily visible.”


      With the insight of a senior, Haruka cut right to the heart of the problem. Moroha nodded.


      “So, what are you going to do, Moroha? You mentioned it because you have an idea, right?”


      “Eh!? That’s my Nii-sama!”


      Moroha scratched his head with a glance at Shizuno as Satsuki looked proudly at him.


      “I thought I’d try a new Yin-Yang Technique, that’s my subject.”


      Yin-Yang Techniques was the name that the White Knight Agency had given to the combination of Light Techniques and Dark Arts Ancestral Arts. It was a method that Moroha had thought up, that only he could use.


      “Try hard for me too, Moroha?”


      “No, you need to try too, Shizuno.”


      “Now I’m fired up! Help me with my training, Momo-senpai!”


      “No way! I… want to play… with Moroha.”


      “I want to play too. Haven’t you already run off into the sea?”


      “T-that was Taketsuru-senpai’s fault.”


      “Mghghgh, should I train, should I play.”


      The five of them chattered while poking at the diminishing barbeque.


      “What are you yammering about, brats!?” A drill Sergeant like voice resounded, a voice that gathered glares from the five of them, Kanzaki Tokiko had appeared! The group exchanged looks asking each other what they would do. “Obviously Moroha’s time is mine this afternoon!”


      Tokiko didn’t pay any attention to the atmosphere around them and forced her way in between them, pushing Satsuki aside, taking up the seat next to Moroha as if it were hers.


      “Hey! This is tyranny!”


      “Silence, are you betraying your commanding officer, Ranjou? Whilst you’re only a reserve?”


      “I’m saying this is tyranny!!”


      “Hmph, that’s what it means to be a superior.” Tokiko glared as she adjusted her glasses, and Satsuki’s face flushed. Letting out another hmph, Tokiko turned to Moroha. “I apologised to the captain and he’s let me wear a normal swimsuit, so come with me.”


      She invited him while stubbornly stroking his backside.


      “What exactly are you doing, honestly.”


      Moroha grimaced.


      He then noticed that she had changed from the jersey that she had worn for her punishment into a white t-shirt. Black cloth was showing through, probably the swimsuit.


      Tokiko ignored Moroha’s protests and continued caressing his backside.


      “Sunbathe with me. And cover every nook and cranny-”


      “With sun lotion? Give me a break.”


      “Hmph, do you think I’d be so cliched? Don’t make light of me.” Tokiko took her hand from him and folded her arms with a superior look before shouting. “It’s an adult lotion I want you to cover me in!”


      “What the hell are you thinking!?”


      “Nothing but perverted things of course.” Tokiko smiled widely. She would have looked cool if she wasn’t being so stupid with her words. She then took the steak from Moroha’s plate and ate it, before pervertedly running her tongue over her full lips. “Meat is good, it gets you worked up and heightens your libido.”


      “What are you on about?”


      It wasn’t just Moroha that recoiled, so did Satsuki and the others. Even the retort felt like they were afraid the perverted demon’s spores would infect them.


      “My ass-meat is good too, Haimura.”


      “That’s an awful image.”


      “Come on, let’s go, let’s go. Your ass is mine and mine is yours. We can do as we like to them, stroking them, groping them, licking them, sucking them, biting them, or violating them like animals, right?”


      “You should stop it already, Senpai…”


      “Defiance will not be tolerated, you’ll have to fight me for it.”


      Tokiko’s eyes glinted under her glasses.


      Then, a hand extended from behind her, gripping the back of Tokiko’s head strongly enough for her skull to creak.


      “Myah!?”


      Tokiko made a sound of perhaps surprise, pain, or both.


      “I’m always telling you, Kanzaki-kun, don’t you understand what your captain is telling you?”


      Standing behind her was, as usual, Isurugi Jin.


      “W-w-w-w-wait, captain! Why are you always getting in the way of my romance!?”


      Tokiko cried out in protest as she shuddered. She should learn before this.


      “If you were to keep it to a respectable student’s level, and not cause issues for Haimura-kun, I’m not so boorish as to interfere with your romance.”


      “Hmph, a respectable level? You should overlook it a little more.”


      “You should think about why there are no teachers supervising this camp. As long as I breathe, my squad will never be allowed to act in a way that betrays the trust the teachers have put in us. You hear me? Never.”


      Isurugi’s voice went deep, as if he was giving her a real scolding, and the colour rushed from Tokiko’s face.


      “If this happens again, and you cause me trouble, you’ll be confined to your room, understand?”


      “Wha!? This is tyranny, have you forgotten it was me that offered this place to use?”


      “And you, have you forgotten that my word is law here? I believe it was ‘that’s what it means to be a superior’, was it not?”


      Isurugi cruelly threw the words Tokiko had used against Satsuki back at her. Tokiko’s expression soured and she reluctantly acknowledged him.


      Satsuki stuck her tongue out but Haruka hurriedly stopped her, while Moroha silently thanked Isurugi as he left.


      And then, when they had eaten their fill, they played beach ball together.


      They’d heard from Tokiko that there were sea urchins in the shallows so they were all in the sea.


      Calls of ‘I can’t find any at all!?’ came from the ocean. It was depressing to see the seniors that had grown up near the sea with mounds. They were yelling ‘Let’s all have sea urchin for dinner!’


      They relaxed in the pleasant sun on the beach, and when they played beach flags, everyone told Satsuki that it wasn’t training when she used prana.


      Either way, they played and dispelled the earlier gloom.


      “This is the first time I’ve had such a fun holiday!”


      Shouted Maya, with a smile as dazzling as the sun. No one laughed that she was exaggerating, if anything they nodded in agreement.


      Of course, that included Moroha.




♦ ♦ ♦




      The Kanzaki holiday house was a three storey building, and big enough that it could be called a mansion and could easily accommodate even the forty members. However, the bedrooms were all four-person rooms assigned by Isurugi for the duration of the camp.


      When Moroha asked, Satsuki was with Haruka and Shizuno was with Maya, and Shizuno told him.


      “Perhaps he wants us to get better relationships with different members, and not just stay with those we get on with? But he also thought it up so we weren’t completely isolated.”


      Moroha made a sound of agreement. Isurugi had a firm personality, and seemed like he would be hard to get on with, but he actually had a side to him that would think of the little considerations like this. He didn’t just rule through strength.


      And then, as he remembered that conversation with Shizuno, Moroha looked over his room-mates.


      The first: with his charming unapproachable personality! Captain Isurugi Jin.


      The second: Popular with everyone, but would kill you with praise if there was an opening! The third year, Taketsuru Uisuke.


      And the third—


      “You’re out of luck, sharing a room with me, Haimura! Prepare to be the dogsbody!”


      A senior that had held constant resentment for Moroha! The second year, Mannendou Kamekichi.


      He didn’t hate Kamii-senpai, he didn’t, but…


      “Shizuno-san… I’m isolated…”


      That was a different matter. Moroha could only slump as he sat cross-legged on the bed.


      Incidentally, this was after dinner. He had thought he would take his time and send a letter to his aunt and uncle, but could he really focus in this situation (particularly with Kamekichi?


      “Hya ha ha ha ha, what joy, I feel sorry for the other rooms without a convenient slave.”


      Kamekichi was bouncing around and shaking the soft bed. It was irritating.


      “It was so quiet this afternoon and I let my guard down…”


      It had been so peaceful that Moroha hadn’t been certain that he was there.


      “Moron. I was half asleep all afternoon, I’m all fired up now it’s the evening!”


      “Why were you half asleep?”


      “It’s ‘cause you don’t get that that you’re a kid. Obviously, I was too excited for camp and didn’t get any sleep yesterday, you moooooron.” Which of them was the child again…? “Nooow then, what shall I have you do first~”


      “Why am I the designated dogsbody…?”


      “Because you’re the youngest! It’s the divine providence of the universe since its creation!”


      “So you were the dogsbody last year, Kamii-senpai?”


      Asked Moroha, his voice full of sarcasm that he’d do something so laudable.


      “Shut up… leave off…”


      Kamekichi suddenly turned to the wall and curled up, a harsh change from his ecstasy from earlier.


      What was with that reaction? Was he really traumatised from being made the dogsbody last year?


      Moroha blinked in puzzlement and Taketsuru looked up from his phone and told him.


      “Kamii didn’t come to last year’s camp, he wasn’t even a reserve member then.”


      “Uwaaaaah.”


      Kamekichi hid himself under the sheets.


      “Hmm? But didn’t Kamii-senpai say he was the best in his year? And yet he’s sad about not being called the super rookie last year.”


      “Eh, you said that, Kamii? I thought Takenaka was better than you in the Black Mages.”


      “Uwaaaaah.”


      Kamii-senpai curled up in the sheets like a turtle, not able to listen anymore.


      “Kamii-senpai…”


      Even though he had earned it, Moroha couldn’t help but pity him.


      “Shut uuuup. You’re not a hot girl, so don’t be sympathetic, Haimura, it’s too much.”


      “Ah, sure.”


      “You’ll be okay while you’re bluffing, you can get stronger.”


      Taketsuru gave a bright smile, killing with praise.


      The sides of the sheets opened slightly and Kamekichi’s face was visible.


      “Besides, being able to participate in this in your first year is rare, I couldn’t either.”


      Kamekichi’s face asked if he was teasing, and Taketsuru’s replied, telling him not to be afraid.


      It was a mental communication and Kamekichi cheerfully came out of the sheets.


      It might have been a nice scene, but Moroha was honestly a little unnerved by the interaction between the two men.


      But Kamekichi cried out with manly tears.


      “Waaa, I’ll also follow you, Takkii-senpai! Waaaa.”


      “Well, you’re bad too, don’t act with so much vanity and throw your weight around in front of your juniors, okay? Making them dogsbodies and the like is out, it’s lame, you know?”


      “Right, Senpai!”


      Kamekichi wiped his tears. He seated himself properly and looked up at Taketsuru with eyes gleaming in respect.


      “Also, don’t be so noisy, okay? It’s not fair to Isurugi while he’s sleeping, is it?”


      “Right, Senpai!”


      Still with shining eyes, he continued replying like a model student. With this splendid training, the nuisance was sitting politely and quietly.


      Taketsuru relaxed and went back to his phone.


      Moroha looked at the bed, in which the other occupant of the room, Isurugi, was sleeping. He’d retired to bed after dinner with the phrase ‘I’m one of those early to bed, early to rise people, I apologise but I’ll be leaving now.’ And dropped off immediately, and with a sleeping posture as sharp and good as Tutankhamen.


      Moroha had thought Kamii-senpai was being noisy earlier, but Isurugi hadn’t even stirred. The room suddenly fell silent, the only thing audible being the chime of Taketsuru’s phone as messages arrived. This might just be his chance to write that letter.


      Moroha was making his preparations when Kamekichi spoke to Taketsuru, unable to take the silence.


      “Oh yeah, why were we assigned this room?”


      It was irritating, but Moroha had wondered that too, so he paused and joined in with the conversation.


      “He probably wanted to watch over the three problem children himself, right?”


      Taketsuru answered naturally as he used his phone.


      “Eh, isn’t Kamii-senpai the only problem child?”


      “Eh, isn’t Haimura the only problem child?”


      Their thoughts were strangely similar, and they glared at each other.


      “Ha ha ha, you might not have realised it, but I’m a problem child just like you two.”


      ““Do you not know what a problem child is?””


      They asked in perfect unison.


      Kamekichi glared, telling Moroha not to flatter ‘his Takkii-senpai’ with his gaze, while Moroha glared back, his own gaze saying that Kamekichi was really weak to his superiors, even though the acted big around his juniors.


      “Well, talking about your own embarrassments is a bit…” Taketsuru shyly bent more over his phone and spoke: “but last year I was in the camp, but I was constantly going into the girls’ tents, and got a right scolding from Isurugi about disrupting the morals of the camp.”


      “That’s Takkii-senpai for you! Haimura could never do that!”


      Kamekichi swung around in excitement, he was someone that could never calm down.


      “Huh? But don’t you have a girlfriend, Taketsuru-senpai?”


      He’d heard that he was devoted to his girlfriend and didn’t have eyes for anyone else, even though it was a long-distance relationship.


      It was a famous story that even Moroha had heard, even though he had no interest in gossip. So because of that fame, the girls around him read the mood and didn’t pointlessly pursue him.


      So even though he was seen as handsome, there wasn’t any romantic gossip.


      “Well, that’s true, I was drunk on the atmosphere I guess. The third-years were particularly eye-catching, and even I fell to them.”


      “It was one of those ‘Just tonight, give me a summer memory’ type things, ge hee hee hee!”


      Moroha turned a cold gaze at Kamii, who was laughing at his own dirty line.


      “And right now you’re…?”


      He pointed at Taketsuru’s smartphone, which was constantly chiming.


      “Yeah, I can’t normally care for her so much.”


      Taketsuru said it straightforwardly, but this faithfulness was almost certainly one of the reasons for his popularity. On the other hand, Kamekichi cried out while moving around the most he had so far.


      “Now I get why I’m being treated like a problem child! In other words, me and you are too popular, Takkii-senpai, and the captain’s worried!”


      “Nah, you’re just someone that causes problems.”


      “Uwaaaaah.”


      Kamekichi retreated back to the sheets, crying at Taketsuru’s blunt retort.”


      While he felt sorry for him, Moroha was more concerned with why he was seen as a problem child.


      “Why does Isurugi-senpai think I’m a problem?”


      Was he one of the ones that disagreed with his elevation to S rank?


      “For the same reason as me.”


      Moroha was dumbfounded at Taketsuru’s simple revelation.


      “…Eh? ……Eh?”


      It was something he couldn’t accept immediately, and he asked again.


      “There’s no comparison with how much the girls are after you, is there? If I’m like a chunk of raw meat, you’re like a well-done steak. If Isurugi wasn’t rooming with you, there’d be a knock at the door any moment, don’t you think?”


      He couldn’t believe it immediately and was lost for words, but reluctantly accepted it.


      “Do you mean there’s no comparison because… I’m single?”


      “Ha ha, not likely! It’s because you’re a two-timing fiend. Plus you’ve been seducing a little girl recently, right? So ‘course there are girls that want to be your fourth or fifth.”


      He couldn’t accept that immediately, and once again, Moroha was speechless.


      “Wait a minute, Satsuki, Shizuno, and Maya are-”


      “It’s fine! I’m not so rude as to ask about what’s really happening, but that’s what people think, so it’s only natural, right?”


      That was a fair argument, Moroha had already understood but he was still silent, and vowed to pay more attention to his usual behaviour to avoid causing any more misunderstandings.


      Though it might already be too late.


      “Sorry, I’m going to sleep now…”


      He wasn’t in the mood to write a letter, so Moroha went to retreat into his sheets, battered by the shock.


      And then, his phone buzzed with a message-tone. It was a different sound from earlier.


      So whose was it? Isurugi’s? Maybe Kamekichi’s?


      “Ah, it was mine…”


      Perhaps because he had been so shocked, he gave those words of acknowledgement as he got his phone out and checked it.


      Sender: Ranjou Satsuki


      Subject: I’m waiting at the beach ♥


      Message: Come and meet your loving sister! Alone!


      After he saw the message, he unconsciously looked out of the window. The sun had completely set, and the darkness of the night ruled the world.


      The population was low on the island, so there were no lights, and it really was dark.


      “Isn’t it dangerous… for a girl to be alone?”


      Even though he knew Satsuki was a Saviour, he was still worried about her.


      He slipped out of bed.


      Taketsuru raised his gaze from his phone and looked at him, then gave a wink which said ‘I get it, I won’t say anything to Isurugi, so go ahead’.


      He was happy for the consideration, but…


      “It really might be too late…”


      Moroha fully realised that his reputation wasn’t recoverable when getting a message, standing, and being understood with such little information was the case, and left the room discouraged.


      And headed for the beach before Kamekichi, wrapped in his sheets, got wind of it.




♦ ♦ ♦




      So this was what they called a star-filled sky…


      As he left the holiday house, Moroha looked up in admiration. His gaze was covered in shining stars, it was the first time he’d seen this many with the naked eye. With no light on the ground, the night sky really was clearly visible.


      If he left his room in the lit town, the sky would have been pitch black, but coming out now, his surroundings were well lit by just the moon and stars.


      Nothing stopped him as he walked. He took the paved path down the hill, and soon found Satsuki.


      She too was looking up at the stars with a smile.


      Her profile as she looked up at the heavens, with her eyes sparkling, was every bit as beautiful as the night sky, and it took Moroha’s breath away for a moment.


      Finally, she noticed Moroha, and her smile turned to him.


      “Moroha, you came!”


      “Yeah, it came out of nowhere though. If Taketsuru-senpai hadn’t have been there, it would have been hard to sneak out.” Moroha scratched his head as he arrived at her side. “So? What’d you want at this time of night?”


      “To walk alone on the beach with you! Well, that’s what I’d like to say, but I’ll bear with it, there’s something more important.” Satsuki’s expression tightened, and she looked at him with burning eyes. “Please, Nii-sama. Coach me to be faster than Momo-senpai!”


      She begged him with a serious voice. The somewhat pleasant atmosphere of a holiday night was blown away.


      Moroha… didn’t immediately reply. He just scratched his head as he looked back at her.


      “…You won’t?”


      Satsuki’s eyes wavered in worry.


      Moroha hesitated for a while, then answered plainly.


      “Why not choose another challenge?”


      Satsuki opened her eyes wide, like she had been struck, and then her face twisted.


      “Why are you saying the same thing as everyone else!?” She was half crying, half angry. “I know it’ll be hard! But am I so unreliable… that I should give up before trying!? Should I just stay as your little sister, dragging you down, like before, and even now!?”


      She moved near him, clung to him and cried, yelling.


      He continued, hit with his sister’s raw emotion.


      “Calm down, let’s sit for a bit.”


      He soothed her and took a seat on the sand.


      “…”


      Satsuki took a breath, and glared at him through teary eyes but thudded down onto the sand and rudely leaned on him.


      The two of them then looked out at the dark sea. Unlike that afternoon, the waves were gentle, and it became a mirror that reflected the night sky, a beautiful sight that made it seem that the stars had fallen to earth.


      It was a fairytale-like sight that seemed like it would suck you in.


      “This is the first time… we’ve done something like this…”


      Satsuki’s tone had calmed down and she was whispering near his ear, tickling him.


      “Yeah, it is.”


      Moroha nodded firmly. Even in his past life, he hadn’t sat with his sister and gazed at the sea like this.


      He had very few memories of his past life, so there were many things he couldn’t remember, but he had a strange certainty that this was the case. Some wall like thing within his head creaked.


      “You’re not unreliable.” And then, Moroha started speaking of his few memories as Flaga. “I’m always, always fighting in what I remember of Flaga. He fought alone, with feelings of protecting you in his heart.”


      “He was always leaving me, Salacia, behind…”


      “Yeah, he didn’t want you on the battlefield.”


      “That does mean I’m unreliable doesn’t it?”


      “It’s the opposite…” Moroha murmured. Satsuki looked up at him. “He wanted to protect you, so didn’t want to take you to somewhere dangerous like a battlefield. He certainly felt that way, but there was another reason he didn’t want you on the front lines,” Satsuki waited with baited breath for him to continue “He knew just how talented you were, so if that talent bloomed in a fight, he wouldn’t be able to keep you from the battlefield.”


      “I didn’t… know…”


      Satsuki stared at him in surprise.


      “Well yeah, he didn’t tell you. If you knew, you’d be angry and train, right? It would have been a bother if you didn’t keep it mostly stopped. He wanted you to stay a battle princess, an idol, waiting at the final battle lines in the castle. Fortunately, no one else seemed to realise.”


      He was ready for her to shout at him in anger, but-


      “…Do you still think the same way…?”


      Satsuki asked timidly.


      “That’s a tough one,” Moroha answered openly. “Obviously, I want you safe. But you’ve already come to Akane Academy, so you’ll obviously be on the battlefield at some point. So I want you strong and safe, plus…”


      “Plus?”


      “When I was fighting Edward, I was really relieved when I could leave AJ to you. It’s kind of pathetic though.”


      “It’s not pathetic! I’m really happy!”


      Satsuki’s eyes that had been wavering before were now sparkling. Moroha had a pained smile at her self-interest.


      “So I don’t think you’re unreliable or anything. I’m saying from that perspective that you should give up on beating Momo-senpai in speed.” Satsuki didn’t shout anymore and silently listened. “Momo-senpai is a speed-specialised White Iron. To put it the other way around, she only has speed. She realises that too, so polishes her God Speed Link to its limits. I know just how hard her training is because I do it with her. And I know just how much pride she takes in it.”


      Moroha looked at Satsuki. Eyes sparkling like the stars shone back at him, and he quietly admonished her.


      “So I won’t let you just shout thoughtlessly about how you’ll be faster than Momo-senpai.”


      She huffed and turned away, burying her face in her lap.


      There was probably something wrong with Moroha that he found something like that cute.


      “Even if it’s you. You understand, right? Rethink things, you have your own strong points, if you reach for them, you’ll grow stronger, don’t rush.”


      Moroha added kindly.


      “I’m not being thoughtless.”


      Satsuki pouted, with her face still in her legs.


      Then, why was she fussing over that?


      “Momo-senpai is your partner in the Strikers, right?”


      “Well yeah, no one else can keep up with our speed-”


      As he spoke, Moroha realised why she was worrying over it.


      “I want to be your partner.”


      Satsuki sulked, still pouting.


      Moroha said nothing more, and Satsuki fell into silence too.


      Moroha tapped her slim shoulders and embraced her. The two of them cuddled and once more looked at the sea.


      The crashing of the waves faded away, and the sea calmed. It was a miracle that only happened for a few hours each year here, but they didn’t know that.


      They just gazed at the clearer image of the stars.


      “I can’t guarantee you’ll win, you know that?”


      “Thank you, Nii-sama.”


      Satsuki finally smiled. She really was a self-interested person.


      Moroha and Satsuki stood opposite each other on the beach.


      “You don’t know the basics yet, so we’ll start from there.”


      Moroha said, and showed her an example.


      It was a relaxed, open stance.


      And then, he stood ‘upright’.


      It was difficult in its simplicity. It was a perfect stance that drew a single line down from the distant heavens. And in that stance, he covered himself in prana.


      It was almost as if a star was made manifest on the Earth.


      The dazzling, pure white light engulfed his body completely.


      “This is with all seven gates open, understand?”


      “Yeah. Your power is rippling.”


      Satsuki obediently, seriously nodded at Moroha’s words that were on the level of a review.


      A White Iron’s body had seven gates that pumped out prana. Each one that was opened meant they could use stronger prana, and having all seven open meant that they could completely cover themselves in prana, which was the basis of being a White Iron. A new learner usually achieved this in a year.


      Currently, Satsuki could open five, the ones in her right and left hands, right and left legs, and her brow.


      Excluding Moroha, Satsuki, and Isurugi’s brother, who still hadn’t been to school, people in the first year had only just started to be able to use three, so Satsuki was working at a good pace.


      However, she was the only one amongst those on this camp that hadn’t reached this basis. On top of that, her opponent, Haruka, was at the peak of the school in speed.


      “You have your heart and navel left, and you should be able to open one of them in this camp. Increasing the amount of prana you have access to will increase your speed on its own. Even so, asking if you can win against Momo-senpai is a foolish question, but there’s no other method.”


      “Isn’t there… like some Ancestral Art trick that you know…?”


      “There isn’t.” Moroha shot down Satsuki’s question. “Besides, I hate methods that neglect the basics.”


      “Uuugh, I get it. It’s too good to be true.”


      Satsuki probably accepted it. Both her legs and arms were covered in golden light, and the glint in her eyes mixed with the covering of prana.


      “These five were easy to open, but I’m stuck here.”


      “It’s because you always use your arms and legs, you move them consciously, right? So those gates are easy to open, your brow is connected with using your eyes to see, so it’s not hard either. But the heart and navel aren’t things you consciously use, so they’re suddenly a lot harder.”


      “What should I do? I could do it as Salacia, and I do it naturally in my dreams, but it’s hard to imitate…”


      “That’s the answer.”


      “Eh, which is!?”


      “The ‘doing it naturally’ thing. Opening the seven gates gives much more prana, but doing it naturally is the most suitable.”


      “Now that you mention it, I think you taught me that in my last life too… but isn’t that hard?”


      “But if you don’t, you can’t get stronger.”


      “They don’t teach it at school, not even Isurugi-senpai says that.”


      Satsuki asked if there was no other way with upturned eyes.


      “You wanted to be taught by me, right?”


      “Uuuugh. That’s right. Yeah, got it! I’ll do it naturally.”


      Satsuki slapped her cheeks and took a triumphant pose.


      Moroha gave another pained smile and Satsuki slumped in shock.


      “D-do I not have the right personality for it…?”


      “Maybe, but I won’t hear any complaints, okay?”


      “Isn’t there at least an effective training method?”


      “You really are a by the book person.”


      “Call it hardworking!”


      “Ha ha, okay, I got it. There actually is-”


      “Tell me!”


      Her eyes flared into light.


      “Let’s start training then.”


      He let her gaze wash over him and then let the prana disperse from around his body, going back to normal flesh and blood.


      “What are you doing, Moroha? Aren’t we training?”


      “I won’t use any prana, you will, you need to wrestle me and win like that.”


      Moroha smiled boldly at a dumbfounded Satsuki.


      “Ehhhhh!?”


      Of course, Satsuki was surprised, if a White Iron didn’t use prana, they were no different from a normal person. Whether they were an A rank or an S rank.


      “No matter what, I think it’ll be an easy win for me when I can use Titan Strength Link.”


      “Come on already, and don’t hold back, or it won’t be training.”


      “R-right.”


      Satsuki had an uncomprehending expression, but was serious when she was told that it wouldn’t be training otherwise and readied herself.


      “I’m coming?”


      “Anytime.”


      At that signal, Satsuki yelled and grabbed at him. Still with just his flesh and blood, Moroha grabbed her arms with a fearless smile. The titanic strength of a superhuman, and a normal person’s strength clashed, but a moment before, with pinpoint timing, Moroha moved.


      It was a minimal movement and Satsuki’s arms pivoted like pinwheels, and at the same time, he moved to the left and avoided her charge. With that alone, Satsuki flipped and fall back onto the beach.


      “Owwww.”


      “I didn’t hit you hard enough to hurt?”


      Moroha shrugged.


      “It was a reflex!”


      She was probably the type to cry out when her game character was hurt.


      “Come on, again.”


      “I’ll get you next time!”


      She wasn’t hurt, so soon bounced back. She rushed at Moroha in the same way and was thrown down with slight movements. It was exact, like replaying a film, and it was a strange movement.


      “What’s going oooooooonnnnn!?”


      Satsuki cried as she spun through the air.


      Moroha wasn’t using a light technique, they weren’t usable without prana. It was a judo floating drop, also called an empty throw. It was a high-class technique that used a good grip and the opponent’s strength to throw them through the air.


      However, Moroha hadn’t learnt martial arts in this live, it was a technique created from his past life’s experiences.


      “Understand? No matter how strong you are, if it can be turned aside, it will help your opponent. If you waste your strength or can’t focus on your attack’s vector, or miss, those things will undermine you and you’ll be turned aside.”


      “Gyaaah, this time for suuuuuuuure!”


      Every time she was thrown, and thrown again, Satsuki would rise again and come back, she was always energetic, so she was somewhat of an ostentatious hard worker. And her eyes were shining, filled with trust, sparkling.


      “Don’t look at me like that…”


      Moroha couldn’t let that go unanswered.


      “Not power, naturally!”


      “You mean like a trance?”


      “It’s fine for your heart to be fired up, in fact, let it burn, but keep your head cool. It’s important to avoid wasting your strength. Like when you’re walking, you don’t scream out ‘uuooooh, next is the right foot’ do you?”


      “I get the logic, but I can’t get the knaaaaack.”


      “You’re always hugging me, right? What do you do then.”


      “Ah…”


      Satsuki’s eyes had a glint of understanding. For perhaps the who knew how manieth time, he caught her arms, and then smiled.


      “I can’t throw her.”


      The wasted strength was gone.


      “I lose.”


      Moroha was then bowled over by Satsuki, where they lay on top of each other in the sand. Satsuki’s slight weight was pleasant on him.


      Her breath was harsh after the effort, and he could feel her soft chest inflate and deflate where it pushed into his stomach.


      The two held each other for a while.
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      Finally, Satsuki caught her breath.


      “Heehee, I won.”


      She laughed.


      She was brilliant.


      That wasn’t metaphoric, she was literally covered in golden light. Proof that she had opened her sixth gate, her navel.


      “It took a while before you could remove your strength, but once you did, you opened it right away, you really are talented.”


      “I’m your little sister after all♪”


      Her innocent pride in her victory made him want to hold her tight.


      “But I promised to try and think of her as my sister.”


      He thought it was a waste, but he didn’t tighten his grip.


      “Don’t forget what it feels like.”


      “Right, right.”


      Said Satsuki as she nodded into his chest.


      “It’s late, so let’s leave it here for tonight.”


      “Ehh, I want to train mooore.”


      Satsuki shook her head into his chest.


      “I’ll practice with you tomorrow night as well.”


      “Ehh, those are different things, aren’t they?”


      Satsuki grumbled like a spoilt child.


      But even so, suddenly her head shot up and she glared into the distant ocean.


      Her slight body shook pitifully, and goosebumps raised up on her skin. Moroha was so close he could tell.


      “What’s wrong?”


      “Doesn’t it feel… like there’s something weird over there?”


      Even her voice was shaking as she asked for his agreement. Moroha used Clairvoyance to better his eyesight and looked out to the sea without obstruction. But he couldn’t see anything strange…


      “What does it feel like exactly?”


      “Ummm… uh…” Satsuki searched desperately for words to answer him. “Kind of… like a really big creature that only breathes once a day?”


      She said without confidence.


      Even as she managed to put the feeling into words, she couldn’t get rid of the feeling she’d said something weird.


      “A really big creature. Like a whale? Or bigger? A metaphysical even?”


      “Ah…”


      As he added clarifications, Satsuki made an expression as if she’d remembered something, and he pressed her on what it was.


      “I had a bad feeling like this before, when I went to the shopping centre with Urushibara.”


      “Was that when the nine-headed hydra appeared?”


      “Y-yeah… But this feels much, much worse.”


      Moroha’s eyes grew more serious, and he used more prana from his brow. Carefully looking for anything abnormal. Searching for a lurking metaphysical.


      But he could find nothing.


      There was a slight wind, causing ripples on the mirror-like surface of the sea. That sight carried on until the horizon.


      Finally, Satsuki shook again and then stopped shaking completely.


      “Maybe… the wind was just cold? E-ehehe, I guess it was just my imagination, I was cold just got the shivers from that.”


      She gave a shy laugh for worrying him.


      “Really? Maybe it was an omen of a metaphysical?”


      “I… don’t think it was. The shivers I’m getting now are completely different from when that nine-headed snake appeared. I can’t think of something much more demonic than that… you know?”


      Satsuki asked for his agreement through upturned eyes. Moroha thought it looked like she was trying to convince herself.


      “There’s no possibility something more demonic is lurking?”


      His eyes sharpened.


      “There’s not, there’s not! The Japanese head would feel it if there was!”


      Satsuki shook her head back and forth.


      Moroha had learnt that in classes too. One of the Six Heads, the Japanese Branch Head, The Watcher, was a unique Saviour. An exceedingly rare Saviour that was neither a White Iron or a Black Mage in their previous life. Apparently, he could feel it the instant that any metaphysical appeared.


      Then, they would alert the country’s branch and issue a notice of alert. The White Knight Agency being able to send Saviours to exterminate the metaphysicals before they could destroy habitation was because of his power.


      “There’s no possibility you could sense it before the head?”


      “There’s not, there’s not! I’m just a White Iron. I don’t have a better skill than one of the Six Heads.”


      Satsuki denied it fervently, and Moroha had no reason to question further.


      “If it’s her imagination, then that’s it… but…”


      Even as he worried, he slowly relaxed.


      “The feeling’s gone now, shall we return?”


      Satsuki got up and offered a hand. The two of them stood and knocked off the sand all over them.


      “Let’s go back together then ♥”


      Satsuki once more held out a hand, this time to hold as they went back.


      “No, if we went back together, it’d be suspicious right? There’d be strange rumours, wouldn’t there?”


      “I don’t mind if they’re with you.”


      “Your value as a girl will drop.”


      Even as the sour words left Moroha’s mouth, Satsuki laughed happily, it was a strange reaction.


      Satsuki skipped back along the path and said.


      “I’m happy! You’re always just saying that to Urushibara, so I’m happy you see me as a girl too.” She then looked back and asked. “You’ll come tomorrow? You promise?” Before waving and returning to the holiday house.


      Moroha waited for her to disappear into the woods and then looked back to the sea. He’d probably give her more of a lead.


      The wind gradually grew stronger. As his fringe fluttered, Moroha kept glaring into the dark, bottomless sea.


      


      

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 4: Warm Flames


    
      Shimon Mari, the Principal of Akane Academy, boarded the Shinkansen bounded for Tokyo early in the morning.


      (Isn’t this first class’ footrest rather uncomfortable?)


      She can’t wait to arrive there while having that and other constrained thoughts.


      It is immensely absurd since she would arrive in Tokyo from Akane Academy in an instant if she were to use an Erratic Portal.


      However, and unfortunately, in the rules established by the White Knight Organization, the Erratic Portal is not something she is allowed to use whenever she wants.


      As for the reasons, the first is that its arbitrary application by individuals is considered more than dangerous because it could become a powerful strategic weapon.


      The second is that the Erratic Portal has a technical limitation where it can be used only once a day, so its usage becomes important, and lastly is that such ascertainments are done by the higher-ups.


      For example, if Mari ended up using it to go to Tokyo and the Metaphysicals appeared somewhere in Japan right after that, even if there were a lot of Saviors near Mari, she wouldn’t be able to dispatch them instantly.


      If such a thing were to happen, then even Mari would end up regretting it.


      Despite her complaints, she was sitting quietly on the seat.


      The companion that comforts her during the boring travel is her laptop.


      She was exchanging emails with Maya who just woke up.


      And with today, It has been five days since that angel-chan went to an island for the summer training camp.


      A report email arrived every day.


      『We had a watermelon splitting game today desu. Moroha got angry with “don’t waste food”, but since we did a pinky promise to eat properly with everyone later, he agreed to do it desu. 』


      『We had a test of courage today desu. But compared to captain-san and demon vice-captain-san, we didn’t get excited as it wasn’t scary at all desu. Only Maaya had fun because she could pair with Moroha with a raffle desu』


      『Today we found the water motorbikes that the manager-san has desu. But he couldn’t lend them to us because they are dangerous desu. My heart was about to break with sorrow desu』


      There are more entertaining reports like,


      『Moroha and Satsuki-oneechan seem to be secretly going out every night desu』


      『They were having a secret special training when Shizuno-oneechan and  Maaya tailed them stealthily desu』


      『Shizuno-oneechan didn’t seem to be pleased by it, but she watched attentively in silent desu. She is gentle desu』


      『Maaya is also with Moroha every night when she returns to the dormitory, so Maaya decided to lend him to Satsuki-oneechan for the duration of the training camp desu. She is gentle desu』


      『Haruka-oneechan was worried. Satsuki-oneechan seems to frequently have nightmares and is having difficulties to fall asleep somehow at night desu. Therefore, yes, she can be pampered by Moroha desu』


      『But Maaya thinks that demon vice-captain-san is an obstinate person who goes too far desu. She creeps at night into the dorm even when Moroha is out, but she is scolded by captain-san later desu』


      What a precocious report.


      There was also a lot of emails with pictures.


      (I give my thanks to demon vice-captain-san though)


      Mari thinks so many times while reading them happily every day.


      Tokiko, the vice-captain, suggested that this year’s training camp was half leisure.


      Maya was required to participate in the training camp last year and the year before last because a barrier was needed, but since it was a training camp with an objective of 100% special training, it meant that she was treated only like an ornament after she spread the barrier. And yet, she never said a single objection, but the extra lovely Mari was worried about her.


      But how about this year——


      Among the pictures saved in files, even Mari feels happiness when looking at the wonderful angelic smile of Maya playing cards in the room with Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno.


      Of course, she is filled with feelings of gratitude towards Moroha and the others.


      『What are you going to do today?』


      Mari sends an email to Maya with the laptop.


      『It seems Satsuki-oneechan will show the results of the special training nanodesu. She is re-challenging Haruka-oneesan desu』


      After a short time, an email of reply arrives.


      『Which one should you cheer, I wonder?』


      『Maaya feels that she wants to cheer for Satsuki-oneechan desu. Rooting for the underdog desu』


      If she were to hear so, there is no doubt that she would be indignant. Mari unintentionally lets out a quiet laugh.


      The time flies while exchanging emails with the cute Maya.


      Thanks to arriving at Tokyo Station, and that she didn’t notice the constant mopping till the old ladies of the cleaning came, she ended up getting terribly troubled by it.


      In order to pick up a taxi, Mari went through the ticket barrier and headed to Yaesu exit.


      It has been a long time since she came to Tokyo, but this city is good.


      Even when people see the stunning golden hair and the calmed blue eyes of Mari, nobody cares about her.


      They are somewhat tired of looking at foreigners.


      If this were the vicinities of Akane Academy, she would end up gathering the attention with「Moom, look. A foreigneer」


      Even though Mari just carries the blood of her British great-grandmother, both her family register and way of thinking are Japanese.


      She was walking, feeling great——but she suddenly stopped her eyes at one point.


      Her feet also stopped automatically.


      Not only Mari. Everyone walking down the road was gathering their gazes at one point. Persons who stop their feet appeared one after another.


      It’s a boy who was drawing to himself such a large number of gazes.


      His age is around the one of a high school student. He is wearing a stand-up collar school uniform*.


      *TN: 詰襟 = Tsumeeri, if you want to check it out.


      He is not a celebrity.


      He is not a beauty either.


      He has no particular, standing out features either.


      And yet, he draws the attention. This level of gathered attention. For some reason, they are unable to take their eyes off of him.


      He is just like an absolute presence, as if he were saying that the status as the person he had since he was born was different.


      That boy came straight to Mari.


      Even when standing side by side, though not surprisingly, only the boy gathers the gazes. Nobody cares about the gorgeous blonde hair of Mari.


      – It’s been a while, Principal.


      The boy called out to Mari with an arrogant attitude.


      If it’s a commoner, then it’s not worthy, that is his personality.


      Forty, fifty years have——no, it’s the same as the sovereign who ruled over the world at that moment.


      If it’s not because he wears a school uniform, wouldn’t nobody notice that he is a boy?


      – It is been a long time.


      Mari bends at her waist very deeply to kowtow.


      – I am expressly grateful to be able to welcome you myself——Division Head Suruga.


      That’s right.


      This boy is the Head of the Japanese Division.


      One of the strongest Saviors, and part of the Six Heads.


      Suruga Andou.


      He was that person.


      – I don’t dislike beautiful women. I just want to make you, who expressly came here, and your time, all mine.


      Laughing with arrogance, Suruga turns back all of a sudden.


      With that much, it is natural that Mari follows such thinking attitude.


      – I-It is an honor…


      Naturally, Mari has no choice but to join up with him.


      (He’s not a person who’s particularly a lecher. However, the manner of speaking of a person like this, startled my heart. And it makes me worry)


      Following with a quick pace the previous three steps of Suruga who advances at his own pace, they come out from Nihonbashi exit.


      He kept a limousine waiting. The A-Rank Savior that serves as the secretary of Suruga opens the door of the rear seat respectfully and welcomes his master.


      After hesitating a little, Mari sat nervously next to Suruga.


      The secretary who closed the door returns to the driver’s seat and let him depart.


      A competent woman not only as a secretary but also as a Shirogane. She doesn’t ask the destination, she knew where to drive.


      – The three of us will head to London. I request you to accompany me.


      – it is not a big deal for me, but I will diligently show perfection when travelling.


      Mari nods with a shriveling feeling to Suruga who sits very deeply in the seat, like a king.


      The reason why Mari was summoned to Tokyo this time is——


      Since she will accompany the Head of the Japanese Division who will attend the Six Head Conference, she received the duty of connecting both Tokyo——and London with an Erratic Portal,


      – I occasionally want to treat myself and flight leisurely, but the old geezers of the government don’t permit it.


      Suruga distorts his cheeks and complains sarcastically.


      He is the trump card against the Metaphysicals in Japan.


      And because he is the trump card, he has reached a foolish situation in which he is stowed away at the back with great care due to a decision of the Japanese government.


      The origin was three years ago.


      A dreadnought of the Kaima* species with unprecedented enormity and strength appeared in Tokyo Bay.


      *TN: 海魔 furigana reads “kaima” and the kanji literally means “Sea Demon”


      A living calamity appeared right in the throat of the capital.


      The impact reached not only the White Knight Organization but also the central part of the government and the administration.


      If it reaches the land and rampages in the metropolitan area, in the worst case scenario, the country itself will end up unable to maintain itself.


      In fact, Suruga himself stood on the front lines, and yet, it was a terrifyingly difficult demon. Mari remembers how tough the battle was as she also participated in it. If they made a mistake, the possibility that it would end up reaching the land was high.


      The time required till they annihilated it was actually four hours——


      In the meanwhile, the higher-ups and the high officials of the government were shaking without living comfortably.


      Since then, it was decided by the Japanese government.


      That「The capital peace is a matter prioritized above everything, and that Suruga Andou, who is its trump card, has forbidden to leave the metropolitan area」


      Apart from that Kaima species, the Metaphysicals have never appeared in the capital city area.


      They may not do it from now on either.


      Nevertheless, the higher-ups of the government are afraid that the「Sky may fall tomorrow」, so they continue keeping Suruga at hand.


      – I thought that the decision would change if the ruling party changes. Well, they are of the same stripe after all.


      Suruga continued the sarcasm as he distorted his cheeks.


      Although the Japanese Division has raised its influential voice and increased its achievements every year, they are still not enough to oppose the government yet.


      This time, he is going to London only because they reluctantly recognized the pressure from the British government.


      Because they don’t want him to stay away even for a second longer, they expressly designated Mari to use Erratic Portal for travelling.


      – I heard a rumor where they are making the majority of the Japanese Saviors to gather in the metropolitan area to make up for the absence of Division Head Suruga, but is that true…?


      – It is true. Aren’t they calling-up A-Ranks and B-Ranks like your own students?


      Although the government seemed to have wanted to gather both Isurugi and the Strikers, his secretary also told that they still had no rights to bind students who are not humans of formal organizations, so they gave up.


      Going beyond of being disgusted, Mari felt a headache.


      Since they will be travelling to London tonight to then directly attend the Six Head Conference, they will have to wait just a little over twenty hours till they return to their country while waiting for the Erratic Portal to be used again tomorrow night——just mentioning that Suruga won’t be in Tokyo is a controversy.


      The cowardness of those guys called “politicians” and “bureaucrats” is completely beyond help.


      Meanwhile, if the Metaphysicals appeared somewhere other than the metropolitan area, how are they gong to deal with them?


      (I wonder if my uneasiness is the same kind of「The sky may fall tomorrow」, huh…)


      Mari sighed in secret.


      With a fleeting glance after that, she steals a glance at the profile of Surugi.


      What kind of situations——of thoughts are this man, who is the heart of the Japanese Division, carrying out?


      She thinks so, however, from his expression that has tattooed an arrogant smile on his mouth as if he’s looking into the abyss, it was not possible for her to infer anything from that.


      


      Fifth day of the training camp.


      Every night since then, Moroha was coaching and going along with the “Late at night secret exercise” of Satsuki.


      The hardworking Satsuki mastered her own sense of pumping out prana from the point below the navel.


      And by discussing it between them, they decided that it was fine to re-challenge Haruka today.


      If she can win, Satsuki would be the first to clear a task among all members.


      Her motivation is high.


      She also receives the acceptance of Haruka, she will face the whole special training time as planned.


      But first, one hour of normal schedule.


      Then each one of them has free training time after that.


      So, when it’s almost time for the foot race——Isurugi came to Moroha.


      – Do you have a minute?


      With an honest-like expression, he brings up a topic.


      – I’m thinking that I would like to try out the results of my independent training as soon as possible. And for that, I would like to request a duel with Haimura-kun.


      Cheers rose from the surrounding members who heard that.


      That is because they are rarely able to see a good match like a match between the two strongest Strikers.


      (As expected of Nii-sama! To be even nominated by the captain!)


      Satsuki makes her eyes sparkle as if they were saying so.


      – Umm, I don’t mind, but…


      What is he going to do about the foot race?


      Moroha peeks at the expressions of Satsuki and Haruka.


      ((Do it before us! Do it!))


      They both communicated him with hand gestures.


      They seemed to say that it can’t be helped since they want to see the match between Moroha and Isurugi.


      – Okay then, let’s do so. Should I also try out the results of my independent intense training?


      – That’s what I want.


      Isurugi doesn’t grin, but he agreed to it.


      – I want to tell senpai about my subject contents, or perhaps I should say, if I’m able to ask about it, won’t this make no sense now that senpai is successfully aware of them?


      – Yes, it’s true.


      Moroha explains to Isurugi who nodded very interested.


      – Don’t let the opponent read the timing of the dark arts invocation——right? I see, in other words, I should be wary of Haimura-kun’s dark arts, correct?


      As expected of him, he was relieved because his understanding was quick.


      A perfect opponent for Moroha. This is no less than a test.


      – Sorry. Could you give us a little more space?


      Isurugi puts a mature voice on everyone. The team members surround the two of them at a distance.


      Almost everyone stops their independent training and observes with burning curiosity.


      Satsuki, Haruka, Shizuno and Maya are gathered together, cheering for Moroha.


      (Somehow, this became something important, isn’t it?)


      Moroha has no choice but to scratch his cheek.


      – Shall we start?


      Isurugi pours prana into the ID tag and made manifest a wide blade sword.


      Furthermore, his whole body is also clad in prana.


      A whitish-yellow brilliance——an aura that closely resembles a thunder.


      He composedly has his sword at the ready in an overhead position.


      With that much, it seemed that a sense of intimidation filled and swirled at the whole sandy beach.


      His magnified dignity is not ashamed of being called an A-Rank.


      Both sides are at a distance of less than ten meters.


      He is confronting the sword of the king who commands the Strikers.


      – Here I go.


      Moroha also made his dear sword appear in his right hand.


      His holy body is clad in white prana like a star.


      He doesn’t have the sword at the ready, he loosely brought it down.


      – Write——


      Instead of that, he writes ancient magic characters with his unoccupied left hand.


      As if there was an invisible wall there, lines of light are drawn with characters.


      And then. When he began to chant——and right there——Isurugi moved.


      Lightning speed. Or teleportation.


      The tall body that should have been ten meters ahead is standing and brandishing a sword right before the eyes of Moroha.


      The scene is completely unbelievable.


      Despite the presence of the whole company of the dexterous Shirogane gathering here, no one could perceive the place where Isurugi had moved.


      Even Moroha couldn’t see everything.


      The way of the shukuchi*, that exactly converts the distance to nothing.


      *TN: formed by the kanjis 縮地, they read separate as “wearing armor” and “earth/ground/land/etc”.


      There are 7《Jinsokutsuu》derived skills, and this is its last secret technique*. 《Hagun》.


      *TN: 神足通 (Jinsokutsuu) = one of the six supernormal Buddhist powers.


      Raising the tremendous sword that buzzes, he approaches it from above the head of Moroha.


      Coupled with the tall figure of Isurugi, it’s a pressure that seems that would crush him.


      Moroha dodges it, settling his body to the left while being astonished.


      The edge of the blade grazes the tip of his shoulder, and the sleeve of the T-shirt is blown away.


      That was extremely close.


      The act called《Hagun》was that much of a threat.


      He has never seen other than Edward who was able to use it in this world. Why can Isurugi use it? It’s a foolish question. This is the result of the special training that Isurugi said he wanted to try out.


      He barely succeeded in avoiding it.


      A delayed commotion came from the spectators.


      He was forced to interrupt the spelling of the dark art aria that was in progress.


      – He can’t take countermeasures at all!


      Haruko screams.


      Moroha attempted to counterattack it while listening to that from afar.


      Putting his《herculean strength》into his languidly lowered right arm, he swings the sword to strike up forcibly.


      The sword blade that ran prana glows white and pulls a trace of bright white.


      – … kh!


      Isurugi flinched, suffering the slash of the Sakakesa*.


      *TN: check it with this link: youtube.com/watch?v=Ks1S8dMBOpg


      Returning against his will the wide blade sword that he swung downward with all his strength, he received the sword of Moroha.


      Without killing the impact perfectly, he totters.


      If it were the usual Isurugi, he wouldn’t do a clumsy thing like this. Is it because it was an unpolished《Hagun》 as he expected? His posture after he dodged the blow didn’t change.


      – Oooh…


      Moroha doesn’t let pass that chance and by having his sword at the ready with both hands, he attacks incessantly to finish the work.


      He continues swinging slashes that draw complicated curves over and over.


      Drawing a new line of light every time.


      Since he swings the sword that carried prana, it is natural for the light to draw its trajectory. Such is the light art《Taihaku》*. Like instant sparks, and sometimes like meteors, they scatter graciously and bloom beautifully.


      *TN: 太白 = Venus and… thick silk thread, refined sugar, white rice jelly, variety of sweet potato xD.


      However——all the lines of light that are born with the slashes of Moroha continued to shine without disappearing.


      They kept remaining in the empty space.


      Shizuno wasn’t the only one who noticed that.


      Everyone was captivated by the relentless, fierce attacks of Moroha and was having their hearts pounding with the skillfulness of Isurugi who barely continues dealing with them.


      Moroha closes the combination in a flash, slashing at him to cleave him in two.


      In response, all the beheading lines of light that were drawn, vanish.


      It’s the end.


      Isurugi, who had recovered his stance again, does a sidestep to the right, seeing all that cleave.


      It’s a defense technique that leads to the fastest counterattack from a minimal evasion.


      Power was loaded into both arms of Isurugi who grasps the sword, and in an instant, his body falls——he was burning.


      – Wha… *cough*…


      A voice of surprise and anguish leaks out from the mouth of Isurugi.


      His knees collapse, and supports his body with the sword, like a cane.


      If it was a real battle, his body would be covered in flames, but this is a special training. Because he was adjusting the mana, the flames vanished immediately. Since Isurugi also used Taimatsuu as expected, he would have ended hurt first only if he had a tremendous mana.*


      *TN: 耐魔通 = Taimatsuu, can be interpreted as magic resistance.


      Watching Isurugi who kneeled on the ground made a stir come from the spectators again.


      And then, grand applause arises towards the two who showed a high-level offense and defense.


      Taketsuru-senpai blows wind, whistling through his fingers, Tokiko is writhing in agony with「Haimura is so cool that I’m getting wet」and Kamekichi stands up and shouts「Why didn’t you hit back, Isurugi-saaaan?」


      Isurugi kept being on his knees,


      – What… was that…


      Opening his eyes wide in astonishment to them who are calm, cool and collected and don’t scold him, he looked up at Moroha and asked.


      – When… when did you use a dark art?


      He looked like he was completely confused.


      If you are a third-year student, you will naturally know what you can use it without chanting it if you sacrifice power.


      But, the spelling that should be indispensable, when did he do it?


      It seems that Isurugi didn’t know. He probably was being on guard.


      The matter of not making the timing readable was amazingly clear.


      – If I reveal the trick then it won’t be that great, but——


      – Yeah, then wait. I want to think and solve it by myself.


      With the explanation of Moroha, Isurugi stopped and changed his mind.


      – Shall we have a match again? I will prepare an answer till that moment.


      – Yes, I don’t mind.


      Those are the words becoming of an honest captain.


      Moroha nods with a bittersweet smile.


      – My《Hagun》is still not perfect enough. In addition to today, I will challenge you once again with diligence in the remaining three days.


      Telling him so with a happy face, Isurugi got up.


      – While I was also practicing this technique, it wasn’t only because I didn’t let you read the timing of the invocation, but I also felt that there were various other ways to use it, so I investigated those thoroughly——


      When Moroha is talking, he notices that Isurugi is fixedly staring at him.


      – Is there something on my face?


      – No. It’s because you have a face that looks like you have found a brand-new toy, that’s all.


      – Are you perhaps saying a bad thing about me?


      – No. Rather, I’m envious.


      Isurugi is a man who, for good and bad, never tells a lie, so this is a real thing.


      Without knowing how to respond, Moroha only scratches his cheek.


      Isurugi went away, leaving “see you later” with him.


      (I’ve found a toy, huh… Is that really true? I think that may be)


      Moroha looks at his own face that is reflected in the blade of his dear sword.


      – Ama——zing! Nii-sama is ama——zing! To defeat handily someone like Isurugi-senpai!


      – Don’t cling to me when I’m holding the sword!


      He panicked because of Satsuki who jumped at him from the side.


      Satsuki, who was clinging to him in ecstasy as if she were overcome with emotion and with her eyes shaped like an X*, couldn’t hear the scolding voice of Moroha.


      *TN: Like this (> __ <)


      Moreover, and somewhat due to the special training of every night, he has the feeling that she has reached a skill where she naturally clings to him.


      (It looks that I ended up creating a terrible monster…)


      Moroha becomes disheartened while she rubs her cheek against the nape of his neck.


      – It’s great that you’re delight with my part, but your turn is next, no…?


      – Yup. Watch me, Moroha.


      Satsuki separated from Moroha and turned around.


      Next to Shizuno and Maya who are sitting on the sandy beach is Haruka, who stretched her arms and back while standing up.


      The burning eyes of Satsuki and the eyes full of self-confidence of Haruka collide with each other.


      – Shizentai*.


      *TN: It means natural stance, natural attitude, relaxed manner, calm manner. Not sure how to translate this term as it also appears later on, so I’ll leave it as that.


      Moroha pats the shoulder of Satsuki and headed towards Shizuno and Maya, crossing paths with Haruka.


      (I knew it, Moroha is amazing…!)


      While drawing a start line in the sand, Satsuki was thinking once again about the brave figure of her older brother.


      It’s amazing that his heart never wavered, that he succeeded in doing as much as that——even more than that, he showed again that he’s performing a step ahead of Isurugi who improved his skill even more.


      Unless one is grandiosely delighted, then one shouldn’t act self-importantly either.


      Although he’s modest with「It’s not a big deal」like always, it’s not that he will become someone inferior.


      At the core of his, there is a will that says「I’m myself」.


      In other words, he is fearless.


      And that is unmistakably the deepest level of shizentai.


      (I also have to learn it. Even if I win or lose——I will use up all the things that I was taught by Nii-sama in this four days)


      She finishes drawing the line, then turns her eyes towards Haruka.


      – You got a nice expression there, don’t you?*


      *TN: In this case, the kanji for expression has the nuance of “fierce, fearless, sinister, etc.”


      The facial expression of Haruka is also firm.


      She draws her chin in and stares at her with sharp eyes.


      The number of spectators is less than half since the time of the battle between Moroha and Isurugi.


      But she doesn’t mind. The standing out Satsuki.


      She only feels the face in profile and the reliable gaze of Moroha.


      She breathes in, and out.


      She’s lightly cladded in golden prana.


      On her whole body.


      Right hand. Left hand. Right leg. Left leg. Glabella. And the point below the navel.


      It’s proof that the six gates were opened.


      Like a calm flame, or like a ripple, it sways around her skin.


      Haruka opens her eyes wide at the strides, a small admiration leaks out from the spectators.


      – Someone, please give the signal!


      Haruka also wore prana similar to a blue flame on her whole body.


      Neither her brilliance nor the strength loses against her.


      – ‘kay then, I’ll do it.


      Taketsuru-senpai, who was spectating announces himself and put himself in a whistling posture.


      The rule is the same as four days ago. The first one who touches the quay that is 500, 600 meters ahead wins.


      The gazes of Satsuki and Haruka sharpen, they are piercing the goal like an arrow.


      *Piiiiiiiiii*!, the whistle of Taketsuru sounded.


      At the same time, the two of them begin a rapid dash.


      Satsuki’s way of running is as ungraceful as ever.


      Haruka’s way of running is as beautiful as ever.


      But their speed is the same! They aren’t separating anymore. They closely run side-by-side.


      No——there is a slight difference as much as the tip of the nose, but Satsuki gradually comes out in front.


      It’s the result that the speed of Satsuki rose dramatically as she reached the point where she can draw out the prana from the point below the navel.


      Just under 10 seconds to the goal.


      But for the sensation of Satsuki, it was truly an instant.


      Arriving at the quay with euphoria, she extends her hand to touch it.


      Haruka is also extending her hand.


      Which one will be the first to touch it? The difference is minimal, A difference that doesn’t reach a second, but certainly, and clearly——Satsuki was able to touch it first.


      – Hooooooraaaaaaaayyyyyyy!!


      Satsuki doesn’t endure the raise of her joy.


      Emotions and delight explode in her chest.


      – I won! I was able to win against Momo-senpai at last!


      Being way more than happy, she embraced her senpai.


      – Damn. I lost.


      Haruka curses while being embraced tenderly.


      She strokes her back to give her praise for her great efforts.


      The clapping hands of the spectators from the distant start line are also heard.


      Aside from Moroha, Maya was also in high spirits. Shizuno claps in a dissatisfied way.


      Her efforts were fruitful. She was glad to come to the training camp. She was rewarded.


      She’s going through so much emotions that even tears of joy… Satsuki noticed and came to her senses.


      (No, nonono. I must not be like my former self)


      She closes her eyes, puts in order her breathing and remembers the appearance of Moroha who won against Isurugi.


      (Satsuki-chan who received coaching from Moroha is already different. Because that is a shizentai woman)


      It is no good to do things like being excessively delighted or elated with success.


      – To think that you would make it through the fifth day. You are a great girl, you know?


      After patting the back of Satsuki, Haruka ended the embrace.


      *Twitches*——


      Being on the verge of smiling unconsciously, Satsuki covers with one hand her twitching cheeks.


      – Err… well, well, I’m saying that I won so perhaps I practically didn’t change?


      She imitates the lines her older brother would indeed say.


      She guesses that Moroha would be angry and surely say「How rude」if he heard so.


      – Since when were you able to open the six gates? When I was in first year, it was impossible to do it till around autumn. Ah, I’m getting more and more frustrated!


      Haruka looks vexed, that’s why she stops the praising.


      *Twitches**Twitches*——


      Being on the verge of smiling unconsciously, Satsuki covers with one hand her twitching cheeks.


      – Did someone tell you? Oh, was it Moroha, perhaps? Even though I don’t understand the things he says, his coaching is on point. That’s good, isn’t it?


      Haruka seems to be vexed and looks like she is envious.


      *Twitches**Twitches*——


      Even if she covers them and presses them, the twitching of her cheeks won’t stop.


      – If you think about it, our generation——the first-year guys of last year, had nobody who was able to participate in the training camp. This year, Moroha has Shizuno and you as a matter of course, then one may say that the “golden generation” is something like the current three years, right? If so, then we are the lowest generation? Noo, I hate thaaat.


      While Haruka complains, she stamps her feet in frustration as if she were dancing in that place.


      *Twitches**Twitches**Twitches**Twitches**Twitches**Twitches**Twitches**Twitches*——


      She was already at the limit of her self-control.


      Satsuki puts both hands on her waist.


      She reclines so much that she hits the back of her head on the quay.


      She extends her nose as much as possible like the bean tree of Jack*.


      *TN: Not sure if the whole sentence is a reference to something but the first part points at the famous book and the second one if it’s a phrase or something. Maybe a reference when a character laughs mischievously?


      – Fu〜〜〜〜〜〜fuu fuu fuu fuu fuu fuu, something this much is noooooooooothing!


      And then, she did a triumphant, loud laughter.


      – Let’s compete once again, Satsuki! I won’t lose next time!


      – He〜〜〜〜〜e, suuuure. I’ll allow you to practice with a master like me, fu〜〜〜fu fu fu.


      – *Snaps*. Though you have no breasts.


      – But I have more than Momo-senpai, fu〜〜〜 fuu fuu fuu fuu!


      Where did she put her shizentai?


      It seemed that the figure of Satsuki-chan didn’t change at all so far…


      While sitting at the sandy beach near the start line, Moroha was clapping without holding back.


      The surrounding spectators are also giving cheers like “hooray!”.


      Everyone is surprised and praised the rapid growth of Satsuki.


      Even Isurugi was clapping with an honest expression.


      – Did Satsuki-oneechan become the fastest in the academy with this nanodesuka?


      Maya asks with an innocent smile.


      – Yeー.


      Moroha couldn’t face her sparkling expression and turned away his line of sight slowly.


      In front of the line of sight that he had moved… there are traces of Satsuki and Haruka who had run.


      The footprints of Satsuki have the same reckless way of running.


      Hollowed lines were made as if she would have passed with a farm tractor on the white, sandy beach.


      On the other hand, the footprints of Haruka are——not there.


      Her beautiful way of running doesn’t affect the shape of the fresh, sandy beach that remains as it is.


      If she were just running normally, then such a marvelous thing wouldn’t happen.


      Light art of the ancestral arts, 《Monkyoku》.


      It’s one of the seven derivation techniques of《Jinsokutsuu》, the way of walking crowned with the name of the fourth star “Hokuto”.


      Using this, you can run on water, walls and ceilings.


      If you use it on the sand, no footprints will remain.


      Instead, your top speed will end up decreasing drastically…


      The challenge of Haruka should have been to increase her top speed while 《Monkyoku》was used.


      All the senpais who were watching her should have knowledge of that.


      He doesn’t know, but only Satsuki is the one elated with success over there——if we exclude Maya who hasn’t noticed that.


      – She’s a just like a clown.


      Shizuno says nonchalantly.


      A small dimple floats on her cheek.


      – Everyone is kind, aren’t they?


      Moroha smiled wryly.


      The applauses given by the senpais of Satsuki weren’t fake.


      Because they know how hard it is to grow, and to become stronger, everyone also sinks deeply into their minds this.


      And also, there’s no doubt that Satsuki can now open another gate.


      They are celebrating from the bottom of their hearts the small growth of their little kouhai who just enlisted.


      – Satsuki-oneesan is someone who keeps going forward.


      Moroha also follows the kindness of the team members and answered so to Maya.


      


      That night, all the members gathered at the beach and launched fireworks.


      Kamekichi bought plenty of them and brought them.


      They actually intended to keep them in reserve till the night of the last day, but it seems that they couldn’t hold till then.


      There is a nice weather tonight, the wind was almost nonexistent, it was an ideal fireworks weather.


      Lots of flame arts dance at the beach at night, everyone is enjoying them with their eyes.


      – Fire!


      While Satsuki made her eyes look like an X, she holds a cylinder-shaped skyrocket like a rocket launcher and fired it horizontally.


      – Fiiire!


      Haruka shot back a skyrocket while making her eyes look like an X.


      Both hide half of their bodies in the trenches dug in the sandy beach.


      And then they repel with both trenches the exchanged fireworks which exploded, giving off beautiful sparks.


      – Fiiire!


      – Fiiire!


      Satsuki fires new skyrockets and Haruka also returns fire.


      Volleying and igniting thoroughly, some of the lots of bottle rockets pierced into the trenches.


      That exchange is more than funny.


      – Fiiire!


      – Fiiire!


      Both of them are having a funny mood, they are laughing foolishly.


      – Think who’s the one who bought the fireworks, because you shouldn’t be playing gaudily while disregarding this Go—d, alright?!


      *TN: He calls himself “Kamii-sama” which sounds practically like God.


      – Firing daily resentment!


      – Hyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, my beautiful ass is on fireeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!?


      The uninvited Kamekichi is writhing in pain as he is in a pincer attack between Satsuki and Haruka.


      Moroha had no choice but to be dumbfounded.


      Where is that kind of upbringing where you memorize that playing with fire is dangerous?


      Haven’t they learned that fireworks shouldn’t be turned towards people?


      And, it is still terrible that no one is stopping them.


      Even captain Isurugi who’s like a brother-in-law, left them alone with just a warning that says「Leave perfectly clean by tomorrow morning」


      Once again, these eccentrics called Saviors… he himself is completely aware that he is also in this gathering of the also called “heroes”.


      – Let such fighting people do as they like, we shall have fun with us!!


      Taketsuru-senpai, who is in a circle with Moroha, winked and did a cool pose.


      He, together with Maya, receive a toy firework that was presented by the plain, bespectacled girl senpai.


      Setting it on fire with the four people, he appreciates the glow that is like a miracle that combines transience and tenacity.


      This is the wabisabi of Japan*.


      *TN: Aesthetic sense in Japanese art emphasizing quiet simplicity and subdued refinement.


      – That’s right, senpai. Thank you for helping me get out of the room every night.


      Moroha gives his thanks to Taketsuru, the man perfect for a picture even though he’s holding a modest firework.


      – Aren’t your thanks a little too soon? The training camp isn’t over yet and since there’s also the thing of Ranjou, isn’t she going to beg you so that you continue coaching her?


      That’s how will it be, probably.


      – But, I’m already tired of it. I’ve slept nothing every night thanks to that.


      Moroha yawns greatly as soon as he says so.


      Looking at the fleeting spark of the toy fireworks, his mind is stupefied, as if he were being absorbed in——


      – It is no good to fall asleep while holding a fire desu.


      Moroha, who got an elbow strike, opened his eyes towards Maya who shows a pure, smiling face.


      – Hahaha, wouldn’t be better for you Haimura to hang out with the gaudy ones?


      Taketsuru points towards Satsuki and the others while laughing invigoratingly.


      She jumps out of the trench with Haruka while making her eyes look like an X and both do a sword fight instead of beam sabers that spew sparks.


      Their mysterious amount doesn’t burn.


      They’re getting satisfied with the fireworks in the bad sense of the word.


      – Oh, she missed. They do love fireworks.


      Moroha didn’t happen to have on hand the foolhardiness to be the same kind as them.


      – Maaya-chan also likes sparklers, no?


      Taketsuru at the blue-eyed little blonde girl who is absorbed in the plain fireworks this time.


      – Yes nanodesu.


      – Heee, how refined.


      Moroha nods in agreement.


      Maya keeps silent, staring at the fleeting spark with her blue eyes.


      Those eyes seemed to have matured in some respects, or was that the imagination of Moroha?


      Calm time passes while Moroha looks at Maya and Maya gazes at the sparks.


      The quiet sound of wavelets is pleasant.


      The fireworks of Moroha, Taketsuru and the bespectacled senpai disappear fleetingly.


      While Maya looks at her last, remaining firework,


      – It was just about four years ago desu. When Maaya woke up the memories of her past life.


      She starts speaking, piece by piece.


      Moroha listened carefully, being surprised.


      – At first, Maaya was very scared desu. I didn’t know which Maaya was the real one, if the present Maaya or the Maaya of the past life, I was confused, I was feeling that Maaya was no longer Maaya, I was always crying desu.


      The devastating confession of Maya was like if his heart was being grabbed tightly.


      Moroha is at a loss for words.


      While Taketsuru is meddling with his forelocks, looking uncomfortable,


      – Ah! This seems to be one of the cases that happen frequently where you wake up significantly fast, isn’t it? About us, when we woke up, we were considerably matured for our age. Separately, why is that the me in my dreams, and the me when I wake up is the same? Ah! That’s what it appears to be for me though.


      The sensation told by Taketsuru is understood well by Moroha.


      Looking back on his memories of a year ago, there was no reason to be confused since he recalled the memories of his previous life in dreams. It’s not like there was a person who was thinking 「That’s a different person, right?」.


      At least at a sensory level and self-awareness level, that is.


      – That is right nanodesu. Additionaly, the Maaya of the previous life and the Maaya of the present have not changed either desu. They are the same person with the same soul desu. Maaya was also taught so by important people, but she couldn’t actually realize that in those days desu. She was still scared desu.


      The sparklers of Maya lasted longer than the rest, then by showing its last brilliance, it fell down with a *plop*.


      It rolled on the sandy beach, gave off sparks two, three times and then it just burned out, and died.


      The light is gone, the gloomy air envelops them.


      – But, you’re all right now, right?


      Moroha asks to blow off that air.


      – Yes!


      Maya responded cheerfully and showed an angelical smile.


      – Mari-oneechan played with fireworks to cheer up the crying Maaya everyday desu. At that time, she told her desu.


      Does Maaya like sparklers?


      If so, then Maaya will never be swallowed deeply by the memories of her previous life.


      And certainly, you haven’t become a different person.


      Because the Maaya of the previous life who lived in a distant star cannot understand the emotions of the Japanese.


      – ——”Mari-oneechan”?


      Hearing so, Taketsuru snaps his fingers stylishly.


      – The Academy’s Principal, she’s cool, isn’t she?


      Moroha also reveals a sigh of admiration.


      – Does Maaya like sparklers?


      And then, he asks the same thing again.


      – Yes nanodesu.


      Maya answered with a full smile.


      Moroha gently strokes that little head.


      – Alright then, let’s go for a second round.


      Taketsuru proposes with energy, and the taciturn, plain girl with glasses senpai distribute sparklers to three people.


      – Such good youngsters, foolishly smiling and watching the sparklers! You know they have a limit and after that they die, huh!?


      It’s the voice of the famous demon vice-captain!


      Moroha, Maya and Taketsuru looked back with half-closed eyes.


      It was uniformly written on the face of the three that 「A troublesome fellow came」.


      Without reading the situation, Tokiko dropped her waist, pushing aside the poor Maya with her butt and forced her way through to the side of Moroha.


      – Oh no! The best position of Maaya ended up being stolen desu.


      – What do you want? Man-eater demon vice-captain-san?


      – Humph. I have no deal with Taketsuru.


      Tokiko glared at Moroha with bloodshot eyes,


      – Aren’t you getting a little hit by the wind of the night, Haimura?


      – Yes, I’m being hit already, but…


      – Don’t you feel tired of playing childish things like fireworks already?


      – I’m really enjoying this though…


      – What an obtuse guy! I’m saying that we should slip into there to have some action.


      Tokiko raised her thumb and gave three light pushes with it to the direction of the forest that is on the other side.


      – I refuse. If I go to something like darkness, I’ll be attacked by Kanzaki-senpai.


      – Tsk. You’ve a good intuition.


      – But Kanzaki-senpai has a nice personality…


      – Those are words of compliment for me!


      Receiving the sarcasm of Moroha satisfactorily, Tokiko was in high spirits instead.


      – Okay then, let’s go! To our memorable first night!


      – Since there is a child here, can’t you say it in a bit more round-about way, Kanzaki?


      – Hmm, if so, Taketsuru, then why don’t you tell this little girl the story of the cabbage field!?


      Tokiko departs! And as soon as she gets up, she lays her hands on the nape of the neck of Moroha.


      The moment he was worried with “whaat do I doo”?——


      「「Firing the resentment of each daaaay!」」


      Two of the fighting people fired a rocket launcher closely, pointing at Tokiko.


      Although there was no indication of hitting her directly at all, shells of light flew to the left and right of Tokiko, her hair fluttered with the wind pressure.


      – … humph.


      While Tokiko snorts, she releases the nape of the neck of Moroha.


      She raises her eyes, turns back cautiously and,


      – I’ve interpreted this as a declaration of war against me…


      Tokiko told them with an eerie voice as she fixes the bridge of her glasses.


      – Very well, young girls. I shall teach you, since you don’t seem to know why I do the job of the vice-captain!


      She made eerie prana blew out from her whole body.


      Satsuki and Haruka shake, hugging each other, but it’s too late.


      They ended up going too far with their funny mood!


      – You like fireworks, don’t you? I’ll turn your bodies into smithereens, they’ll be beautiful at best!


      「「Gyaaaaaaaaaa」」


      Tokiko starts a spell of the dark arts, both Satsuki and Haruka escape at full speed.


      – Kukukukuku, the grudge of the five days where I was suppressed by the captain, I’ll clear it away with you!


      The demon vice-captain runs after them, revealing her fangs.


      – Good grief, there are lots of fighting people, don’t you think?


      – A real fighting unit indeed.


      Taketsuru says it like is other people’s affairs, and Moroha agreed that is like other people’s affairs.


      Then again, the four people make space-time fireworks appear.


      Though not like Satsuki and Haruka, they make another world, disregarding everyone who is having a good time with the fireworks.


      They admire the fleeting fireworks with a sense of wither.


      Since they are enjoying the second ones thoroughly,


      – But that Shizuno, she sure is slow…


      Moroha talked to himself before receiving a third one.


      – Is Maaya-chan assigned to her same room?


      – Shizuno-oneechan was saying that she is still preparing desu.


      Since Moroha was also listening to that through Maya, he was enjoying it first.


      – Why don’t you try giving her a call?


      – Oh, I will.


      As suggested by Taketsuru, Moroha attempts to take his smartphone.


      However, he was halted by Kamekichi who came.


      – Heeey, Haimuraa! The fireworks are nearly halved, so go get some more!


      – Eh, do we still have more of them?


      They brought a bunch in the beginning, it was an outrageous amount enough to be enjoyed by forty people, and yet.


      – I was thinking about going and get some more to play with them again on the final day, but the plan has changed. My heart ended getting up on fire, you see? Hahahaha, tonight is a festivaaal!


      Getting oddly excited, Kamekichi starts breakdancing on the spot.


      He sure had a considerably skill to do so on the sandy beach. It’s an ability that has no meaning for the Saviors though.


      – Considerate it an honor, since I’m letting you make the job!


      – Yeah, yeah, I understand.


      Moroha obediently obeyed the order so he can come and see the look of Shizuno while he is at it.


      Waving his hands to Maya and the others, he headed towards the holiday house leisurely.


      Moroha walks alone the asphalt paved path through the forest that leads to the holiday house.


      The stars are beautiful tonight, the moon is bright, there is no trouble with light.


      When he climbed around half the hill——he spotted the figure of a person that goes down the hill road from the opposite direction.


      – Oh my? If t isn’t Moroha? Are you looking for someone, I wonder?


      – Shizuno? It took you a while, huh.


      Noticing the company of each other, they meet and start talking to the other at the same time.


      – Kammie-senpai asked me to come and get fireworks.


      – I ended up taking more than I thought to change my clothes.


      And——Shizuno, who came near him, was wearing a yukata.


      The figure of Shizuno who wore a light, cherry blossom kimono emerges under the moonlight.


      The floral pattern of the large flowers that covered the color tone nicely bring into prominence her gloomy charm.


      Even though he had seen both her arranged hair and the white of her nape lots of times when she was in her swimsuit, it was incredible that the person who wore a yukata now looks coquettishly all of a sudden.


      Moroha gulped, he was fascinated by her for a moment.


      – I was forced by Nii-san to bring it, but… was it right to wear this, I wonder?


      He was told something mean by Shizuno and he suddenly came to his senses with that.


      – Umm, I have to do the errand of Kammie-senpai.


      Moroha speaks rapidly and quickly crosses Shizuno.


      – Even though it’s finally just the two of us?


      His arm was grabbed by Shizuno.


      She firmly holds it under her arms, and simple because of that, it’s impossible to escape.


      The feeling of her abundant chest is pressing in a plump way.


      In his imagination——they’re softer than usual!


      – Since I’m in a yukata, I’m not wearing underwear, right?


      She ended up reading even his expression!


      – No, and what are you even saying…


      Moroha is confused,


      – What? You didn’t hear me?


      Shizuno shows a small dimple on her face and makes her body glue to him more and more by pretending that she’s trying to ask him even more closely as she was pushing her breasts against the arm of Moroha.


      Moroha tries to escape while feeling that his face is getting hot, but there’s no way Shizuno will let him go.


      – It is sandwiching between the valleys.


      – Hey, stop.


      His arm is caught between the breasts that were rich in softness and elasticity like puddings, they are comfortably tightened and spongy like rice cakes. It was a sensation that feels so good. Cold sweat emerged, his palpitations became intense and his heart was about to explode.


      – What are you thinking? This is too…


      – During the training camp, Moroha-san was the most popular person every day and someone was with you in the morning, in the day and in the night, and because you didn’t pay me attention at all, this once in a lifetime opportunity for this lonely me is——


      – Don’t read aloud your reproaches, it’s scary.


      – But I just answered what you asked, about what I was thinking, no? I’m a selfish person, don’t you think?


      Shizuno tells him to tease him.


      Even so, a dimple wasn’t made on her face now.


      In other words, this means that she’s not teasing him…


      – I understand. Let’s go slowly and calmly, alright? Let’s sit down.


      Moroha proposed as an idea.


      – I told you, please let go of me. And fix that.


      With an instant glance, he saw the breasts of Shizuno.


      Moroha tried to escape, but as a result of making struggle his arm that was held in her arms, the chest of the yukata of Shizuno ended up disarranged. He ended up opening it up to a dangerous area.


      – Lewd Moroha.


      Shizuno immediately whispers to tickle him close to his ears, takes the opportunity to kiss his cheek and then she finally frees his arm.


      (I may be alone with Kanzaki-senpai than with a dangerous girl in the darkness…)


      Moroha is dumbfounded while touching the part that was touched by the lips of Shizuno, which was on fire.


      Shizuno fixed the disarranged clothes with a calmed face and sat down on the paved road.


      Moroha sat next to her.


      The two of them look down at the beach where everyone is from halfway up the hill.


      The brightness of the fireworks flicks here and there, it was bustling like a decorative lightning.


      Laughter and cheers reach even where they are.


      It is such a sight that it will remain pleasant until they look this way.


      – Sorry.


      Moroha apologizes while watching.


      – Why? Why are you apologizing?


      – Because I stopped caring about you.


      He says, although and without hiding that he is feeling embarrassed.


      Instead of answering, Shizuno was leaning on him.


      Her soft cheek falls gently on the shoulder of Moroha.


      Scratching his cheek, Moroha also gets silent and stares at the sandy beach.


      The trenches had increased to four.


      The army of Satsuki and the army of Haruka had increased their troops, furthermore, the army of Kamekichi and the army of Tokiko are also participating, they are enjoying a four-band dragged war.


      From this distance, they shouldn’t be able to tell who is who, but they perfectly know.


      To that degree, they can grasp everyone.


      The bottle rockets fired from the army of Satsuki impact on the mountain of fireworks of the army of Kamekichi, catching fire and causing a big explosion.


      The army of Kamekichi escapes, scattering in all directions, and very loud laughs happen from the surroundings.


      – What are they doing?


      Moroha spouts out again.


      – The training camp… was more enjoyable than I thought.


      – I also had fun. And you?


      – Of course, although I don’t want to admit that with obedience.


      Shizuno shrugged her shoulders as she placed her head on the shoulder of Moroha.


      Moroha thinks strongly while looking down at the sandy beach where laughter can’t be suppressed.


      – I’m glad that Isurugi-senpai invited us.


      He thinks back on the matter of the academy entrance ceremony in his head.


      He was told “why don’t you join the Strikers”? but he got cold feet at first.


      He felt anxious as to whether he could keep up with their rhythm if he joined them or not.


      But now, Moroha has reached a point where he feels from the bottom of his heart that they were good companions.


      – They are still paying us, right?


      – Haha, why wouldn’t they?


      Thanks to that, he’s able to send his married aunt an allowance, so he laughed worriedly at the joke of Shizuno.


      While watching the strife of the beach, and while watching the stars sometimes.


      The two of them press their shoulders against each other.


      Her skin feels nice and cold, it is a good feeling. It makes him forget about the heat of the summer’s night.


      And like that, they amuse themselves by chattering as long as they like.
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      – We might not be able to come to this island next year. Kanzaki-senpai will graduate too.


      – The training camp, you say? That’s seems to be case. But, shouldn’t be fine if we come and stay on our own?


      – Definitely. And someday… I’d like to bring my aunt and the others next time.


      – Is that so? Then at that moment, and without fail, I want you to invite me as well, okay?


      – Sure but… with my family?


      – Yes. And please introduce them to me.


      – Ho- introduce them? Don’t tell me that you——


      – But in the meantime, why don’t we just have a great time and give all we’ve got in these last two days?


      – … yeah, let’s do so.


      However, the next day——


      The training camp of Moroha and company is forced to stop abruptly.


      Due to terrible news that were brought from London.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 5: Six Head Conference


    
      Canary Wharf.


      It was a large-scale waterfront redevelopment area located in the 「London Borough of Tower Hamlets」, famous for the Tower Bridge a little to the east from the heart of London.


      Meanwhile, in the ancient capital of London, which was endowed with four world heritage sites, there was a street with ultra-modern skyscrapers lined in a row, and among them there was one that boasted of its height, reaching 770ft. (around 235 meters) : the「One Canada Square」.


      Although it was a rather small building if compared to——


      The British Headquarters of the White Knights Organization that was built in a corner of the Canary Wharf and was based on a 14-storey building that had the same appearance of the「Prideful elementary school students who wore with pride the proudful uniforms」.


      The training camp of Moroha and the others reached its sixth day, and that day was still a day behind with the one that was in London due to time difference.


      White Knight Edward, the Head of the British Headquarters*, went towards the top floor of the building using the elevator.


      *TN: The kanji for “Headquarters” and the one used for “Division” are different.


      Upon arriving, there was only one short corridor.


      It was like a road that questioned in detail the status of the person who walked on the luxurious carpet spread out.


      There was a massive double door at the back that intimidated as if blocking those who came there.


      To that special room, which was used only once in a few years, Edward,


      – Tarataaa, tarataa, taratatataratatataa, tatatatataaa ♪


      He headed towards it by walking as he sang to himself the music of a game.


      He got inside and, it was a compacted conference room.


      The air conditioning was doing its work, but it was a tasteless room with no windows.


      There was just one big hexagonal table enshrined at the center.


      Aside from that, there was a laptop with a webcam placed in a corner of the table.


      And, two men were waiting before Edward.


      – You’re late.


      One of them——a young man in his twenties is the one that reproached Edward as if spitting out.


      His hair is black. His suit is also black. His tie is also black. Black leather gloves even though he is in the room. Only the color of his eyes is blue.


      He is a handsome man, but he made a mess of his facial expression which looked displeasured with nervous-looking eyes.


      – I’m late…? Even though I just came five minutes ago?


      – Shut up. Don’t keep me waiting.


      Resting one of his cheeks in one of his hands on the hexagonal table, he said looking displeasured, without making eye contact with Edward.


      – Your gloomy idiosyncrasy as Frenchmen is the same as usual, don’t you agree with me, Charles?


      – Silence. You’re just too cheerful, typical of the British.


      This gloomy man in black was——the Head of the French Division.


      His name was Charles Saint-Germain.


      Like Edward, he had many aliases. The “Saint-Germain of Paris” (PSG). “The True Magician of Heresy”. “The Magician of the Eiffel Tower”.  “Les Rouge et le Bleu”, etcetera, those were proofs saying that he was a veteran Savior.


      Edward harassed──appealed to their long relationship and sat down on the seat next to Charles.


      – When did you arrive? Are you the one leading?


      – No. This time, he has the lead.


      When Charles clicked his tongue and turned his body, he nodded and pointed towards another man.


      The man wasn’t sat on an unoccupied seat, he was kneeled on the cold floor.


      He was wearing traditional Chinese costumes called Dofuku, then folded his arms and made sure to place the wide sleeves together.


      Without raising his head, he did a low bow, turning towards the two people earnestly.


      They didn’t know well his age.


      He looked like a composed young man and like a lively boy.


      He had thin eyes like thread, and his face looked completely like「the very picture of a Chinese person」.


      – Long time no see, Zhixin. Are you the representative this time?


      – Yes. My dear master is busy with a new lover and said he will be absent.


      *TN: Furigana reading for “dear master” was スーフ and since it must be a Chinese name, it is unknown territory for me :c


      The man of unknown age replied respectfully as he bowed low.


      His name was Lu. He was regarded as the right-hand man of the Head of the Chinese Division.


      – Hahaha, how many times has he had a new lover?


      – It is the seventh time and soaring to the thousand.


      – Hahaha! Isn’t he just purposely miscounting that number in his own favor?


      – For the honor of my dear master, I cannot answer that.


      – OK, I’ll pretend that it’s true. Anyway, you’re a splendid messenger entrusted with all the power he has, huh? Why don’t you stop crouching over there and sit down here?


      – I am sorry but that is too much. It is awe-inspiring for me to be with all the glorious Six Heads.


      Zhixin stubbornly kept kneeled, he didn’t try to raise his face either.


      Because of that, the conversation stopped.


      He didn’t try to make eye contact, even when Charles tapped one of his feet with irritation.


      It was a troubling situation for Edward who liked talking.


      While they watched the clock, they waited reluctantly for the other three to gather.


      (Moroha is enjoying his vacation right now, huh… ah, since there’s a time difference, he’s still sleeping, right?)


      He endured these five minutes while thinking nonsensical things.


      22:00. The schedule start time of the Six Head Conference.


      With precision, the PC that was placed in a corner of the table lighted automatically.


      Windows booted up and an application launched on its own.


      The chibi character of a green dinosaur is shown on the whole screen*.


      *TN: Japanese word meaning “short” or “midget”, it has a derogatory meaning.


      It smiled angrily with an exaggerating expression, like in certain movie productions of Mouse Land*.


      *TN: Author wrote ネズミランド which is not the same as ネズミーランド. The second is effectively Disneyland.


      『IT’S TIME! Notifying you that it’s 20:00 GMT from New York!』


      And finally, they heard a cheerful and pleasant voice of a young girl from the speakers.


      – You haven’t changed that at all, haven’t you? I’m alone here, so why don’t you show your face once in a while?


      Edward turned a wry smile towards the webcam.


      『That’s why Skype exists in these times, and wouldn’t that be inefficient since we just gather for the conferences?』


      Charles grimaced, looking very irritated due to her loud laughter,


      – You’re late.


      『Late…? But I came here right in time, didn’t I?』


      – Silence. Don’t keep me waiting.


      『There was something that I wanted to do until the very last moment! Charles is too impatient with the habits of Latinos』


      – Silence. I don’t care about the circumstances of others. I’m flabbergasted by the restlessness and selfishness of the Americans who want to effectively use even the seconds.


      And, Charles did the same criticism as before. Was he just nervous? Or was he being sincere?


      The girl, who was telecommunicating with this place via internet, was the Head of the American Division.


      Her name was Arlene Highbury.


      She was a rare and unusual Savior and was neither a Shirogane nor a Kuroma.


      She possessed Ancestral Arts that produced weapons and armor tools comparable to magic items, and that ID Tag she had changes to weapons that Moroha and the others also used, and the combat uniform that changed shape according to the prana and mana of each person was all handmade by her.


      Despite all that, her fighting ability was never low.


      “Arsenal”. “One-man Artillery Brigade”. “Giant Killer”. She was one of the S-Ranks with a history of having those aliases and more.


      『Fine, fine. Time is precious, so let’s start the conference right away, shall we?』


      By the way, Arlene was a French-American person, her English pronunciation was the most dubious among the Six Heads despite being a native speaker.


      – Not yet. We’re missing two people.


      Charles spat out as he hit the table with his fingers, irritated,


      – Shouldn’t we do something to not get bored while waiting for the people with whom we have to talk to come?


      Edward began to talk about various topics with Arlene.


      Zhixin sat straight on the floor respectfully.


      As the conversation of Edward and Arlene was getting lively, the sound of the tapping of the table of Charles and the tapping of one of his feet were growing violently.


      And then, when five minutes passed again——


      The double door opened slowly, raising a very low frequency sound.


      Wind blew from the corridor.


      They experienced a hallucination, as if the temperature dropped several degrees.


      The aura was of such degree, that the woman of the five gazes was wearing something that should be called a “mysterious presence”.


      A deep crimson dress that looked bloodstained. She came into the room, dragging along a long skirt.


      Her beautiful face was more stunning than her gorgeous dress.


      Was her age between 25 and 30?


      The deep cleavage that peeked through her big opened chest emphasized her voluptuousness.


      – You’re late. Don’t keep me waiting.


      – Huh? Why haven’t you started yet?


      The devilishness beauty, who was arriving late, declared shamelessly against the reproach of Charles.


      Her manner of speaking was arrogant, appropriate for a beauty that was striking.


      – We were waiting for the main character to arrive——


      The frivolous talk of Edward got somewhat stiff when he was in front of her.


      – ——Your Majesty, the “Lightning Empress” of Russia.


      – Adulations are not necessary. Withdraw your claim immediately, pseudo-knight.


      She chose the seat facing Edward even when there were three seats still available then reclined on it like an empress.


      They were overwhelmed by her cold and harsh line of sight that was like a storm of Siberia.


      She was definitely the Head of the Russian Division.


      “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa Yuryevna Mostovaya.


      Until Moroha appeared, there was no one equaled to her. She was a Grimoire holder.


      And also, an advocate of this conference, who strongly opposed the acknowledgment of Moroha’s S-Rank.


      – If you do so, I’ll even pat your head with my hand. Deal?


      – It’s a very charming proposal, but I can’t betray Jack.


      The gaze of Vasilisa carried an even more intense cold.


      The green eyes of Edward blocked it like an emerald shield.


      The atmosphere stung stingingly.


      He experimented an illusion as if static electricity continued snapping on his skin.


      While the other three were taking a “this is not my business” attitude, the visual war of the two raised an endless pressure.


      The feeling of tension swelled up in the narrow room.


      It won’t be funny when that explodes.


      Such tensed air——when the door was opened again, it escaped to the corridor all at once.


      The lines of sight of Edward, Vasilisa and Charles gathered there.


      A boy was standing at the entrance.


      The stand-up collar school uniform of Japan that he was wearing tightly and stylishly looked like a military uniform.


      He, the youngest of the Six Heads, said shamelessly with a haughty tone of voice that wasn’t outdone by Lightning Empress.


      – Sorry for being late.


      Even though he was still seventeen, this presence. This personality.


      When he reached the seat next to Vasilisa, it looked like the emperor and the empress were side-by-side on the throne.


      Suruga Andou, the Head of the Japanese Division.


      The natural enemy of the Metaphysicals, he sensed the arrival of the Metaphysicals and purified the existence of the Metaphysicals.


      The “Watcher”, also called called as “The Saint of the Far East”, was the last person to arrive.


      – You’re late. Don’t keep me waiting.


      In the end, Charles made the same complaint to everyone except Zhixin.


      – *Giggle*, my bad. You lot were waiting for my person——that means that during this time, you were all waiting for me? There was no need to do a funny thing like that though.


      Then why Suruga said brazenly “Sorry for being late?”


      *Mad*


      A vein instantly rose to the surface of the temple of Edward, Charles, the chibi dinosaur and Vasilisa.


      Zhixin only said something like「Terrifying」as he kept kneeled down.


      – Did you arrive just now or something? Even though you asked the《Witch of the Gate》Mari to do that much so that you wouldn’t get late since we would get angry.


      – That’s not my fault. I was already here in London this afternoon, you see? And right after that, we had fun shopping at the Knightsbridge, time went flying and here we are.


      Suruga declared that it was simply because of reasons of force majeure.


      *Mad*


      A vein instantly rose to the surface of the temple of Edward, Charles, the chibi dinosaur and Vasilisa.


      – Start the conference right know, pseudo-knight!


      – Yes. Let’s finish the displeasing topic of discussion before I kill this unpleasant man by burning him to death.


      – Now, now, Lightning Empress and Charles, don’t lose your temper. Let’s be fr——


      – Do you want to be killed by burning to death first!?


      – Hahaha… alright then, I shall declare, in the name of the chairman, *ahem*, the holding of the Six Head Conference.


      Thus, the six individuals who reign in the White Knight Organization met in the same room.


      The human-shaped creatures that were capable enough of destroying all the armed forces on the ground by themselves, were here.


      Those had just one topic of discussion——


      They had a heated discussion as to whether acknowledge Moroha as S-Rank.


      Edward, who ws acting as the chairman, took the lead in order to start the conference.


      – Umm… about the topic this time, it’s about Moroha Haimura’s——


      – Rejected. Is that all?


      – Like she said.


      Taking the leader from the onset, Vasilisa opposed arrogantly, and Charles also agreed with her with a bitter face.


      – I would like to approve the S-Rank of Moroha Haimura. How about you?


      Despite Edward being amazed, he declared with clarity.


      – I approve. He has an adequate strength as S-Rank.


      His arrogant attitude was annoyed by it, but Suruga also gave his approval.


      – Silence. You just want to increase the influence of the Japanese Division, isn’t that right, Andou?


      Charles immediately attacked the displeasured Suruga.


      – If you say that, then aren’t you two just opposing to it because you’re lost in your own selfishness? I’d like you to consider even more the interests of the White Knight Organization as a whole.


      – Oh, I see. But can we stop this endless argument since it’s a waste of time?


      When Edward shook his left hand while pressing his forehead with this right hand, Charles withdrew as he clicked his tongue with vigor. Suruga also nodded with a collected attitude.


      The White Knight Organization was an ability-based organization.


      Therefore, the strong men were respected from the ones surrounding them, it was simple as that.


      Therefore, if they weren’t strong, no one would follow them.


      Edward and Vasilisa were able to be in the Six Head because they were still the strongest within their Divisions and not because they were the founders of their own countries’ Division. Conversely speaking——the “very strong” and the「acknowledged by the ones surrounding them」were the authority and the power in the equal White Knight Organization.


      What if a new S-Rank called Moroha ended up being born there?


      What if he was added even as the seventh person among the creatures that have only six people?


      Many people would finish expecting a「When will the eight emerge?」.


      That was an absolutely inviolable image, but although it was just a little thing, it was nothing but becoming weak.


      Especially for Charles and Vasilisa——for these two persons who repressed their subordinates with the image of「Strength and Fear」, it was a situation that just couldn’t be overlooked.


      Vasilisa hit the table with her folding fan and Charles tapped one of his feet. Both expressed an attitude of rejection.


      They were unapproachable.


      – I give up…


      Edward peeked at the remaining too, like wishing for a helping hand.


      There was no rule that said that something was decided by majority vote at the Six Head Conference, but it was the general rule so far that the minority would have to unwillingly back down. Of course, he wanted to bring them to his side.


      – It is impossible for me to cut into the conversation of everyone.


      However, Zhixin did a low bow and sat straight. He waited for the best moment to state that diplomatically.


      On the other side, while the chibi dinosaur avatar does a more than produced wink,


      『In the end, and even though it’s uncertain whether someone-kun is really strong or not, I don’t disagree』


      Arlene, who was the person inside it, was heard with a bluntly way of speaking.


      – Naturally, Moroha is the tough warrior who defeated the many-headed monster of nine heads!


      Edward gave his seal of approval since there were concrete achievements.


      『Wow! I suppose the nine something you were saying is undoubtedly a dreadnought, correct?』


      The astonished chibi dinosaur got the bait.


      Charles snorted while shaking his legs.


      – What about the evidence? I expressly showed up here, thinking if you made public at least one of the recorded videos where that guy killed the dreadnought.


      The exchange was within their expectations, but Suruga replied faster than Edward.


      – If it’s about the nine-headed giant serpent that appeared suddenly, Moroha-kun ended up exterminating it promptly. We weren’t in a situation where we could do any preparations to record it while checking the safety zone.


      “Since this me says so”, it was just his arrogance the way to convince them.


      There was no need for things like persuasion nor discussion.


      He’s not reliable, huh…, the work of Edward got complicated.


      Just as he thought, Vasilisa and Charles discussed as if capturing the head of a demon.


      – Hohohohoho! Haven’t you just let slip a secret just now!?


      – Excuse me? How could you say that so impudently and recognize that you have no evidence?


      Vasilisa scorned while hiding her mouth with the unfolded folding fan and Charles said as if spitting out while wrinkling the glabella.


      『Well, then I can’t agree either. There’s no point in this if we are told that Andou fabricated the report』


      Even Arlene ended up getting skeptical. The flow is not on their favor.


      However, and without panicking and without flustering, Edward recited the words he was getting ready.


      – Wait! Your points are reasonable, and I also naturally doubted at first. That’s why I went to ascertain that. I fought against Moroha and I realized that he is a powerful person comparable to us, that’s why I approved him as an S-Rank.


      Finally, he put a hand on his chest like making a vow and explained earnestly.


      – Hohoho! Hohohohohoho! This sure is what they call pilling shame on top of shame!


      – I cannot help but talk. We don’t even need video proofs. Unlike Metaphysicals, human beings can even go easy on someone. Anyone can pretend that they don’t win.


      – Hohohoho, what did you do to lose? In what way did you sell off your pride, pseudo-knight-dono?


      But Vasilisa and Charles just kept criticizing him.


      (I was sure that you would say so!)


      Without paying attention to them at all, Edward gazed at the webcam.


      『Can you make an official announcement to all the Saviors where you couldn’t defeat someone-kun?』


      – How nice! I’m not a someone who from the beginning has the mindset to hide his own mistakes. Because I have pride as a knight.


      Edward tapped his chest as he returned the sarcasm to Vasilisa.


      『If Edward goes that far to say so, then I can trust in you. Andou shouldn’t be negligent though』


      As was expected, the chibi dinosaur suddenly raised its thumb.


      – I should not ignore this. Why can you trust in Edward, but I can’t be trusted?


      – You’re making this more complicated, so why don’t you stop stirring the situation, Andou!?


      – It’s not that I’m very displeased with you having no trust in me though.


      But Suruga was already ignoring one thing for another in the conference somehow. By resting his chin in one of his hands on the table, he sent an intense gaze to the webcam of Arlene. The avatar of the chibi dinosaur trembled violently and her whole body became (it truly became) blue.


      – Come on, let’s have a serious conference.


      – *Giggle*, weren’t we doing it frankly till now?


      – Don’t make fun of me! To whom are you planning to take sides with, Andou?


      – Naturally, I’m on my side. Edward, you have no problems in siding with me, right?


      – Ugh, this is too much!


      Edward scratched his head.


      If he looked at himself now, there was no doubt he would think「The wisest men are here」.


      Humans, the ones who used their heads would be the biggest losers.


      (Or maybe Andou has the intention of not having a discussion…?)


      No, there’s no way. Edward shook his neck to the left and right.


      『Anyway, if that’s how things are going to be, then I agree for that someone-kun to be an S-Rank』


      When Arlene turned in favor, Charles clicked his tongue a number of times and Vasilisa was covered in anger.


      The Lighting Empress turned her eyes to the chibi dinosaur avatar, she looked so dangerous that she could kill people with only her gaze, but the chibi dinosaur avatar stuck out its tongue and pretended to be tough with「Bleh, it’s not scary because I’m not actually there」


      That stirred the disfavor of the Lightning Empress even more.


      – Hey, manservant.


      – … are you perhaps referring to me?


      Without even trying to take a look at him, Vasilisa just gave her voice to Zhixin who had turned into a decoration.


      – You, give me your support.


      – … why do you say that to me?


      Zhixin asked in return without raising his face, he continued being more and more humble.


      – That vulgar female cat sided with him just now, like that pride-inflated pseudo-knight that is impossibly irritating. Have they planned to win with that or something!? So, are you going to teach them how things are with me or not?


      – Hahaa, are you telling me that you want to divide the conference with three rejections and three approvals by adding me?


      – At any rate, you have no opinion or anything like that, no? If so, serve me.


      – I am sorry, that is beyond my reach. If these words were given to my dear master instead, then those words would be『Not interested』. I am not able to take sides with anyone by my own will.


      – Don’t say that so impertinently, you good-for-nothing servant! Why don’t you keep shrouded in your long thing unless you want to die?


      Vasilisa struck the man to whom she called a servant this time and gave a coercive look that could kill people.


      Zhixin raised his face for the first time——


      – If I were to give these words to my dear master instead, then those words would be『Not interested』.


      He opened his thinned pair of eyes that were like thread and caught the line of sight of Lighting Empress.


      The eyes of Zhixin were dyed dark green like jades, moreover, they looked muddy.


      His prana was just overflowing, dancing in both eyes.


      It wasn’t just the color of the prana. It was an ominous brilliance that bewitched.


      Even if his speech was repeated like a puppet, he was full of dreadfulness, making think that he couldn’t be the same man that produced it.


      – You want to hasten your death, huh——you puppet!


      Vasilisa closed the folding fan with a slap and turned the anger into mana and gushed it out.


      The thickness was enough to envelop the room, then suddenly transformed into a mist.


      There was no doubt, it was miasma. It had a dreadful impact, it was enough to make them realize that no person possessing a mana stronger than her had appeared yet.


      The air inside the narrow room smelled burnt all of a sudden.


      – This is also extravagant for me. If I intend to live longer than all of you——then I will have to try and see if I can do it, I will earnestly and humbly not say any more than this.


      While Zhixin was charmingly swaying his eyes, he made a daring expression.


      – Interesting. They say that dead men tell no tales, no? If one or two persons stand in the way, then the conference will also advance.


      Even Charles was taking action relaxedly by clenching one of his fists as if rubbing the leather gloves to let them make a sound*.


      *TN: The most incomprehensible sentence I’ve seen. This might be near or completely far from what it should say.  シャルルまでゆらりと立ち上がり、革手袋をこって争いするように拳を握ってみせた。


      – This is not a conference anymore!


      Edward was like “why does it always get to this!? He was at his wits’ end and fell prostrated right there.


      『You three are more than savages! That’s the way of doing of those guys of nuclear power!』


      – Silence. As a matter of fact, you have the most nuclear warheads, isn’t that right, Yankee?


      The two of them were brimming with spirit of war.


      Will she accept his challenge?


      There was one person with an attitude like that.


      That one avatar which pretended to be a wallpaper inside the screen of the laptop.


      One of the wisest men felt like drowning their cares in drinks right now.


      He was being driven into a corner, to a dead end.


      They will rush into Armageddon at this rate.  It wasn’t amusing to welcome the last day of the White Knight Organization due to their own fall. That would be indeed the worst-case scenario.


      Depending on the attitude of the remaining one, and when they were almost there──


      – Guh……. Gah… kaaah…


      Out of nowhere, they heard a voice of anguish that was no joke.


      『Impertinent Charles, you bastard!』


      – Wait. I-I haven’t done anything yet though?


      Charles explained, being somewhat puzzled.


      The five people look at the owner of the voice.


      It was Suruga——he was scratching off and pressing down his chest.


      When they thought about it, he was silent for a while. What in the world happened then?


      Right before Edward checked the serious matter, Suruga fell as if he had tumbled from the chair.


      He was crawling on the floor while suffering, then leaned his back on the wall to throw down his heavy body.


      He gasped heavily and mumbled in short intervals. His eyes weren’t in focus, they were hollow.


      – Don’t… tell me… that… those guys… no way… now…?


      He repeated in the same way the incoherent mumbling that had senseless words.


      Even Vasilisa and Charles reduced their fighting spirit, everyone was looking at the sudden change of the dumb-like Suruga.


      『Don’t tell me that——a Metaphysical has appeared?』


      Listening so, Edward sharpened his eyes.


      He looked down on Suruga, he was reaching an inhumane look on his eyes.


      Despite the pain, Suruga nodded composedly to the guess of Arlene who changed to her real self.


      – Watcher. This is your Ancestral Arts, no?


      – Hmph. Isn’t this the first time that I——that we actually see this? It’s very interesting.


      Charles stared at Suruga while wrinkling up the glabella, and Vasilisa wore a sadistic smile as she licked her lips.


      – Such an event, to be accompanied by a suffering like this! As always, and because of the report of Suruga-sama that acts as the body that suppresses to the minimum the harm of the Metaphysical, we will remember the sense of respect next time.


      Even Zhixin stood up without thinking to peek at the situation.


      – What country did they appear from, Andou?


      Edward enquired, even his voice was transforming into an inhumane thing.


      Charles, Vasilisa and Zhixin waited for the words of Suruga who had eerie eyes.


      Why the Metaphysical appeared only in the motherland of the faces who are here?


      In other words, the native place of someone here was invaded.


      In the unlikely event that a dreadnought Metaphysical appeared, it was extremely dangerous to have that opponent face the subordinates that remained in the country. He must leave as is the conference and return to his country right away.


      Suruga replied while gasping as the interest of Charles and the others took a grow together with their tension.


      – … my, country.


      Edward, who was listening, had eyes even more grim.


      『I’ll check it with NRO now. Do you have any idea where it hit in Japan?』


      – On the sea. Report that is in the northern part of Yamaguchi Prefecture.


      Suruga held his right hand in the air, hit his forehead with his left hand and said as he closed his eyes.


      『North of Yamaguchi. It’s really amazing that he knows even that level of detail. As expected of the “Watcher”』


      Edward heard with a somewhat cold mood the innocent praise of Arlene.


      《The National Reconnaissance Office of the United States of America》NRO ——when she enquired with the intelligence agency that operated the world’s leading reconnaissance satellite,


      『I could find it immediately. And it’s very bad news』


      The screen of the PC switched, a satellite picture was displayed.


      These were the reactions of the Six Heads that were looking at the majestic appearance of the Metaphysical displayed there.


      Edward glared at it and immediately looked back at Suruga.


      Charles made the most displeasured face of today.


      Arlene kept silent. She was lost with Is there something we can do? Is there something we can think of?


      Zhixin joked with「Terrible, terrible. I am glad it wasn’t in my country」.


      And Vasilisa,


      – Hohohohohohohohohohohohoho!


      Without warning, she loudly burst into laughter.


      No sooner than that, she thrust the folding fan at Suruga.


      – You won’t go unpunished if you move a single step from there, Andou. If not, you’ll have to defeat me.


      『Why are you saying such an outrageous thing so sudden!? Those things, we won’t be able to kill them unless we stand as the head of the army. You get that with a glimpse, right!? Let Andou go!』


      – Hohoho! What thing is unreasonable!? There’s a man in Japan who will become an S-Rank, right? If so, there’s no reason for Andou to return explicitly, or there is onet? Let’s wait patiently while slowly chatting over tea, shall we?


      Edward gritted his teeth as they were ridiculed by Vasilisa.


      – Are you saying that Moroha… that he can fight such demon?


      – Even though the gentle me opposed with a no so that child wouldn’t bear such heavy responsibility, the ones who cheered for that brat to be an S-Rank were us, no? If so, then we have to let him do it. And such demon, weren’t we told an absurdity where he showed off the killing of another one by himself only? Doesn’t that make me a kind woman, I wonder? Letting the brat fight and fall pathetically, shouldn’t we pray so that our consciences will never feel pain?


      Vasilisa laughed like it was irresistibly funny with a high-pitched sound.


      It’s not like he wanted to imitate Charles, but Edward had a face as if he had chewed up a bitter-tasting bug.


      It was regrettable and irritating, but Vasilisa——was being logical in this regard.


      It wasn’t unreasonable.


      Standing on the toughest battlefield, facing the most atrocious Metaphysicals and taking over the most dangerous roles.


      The ones who could do so for sure were the S-Ranks.


      – Good idea. I’ll help you, Lightning Empress.
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      Charles went as far as to say such an unsettling thing, and at that time his Third Rank Dark Arts was completed.


      Nobody could react, his quick work was on a whole different dimension, he had an abnormal spelling speed.


      He even omitted the chanting, it was a special skill of Charles that looked like cheating.


      – Sleep. Peacefully there. You will feel at ease without suffering.


      Charles looked down on Suruga with an ill-humored face. Suruga was glaring back at him as he leaned his back on the wall——but,


      – *Giggle*, even you are unexpectedly tender. Should I grant you my admiration?


      He carved an arrogant smile on his face, closed his eyes and lay down like throwing himself down.


      His facial expression of agony until just now fell into a deep sleep as if it died, it was unbelievable.


      Ancestral Arts’ Dark Art, Giga Drowse.


      Suruga was neither a Shirogane nor a Kuroma, but a specialized Savior with anti-Metaphysical abilities, he had no Art that opposed the mana of Charles.


      He had a bold sleeping figure. Yes, that’s right, they wanted to admire it and praise it, if they weren’t in an emergency.


      Vasilisa stood by his side and scowled at him. Given this situation, Edward couldn’t give him a hand so easily, and in the first place, he didn’t want to aggravate the situation from the beginning.


      (This means you have no choice but to do it… Jack)


      In any case, even without those two being a hindrance, there was no way for Suruga to return to Japan right now. The Erratic Portal of Mari could only be used again after almost 10 hours due to Arts’ limitations.


      (If it’s you, then you can do it… make me believe in you)


      While watching the Metaphysical photographed by the satellite photograph, Edward couldn’t help but make the sign of the cross.


      The supreme White Knight had no choice but to implore God.


      Because──


      The Head of the British Headquarters, and one of the Six Heads, saw for the first time──


      A monster whose only description was “nightmare”.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 6: We are the ‘Strike’ for our People, our Peace and our Justice



    
      The Metaphysical appeared on the open sea of the island――


      Along with such bad news, Moroha and the others roused out of the beds.


      It was the early morning following the fireworks of yesterday.


      Under the command of the demon vice-captain, all the members of the training camp were gathered in the garden of the holiday house while panicking.


      Satsuki said somewhat uncomfortable, looking at Moroha.


      – Like I thought, it seems that my premonition ended hitting the mark, don’t you think…?


      – We can’t affirm that yet. Because the actual number of cases are too few.


      But she was gaining confidence thanks to Moroha being decisively calmed.


      Not to mention Maya who came near him, the other person who was unable to stay calm was Shizuno.


      The meeting began. Isurugi and Tokiko stood in front of the team members.


      White boards were already available in the garden.


      – This is the satellite photograph provided by the Head of the American Division.


      Tokiko put up what was printed out in B4 size.


      The eyes of all the members were deluged.


      Moroha also observed the Metaphysical while lending hands to Satsuki and Maya that were stretching themselves due to the people who were in the way.


      At first sight, it was shaped like a scorpion.


      A pair of pincers and a tail equipped with a needle that looked sinister.


      It had only four legs, they were slender like a water strider’s legs while standing on the sea.


      Its body was white, round, and facetious like a diving beetle.


      However, only a portion of its head had a face similar to an expressionless monkey with no neck that made the uncomfortable return multiplied by two.


      – What? That’s a Giant Bug species?


      Voices of relief rose from somewhere.


      Moroha asked Shizuno by whispering at her.


      (Is that a good thing?)


      (Yes, for example, the Many-headed species become endlessly powerful as the number of heads they have increases, the Kaima species have regeneration which is not usual, the Light Arts are effective against the difficult-to-deal-with Wicked Spirit species, so compared to them… they are the less objectionable, only comparatively speaking that is)


      An optimistic mood was mainly spread among the reserve corps but,


      – You fools! Listen the whole story until the end!


      – It’s hard to get from the photograph, but can you have the same stupid look when you hear that the total length of this thing goes over 300 meters!?


      A monster with a total length of 300 meters.


      The team members who didn’t realize that number were dumbfounded for a while.


      – H-how much was the size of the nine-headed giant serpent that Moroha killed…?


      Satsuki asked Moroha while trembling.


      Even though she herself actually witnessed it and fought with it.


      And that they decided to kill it by the three of them, she ended up saying what she thought.


      He could see that Satsuki was panicking in fear.


      – The length of the necks were approximately 10 meters long at most.


      When Moroha responded while scratching his head, he heard that many of the team members were getting gloomy.


      – I-isn’t that a dreadnought Metaphysical…?


      He could hear the trembling voice of someone.


      – Even the biggest Kaima species that appeared in Tokyo Bay look like babies compared to this thing. This means that this is a monster of unknown size for the White Knight Organization——no, for mankind.


      Due to the explanation of Tokiko being overbearing, the members who were disheartened were increasing more and more.


      – The Six Heads have decided to name this as《Stronghold Metaphysical》Fortress.


      Isurugi supplemented with a spiritless voice.


      – What’s going on with the situation, Isurugi? The staff of the White Knight Organization got in contact with you a few minutes ago, right?


      Taketsuru raised his hand and asked.


      Eloquence was one of senpai’s strong points, but as one would expect, his facial expression was stiff now.


      Isurugi started the explanation with a calmed voice, but he kept his spiritless expression.


      – The Fortress is now slowly moving south to the north offshore from this island. It’s expected that it will reach ground in Honshu in an hour and that it will pass here in another hour calculated from its movement speed.


      – Damn, it will destroy that town without the least resistance…


      Someone groaned, and Moroha agreed to it.


      They will absolutely prevent its landing in Honshuu——such thought surged among the team members.


      Satsuki was still trembling very much and more pitiably, so she leant against Moroha.


      She raised her head with desperation as her lips grew pallid.


      – I… told you that… the town where I lived… was attacked many times by the Metaphysicals, right?


      Moroha nodded.


      It’s a story he heard when he entered to the Academy. Satsuki had to leave behind the town each time.


      – I never saw a Metaphysical directly, but after having been exterminated, I once went to see the marks where the Metaphysicals went rampant and all around me had become mountains of debris. There was a young woman who fixedly stared at one of them, maybe that was the place where the house of her son was… but I, I don’t want to see that anymore…


      A single tear escaped from the right eye of Satsuki.


      That also made Moroha imagine.


      Unlike Satsuki, who was directly attacked by the Metaphysicals? Was there someone who ended up seeing them directly?


      Assuming that even if they hung onto their lives ——


      With no prior knowledge, if they looked at such monsters, how much of a shock would that be?


      How deep would be the scar carved in their hearts?


      – The town that they have attacked haven’t become peaceful even after they were defeated. Never… never!


      And then, the one that appeared now was a Metaphysical of 300 meters.


      The town will be attacked, but in the end, will they allow it to be completely destroyed?


      Will they allow the threat that was just before their eyes to get there?


      Will that knock down a lot of people to the very bottom of a nightmare from which they can’t wake up?


      Moroha earnestly caught the scream of Satsuki.


      He embraced her delicate body with all his heart.


      – Hey, I won’t allow it. I’m here. So, don’t cry anymore.


      Moroha wiped the long trace that went along the cheek of Satsuki.


      It was fine to handle roughly this world, because there were no tears and the like of girls.


      He strongly asserted and encouraged her.


      The surrounding members also stiffened their facial expressions as they were inspired by the words of Moroha and Satsuki.


      – When will the assistance come?


      Haruka raised her hand this time and asked a question.


      Isurugi closed his eyes and after he sighed heavily,


      – That’s uncertain.


      And then, he uttered a short, hopeless answer.


      The team members were abruptly dismayed.


      – What do you mean!?


      Taketsuru got angry, as if he represented the doubts of everyone.


      – The current Head of the Japanese Division, Suruga Andou, is in London. In the meanwhile, the Saviors, all of them, have received orders to stand by in Tokyo. It was the chief of the Japanese Division who did so for the protection of the capital city. This is due to the instructions of the Japanese government, it seems that they concluded that they weren’t allowed to dispatch Saviors who are standing by to this island as long as the Head of the Division doesn’t return to the country.


      – But I’m so important!


      – There’s another place that is being attacked other than Tokyo, right!?


      When Isurugi explained heavily, shrieks and voices of indignation raised from here and there.


      When it was turning into a state of agitation,


      – When will the Head of the Japanese Division return home?


      Moroha raised his hand straight.


      – Mari-oneechan should be accompanying him desu. If Erratic Portal is available, then Division Head-san can come directly to the island desu.


      Maya was next to him, but she wanted to gather the attention, so she stated her opinion while jumping lightly and repeatedly.


      That’s right! ——a ray of hope was born in the eyes of the team members.


      – Division Head Suruga Andou seems to be partially arrested in London.


      Isurugi kept his eyes closed, and gloomily moved his head to the left and right.


      The atmosphere was like a dark shadow that fell in the garden.


      – … what kind of joke is that?


      Taketsuru failed when trying to laugh.


      Everyone here knew too. Isurugi, for better or worse, was a very honest man, so it was an undeniable fact that this wasn’t a joke.


      – Then what are we supposed to do, captain!


      Haruka raised her hand and asked, but Isurugi hesitated to say it.


      Tokiko replied instead of him.


      She folded her arms, looked in the wrong direction and replied like giving in to despair.


      – It appears that Lightning Empress of Russia is stopping him by brute force.


      A commotion rose all of a sudden.


      – What is that person thinking in an emergency like this!?


      – Yeah! If Division Head Suruga doesn’t return home, we’ll be in a stalemate!


      – Can’t we just protest properly so he can return!?


      A lot of members were in sync with Haruka’s shriek.


      – Certainly, protests were sent. But the reply of the Lightning Empress was——


      – Stop, Kanzaki-kun. There’s no need to say it.


      – The reply of Lightning Empress was『It’s fine if the next S-Rank Haimura Moroha acts as the substitute of Suruga Andou』!


      All team members turned their heads to Moroha simultaneously.


      Moroha stared intensely at the wrong side while scratching his cheek.


      He was considering this as one of his predictions. He was relieved that it wasn’t getting true or something like that.


      – Is that so… then if it’s Moroha, then even that Fortress will…


      – Don’t ask for the unreasonable. Take into consideration the other party.


      – Even at the time of the Kaima species in Tokyo Bay, Head Division Suruga couldn’t defeat it alone, right? I heard that 100 people were there, no?


      – But if it’s Haimura…


      – I’m telling you, it’s stupid to feel like putting this incredible burden on the back of a first-year boy.


      Expectations and doubts were raising in equal amounts in the eyes of the team members who turned their heads.


      – Nii-sama…


      Satsuki was trembling in his left arm, she looked up at him like being worried.


      Shizuno also got close to him as if protecting him from the eyes of everyone.


      Maya also grabbed tightly the trousers of Moroha.


      Moroha opened his mouth and tried to say a few words in the surrounding air that wasn’t settled.


      But Isurugi, rapidly and in an instant, cleared his throat,


      – I will continue speaking.


      He told them without energy, then the team members turned around to the front all at once.


      – The Japanese Division is protesting the government to dispatch Saviors that are awaiting orders in Tokyo to this place. And the government is protesting Lightning Empress to send Division Head Suruga back. However, Lightning Empress has turned deaf ears to them. She has been getting in the way all this time.


      – Regardless of Lightning Empress, do you think that the Japanese Division and the government can settle this!?


      – Since we did what we had to do by protesting, I think there’s nothing else that we can do. I wonder if there’s someone who will settle this.


      – To put it simply, it looks like they’re handing off the problem to someone else, isn’t it!?


      – That’s right. There are no limits here.


      Isurugi unpleasantly assented to the condemnation of Haruka.


      – Those shitheads*…. I can’t help but understand well their objective. So, what are going to do?


      *TN: クソッタレ= Kusottare = shithead, bastard.


      Taketsuru pressed a question with a rigid facial expression.


      – Evacuation orders have come from the Japanese Division.


      A great commotion took place, as if a gong had broken.


      – That means that we’ll die in vain even if we fight by ourselves… Their valid decision disgusts me!


      Taketsuru grinded his teeth, looking frustrated.


      – To the point that the forty people who are here are the effective alternative for the Japanese Division!


      Tokiko shouted.


      – Our safety is more important than allowing the landing of the Fortress!?


      – That’s right! Let’s take pride in our own value!


      They hardened their hearts and purposely began to speak in an outrageous way.


      They were going to take charge of the villain.


      – Will the… captain follow an order like that!?


      Still in Moroha’s arms, Satsuki screamed while disheveling her hair.


      – As the person who is in charge of the group, there’s no way I can bring you to a battle with no chance of winning, don’t you think?


      Isurugi gloomily replied with an honest look.


      The team members responded in different ways. There were those who weren’t trying to hide their anger, those who condemned them, those who were appealing to reconsider it, those who were cursing at the cowardice of the Japanese Division and the government, those who were disappointed, those who were lamenting their own powerlessness, those who were shedding tears of regret, those who were stealthily relieved and so on.


      Satsuki tried to criticize the decision of Isurugi with a loud voice, but Moroha made her say nothing by closing her mouth.


      This time, she turned her eyes that were like burning towards Moroha who replied by shaking his head to the left and right.


      Even Moroha had spoken sharply to Isurugi once before.


      When the nine-headed giant snake appeared all of a sudden, Satsuki and Shizuno were attacked by it and Isurugi had decided that they couldn’t go to help until a perfect battle formation was ready… Moroha remembered that he was so indignant that he thought that what was before his eyes would turn red.


      But for Isurugi, it was more important to not drive his subordinates into a thoughtless fight.


      Maybe that was an attribute of an excellent commander.


      Moroha and he have different perspectives, values and judgment criteria, but he didn’t think that he would try to stand as a superior person.


      – Don’t lose your mind!  Didn’t you hear the orders of the captain!? Withdraw!


      Moroha listened somewhere far away the order of the demon vice-captain.


      – Go and pick your luggage now! The evacuation of the islanders has already begun by the staff of the organization! We’ll also accompany them to withdraw from this island!


      Tokiko shouted as if urging forward the team members, but nobody tried to move from their spot, they just looked at each other.


      One person,


      – Uwaaaaaaaaa, my stomach began to hurt all of a suddeeeeeeen. I have no choice but to return to mainland and see a doctoooooooooooor.


      Only Kamekichi returned to the holiday house as if rolling around while writhing in pain in that place. It was the very picture of the unsightly.


      It seemed that there were numerous people who didn’t have the determination and looked bad like the one who ran away first.  After Kamekichi exposed at the very least a disgraceful behavior, it appeared that the ones who would come out and follow him one after another wouldn’t do so as the stream that was about to gush forth came to a halt.


      In the middle of that——


      – What should we do, Moroha…?


      Satsuki clung to his chest.


      Shizuno and Maya were silent, but they were staring at him, waiting for the words of Moroha.


      – Let’s go back at once to our rooms to get prepared.


      Moroha immediately replied with resolution.


      – And after that——it’s decided, don’t you think?


      He didn’t talk much.


      But.


      Just looking at the eyes of Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya understood.


      Preparation.


      After they changed into their combat uniforms, Moroha and the others headed to the sandy beach.


      They practiced special training every day there, and played every day there, and did secret training with Satsuki night after night there, it was definitely a place that will become the memories of the summer.


      But now, the garbage of the fireworks they played with last night was scattered there.


      Although they talked about disposing of it today, in the end, they left it untouched.


      Such scene was increasing, strengthening the impression that it was an abandoned place.


      A beach that became desolated. Just a visitor was there.


      It was Isurugi Jin.


      He was gazing at the ocean while standing.


      They didn’t have to ask what he was doing.


      Because he was also wearing the combat uniform.


      Maybe he was wearing it already at the meeting just now. He probably came directly to this sandy beach after it was over. That’s why Moroha didn’t see him when they returned to the rooms.


      – You aren’t going to withdraw, right?


      Going till next to him, Moroha let him know he was there.


      – We’re the Strikers, no? But now I’m not a captain, or a team member, I’m just Isurugi Jin.


      While he stared at the open sea, Isurugi replied, looking solemn.


      Moroha was broadly grinning with a mischievous face,


      – Don’t forget the standard practice of making up the numbers. And to not be influenced by temporary emotions. Especially the useless sacrifice, the foolish heroism… am I right?


      He returned the words that Isurugi told him at the time of the nine-headed giant serpent.


      – You’re also wicked, huh.


      Isurugi turned a bitter face.


      – If the withdrawal orders of the Japanese Division were to give us chances of success, I would absolutely withdraw, no matter how much I’m being backbitten. But, if no one has any chance of winning anywhere, then I have no choice but to act as I wish, don’t you believe so?


      Isurugi finally turned his way and smiled at him.


      It was a good smile, just like the one he sensed it.


      – Our opinions unusually agreed with each other, huh.


      – You think so? As for me, I plan to face Haimura-kun on a daily basis, alright?


      – If so, then a thing like that is decided.


      Friendship between men, they smiled at each other with boldness.


      – Yes, captain!


      It was Satsuki who came together with Moroha and who forced her way through there.


      – What is it, Ranjou-kun?


      – I’m a member of the reserve corps. I’m not allowed to go into combat yet. But, can I?


      – I said it, right? Today I’m just Isurugi Jin. I have no qualifications to reprove you.


      Was it tension? Or exaltation? The Isurugi of today was talkative.


      With a smile, he dropped a joke.


      – First, the opponent seems to be a giant demon like a stronghold. From the point of view of that thing, there’s no big difference since you and I are way too small.


      – I’ll do my best, even if it’s on a very small note!


      – Yeah. Let’s fight together.


      Isurugi nodded greatly then he saw another girl who also clung to Moroha


      – I will do my best.


      Shizuno answered without enthusiasm, with her usual expressionless expression.


      That「usual」made Moroha who was at her side unable to calm down.


      Isurugi dropped his eyes again and saw Maya sticking to the waist of Shizuno.


      – I would like Shimon-kun to withdraw if possible. If something were to happen to you, it would be inexcusable for the Academy Principal as the one that took care of you.


      – It is all right nanodesu. If it really gets dangerous, Maaya will run away at full speed desu.


      With a smile of an angel, Maya caused the tension of the person who looked at her to calm down.


      This sandy beach was still bounded by the《Unique Secret Formula》The Origin of Maya.


      If she takes refuge in it, even if she is attacked by the Metaphysical, she will be absolutely safe.


      Moroha had said to both Satsuki and Shizuno to take refuge in it as soon as things get dangerous.


      He couldn’t bluntly refuse the feelings of the girls that said they want to fight with him, but if he knew that there was a place where they could take refuge, then Moroha could fight with confidence.


      – Hey, hey, if we fight from inside the barrier, won’t we be able to fight being very safe?


      A last person came with Moroha, it was Haruka who asked while tampering the sandy beach with her feet.


      – That is impossible nanodesu. Once the barrier has finished stabilizing, only『What I am able to dream』can go in and out desu. They will collide with something like a wall desu.


      – I thought about it before as well. For example, if you release a flame of the Dark Arts from inside, the flame was never a dream, so it will end up blocked by the boundary line of the barrier and it won’t reach its target.


      The explanation of Maya was supplemented by Isurugi.


      – Then how do we lure the Fortress into the barrier?


      – Even if you fight inside of it, it would be pointless because you can’t hurt each other desu.


      – Uh oh, there was that too.


      Haruka put out her tongue, looking embarrassed.


      – However, it’s reassuring that there’s safety. It eliminates unnecessary impatience.


      Isurugi austerely pointed out what Moroha had thought.


      – I’ll order all Kuromas to do a battle formation near this beach and when push comes to shove, I think that it will allow you try and get in it immediately. How does that sound to you, Kanzaki-kun?


      While they were listening to his subsequent proposition, Moroha and the girls looked back to the way they came.


      – Let me do so. If that works, we can minimize the Shiroganes that will break into our defenses.


      Tokiko was energetic like a soldier, stepping towards the sandy beach.


      Afterwards, some Kuromas of the regular troops and reserve corps were taken along.


      It was reliable that the fire support of the girls was there.


      Tokiko, who came near him with her arms folded, glared at Moroha with goggling eyes.


      – Haimura. You’re a Grimoire Holder, right? How about hitting it hard with a blow right away?


      – If I use it, then the area around the northern coast of Yamaguchi Prefecture will end up permanently frozen, to say nothing of this island.


      – Tch, how boring.


      The The Origin of Haimura-kun was forbidden to use it without permission from the Japanese Division the other day.


      – I personally ask your pardon for using it without the barrier of Maaya like I did with Edward at that time.


      Isurugi made a follow-up and Moroha ducked his head.


      – Hey, little girl. Put up that barrier right now.


      – The stones have just started to develop, so they are not good enough desu…


      – Tch, and that’s a The Origin? Why don’t you use every last one of them?


      Tokiko clicked her tongue showily and Moroha and Maya looked at each other with a dumbfounded look.


      – Heeey!


      Meanwhile, the troops from the holiday house gathered one after another.


      – If you guys are going, then say a word to me, you inconsiderate!


      Taketsuru was still protesting loudly from a distance.


      – You’re showing off too much, you guuuys!


      They could see a crowd of people around Taketsuru who laughed cheerfully as he was saying so.


      – Hyaa haaa! This is my once in a lifetime festivaaaaaaaaaaaaal!


      He was in so high spirits that even the figure of Kamekichi who came running fell all over himself.


      – Not that your stomach was hurting, Kammie-senpai?


      – A transcendental handsome man like me isn’t going to be sick with something like a stomach ache, it was nothing but poop, alright!?


      Moroha made fun of him and Kamekichi remembered it preemptively! Then got angry and bared his fangs.


      (It’s as Taketsuru-senpai said. Everyone here is showing off too much)


      Moroha smiled bitterly while scratching his head.


      They’ve gathered at the sandy beach, and surveyed that same place.


      Satsuki was there. Shizuno was there. Maya was there.


      Captain Isurugi, vice-captain Tokiko, Taketsuru, Kamekichi, Haruka——and 12 regular members who have participated in the training camp were aligned.


      In addition, there are other ten reserve corps.


      Twenty in total.


      It seems that the rest had retreated, but it was incorrect to criticize them.


      The lot who was here was just stupid.


      The one known as Isurugi was a believer of the foolish heroism.


      Kamekichi liked the so-called festivals.


      – The training camp isn’t over yet! Let’s kill it right away to play again on this sandy beach!


      Moroha nodded from the bottom of his heart with the proposal of Taketsuru.


      He really wanted to do so.


      – Your orders, captain.


      – No, I’m not the captain now——


      – This hard-headed guy, display some adaptability!


      Isurugi was stumped when he was yelled by Tokiko.


      But, he led a group of people and that made up his mind.


      He breathed greatly, and let loose.


      We are the Saviors.


      「「「We are the “Strike” for our People, our Peace and our Justice!」」」


      He said in unison with everyone who was in this place.


      Moroha also said it from the bottom of his being today.


      It were the Shiroganes who protected the Kuromas and this is where Satsuki was deployed.


      The Kuromas had a powerful firepower called Dark Arts, but she lacked the technique of protecting herself.


      That’s why placing the protecting Shiroganes was the standard development of the White Knight Organization, and this time there were 9 Shiroganes of the reserve corps including Satsuki that would undertake that duty.


      It was simple, but it was an important role.


      (If I don’t protect them diligently, the Kuromas won’t be able to focus on their attacks)


      Satsuki was enthusiastic about it while looking at Tokiko, Kamekichi, and Shizuno and Maya above all.


      This force, which was a shelter, was located near the sandy beach.


      So, it had better if they see the sea——they surely expected so, but unfortunately this morning had a mist enshrouding it.


      The mist became cloudy and dark like a ghostly air.


      It was hazy as if wrapping up the island, it was covering their field of vision completely.


      Even though they could see without obstruction beyond the horizon yesterday, they couldn’t see more than 100 meters ahead today.


      As if it was being saved only for this island, Satsuki who was anxious as if the world would end up being destroyed, remembered so.


      – You scared?


      – I’m not scared.


      She was teased by Shizuno who was next to her, but Satsuki answered back with spinal reflex.


      – Maaya is scared desu.


      Meanwhile, Maya stretched both hands with a pale face.


      Satsuki carried her in her arms. She felt the warmth of the innocent girl that even her felt encouraged by her.


      – It came…


      Tokiko squinted with her arms still folded and let out that warning.


      Satsuki glared at the direction of the sea.


      A huge shadow appeared in the mist that enshrouded it as if to shut off the world.


      It was truly a towering shadow.


      Moreover, as it was approaching, the shadow became endlessly bigger.


      Satsuki continued raising her line of sight to chase it, until her chin didn’t rise anymore.


      A more than huge leg stuck out from the mist.


      The feeling of intimidation was like a building that fell down from the sky!


      It was absurdly huge. Its hugeness was like something amusing and her eyes were dazzled by it.


      Even though she heard that the Metaphysical of 300 meters would scare her, it was on a scale as if laughing at the small power of imagination of the humans…


      Satsuki and Maya didn’t endure it, a commotion occurred around them too.


      – I thought that it had slender legs like threads like in the photo!


      – … in other words, this means that its main part isn’t like this, right? It will keep scaring then.


      – My heart has been beating too much since long ago already, any more than this and it will explode, you know?!


      Satsuki in trance returned the verbal abuse to Shizuno.


      She couldn’t even notice that she was making Maya lose consciousness because she was holding her in her arms with too much strength.


      – Don’t chirp, you lasses!


      There was no doubt that they panicked even more with the sharp scolding of Tokiko.


      A second leg also stuck out from the enshrouding mist.


      It walked on the surface of the sea as if it was on the ground.


      Even though such giant things were coming down like striking on it, there were no sounds nor waves.


      They didn’t follow the laws of physics.


      Especially those guys——the true worth of《The things that don’t exist in this world》Metaphysicals.


      There was no legitimate common sense or natural phenomenon that applied to them.


      Activated by a paranormal force called《Magical Power》Satana, they were grotesque, heretic monsters that twisted all things in nature.


      The two legs that went outside the mist move alternately and walked, the body of the monster made its appearance at last.


      A gigantic body of 300 meters that manifested far away in the sky. How frightening was that thing that moved? How distorted and strange was? Satsuki discovered that for the first time in her life.


      She realized it together with goose bumps.


      She became dumbfounded and dropped Maya that she carried in her arms.


      Maya feigned ignorance and fell on her backside with a thump.


      Nobody could raise even a scream anymore.


      Just like the ancient people who feared the total solar eclipses, they only kept looking up at that while trembling violently.


      And then and so on——one of the four legs landed on the island.


      At that moment.


      A low frequency sound enough to make think that the internal organs would be turned inside out resounded throughout the island.


      From the place where Satsuki and the others who were aligned faraway, the tremor that Fortress did with its leg pressing against the ground reached even where they were, shaking their feet.


      Even though it was walking so quietly on the water!


      Even persons among the reserve corps who sunk down to the floor appeared.


      Fortress was just walking, but Satsuki and co. fell into a state of panic.


      – Didn’t I say to not lose your cool, you cowards!?


      The scolding of demon vice-captain was cold, but Satsuki was glad to the point she was moved to tears. Because it became emotional support.


      – But, but, that’s unreasonable, you know!? I haven’t heard of that!


      Takenaka, who was known as the leader of the second-year Kuromas of the regular forces, shouted a complain.


      He was a gentle man that gave the feeling of certainly being a beta* and distorted his face again in irritation.


      *TN: Term used is 草食系男子 = soushokukeidanshi: Young men who are not competitive as in the traditional male stereotype, including in the avid pursuit of money and sex, and who may also be kind, co-operative and family-oriented.


      – I explained it, so it’s not unreasonable! And you’re already on the battlefield, Takenaka!


      Tokiko got near with a walk to the soldier.


      Immediately after, she grabbed his nether region with all her strength.


      – Wha-wha-wha???


      Takenaka dyed his face bright red which was dyed ghastly pale.


      His cheeks got hot and he felt a little embarrassed that even Satsuki was watching him.


      – You have some good balls here, haven’t you? You pass.


      Tokiko licked the palm of the hand that was grabbing him and smiled graciously.


      – If someone else wants to be checked, then come to the front! I don’t care the number of people.


      All the men covered their front and shook their head while trembling.


      For some reason, the girls except Shizuno shook their heads and covered their parts.


      – If so, then execute the strategy as planned! Now crush——that leg!


      Tokiko folded her arms and got cocky.


      The left foreleg of Fortress passed by well behind her back.


      Prior to that, Moroha and Haruka did reconnaissance by running on the sea, and like they calculated, the target was following the route as expected.


      The Kuroma forces had to calculate and align so that they could attack from its flanks.


      ――They first had to destroy its four legs to prevent the movement of Fortress.


      The plan devised by Isurugi was for the legs that have a slender shape when compared to the enormousness of its body.


      The Kuroma forces were in charge of one.


      It would break off with the simultaneous Dark Arts of all the members.


      – Urushibara.


      Tokiko named Shizuno who was with a constant impudent attitude, looking at the impressive of Fortress.


      – Are you going to show us your seriousness today?


      – That’s my intention.


      Shizuno replied calmly to Tokiko who ordered, looking displeasured.


      The meaning of that exchange couldn’t be understood by Satsuki.


      Before she could think that they ended up starting a war.


      – Objective! The left foreleg! All the Kuromas, hit it hard with your greatest Dark Art!


      Tokiko gave a command bracingly.


      Sexual harassment and power harassment were the favorites of the annoying vice-captain.


      But that’s why she had more guts than men and was the one giving orders.


      The ones who were scattered were put together in a group.


      They faced the left foreleg that tried to pass in front of their eyes and the Kuromas started chanting spells.


      The reserve corps spelled a Second Rank Dark Arts.


      Tokiko was undaunted, Takenaka and Kamekichi were having difficulties and Maya in one way or another was also spelling a Third Rank Dark Arts.


      Failure, misfire and things like that were unacceptable in this situation.


      While the feeling of tension increased——


      With a remarkably clear voice, a chanting similar to singing tickled the ears of Satsuki.


      Uncommon lands, death frozen lands, lend me your breath and allow everything to quiet and freeze.


      The mortality of the prosperous ones is the divine providence of the world and the inescapable karma of what God has decided.


      It takes away all lives as water flows continuously to a lower level.


      Show me the world where everything stopped as if even time was frozen.


      Fourth Rank Dark Arts, Unearthly Blizzard.


      Urushibara Shizuno made completion of a high magic that was more difficult than anyone else and earlier than anyone else.


      With a nonchalant and almost hateful expression, she tapped on the sum of the magic characters she drew.


      In an instant, the characters of light changed into a snowstorm that was unordinary and attacked the left foreleg of Fortress.


      While on its way, it made humidity in the atmosphere to crystallize, painting it in pure white.


      The huge leg was densely covered in frost.


      Just a little behind her, the fired Dark Art attacks of Tokiko and the others rushed.


      Whether was the intention or will of Shizuno, this time variation had become in a wonderful cooperation.


      The frozen leg was beaten by the attacks of all the remaining Kuromas, and the result――as if one had swung a hammer on ice craftsmanship, it hit and broke the left foreleg of Fortress completely.


      – Yes!


      – We did it!


      – I’m incredibleeeeeeeeeee!


      Everyone shouted with exultation.


      The first stage of the strategy was cleared.


      The Kuroma forces accomplished their critical role.


      Satsuki, who had no choice but to watch attentively at them, was unintentionally in breathless suspense too.


      – It’s still too early to be delighted, you luck-pushers!


      But everyone regained composure when they were showered with the cold water of Tokiko.


      Her reprimand was precise.


      The giant body that had lost a leg could no longer support itself, wavered in a big way and began to fall.


      There were countless holes here and there. Eruptions were made, it brought physiological aversion to them.


      Furthermore, things like beings that gave the willies flew out from those holes.


      They were something like headless bees with one meter in length.


      – Metaphysicals were growing inside the Metaphysical!?


      – Ranjou, calm down! The Giant Bug species had《children》bugs in it all this time. And those things are good-for-nothing! If we compared them to the real Metaphysical, they are worthless.


      – B-b-but, their number is abnormal!


      They flew out from the holes one after another, the bee shaped bugs covered up the sky like black clouds.


      Hundreds of unpleasant buzzes were wriggling at the back of their ears.


      Satsuki and the others understood the indication that the hundreds of sharp needles that were almost terrifying and attached to the end of their bodies were for them.


      – Enter the second stage of the strategy! The Kuroma forces will attack the main body! The Shirogane forces will protect the Kuromas from the bees! Give your all!


      With the orders of Tokiko, the body offensive by Dark Arts began.


      On the other hand, the Shiroganes wore prana on their whole bodies.


      Satsuki tried to pump out prana from the six gates of her whole body… but she couldn’t pump it out from the point below the navel well.


      Due to the stress of the situation and to the surprises that came one after another, she couldn’t reach Natural Stance*!


      *TN: Previously written as Shizentai.


      (I had enough!)


      If so, then she was going to fight with five gates open.


      While she was wearing pure gold prana on both hands and feet and giving off golden sparks from the light in her eyes, Satsuki assaulted the swarm of giant bees.


      – With you being this much, then at this rate I!


      She manifested a small sword in her hand and slashed at them as hard as she could.


      Satsuki and the others took positions in the vicinity, and above the quay which was far from the sandy beach that they used as shelter.


      Isurugi Jin was standing alone there.


      He quietly overlooked that the moving right foreleg of Fortress was crossing before his eyes.


      The ground raged as if it was an earthquake with every step, but Isurugi wasn’t in the least shaking as if he was affixed from the shoe sole to the root of his hair.


      He was calmly indulged in thought.


      (To be told that I’ve been quite a stubborn guy from long ago…)


      Isurugi never thought of it as a bad thing.


      He may be simply honest. But he thought he was genuine.


      That’s why he believed that he was able to train himself to the extent that he could be seen as the strongest in the Academy.


      But――he had to make changes to his thinking these days.


      Because of Moroha, he reached the point where he thought so.


      (I was a bit different from genuine. Evidently, I had no choice but to be ridiculed as a hard-headed guy)


      Even though his feelings were genuine, there was a thing called common sense somewhere in his consciousness.


      That made his volition to rot without him being aware of it.


      The simply honest and genuine him intended to go towards the strength, but actually, he imposed a limiter on himself, where, in some respects, it was the place where he was now.


      He was comfortable with this A-Rank title.


      Isurugi looked up at the sky covered with dark clouds like a dome.


      (People can’t flight in the air. It’s common sense that I won’t get there. So, it’s natural that I won’t be able to get there before that cloud)


      His thought was obsessed with it, he was unable to resist his impatience recently.


      It was frustrating. When watching Moroha who had grown fast as if he had grown wings.


      But at that time, he was thrilled.


      Even if he didn’t reach it now, he should just extend his hand to head towards the sky.


      The more his cheeks became loose, the more his heart pounded with excitement.


      He remembered.


      At the time of the barbeque, Isurugi happened to hear that Moroha was complaining about how he was outwitted by the Hagun of Edward. Without hesitating it, he decided to acquire Hagun for the subject of the training camp.


      Although he was still far away from master it, these last five days were incredibly fulfilling.


      He remembered.


      When Moroha was the first to clear the subject of the training camp, he was trying to pursue an insatiable place with an expression like a child who found a toy.


      That should also be my goal; Isurugi who wanted to be the same got that deep impression.


      More genuine――I want to enjoy becoming stronger.


      (I decided. I’ll aim for that)


      With his palm stretched out to the sky, Isurugi smiled with his whole face.


      It was common sense that he wouldn’t reach over there. It was natural that he couldn’t go there first.


      But, what about it?


      If he was truly simply honest, if he was a fool, then the consequences hadn’t been thought.


      If he weren’t to reach it, if he were to fail or if he were crushed, then satisfaction would be preferred.


      He remembered.


      Satsuki, the greenest in the force faced Haruka, the fastest of the force, and her figure when she challenged her recklessly.


      Satsuki, the weakest of the force, was taught that beauty was an unsightly struggle by Isurugi who was the strongest of the forces.


      Even though her true strength was still insufficient, her heart was exactly the model of the Saviors. It was never a mistake to have invited her in the force.


      – Let’s go…. This time genuine for sure. And simply honest.


      The ID Tag was put in the palm stretched out to the heavens. Grasping it, he made manifest a wide blade sword.


      He wielded it to clear a path and to thrust it at Fortress.


      Just when the right hind leg was about to pass in front of Isurugi.


      His prana was already on him.


      While he was waiting, the power of destruction was kneaded and refined.


      It had the appearance of a wild lightning, it was the embodiment of the stubbornness of Isurugi.


      – Wow.


      Isurugi attacked, having the sword at the ready in an overhead position with both hands.


      Carefully seeing the places where the right hind leg would step on and when it was time, he slashed at it, putting his body and soul into it. At the moment of the impact, he unleashed the power that had been refined.


      A huge amount of prana was immediately transformed into a swordflash.


      While it was sparking, he ran and climbed the right hind leg at a speed similar to light.


      It was as if the spirit of Isurugi was aiming even more higher, a scene as if he was shining.


      Ancestral Arts《螢惑》Keikoku*.


      *TN: 螢惑 = firefly and beguile/delusion/perplexity. Keikoku could mean ‘warning’ or canyon but I’ll just leave it as that.


      It was a High Rank Light Technique that brought ones’s prana close to a phenomenon which served as one’s source and made a transformation with it.


      In the case of Isurugi, it was lightning. And it was a technique he was proudest of.


      After the lightning was aimed at a higher place, it flashed, and the right hind leg of Fortress had been carbonized to the middle.


      It couldn’t support its own weight and collapsed from the root.


      It took a whole Kuroma forces to smash a leg, and Isurugi showed that he broke it off alone.


      Today his prana was flowing well. He was in his perfect form.


      (I see, it depends on how you look at things!)


      He pumped and pumped, he felt like prana was overflowing from his whole body.


      Strictly more than ten percent than usual, one could say that he was in great shape.  Nevertheless, Isurugi haven’t experienced such sense of enhancement or sense of omnipotence for a long time.


      ——How can I become stronger?


      The theory that could say that truth was also frequently discussed among the Strikers.


      ——It depends on how you look at things, no?


      And, Haimura Moroha replied with his usual quietness.


      Everyone who heard so cocked their heads in puzzlement.


      ——The mentality had no effect that granted prana and mana.


      And that was because it was common knowledge within the White Knight Organization.


      (But… from today, it seems that I end up becoming a worshipper of Haimura-kun)


      Isurugi shifted his attention to the holiday house of the Kanzaki family that was on the distant hill while evacuating from the carbonized right hind leg of Fortress that fell like sediment.


      The holiday house built at the top of the hill.


      And on the top of that roof again.


      On the highest place of this island.


      Moroha was standing there.


      It was because he was able to anticipate the route of Fortress that will get it here as a result of doing reconnaissance with Haruka beforehand.


      The Stronghold class Metaphysical already showed off a different dignity to that naming when it accomplished to land on the island.


      The Kuroma forces crushed the left foreleg but its movement didn’t stop just because its body lost balance.


      Isurugi then crushed its right hind leg but its progress didn’t stop as soon as the torso sank down close to the ground.


      After a considerable time, the Shiroganes of Haruka, Taketsuru and the others of the regular troops succeeded in crushing the left hind leg and its huge trunk completely crashed.


      However, even if it had lost three legs, the Fortress continued its progress with only one leg while scraping its abdomen.


      Fortress had now reached halfway up the hill.  The huge ape-like face with no neck was sprouting just like that from the torso, it seemed that it was peeking at Moroha from the bottom.


      Moroha didn’t wipe out his fearless smile, but rather he overlooked it directly.


      The tailwind of a gust of wind blew and he hurried, more and more.


      It wasn’t necessary to say it.


      (Come, Saratiga…)


      A bright white light shone in his hand.


      The plate made of metal reacted in an instant and changed its color to something like a red-hot iron and extended like a candy.


      It shaped a handle that became familiar with his hand well, then formed an elegant pommel and made a brusque steel blade.


      Even though it still wasn’t a match for the extraordinary Holy Sword Fraga, his dear sword, that approached it with steady progress, manifested.


      First stage of the operation, start!


      Moroha kicked the roof and revolved in the air.


      He wore white light prana on his whole body.


      Shining radiantly, he landed in front of the front entrance as if Sirius descended to earth.


      In no time, he began to run with a motion similar to streaming.


      He ran down the path through forest using Godlike Movement.


      *TN: Previously written as Jinsokutsuu.


      He turned into a gust of wind and shook the leaves of the many trees to the left and right.


      He had to cross this path many times when going and returning to the sandy beach and when he saw the fireworks with Shizuno, but now it became nothing more than a battlefield.


      The ape-like face of Fortress was crawling and climbing the path through the forest.


      For Fortress to move forward with only one remaining leg. It had a way of moving that let it advance by pulling its body as a fulcrum and by piercing its front with the toe as if using a real pick.


      Consequently, to advance and pierce again the ground, its huge feet came down above the head of Moroha who assaulted it from front, in the opposite direction.


      The ground around Moroha became pitch black with its shadow, a huge object similar to a building approached from overhead at high speed.


      He had no choice but to prepare for death.


      Otherwise Moroha.


      – The world of decadence is unending. Let the trumpets sound. Come, time of judgment!


      He was getting ready a Fifth Rank Dark Arts while dashing through the path in the forest.


      A black fire of hell dwelled in the blade.


      Furthermore, when he poured all his prana into it, the white flash and the black flame fought each other on the surface of the blade, then danced.


      Moroha hid behind his back the blade of Saratiga that transformed into a black and white cursed sword and then*,


      *TN: More specifically what Moroha did is called Waki-gamae (en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Waki-gamae)


      – … Raaaaaaaaaa!


      He kicked the ground and jumped like a flying bird.


      He dodged the big leg that was swung from overhead and conversely slashes at it while passing each other.


      Not only that, he ran up to the side of the leg of Fortress using the wall-running method Mongyoku.


      Of course, during that time the sword continued slicing off, digging out and bisecting the leg of the monster vertically.


      The blade easily went through it like cutting butter.


      It was the multiplication of the Fifth Rank Dark Arts Black Gehenna and the Light Technique Taihaku.


      Being the only one in the world, the yin yang of Moroha was capable of superimposing Light Techniques and Dark Arts.


      It was Kurikara, the only thing he needed to kill the nine-headed big serpent.


      The destructive prana gouged even to the inside of the demon’s feet, the hell fire mana that Moroha released burst from the inside.


      Its destructive power wasn’t to the level of Keikoku of Isurugi——


      The sword of Moroha just slashed at the middle of the giant leg and made it burst from the inside in its entirety.


      This was the first stage of the strategy.


      Now he switched to the second stage.


      He landed to the front of Fortress soundlessly.


      The demon still had a pair of pincers similar to scorpions.


      They were much shorter when compared to the legs, they weren’t suited to use for moving.


      But it didn’t mean that it couldn’t move forward at all.


      Slowly and slowly, it climbed the hill with the pincers like a crawling baby.


      *Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh*


      The ape-like face bared its fangs and laughed ominously.


      It looked like he was laughing as if he outsmarted them.


      The path of such giant creature of 300 meters in length——


      – This is bad, but… I was entrusted to not let it pass through here.


      With less than two meters of height, Moroha stood in its way like a tanki*.


      *TN: Refer to Mahjong. It means: Wait for one tile to finish one’s pair and one’s hand; wait for one’s pair with four melds completed.


      That was his second mission.


      He unleashed the hell fire and had at the ready the long sword in his right hand that carried just white prana.


      He put out his right foot a little and threw out his chest with proud, it was a posture of unique pride.


      He engraved a daring smile on his mouth and wore his fighting spirit with Natural Stance.


      The giant ape-like face that was at a height of ten meters sidled up and came to him, but the gaze that was giving meant nothing for him.


      Even if it was poured on bloodlust like a curse, the heart of Moroha didn’t feel more than a breath of air.


      Why its attitude showed such arrogance?


      The eyes of the ape-like face suddenly dyed deep red like blood.


      It opened its big mouth and started to breathe in.


      A strong wind broke out and Moroha stood firm so as to not be sucked in like a vacuum cleaner.


      The deep breath of the ape-like face stopped. It became inflated like the cheeks of a squirrel.


      And then, it opened its big mouth, and roared.


      ———————————————————————————————————！


      The sound was more than gigantic, it couldn’t be caught by the sense of hearing of humans.


      His ears were hot as if burning.


      Moroha frowned in pain.


      Moreover, and at the same time, he was showered with destructive waves.


      He immediately protected his whole body with anti-magic and resisted the Satana of the destructive waves.


      Nevertheless, its skin began to tear here and there, Moroha put even more countermeasures.


      – The Gohou won’t let any kind of wind come near me.


      *TN: 護法 Gohou: defense of Buddhist doctrines; God who defends Buddhist doctrines, defense of constitution, religious power to dispel demons and diseases.


      He rapidly spelled Blue World with his left hand and knitted a blue barrier that surrounded him in all directions.


      He stacked up defense methods of both Light Techniques and Dark Arts, he multiplied the prana and mana, it was as if he became an unrivaled stronghold.


      Fortress saw that and increased the roar more and more as if it got stubborn. However, the double defense of Moroha endured it completely and perfectly as well.


      It didn’t seem that there was an organ equivalent to lungs in this nonsensical demon, but it could only emit sound waves to the limit of its lung capacity, so eventually it interrupted the sound wave attack as if Fortress ran out of breath.


      *Evil laugh*……………….*Evil laugh**Evil laugh*……………….*Evil laugh*


      It laughed like having a cramp, or rather, short irregular breathing sounds, like falling into dyspnea.


      And yet, the right pincers were calm as if they were a different creature but couldn’t bear not to be careless and aimed at Moroha to attack him!


      The pincers were considerably shorter than the feet, their volume was small.


      However, they were very skinny unlike the legs that were plump and fat, and it had a size that may end up pressing and almost squishing flat the holiday house of the Kanzaki family.


      Furthermore, they were covered by a shell, they looked solid. A simple swing would be much higher than the legs.


      It was just an organ for destruction and attack.


      Moroha canceled Blue World and quickly dodged with a leap to the back the imminent and crushing-to-death pincers.


      Without a moment’s delay, the left pincer was swung downward this time, but he also evaded it with continuous back steps.


      The swing of the pincer was still ridiculous, it got buried deeply in the ground, it was too much momentum.


      So that means that it would take time just to pull it out.


      A good opportunity.


      – All the men return to skull and die. Come now, and begin the ceremony of cremation.


      Moroha didn’t let that pass and spelled Incinerate quickly.


      The yin yang was placed on the sword blade.


      He struck the right pincer that was buried in the ground with Saratiga that became a flaming cursed sword.


      An explosion. His wrist felt a hard response like becoming numb.


      The blow that struck it was charged with prana and mana――it only drilled a crater of about one meter in diameter on the surface.


      – It’s too hard.


      The right pincer was swung down and Moroha clicked his tongue while avoiding it with all his strength with a side step.


      It wasn’t hard at all when compared with the silver armor of Edward. The yin yang with Incinerate didn’t even put a scar on it.


      But, compared to the armor of Edward, the volume of this pincer was tens of thousands of times…


      Moreover, there were two.


      – What an unfavorable role, I wonder why I had to take charge of this…


      Moroha smiled bitterly while looking up at the two pincers that were being brandished again.


      At the strategy meeting, the conversation between Isurugi and Tokiko flowed in his mind.


      『The front of Fortress will be in charge of Haimura. Can you do it?』


      『Wait a minute, Kanzaki-kun. The front is the most dangerous. That’s my role as the cap——』


      『Shut up. Is your offense your forte rather than your defense? Haimura is the one suitable for that here. Besides, there are no captains, vice-captains or even just plain troops, right? Or am I wrong?』


      『Hmm…. Alright. I’m sorry, Haimura-kun. Can we leave this to you?』


      『Can you do it, Haimura? No, this thing can only be done by you. So do it』


      He didn’t know if he could do it.


      Moroha didn’t like things like bragging.


      But, he wanted to do it.


      He had to do it.


      – Everyone at that occasion decided that I’ll be fighting this guy, what an unfavorable role indeed.


      He had a strained laugh, but he returned it to a fearless smile.


      Facing the menacing Fortress that had raised the pincers overhead, he put up the sword with both hands as if displaying it, and had it at the ready.


      If this thing kept aiming at Moroha using the pincers,


      If it gave priority to the elimination of the enemy before its eyes than moving forward,


      Rather, it’s what he wanted…!


      Haruka was sprinting on the back of Fortress.


      When she saw it on the satellite photograph, it looked greasy and glossy like a diving beetle, but now that she was stepping on it her impression was completely different.


      For example, a scenery like a limestone cave with no ceiling.


      The rugged protuberances of all sizes stood close together, giving the feeling as if one ended up losing one’s way in the middle of a labyrinth of stone. And like the monsters placed in the labyrinth of a game, the bees attacked, appearing suddenly from here and there.


      Haruka cleared away those things and kept running while opening a way out.


      After the six Shirogane of the regular troops excluding Moroha and Isurugi have managed somehow or other to break the left hind leg, everyone spread out as part of the second stage of the strategy and now they were assigned to an offensive role. The others should also be fighting based on their own judgment.


      Haruka understood well her own role.


      (A speed specialized type like me has bad compatibility with a huge opponent like this)


      All they needed was a power fighter who was to be able to continuously launch powerful attacks like an excavator.


      That was the exact opposite to Haruka.


      So, after they moved to the second stage of the strategy, Haruka didn’t actively participate in the attack.


      Instead she ran through the back of Fortress, she ran vertically, horizontally and diagonally.


      She made use of her speed, her only pride, and ran around, filling the whole battlefield.


      She put prana on her whole body and turned into a blue meteor, passing through the glen of stalactites in an instant then jumped over with a step the precipitous cliff.


      (I’ve found Taketsuru-senpai and Souya-senpai…)


      She encountered two people who were fighting.


      Taketsuru was fighting hard against bugs.


      He cleared them away with a large halberd, then that transformed into a spear to stab them, then it transformed into a shield to protect Souya, then in an ax, then in a long sword, then he divided it into seven knife blades and massacred them by handle them freely as if they were living things linked with a chain.


      He manifested all those varied weapons from one ID Tag. It was a battle style that not many users had where they fight and bewilderingly use them for different purposes according to the situation.


      – You’re showy as usual, huh.


      – Rather, I’m just a Jack of all trades and master of none.


      When Haruka talked to him while assisting him, Taketsuru pulled a wry smile while fighting, then saw his partner.


      Immediately next to him was Souya――the taciturn female senpai who wore plain glasses that was attacking the main part of Fortress in silence while being protected by Taketsuru.


      Dazzling prana was running on the sword, she made sure to strike with it to produce craters one after another.


      – You’re not as good as Sophie, but Mana-chan is much more powerful than me.


      – … err, it is unpleasant to be compared with very powerful women.


      However, as Taketsuru said, someone like Souya can’t graze the demons easily.


      Instead, Taketsuru took charge of the bees.


      (It’s more efficient to fight and divide the load by having groups of two instead of fighting alone)


      If they knew beforehand that Fortress had on board an inexhaustible supply of bugs, then Isurugi would have thought of something at the time of the strategy meeting.


      (I should notify everyone else)


      Taking a look at the battle of Taketsuru-senpai and the others, Haruka started dashing energetically once more.


      – The situation is progressing but slowly! Especially the sorcerer attacks of Kanzaki-senpai and the others, they give a feeling that they’re working! Taketsuru-senpai and the rest are giving their all without being flustered!


      – Wow, thank you! Please tell everyone that we’re also doing progress here!


      Instead of mowing down the bees, she separated them by waving her hand.


      She was the messenger.


      The target was naturally hard and gargantuan, so each one of them were forced to fight isolated.


      It was also difficult to grasp the progress of the battle.


      That’s why Haruka was running, observing, investigating, and ran again to report everyone.


      Even if she couldn’t become an excavator, she was the same as the electrical signals that neurons send.


      She met with a swarm of bees ahead!


      They turned their needles towards her with an immeasurable killing intent!


      – I don’t have time for being your opponent!


      Haruka jumped.


      She passed over the bees and used them as a small stepladder and cut through the middle of the swarm at the fastest speed while jumping from bee to bee.


      Since she used the way of walking of Mongyoku with which she could run on water, then this much was a piece of cake.


      It was worth having trained in the training camp.


      When the swarm of bees turned around in a hurry, she was already leaving them behind.


      She disappeared in the distance.


      Then this time, she found Isurugi fighting.


      – *Gasp*


      Haruka raised a voice of admiration.


      Isurugi, who was on the back, was battling with the huge tail that grew from the buttocks of Fortress.


      His opponent, the tail, was like a crane of the biggest size for building construction, he was slashing at it right in front of it without faltering at all.


      The after-effects of the impacts of Isurugi, of his huge sword, were on the edge of reaching the place where the distant Haruka was.


      It drilled a deep hole in the tail covered with an almost hard shell.


      When he looked at it again, there were countless cracks running throughout the long large tail.


      He was shaving it off, a part of it seemed that it would be evidently harder than its back.


      Like the enraged God of Thunder, the prana wrapping up his whole body was clear.


      There was a needle larger than a human attached at the end of the tail of Fortress, venom was constantly trickling down from there, but it was evaporated as soon as it was touched by the prana of Isurugi.


      The bugs were already blown off in very small pieces just by the after-effects that occurred with stroke after stroke of Isurugi. They couldn’t get close.


      (The captain doesn’t need to partner with anyone…)


      The fighting style of Isurugi was that much bloodcurdling.


      She even forgot to talk to him, she ended up gazing at him in the distance.


      – Oooooooooooooh!


      Isurugi converted all the prana that began to overflow like surging waves into a thunderclap.


      And then he drilled into the tail of Fortress with the Keikoku of his whole body.


      Lighting was running amok like squirming serpents on the surface of the shell.


      An infinite number of engraved cracks were connecting as if they were chained by the impacts of that sword――and collapsed.


      The huge tail was falling as if dying while getting worn-out.


      Isurugi fought alone and crushed one of the greatest weapons that Fortress had which also equaled the pincers.


      – Yahoo!


      Haruka raised a joy spontaneously.


      She stepped in that place without enduring it.


      *Suddenly realized*.


      She trampled down on something soft.


      – Eh…?


      The smile of Haruka froze.


      The back of Fortress was supposed to be covered with things like stalactite.


      She fearfully looked down at her feet.


      And then, she became speechless.


      The thing that Haruka was stepping on was——the face of a monkey that rose to the surface on the back like a skin disease….


      It was an ape-mask pustule, a jinmensou* that often appeared in ghost stories. It was completely that.


      *TN: 人面瘡 = Mythological growth (tumor) that takes the shape of a human face.


      It was much smaller than the ape-like face of the front that Moroha was fighting.


      It didn’t have more than five meters in diameter.


      Still, it didn’t lose in terms of eeriness.


      Moreover, when they looked around, two ape-like faces were spawning on the back.


      Isurugi was getting in a pincer-attack situation.


      *Evil laugh**Evil laugh*…


      …*Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh*


      *Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh**Evil laugh*!


      Those things raised a creepy laughter all at once.


      – This isn’t a Giant Bug species…


      He must inform everyone.


      Or maybe everyone was already aware of this fact.


      – This… this thing is a multi-headed species!


      If the number of heads increased, then it would get almost endlessly stronger. This was the most troublesome Metaphysical.


      – Run away, Momochi! And tell eve——


      Thanks to the shout of Isurugi, her body that was frozen as if it was bound by a spell came to move.


      She turned around and started running at full power.


      The three ape-like faces roared all at once.


      The destructive sound waves were emitted in an instant, Haruka, who was covered in them from the back, screamed.


      If she hadn’t escaped, she probably would have suffered damage from that blow. Its power was of that degree.


      When she looked back, Isurugi was way worse.


      He received two direct hits from point-blank range. He fell to his knees with his sword as a cane.


      After all, and at the very limit, Haruka was able to hold her ground without falling down.


      It was because she had a role assigned to her.


      – Withdraw, Momochi…


      While enduring the pain, Isurugi ordered her as if squeezing out his voice.


      – Tell everyone. If we don’t recover our stance for a moment… everyone will be annihilated.


      Those words gave strength to Haruka.


      (If I… if I collapse… then everyone will end alone…)


      She stood pain well, encouraged herself and ran.


       


      That something opened its eyes wide with the firepower of the Kuroma forces led by Tokiko.


      They were casting Dark Arts attacks like barrages, they were gradually smashing the body of Fortress.


      If they had an overhead view from the skies, they would have seen well that the left side of the giant body was scraped like giving signs that it was gnawed by a mouse.


      Especially the great efforts of Shizuno that showed seriousness, they were tremendous.


      She calmly fired Fourth Rank Dark Arts in succession, however, Tokiko, called the strongest Kuroma within the Academy, couldn’t use them.


      (I’m not going to lose either)


      As the war situation was stabilizing, Satsuki was also getting better.


      Strength came out from her body that was stiff due to fear and tension, but she regained the cutaneous sensation of her Natural Stance that was taught by Moroha and pumped out prana from the point below the navel.


      For the sake of protecting the Kuroma forces, she slashed the swarming bees one after another.


      She showed that her talent wasn’t inferior at all to the Shiroganes of the second and third-year reserve corps.


      The four legs of Fortress were crushed first with all the efforts of the teams.


      Of the remaining attacking parts, Moroha took charge of the two pincers.


      And the tail was the opponent of Isurugi, it’s what she heard from the message of Haruka.


      Therefore, it seemed that these bugs that remained were the only way of counterattack of Fortress.


      In other words, if she completely protected the Kuromas from these monsters of bees, then Tokiko and the others should eventually turn Fortress into a huge tombstone!


      The morale of the defending Shiroganes was high.


      Naturally, Satsuki too.


      There were lots and lots of things before their eyes that nobody even realized at all the very Satsuki, but the crushing numbers of Satsuki were higher than anyone else in this place.


      – Uoooooooo, the captain was able to dooooo iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiit!


      Kamekichi raised a shout of joy.


      Everyone stopped moving for an instant and saw the tail of Fortress.


      The shell was worn-out and disintegrated.


      The tail lost its strength, it was falling over its sideways like dying, or like hanging its head completely.


      Everyone shouted with joy all at once, the morale raised as if piercing the sky.


      – These idiots! Don’t you think it’s a shame to let captain do all by himself?


      The reprimand of Tokiko was cheerfully in some respects, because there was no fear.


      Satsuki and everyone didn’t intend to be self-conceited, but they were feeling that they saw a line of hope, so they couldn’t help but feel glad. Especially all the Kuromas, they were stopping their handwriting.


      And there ——


      – Wait. Isn’t the situation strange?


      The alarm of Shizuno was like cold water.


      Satsuki was getting startled and looked ahead of her line of sight.


      Until a while ago, the Kuroma forces were increasing the fierce attacks on the side of the body of Fortress.


      The two crevices that were scraped off and hollowed there like a quarry of a mountain, had a newly carved one, a horizontal one.


      Even though no one was attacking it, it was done by itself.


      What was that? While bringing down a bee, Satsuki strained her eyes.


      The two cracks spread up and down like real eyelids opening.


      What she saw from below that was――an ape-like face.


      The two that appeared on the side of the body were smaller than the one Moroha was facing.


      Fear ran on the muscles of the back of Satsuki due to its creepiness.


      – A multi-headed species…


      – That thing was a multi-headed species!?


      – Certainly, it’s a Giant Bug species, but…


      Voices of confusion rose from everywhere.


      – Don’t lose your focus! It doesn’t matter what species the enemy is, we must be the superiors here!


      The angry roar of Tokiko flew, and the troops calmed down.


      The Kuroma forces started spelling new Dark Arts.


      But——the two ape-like faces breathed greatly, they were quicker to yell.


      *Ishaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!*


      They heard a roar that pierced ears, Satsuki instinctively dropped the sword and plugged her ears.


      Everyone around her groaned while covering their ears.


      Destructive sound waves were coming out? Despite they were quite far from the ape-like faces, the skin of Satsuki was cut and bled here and there.


      All the Shiroganes protected themselves with Anti-Magic, and all the Kuromas protected themselves with Blue World.


      If Satsuki wouldn’t have been able to learn it recently, she could have collapsed.


      What was its lung capacity? Or rather, was common sense not related to Metaphysicals? The roar didn’t stop at once.


      What cheat was that? During that time, the swarm of bugs calmly attacked them.


      The instant they were collapsing due to the roaring of the destructive sound waves, those who couldn’t deal with them appeared one after another.


      They were pricked with needles and fell noisily.


      A bug was next to Satsuki, it had the needle ready and assaulted her from the front, but since she raised her right leg overhead as she covered her ears, she avoided it and kicked it hard with Super Strength*.


      *TN: 剛力通  = Gourikitsuu.


      The bee that was blown off was near here already, it bumped into a bee that was attacking Maya, then it was blown off again to the opposite like a billiard ball.


      The ape-like faces stopped roaring at last, Satsuki could separate her hands from her ears.


      While grimacing due to the buzzing in the ears that was still ringing, she grasped the situation of the surroundings… she was shocked.


      The people who were standing weren’t more than half.


      Especially the Kuromas, they were all annihilated saving Maya.


      – Shizuno!


      Satsuki ran up to Shizuno with a pure-white face.


      She pulverized with a blow of her fist the bees that were trying to finish her off.


      – Hold on, Shizunoo!


      She turned her face up who had fallen lying face down and peeked at her condition.


      – … I… ’m… o… ka… y…


      Shizuno replied as if talking in delirium with her eyes out of focus.


      Her complexion was bad and strange. And yet she was just stung a bit on her side.


      The Satana of the poison——a dark presentiment came to the mind of Satsuki.


      – … yo… you… hu… rry… pl… plea… se…


      Shizuno urged her, she pointed her finger towards Fortress with her hands shaking and with a faint look.


      “You have to fight”.


      Satsuki endured the tears firmly.


      – Got it. You’re okay, no? This is similar to when we completely endured the Satana of petrification of the nine-headed big serpent, isn’t that right?


      She said with a nasal voice, then laid the body of Shizuno down gently.


      She wiped her eyes with her right arm.


      Her left arm moved naturally to crush the bee getting closer from behind with a backhand blow.


      After she wiped away all tears――Satsuki surveyed the surroundings.


      The detestable ape-like faces. The detestable bees.


      She was with set eyes.


      She swayed and stood up like a ghost.


      Her anger transformed into something similar to boiled magma, her clenched fist shook.


      She was trying to put all her fury into this fist——


      『You heart can get fired up. Rather, your heart is strong, but your head is calm』


      The words of her beloved brother crossed her mind like a divine revelation.


      Satsuki suddenly came to her senses.


      The fist that had been clenched to the point that her nails cut into it her hand loosened up.


      The main point of Natural Stance, the teaching she got during the training camp.


      Rather than recklessly venting this anger like a blunt weapon——she had to change it to a sword that can be sharpened and fight.


      (I’m sorry. …and thank you. The words of Nii-sama took root in me satisfactorily)


      A sweet feeling came and went from her heart for an instant.


      Her oddly enough visibility was getting clear.


      She looked onto the battlefield well.


      ——How do I protect all Kuromas from the bees?


      It’s okay, all the Shiroganes are recovering somehow.


      ——Then, have that ape-like faces tried to breathe in again?


      Nobody had noticed them. It will be dangerous if those destructive sound waves were to come out once more.


      (Well then, I have no choice but to do it!)


      Satsuki left the battle formation and rushed out to the large build of Fortress.


      (We’re not going to lose. No one will die. Because Nii-sama is there for us)


      With that feeling in her chest, Satsuki dashed.


      (Nii-sama will come. I’m sure he’ll do it in one way or another. I believe in him)


      That feeling rapidly grew stronger, making a clear heart in her chest.


      (I’ll protect everyone until Nii-sama comes. I’ll take the place of Nii-sama)


      Her heart beat strongly and strongly with every step.


      (That’s all I have to do!)


      Not confidence nor calmness, but strength and excess of impatience and enthusiasm were taken by Satsuki.*


      *TN: Not completely sure if this is correct, I couldn’t find references about specifics things of this sentence. 信頼が、安心が、サツキから余分な焦りや気負い’ 力みをとっていった。


      And then, a revolution happened in Satsuki.


      The right hand, left hand, right foot, left foot, space between the eyebrows, the point below the navel――up to the heart.


      She opened all the seven gates; her body wore a golden glimmer entirely.


      A perfect and immaculate golden brilliance blew violently.


      Satsuki connected a flying kick on the ape-like face that was about to emit a destructive sound wave.


      Just one blow. With that, the ape-like face was squashed flat.


      Right then at the front line.


      Moroha who stood in front of Fortress was in the extremely hardest battlefield.


      The pair of pincers that attacked alternately from left and right were like different living things.


      Great roars and destructive sound waves were released from the 10-meter ape-like face.


      Moroha, at the same time he took on them by himself, he slipped through and continued fighting without giving it a break.


      He didn’t miss even the few gaps that he changed to good opportunities as if stealing them and dealt counterattacks as much as he could.


      He put a radical pace on his speed with Godlike Movement and made after images with the way of walking《Giant Gate》Komon.


      He jumped into the bosom of both pincers that suddenly charged to those afterimages as decoys and stabbed the sword, hollowing out one of the eyes of the ape-like face.


      He thought that it would go insane even in his perspective, but then again, such theory didn’t get through to the Metaphysicals.


      The attacks of the pincers, as if they raged, just became violent.


      The pincers that had the appearance of lumps of iron were large like a mansion.


      The one to the right was careless, but it could strike with a deadly pressure.


      Moroha grasped its trajectory in an instant. If he were to mess up this, it would be an instant death.


      He jumped outside of the range of attack of the pincers.


      Earnest and truthful. Full power steps. Nevertheless, there were times the pincers grazed the tips of his toes. The light and darkness of light and death were separated in centimeters.


      The pincers that flew through the air deeply pierced the ground, it took it a little to pull them out.


      The blows that were Light Techniques, Dark Arts and yin yang had resolution and attacked continuously like a precision machine.


      He carved a large number of slashes on the shell that covered the left and right pincers.


      That may have been an act like piling up dust.


      Still, Moroha didn’t give up with a persistent fighting spirit and repeated with unbending courage.


      Fortress tried to pull out the right pincer while its ape-like face opened its big mouth.


      Moroha prepared for the great roar and the sound wave attack——but nothing happened.


      – … huh?


      The preparation regarding the great roar wasn’t there.


      He couldn’t believe so, Fortress opened its big mouth greatly, it was like the expression of a human being, it was just astonished.


      A demon of this caliber, what on earth surprised it?


      Moroha, who wasn’t a God, didn’t know that Isurugi destroyed its tail.


      But what he knew is that this was the greatest opportunity.


      He didn’t hesitate and chanted a great magic of the Fifth Rank.


      Hellfire manifested again, it converged and dwelled in the sword.


      Saratiga, that was making brilliant white light and black flame spark, was brandished above his head and struck the right pincer that was still buried underground.


      He pierced inside it then released the prana and mana of his whole body as if igniting its interior.


      From the countless wounds engraved on the pincer, flashes of light leaked out.


      And then, the shell of the right pincer burst and scattered from inside at last.


      (It wasn’t as good as the cheat armor of White Knight-sama, and that helped me…)


      Sweat was dripping on his forehead, but Moroha showed a fearless laugh.


      He held the sword to the side, returned it as it was and attack it.


      The left pincer came attacking, but the launched attack wasn’t scary. He slipped into its bosom in an instant.


      The ape-like face that recovered from that shock breathed in to roar once again, but it was too late.


      Another stroke of the sword, Kurikara, thrust into its nose.


      The expression of the ape-like face was showing nothing but a repulsive smile, but it was dyed in astonishment once more, then it ended, it was blown off from the inside, breaking into small fragments.


      Only the left pincer remained!


      Moroha turned the tip of the sword towards it, looking up.


      Even so——the left pincer that he thought it would surely attack, stretched in different directions.


      As if cowardly escaping from Moroha, it seized the east slope of the hill and moved its gigantic build over there.


      The 300-meter giant body sluggishly and slowly changed course to the east direction.


      I was the direction where Satsuki and Shizuno were battling.


      (It’ll be bad if I let it go…!)


      Moroha got impatient for the first time today.


      Why suddenly Fortress began to change course? Was it really planning to run away?


      Without knowing the cause, he ran down the hill, following the left pincer.


      – Morohaaa!


      There, Haruka got to where he was by jumping and coming down from the back of Fortress.


      With her body full of wounds, she looked at him like clinging to him, like a lost child that was finally able to meet fortuitously with his father.


      And yet, Moroha turned worried eyes towards her, he was glared back as if being reproached.


      Her obstinacy gave a good feeling.


      Moroha forgot about the wounds and asked her while continuing the chase of the pincer.


      – Momo-senpai, why is this thing——


      – Satsuki began to act violently all of a sudden! Moreover, she’s fired up like Moroha and the captain!


      She couldn’t bear it and tried to protect the flank?


      If this guy had high intelligence, then it would probably think of ignoring Moroha, but from time to time the Metaphysicals had low intelligence and their actions were ephemeral.


      – So, are Satsuki and the others fine?


      – I don’t know! It was my first time seeing that girl in such condition! Besides, the Kuroma forces were wiped already, so they excepting Satsuki started evacuating to the shelter!


      A cold and unpleasant feeling began to slide down on the muscles of the back of Moroha.


      – What about Shizuno? And Kanzaki-senpai? And Kammie-senpai? And Take——


      – I don’t know either! I don’t know who’s alright or who’s not alright! After the disgusting face started its indiscriminate sound wave attacks that came out one after the other, the battlefield was already in disarray! I’m turning around to pass the order of evacuation of the captain. You’re the last! The only thing that we can do is to pray so that everyone else escapes safely!


      Moroha stopped abruptly.


      Haruka bumped into his back.


      – What are you doing!?


      – I’ll change to offensive. To kill this monster.


      – Huuuh!? To kill, you say? How can you kill it without support!? Can you really do it!?


      – I don’t know. To be honest, I’m not sure. But, isn’t this the worst-case scenario already? If so… I have no choice but to do it!


      Using all of his running ability, Moroha jumped vertically.


      He held fast to the side of the changing-course Fortress then dashed up like running on a wall.


      He finally reached the top of its back.


      – Please withdraw, Momo-senpai!


      He shouted towards the ground.


      – Are you really planning to do it alone!? To kill this guy!?


      While he wiped persistent sweat, Moroha assented heavily.


      There was still some time until this slow giant that performed a 90-degree turn arrived with its left pincer to where Satsuki was.


      After the start of the battle, he had no other alternative but to bet on that extension of time that was given for the first time.


      The minutes are terrible. His head was calmly calculating his own limit level.


      If that was the case——then he will have to go beyond that.


      – Ooooooooaaaaaah!


      Moroha roared as if he returned to his origins.


      Natural Stance, the deepest level of a Shirogane. That was also belief, and also common knowledge for Moroha. He tore the teachings that he persuaded to Satsuki himself.


      An ordinary Shirogane still couldn’t kill this demon.


      It was impossible to oppose fate without destroying, stepping and passing through the limits.


      Therefore, and to not hesitate, he abandoned Natural Stance, he threw away and tore his human skin and uncovered his true character that was in the very bottom of his heart, and became something*.


      *TN: there are 2 possibilities here: A God bon from various things. A spiritual existence that transformed into something. Goblin/monster/demon/ghost/apparition/something unusually large.


      Whether it was possible for him to be an S-Rank or not, he embodied it unconsciously.


      – AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!


      Together with a lion’s roar, an extraordinary prana began to overflow and ran about his whole body.


      And then, Moroha started running.


      He hewn the《ground》 back with the sword.
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      He adjusted the nature of the prana that was running on the sword blade and cut deeply, sharply and thinly with it.


      The cutting line was complex. It drew a curved one instead of a straight one.


      The obstructive protrusions flattened the craggy forest, clearing the land.


      ――as if that was the same as《tattooing》art.


      Moroha plunged forward, mowing down the swarming bugs.


      The time was reaching its end. And the back of Fortress was immense.


      Speed was everything.


      He ran faster, he cut faster, he decided faster, he raised everything to the limit and further beyond that.


      He cut and cut and cut and cut and cut and cut.


      A new ape-like face emerged on the right side and started breathing.


      Even to the left side——he was in a pinch.


      (I’ll let you beat the rest!)


      Moroha only mangled the right ape-like face without hesitation.


      A sonic wave that came from behind… didn’t came!


      – What are you doing, you idiot!? That’s not typical of you!


      What came instead was a loud pep talk of Haruka.


      Did she follow him…?


      – It’s no good to slice them so sharply, you know!? You have to fight as if hollowing them out, like an excavator!


      Certainly, the way of the attacks similar to the ones that were made to explode prana at the same time of impact had a broader range of destruction. That made blown away even the bugs with the after-effect, he felt at ease without letting them come near. However,


      – This much is fine!


      – Are you really sure!? In that case, what was the meaning of all this zigzagging and cutting so hesitantly? I can’t look at something tediously like this anymore!


      – There’s no meaning or anything like that, and I only have time to do this!


      – I know that already! Since I’m with you, then we’ll die together!


      Haruka shouted as if giving in to despair, her words were heavy almost like a proposal.


      – Just like what Satsuki thinks, I don’t intend to give the seat of your partner to anyone! Leave the support to me!


      – I leave them to you!


      Moroha prioritized to cut its back.


      Haruka was bringing down all the ape-like faces that appeared in the distance and the bees that came to sting.


      It’s not that he wasn’t good enough to get her support.


      There was absolutely nothing inside Moroha.


      The anxiety of the future was gone. Moroha concentrated.


      He sharpened his consciousness nimbly like a string made from twisted paper.


      He swung the sword just like he imagined, then carved a cutting line on the back as he imagined.


      If Haruka, who was overcoming the many difficulties was there, then he could do so even with his eyes closed.


      On the back of the 300-meter class’ large build, Moroha carved a cutting line on the whole surface with energy——


      Raging like the fierce god, running like the wind god, cutting and dancing like the sword god.


      And then, when he made a lap on the wide back, and when he finally reached even the base of the left pincer.


      Fortress, that finished changing course just a little ago, was trying to put Satsuki within the scope of its pincer.


      It was a dangerous place but he was in time for it. He was the combination of being the fastest in the Academy and who went through many mortal combats, it was possible for him to accomplish the most difficult thing within the time limit.


      Moroha overlooked from the back of Fortress.


      Satsuki wore a dazzling prana on her whole body, she was smashing up in a hand-to-hand combat the ape-like faces that were emerging one after another on the flank of the demon by striking, kicking, hitting and stabbing them.


      That wasn’t a Light Technique, she was relying fully on her strength.


      But she was hollowing out and scraping off the giant body.


      「Satsuki is a tank type」, that would be the comparison indeed of Moroha.


      She was doing so with undivided attention, she was raising overhead even more her bloodstained fists.


      Everyone was behind her.


      The reserve corps who guarded the devastated Kuroma forces were about to take them to the shelter, but they were advancing slowly due to the obstruction of a swarm of bees. In order to protect them, Satsuki was fighting earnestly while getting worn-out.


      – Leave the rest to me, Satsuki!


      Moroha shouted from above the back of Fortress.


      Satsuki looked up at the figure of her older brother, she was smiling while crying because of too much joy, then fell to her knees on the spot as if she lost all strength.


      The golden prana that covered all her body also faded away in an instant.


      He thought “when was the moment when she opened the seven gates?”, but it seemed that she couldn’t make that feeling her own yet.


      (But, you did it well――)


      Satsuki, who sat down hard, met him with a nod.


      Haruka jumped down and made sure to escape, taking Satsuki with her.


      Isurugi, Taketsuru and the others joined the Kuroma forces and now they finally confirmed that the progress of the evacuation came within sight.


      However, by no means they were in situation where they could be glad.


      The left pincer of Fortress was pretty much getting near to the place of everyone who was evacuating.


      They will be annihilated if it did so.


      Moroha with “Like hell I’ll let you!”, turned around to the very wide back of Fortress.


      He continued swinging his sword many thousands of times, he carved innumerable cutting lines on it; he drew something there.


      (――This time, it’s my turn)


      He squeezed out mana from the very, very, very bottom of his heart with a ghastly facial expression.


      But that alone wasn’t enough. He made sure to feed even his own prana, he was making the greedy dark power to grow fat like a demon king.


      And then――the mana that was made to gather on his left hand struck directly the back of Fortress.


      The darkness flew along the cutting lines that were engraved.


      On the milk-white back, jet-black lines scattered in a fan shape from the position of Moroha, and stretched.


      They spread while crawling, as if energizing by running around in an electronic circuit.


      The back of Fortress was huge.


      To make all his mana spread throughout, an enormous power was necessary.


      Even though he refined it, it wasn’t enough yet.


      Even though he mustered it, it wasn’t all of it.


      – More… more… more, more, more more more more more…!


      A completely dangerous act, like releasing his soul directly from his left hand.


      His body complained to stop it already, absolute sleepiness and desperate fatigue tormented Moroha simultaneously.


      But he wasn’t going to stop.


      Every time he felt overwhelmed, he pulled himself together with utmost effort.


      Because he carried that sandy beach on his back, he could do it.


      Because he carried his companions on his back, he could do it.


      He remembered. Haruka, who wore a bikini and looked embarrassed, turning bright red.


      He remembered. The enjoyable barbeque that Tokiko had prepared.


      He remembered. The secret special training that he did with Satsuki every night.


      He remembered. The night journey of the test of courage he walked with Maya.


      He remembered. The fireworks he enjoyed with everyone.


      He remembered. The charming yukata of Shizuno.


      He remembered. The face in profile of Isurugi who stood on the sandy beach before the decisive battle.


      He remembered. The words of Taketsuru. To play with everyone again at this sandy beach——


      Every time he remembered, strength welled up in rapid succession.


      (This is almost as if… everyone was pushing my back…)


      He fully realized.


      That all, all, all and all the things he was carrying on his back now.


      Were too good, that he didn’t want to lose them.


      That’s why——


      – I――I’ll never forgive those who will steal from meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.


      The war cry of Moroha reverberated in every corner of this world.


      An enormous mana as if it was made to condense all the darkness of this world surged from his left hand.


      The darkness spread throughout widely and without leaking a single particle to every corner of the large back of Fortress along the engraved slashed lines.


      Moroha engraved slashed lines because he was drawing that with one thing in mind, but it wasn’t the result of the sword that was wielded nonsensically.


      No, he was writing.


      The entire back of Fortress was engraved with ancient magic characters.


      There is purgatory on the realm of the dead, there are burning fields on the world.


      The flames burn without reserve and with equality both good and evil Let them purify with intense compassion.


      All the persons die and return to skull.


      God has abandoned people.


      The world of decadence is unending. Let the trumpets blow. Come, hour of judgment!


      Moroha learned during training camp the form of a new yin yang.


      Instead of writing with his fingers, he used Dark Arts at the same time he performed a spelling and a slashing attack.


      It was a technique he invented to not make the timing of the activation readable.


      But, he thought of an application form during practice. He displayed its use without practicing it beforehand.


      Fifth Rank, Hell Flame’s Black Gehenna.


      There were around one hundred spellings.


      *TN: The spell had 98 characters in total in Japanese.


      That he carved on the back of Fortress.


      All the mana of Moroha that was thorough it――exploded.


      The entire giant back of Fortress burst into flames all at once.


      Black flames raised explosions at roughly one hundred places, tasting and melting everything with a violent heat, burning to exhaustion the surroundings as if contesting each other, expanding their influence even more.


      Whether it were the bees, or the ape-like faces, or the hard epithelium, the flames burned all till nothing remained.


      The explosions called even more big explosions, each time that happened the large build of Fortress evaporated.


      It was evaporation. This Hell Flame was a glutton, not even ashes remained.


      The monsters were swallowed deeply from the back without any technique by the maximum black flames.


      Moroha, who took refuge with Godlike Movement without delay, looked at that kind of thing from afar.


      The scene evidently looked like a purgatory manifested above ground.


      It was a sight like the end of the world.


      Moroha pretended to not see it and returned to everyone.


      And then――he turned around no more.


      The way the black flames of Moroha swallowed Fortress was also reflected in the eyes of the Six Heads. On the screen of Arlene’s laptop, the on-site staff that recorded the thing was sending it live.


      The world’s strongest Saviors were watching it attentively while holding their breaths.


      No one could say anything.


      Even Edward who knew the real strength of Moroha.


      – *Yaaawwn*, I slept so well. It felt like a very good dream. The jet-lag was also cured with that. I have to praise you, Charles.


      With the voice of Suruga that they heard from behind, everyone came to their senses.


      When they looked at him, he was waking up from the Giga Drowse of Charles while pulling a big and arrogant yawn.


      – Hou, he won? He did it, isn’t it? As expected of my subordinate.


      He wasn’t watching the fight of Moroha all this time, and yet, he just said that naturally like he was able to do it since he was his subordinate.


      – Moroha is still a student. He hasn’t joined the Japanese Division so being your subordinate is rather ridiculous, no?


      – But eventually he’ll be mine.


      Edward pointed out, looking disappointed, but the attitude of Suruga was stubbornly haughty.


      He couldn’t oppose him, so he shrugged his shoulders and returned to the screen.


      『I guess it wasn’t a mistake to make this someone-kun an S-Rank, don’t you agree?』


      They heard the voice of Arlene from the speaker.


      There were no dissenting opinions. Not even from Lightning Empress. Nor Charles.


      They looked unpleased and annoyed with the view that was displayed, it was like a purgatory displayed on the screen.


      Everyone in this place understood that he was a genuine strong man among the strong ones.


      Haimura Moroha was the same kind as——


      Like Edward did so before.


      While it may be true that he told them so, it only got complicated when he was elated with success as if he had a demon by the neck.


      – Well, it’s painful to admit it without difficulty, but that doesn’t mean that I get how you feel.


      Edward cleared his throat with an *ahem*, looking unconcerned.


      And then, they advocated the prepared compromise.


      Moroha was acknowledged as an S-Rank.


      But they considered that he was still a student who had just woke up.


      Therefore, and until he had graduated, he will be only treated as a student, and they would watch attentively and considerately his growth.


      – ――so, are we doing that? He will have 3 years of postponed service so to speak.


      Edward spread both hands and looked around everyone to peek at their reactions.


      『Yeah, that sounds good. I’m in favor. I think that the tenderness of adults like those whose hearts aren’t broken like someone-kun of a while ago are also necessary』


      – Aren’t we being too lenient? Shouldn’t an S-Rank quit school right now and stand on the line? Or was the proposal of Edward-sama just recognized in name only?


      – Shut up. Are you in a position where you can give your opinion, Zhixin?


      – I don’t intent to do something that extravagant, Charles-sama! My impertinent remark went too far, I humbly request your forgiveness.


      Zhixin prostrated himself before him and withdrew his opinion.


      Charles and Vasilisa were pondering. Edward understood their thinking perfectly.


      In-name-only S-Rank was great.


      He was getting quite in high spirits, but it wasn’t funny to have his achievements and reputation exploited to the full.


      If he were to become useless in the time he was in the cradle called Academy――


      – I allow it. I can give my recognition of S-Rank to this guy if that’s the compromise plan.


      Charles accepted with a disgusted face.


      Vasilisa hasn’t answered anything, but this was a tacit understanding. It seemed that it would hurt her to recognize him by putting it into words.


      – Are you also okay with this, Andou?


      – Yeah, I completely agree. The strength of this guy, will sooner or later become mine, you know? Apart from that, I’m still a little sleepy. I lend this place to you, Edward.


      Suruga yawned greatly and fell asleep on the spot.


      Do you even know who owns this building? You didn’t even wait for an answer even though you said “lend this”.


      The big-shot that slept like a log with a perfect face as if he owned the place.


      Edward didn’t feel like reproaching him.


      – Anyhow, the agreement was decided! Then as such, everyone! The Six Head Conference is over, you may leave〜


      By clapping, he declared the decision before someone changed his mind.


      Charles got up and left the room quickly without saying goodbye.


      He had an attitude saying that he didn’t want to breathe in the same air despite having no use for them anymore and that he didn’t want to meet their faces as much as possible.


      – Wait, Charles. I have something to talk with you.


      Vasilisa glanced at Edward with a gaze full of hostility, then spoke with a coaxing voice that changed completely and went after the figure of Charles.


      The screen of the laptop went dark all of a sudden. Zhixin left while bowing repeatedly.


      The only ones who remained were Edward and the sleeping-like-a-log Suruga.


      The dispute of the conference fell completely silent, it was unbelievable.


      Edward resolutely put his weight on the back of the chair, he was exhausted.


      He felt like having a《beautiful maid》Angela to get her bring some black tea.


      – Achieving goals, huh…


      He talked to himself while sighing heavily.


      A postponed service. Barely an S-Rank.


      But, that was perfect for Moroha now.


      Even for Edward, it will be better from here on as he will fight shoulder-to-shoulder with him.


      Until they brought this compromise plan, he decided to negotiate tenaciously, but they ended up deciding that suddenly.


      He predicted that the conference would be a rough passage, he even thought that it would take three days.


      But actually it didn’t take more than three hours.


      It was unexpected during the Six Head Conference, it was also unexpected that Moroha travelled to a very small island where an unexpected Stronghold-class Metaphysical such as that incredible monster appeared to demonstrate the true strength of Moroha.


      – Actually, I was very lucky, no?


      He rested his chin in one of his hands and stared at Suruga who slept deeply and arrogantly on the floor.


      There was no answer.


      He didn’t wish for one.


      Because this was a monologue after all.

    

  


  


  


  
    Epilogue


    
      – I’m tired…


      – I’m tired…


      Moroha muttered while gazing at the sky with Satsuki.


      After he killed Fortress, the tensed thread was cut as one would expect, and fell on the Sandy beach.


      He couldn’t move and ended up forming the shape of 大.


      The fatigue had reached the extreme, and his body seemed to be getting loose due to too much overuse.


      But, it was somewhat pleasant.


      Was it because of a sense of accomplishment? Or maybe——because Satsuki was giving him a lap pillow?


      – Don’t your legs hurt?


      – Doesn’t Moroha’s body hurt?


      – Not at all, it’s wonderful and feels great.


      – That’s the same for me, I also feel happy even if my legs are becoming numb. Looks like I’m getting used to it.


      And they kept gazing at the sky while chatting as if they were love birds.


      The mist that was shrouding it since this morning and the clouds that were covering up the sky like a mist were clearing up as the day progressed.


      Aside from Moroha, the team members were also throwing their bodies all over the sandy beach.


      Everyone was hurt and was exhausted, but they had bright faces.


      The reserve corps who had withdrawn also returned and nursed those who were severely wounded using Dark Arts of healing and the like. Maya, who was the only one safe among the ones who participated in the battle, was also giving aid by making her small body run from here to there.


      – I’m tired〜.


      Haruka was also getting worn-out and came to where Moroha and Satsuki were.


      – You did your best〜. We did our best〜. I went around checking up on them, but I could confirm that everyone was safe〜. I’m glad〜


      She sat down unskillfully next to them.


      It was the reaction that her extreme tension loosened up, that even her tone of voice was getting much loosened.


      – Momo-senpai ran around and squeezed out her voice so that no one was isolated.


      Even if they said such thing, Haruka just ended up inflicting damage to herself with「I was just running. I did nothing important」but,


      – I’m happy we did our best〜


      Haruka seemed to be satisfied now, she threw her body down and put her head on the abdomen of Moroha.


      It was a heart-warming weight.


      Moroha managed to move his hand that wasn’t moving and patted her, she started to breathe calmly as if that felt good.


      – Ahaha, look, Moroha. The sleeping face of senpai is cute.


      He smiled together with Satsuki.


      It was a nice sleeping face that looked like it was reaching a warm and happy feeling that happened even to them.


      – Why are doing lewd things!?


      The annoying angry voice of Tokiko got there!


      When Haruka got up with “what?”, Satsuki raised her fingers and reproached her with「Shh! Shhhhh!」


      Despite that, Tokiko folded her arms while standing up and getting cocky,


      – Hmph. Ranjou, it seems you have prevented the annihilation of the Kuroma forces. I shall praise you for that today.


      –  I-it wasn’t much〜〜〜〜〜. To say that much〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜


      The moment she heard so, Satsuki scratched her head very embarrassed.


      – And for that, take a good break already. You worked hard. Now I’ll be the pillow of Haimura.


      – —— you had ulterior motives!?


      It was a trap when she thought that it was unusual for her to praise people. Moroha also revealed a dried laugh.


      – Rather than the lap pillow of a lass that looks like a stick, wouldn’t be better for Moroha to enjoy my voluptuous ass pillow? That should show you a good dream, no?


      His dry laughter wasn’t stopping.


      – That’s how things are, Ranjou. It’s the order of the vice-captain.


      – Shouldn’t you put an end to this excessive behavior, Kanzaki-kun? It’s the order of the captain.


      – Gyaaah!?


      Tokiko raised a strange voice as her head was grabbed by Isurugi from behind.


      When is she really going to learn her lesson, I wonder…?


      – However, Kanzaki-kun said some good things.


      While Isurugi constricted the head of Tokiko, he turned his eyes to Moroha and Satsuki.


      – The efforts of you two were tremendous today. I thank you on behalf of everyone.


      Even Isurugi was part of the mortal combat, but despite his look of deep fatigue and his tattered combat uniform, he tell them so and gave them his thanks.


      Moroha closed his eyes as if tasting the meaning of those words and Satsuki made a lively reply with「Yes sir!」.


      After that, Isurugi shrugged his shoulders and,


      – Still, even I don’t want to fight for the foreseeable future. We will negotiate with the Academy to extend the training camp so we can have perfect vacations.


      That would be the best reward.


      Moroha was delighted with that self-interested thought, then by stretching his shaking hands he did a high five with Satsuki.


      Shouts of joy came from all around the sandy beach.


      Isurugi raised one of his hands while dragging Tokiko with the other hand.


      – Yeah, but what do we do? I got a swimsuit for seven days only.


      – But that’s good, isn’t it? The second one you wore on the first day suited you very well, you know?


      – Y-you think so? If Moroha says so, then I’ll wear it again.


      Satsuki replied bashfully, she looked happy.


      Until the moment Moroha came running, her cuteness didn’t seem to be of the same very person, of the Shirogane girl who fought seriously to protect everyone and who supported the front lines alone by wearing gold prana.


      – It cleared away.


      Beyond the dazzling look of Satsuki, he found the sun that made its appearance thoroughly.


      It was reflected in the eyes of Moroha, as if both were shining without inferiority.


      – It’s terrible, it got cloudy again.


      It quickly got dark together with a mocking-like voice.


      It was because Shizuno made her appearance and covered Moroha.


      – Have you finished healing everyone?


      – Nope. But since a lot of energetic reserve corps were coming back, why aren’t you able to say to this blockhead to get some rest already?


      Shizuno sat down beside Moroha as if sandwiching him with Satsuki while showing a small dimple on her face.


      Since Haruka was also sleeping on the belly of Moroha, he gradually became cramped, but being surrounded by these girls didn’t feel bad.


      Moroha extended his hand, he was somehow putting strength into it.


      The side of Shizuno’s combat uniform was stained dark red.


      While Shizuno took that hand and guided it there to make sure of it by rubbing it,


      – I’m alright. It wasn’t that deep and I was treated by Maya-san moments ago as well.


      – Your complexion looks good, so it seems that you don’t have to worry about poison, Urushibara.


      – Ara? Weren’t you calling me Shizuno, Satsuki-san?


      – Gyaaaaaaaaaaa! I was in a hazy state so forget about it!


      – Ouch, ouch, this pillow is going crazy that it hurts.


      The upset Satsuki was being teased by Shizuno.


      Even though Moroha complained, his cheek became less tense.


      – Isn’t that pillow bad? Won’t this one be softer than that, I wonder?


      Shizuno led the hands of Moroha to ascertain the sensation of her properly voluptuous thighs.


      – Hey! Why are you saying things that even vice-captain would say!? And why are you seducing Nii-sama!? … Ah, I got enough, so whatever. I also got tired of shouting today, so do what you like. After all, Moroha is in this condition too, so.


      Although Satsuki was saying careless things, in reality Moroha didn’t have enough grip strength so even if he touched the thighs of Shizuno he couldn’t enjoy them at all.


      – Jeez. How useless.


      Shizuno said looking vexed, and let out a reckless action.


      She shifted the position of her body and leant forward as if covering the face of Moroha with her breasts.


      – Hmmmm…!


      Moroha was trying to protest but he couldn’t, his mouth was blocked.


      – Today’s weather is clear breasts.


      – Hmmmm…!


      He attempted to protest, so that she wouldn’t misrepresent this and to say that he didn’t know the reason, but he couldn’t, his mouth was blocked.


      On the contrary, his breathing was getting difficult, he was breathing in with all his strength, searching for oxygen.


      – Don’t move. And don’t breathe.


      – Hmmmm〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜!


      Even if he tapped and tapped with the strength he had now, they didn’t get that.


      It seemed that Moroha would die in agony from being sandwiched between the soft breasts pillows of Shizuno and the tender lap pillow of Satsuki.


      – I don’t like you either.


      Satsuki, who was being a hindrance for her and got irritated like always, was being super careless.


      Or more precisely, her voice sounded very drowsy.


      Was the weather getting better?


      Was due to the weather getting better!?


      – *Yawn*… somehow, when looking at the sleeping face of Momo-senpai, *long yawn*… … *yawn*… is everyone… asleep… because of today?


      – That’s a good idea, considering it’s coming from Ranjou-san. It gave me an unusual deep impression of you.


      – Nii-sama is truly a lucky person.


      – Today he did the best he could, so isn’t this a natural reward, I wonder?


      – Yeah, absolutely.


      – Aah, how cunning desu! Maaya will also go as soon as her work is done, so please wait desu!


      – Hmmmmm〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜!


      Fatigue was a thing that even took away human’s ability to think!


      Both Satsuki and Shizuno completely forgot about the existences of the「surrounding eyes」.


      Moroha encouraged his body that wouldn’t move and tried to escape from the girls.


      His prana began to overflow! It was the turn of his super strength.


      Even mana is fine! So please, help me!


      Despite he attempted mustering his strength while thinking so, nothing came out as if he ran out of gas.


      (Ah, this is bad… the sleepiness is too strong…)


      Because it was impossible, the fatigue came back all of a sudden.


      Moroha stopped thinking while his head was held between the breasts of Shizuno and the thighs of Satsuki.


      The four people who had odd postures, where even Haruka was mixed in, started to sleep while making sure to lie on top of one another.


      Moroha slept in this not-understandable-at-all situation that was a blessing somehow.


      After an incredibly insane fight that unfolded with an absurdly irrational enemy——


      This might not be such a preposterous rest.


      Hotel “The Langham” in London.


      Vasilisa had arranged a lodging in the Infinity Suite. It was a room that had a special gorgeousness in that famous narrow hotel of London.


      She threw off her fur coat as she entered the living room that had a distinctive circular shape.


      The rude footsteps echoed through the modern interior that didn’t seem to be an old shop that was established more than a century ago.


      There was no returning voice, the accelerated maidens picked up the clothing of the Empress as they trembled with fear.


      – Your return took more than expected. The conference, how was it?


      A close associate who had been reading on the sofa by the window raised his face. It was a strange man that was reading with blindfolds.


      – Some not-so-good things happened!


      Vasilisa let fall a lightning that was no different from her alias, the maidens shuddered up and fell prostrated on the spot.


      – Hihihi, it looks like it was a disappointing result, huh?


      – This nonsense has gone too far! To think that that guy was indeed the real deal, I can’t endure it, it’s more than frustrating!


      – Ooh, don’t make that worry you, Her Majesty. He’s a pitiable boy.


      The blindfolded man made the “cut your own throat” gesture.


      – Well, there’s still only a few people who know that Haimura is the real deal…. If we act rapidly, then he’ll be an S-Rank in name only as expected and the ignorance of Edward and the others who nominated him will become a laughable story… Don’t you agree?


      – It’s a good idea. How many people will you send? My recommendation is——


      – I decided it already. Come, man-eater!


      When Vasilisa called out to man-eater with a shrilling voice, the door between the two opened.


      – You even brought man-eater here? Hihihihi, you sure are being serious, no? Poor boy.


      While the blindfolded man convulsed in laughter, the one who showed up was――a girl.


      She was around 15 years old. Darkened silver hair that made them believe it was steel.


      There wasn’t even a single hint of waste in her movements.


      As if she was a tempered blade with the only purpose of stabbing a person to death.


      – You, go to Japan and devour that man!


      – As you command.


      When Vasilisa gave the imperial order, the girl responded immediately with an emotionless and plain voice like it was metal.


      She was a beautiful female assassin that Vasilisa kept as her strongest guard.


      Her trump card among the trump cards. A Savior that murdered Saviors.


      Vasilisa raised the corner of her eyes even more and yelled.


      – Your opponent is an S-Rank, so use the method that fits you the most! I shouldn’t say this until you have succeeded, but I’ll give you time to spend as much as you want with your family…. Use all that you have and show him the fear of Russia!


      While she yelled so, she glared at the pendant decorated with a black jewel that was hanging from the neck of the girl.
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