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  Prologue


  It’s a treasured sword.


  An infinite dry land, and a desert that runs boundlessly.


  And the key to ask the requirements to reach God’s stage.


   


   


   


  “Sir” Edward Lampard, Director-General of the White Knight Organization.


  He had an unexpected side as a composer.


  No, this was rather a《mask》that was superiorly well-known than his title as a representative of the White Knight Organization that couldn’t be officially announced.


  The White Knight Organization had established a year ago――it was the toughest time for Edward.


  Whenever the Metaphysicals made their appearance in his motherland, he had no choice but to fly wherever they were.


  The newly built Headquarters in England was full of deficiencies; problems and troubles occurred one after another.


  The Saviors under his command still needed to be trained by the green Edward himself.


  Moreover, the Russian Division and the French Division were constraining some things and quarrels on the brink of becoming disputes below the surface happened every day.


  Even as a soldier, as a coach who trained his subordinates or as the Head of one organization, he was extremely busy.


  On top of that, because he was really well known as a composer, requests of jobs that were waiting their turn came.


  At that time, the British Headquarters hadn’t yet won the trust of the government, the budget it was able to get was too low. Even if Edward threw his own funds in, the financial situation of the organization wouldn’t get better, he only had to continue working on his compositions if he wanted even a pound extra.


  Conflicts, politics and creations, he had to do all of that in one sitting, his mind was frequently about to explode.


  When he went to watch football while taking a break, the team he had been cheering for was now facing a series of defeats.


  I can’t help but drink alcohol! If he drank a heavy drink like a Scotch whisky, then his stress would increase because of his poor health.


  It was the worst vicious cycle of his life.


  That night too, his favorite football club lost against the rival team, so he gulped down beer as if he was being showered with it at a cheap bar, he shouted criticizing the club and got involved in a fight with customers due to differences of their opinions, but limited at such time, the last reason worked, he self-controlled with「I’m a Savior, it’ll be bad if I fight」and in the end he was furiously beaten up without resistance.


  Edward returned home while getting staggered due to being dead drunk and to the impact of the hits.


  Edward had his residence in Chelsea, a luxury residential area of London.


  The townscape looked old, it was filled with a darkened appearance somehow due to the modern buildings.


  The nights of London were gloomy. The foreigners were surprised that every store closed so early.


  Naturally, both cars and people were almost nonexistent, but Edward didn’t bother this or that person, he continued walking staggeringly here and unsteadily there.


  A little more and he would be at home――


  – Excuse me… are you Sir Edward?


  He heard the voice of an audacious man.


  When he looked at him, the man wore a first-class coat and stood under the streetlight, he was giving an insincere smile.


  A man of inconsistent impression. His attire was an appropriate thing for this city, but the person himself had a little lowly demeanor, or more precisely, the low-lying parts of the city were more suitable for him.


  As if he had borrowed the coat to produce such aura, like he was forcibly trying to blend in with the city.


  However, Edward didn’t care much because he was very drunk.


  – Aren’t you mistaking me for another guy?


  He tried to throw a lie as he turned his face away.


  It was a bother to be treated as a celebrity, and he didn’t want his face to be seen now by the man in front of him as it was full of bruises.


  – No, I’m not wrong. I’m your fan! Your autograph, please――


  The man felt around in his coat in a flustered state and took out a white handkerchief and a pen.


  The bottom part of handkerchiefs and T-shirts were often used as substitutes for square fancy cardboards used for autographs.


  (I guess it can’t be helped)


  Edward gave up. Since he was told so by a fan, he couldn’t afford to handle it roughly.


  He straightened his back as he tried to look good and showed intention of sign it.


  – Come on, give it to him.


  When the man said with a commanding tone, a very young girl appeared from the shadows.


  Till just now, Edward hadn’t noticed the little girl. Maybe it was because he was drunk, but the presence of the girl was awfully weak.


  Moreover, she made her head hang down, her expression couldn’t be seen with the unreliable light of the streetlight.


  She had become like a shadow during all this time she was approaching Edward.


  It wasn’t clear who this girl was.


  She wasn’t rising sound of footsteps, she was like a specter.


  Edward fixedly stared at such somewhat ominous little girl, but he didn’t care about it.


  His intoxicated and drunken eyes couldn’t read the subtle situation.


  He candidly received a handkerchief and a pen from the girl who came to his side right away.


  – To whom should I sign this?


  – “To my dear Elena”.


  The girl replied immediately as if she had completely supposed those words beforehand.


  When he listened to that voice, Edward shuddered.


  His drunkenness ended up being blown away in an instant.


  He kept an eye on the girl whose whole face was like painted with darkness because it was still unclear due to the poor light and quickly let the pen ran on the handkerchief on his palm.


  – Is this fine?


  Then, by pretending so she could confirm it well, Edward completely spread the handkerchief with both hands.


  Immediately after――


  The handkerchief was torn up from the center.


  The point of a blade appeared from the other side of the cloth, it tried to pierce Edward.


  Like I thought, huh. Edward clicked his tongue.


  He had vague fears that in reality this very young girl was an assassin.


  In the dead of the night, the torn handkerchief danced innocently.


  And then, the blood of Edward stained the paved ground….


  – Hi… hieeee. Hieeeeeeeee!


  The man in a coat fell into panic and screamed.


  Maybe he was unrelated to this little assassin.


  Maybe he was a punk, and a bad one, that was employed to be at her side to pretend being parent and child. A sudden violent crime happened, and he ran away while losing his head.


  In the meanwhile, blood spilled from the side of the stabbed Edward.


  – I give up… I didn’t plan to be careless, but…


  While pressing the opened wound, Edward let escape a voice that got hoarse.


  The tall man had retreated 10 meters to the back from where he was standing just now.


  As soon as he felt he was stabbed, he immediately retreated with all his might.


  He used teleportation or the way of Shukuchi――Ancestral Arts’ Light Technique Hagun.


  If Edward didn’t master this secret technique, he would have been stabbed.


  – ….


  The girl remained silent. After all, he couldn’t see her face in the darkness.


  But, signs of irritation could be seen in the gap from her gestures.


  It would be regrettable if she launched a surprise attack from a deadly distance and failed to kill him nevertheless.


  – What’s your name?


  Edward asked radiantly as he pressed down his side.


  The little girl maintained her silence like it was natural.


  However, the signs of irritation were getting stronger, like he was angering her.


  Edward was on the verge of a crisis, he whispered and made a sweet voice with boldness.


  – If you’re not going to answer, then should I call you by your nickname, “man-eater”?


  The alias of a famous assassin and whom the Russian Division was proud of.


  The little girl immediately made her body stiffen in alert.


  – Your English was very well trained. That’s a great deal for a kid. But, it’s a little tinted with Russian. I’m not showing off that I’m a composer, but I could understand so with my hearing.


  Edward revealed a triumphant air.


  – You were named by “Lightning Empress” to kill me, right?


  – I was told by Vasilisa Yurievna to ascertain the real strength of the “White Knight”.


  – Heee, you’re getting nervous. So, why don’t you try it? I’m very proud of my abilities though.


  – I’m stronger.


  – Ahhaha! See if you can catch an S-Rank like me with that arrogant attitude!


  As soon as he smiled reflexively, his wound hurt and knitted his brows in pain.


  – It wasn’t a minor thing for you to make me bleed, you know. And for that I’ll give you an A.


  Edward observed the girl once again as he wrinkled up the area between the eyebrows.


  She kept a stance with no gaps, it made her closely resemble a blade that finished its forging.


  Her weapon was a sword. It was getting wet with the blood of Edward and that made it rise up a sinister feeling.


  On the other hand, the brilliance of the prana she was cladded in wasn’t good enough.


  It was an eerie purple like the red of the blood mixed with dark indigo. He felt its ominousness, but he didn’t feel it powerful.


  When it was taken into consideration that the true strength of a Light Savior was ultimately decided by the size of the prana, the one of the girl was a nice C-Rank, but…


  – I immediately saw through your identity, that’s why I wasn’t negligent. Before I was stabbed I was guarding myself with Sun properly, you know?


  The reason he spread the handkerchief and purposely made a blind spot was to make her stab it.


  Although he induced an attack on the place that was strongly protected by Sun in advance and managed to stop the blow,


  – You easily went through me. That’s a bit incredible, isn’t it?


  He praised her with a whistle.


  Edward had the strongest prana in the world and had cheat-level defense techniques.


  The girl broke it splendidly, but for a Light Savior of that level it wasn’t seen like that.


  What kind of secret or trick was this?


  (If I think about in general, then it must be that, huh…)


  Edward strained his eyes again.


  The girl had――a sword.


  She made the sword blade drip a spurt of blood, now it was even more terrifying.


  And beautiful before charming.


  – The more I look at that sword, the better it gets. I feel something called status from it.


  It could be either the type of a famous cursed sword or holy sword. That impressiveness was probably the former.


  He saw that it had some kind of hidden evil power to break even his Sun.


  The only person in the world, she was the only that could manifest 《The Origin》.


  – In comparison, mine is just a shabby article, but――


  When Edward separated his hand from the wound, and stood up straight.


  Blood began to overflow again, but as the proverb said: you can’t solve a problem without making some sacrifice. She wasn’t an opponent he could fight while looking after his wound.


  This woman, a cursed sword user, was a true assassin who could assassinate the Head of the British Division.


  His long experienced battle perception was telling him so.


  The White Knight, the invincible legend, was already wounded by that person.


  It was too early to collapse due to excessive bleeding, but he had to open a way to defeat her before that critical moment.


  It had been a long time since such thrill. He was thrilled.


  – ――And please, don’t feel disappointed, okay?


  Edward pushed out to the front the hand that was stained with his own blood.


  And then, he manifested a sword, as if he was pulling it out from an invisible scabbard.


  The sword blade was long, its length was wide, it was a massive long sword that smashed up many demons.


  The blade reflected the moonlight like a big mirror.


   


  White Knight versus Man-Eater.


   


  A once in a lifetime mortal combat that was neither revealed nor remained in history had begun.
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  Chapter 1 - Elena Arshavina


  Summer vacation had ended.


  It was full of ups and downs, but when looking back at them, there were many happy memories for Haimura Moroha.


  September 1st was the opening ceremony. And today was September 2nd.


  Akane Academy’s second semester began normally.


  The scenery of mornings’ going to school. The crowd of students that climbed up the infernal hill in front of the academy gate.


  The voices of the friends chatting with one another could be heard everywhere, it was as lively as ever.


  It looked as if yesterday wasn’t enough to fully describe the events that happened during summer vacation.


  Moroha was also leisurely walking along the flow of such noisy people.


  The wind carried a weak cool air, it became a bit autumnal.


  The roadside trees had light brown tones in preparation for the autumn colors.


  This was a school life’s turning point, and also the transition of seasons.


  However, Moroha was doing things at his own pace without being frivolous.


  Natural Stance was an asset of his――rather than that, it was because he went to the Academy almost every day during vacations due to Strikers’ special training, so it was hard for him to feel relaxed compared to other students.


  When he was walking while yawning――


  He found the back of Ranjou Satsuki in front of him.


  She strangely had shrunk her body and was going to the Academy at an extremely slow pace.


  She wasn’t the same lively Satsuki he knew, the one who was full of energy even on her back.


  – Morning.


  Moroha caught up with her with a fast run and stood in line next to her.


  And then, he understood the reason about why Satsuki’s state was unusual.


  She was walking while reading a book.


  When Satsuki raised her head and noticed Moroha, she put a smile on her face and,


  – Doubraye uutora!


  She recited a mysterious language.


  – What kind of spelling game is this?


  – How rude, don’t treat me like I have dementia! It’s just『Good morning』in Russian.


  Satsuki showed the cover of the book she was holding in her hands like sticking it out.


  It was a textbook of daily conversation in Russian language.


  – Are you going on a trip or something?


  – No, that’s not it. Not now that our vacations are gone.


  She was right. Above all, Satsuki was a Striker’s reserve corps member, meaning that she didn’t receive long vacations.


  – It seems that a transfer student is coming to class 2 today.


  – Eh? To this Academy?


  Moroha felt doubt.


  It wasn’t a surprise if a transfer student arrived in the second semester of an ordinary school, but Akane Academy was the only Saviors’ training academy of Japan.


  From where? Under what circumstances? ――Moroha immediately understood when thinking all of that.


  The book in the hands of Satsuki was connected to it.


  – So this transfer student is an overseas student, right?


  – That’s correct! A girl is coming from Russia.


  – But she’ll be in the class next to us, isn’t she? Then this has nothing to do with us…


  – The practical hours combine everyone during the year, no? Japan is unknown for her and she has no friends yet, so she’ll probably feel uncomfortable. Wouldn’t be a problem if Sensei told us『Alright, you two make a pair』? That’s why I want to stand by her!


  – That feeling of loneliness, you understand it very well, huh?


  – That’s not true! I’m getting along with our Strikers-senpais!


  – Haha, my bad. Satsuki wanted to say she was being tender, isn’t she?


  When Moroha patted her head,


  – D-don’t treat me like a child, Nii-sama!


  Satsuki dyed her cheeks lightly while fretting.


  Although she had a small touch of self-assertiveness, Moroha thought that this unsolicited call for help for the sake of strangers was the virtue of his「Younger Sister」 .


  When Moroha separated his hand from her head, Satsuki showed a “don’t pull your hand away” expression on her face for an instant but she immediately changed it and started jogging.


  – Alright then, pakaa!


  – Eh? Why did you insult me all of a sudden?


  – It means『See you then』in Russian!


  Satsuki corrected him cleanly and ended up moving again.


  Despite wishing to go to the classroom together.


  – You――


  – Don’t tell me that you just want to speak Russian?


  – Owaah!?


  Moroha was horrified with the whispering voice that came from the back all of a sudden.


  When he turned back, Urushibara Shizuno was standing there before he knew like a ghost.


  A doll-like beauty. Today she also had a blank look on her face.


  Then, she pretended making a small dimple at a corner of her mouth.


  It was really very small, it couldn’t be spotted unless she was closely related with Moroha.


  It was a sign shown only when she was poking fun at others and when she was telling a joke.


  – The ears are Moroha’s weakness, aren’t they?


  Shizuno imitated his breathing as she showed a dimple on her face.


  – Wouldn’t anyone be surprised with that just now?


  Moroha closed his eyes partly and protested that this was bad for his heart.


  – More importantly, you heard the conversation of an oversea student, yes?


  – More importantly…?


  Moroha nodded and turned those same eyes-half closed towards Shizuno who continued as if nothing happened.


  – You mean if there are other Savior training academies in other countries too?


  –  Yes. Since both England and America… have lower levels than Akane Academy, the Divisions of each nation that are making future Saviors study abroad in Japan and are counting on this are many. I’m sure there were 8 people by now.


  Moroha grimaced upon hearing Shizuno’s explanation.


  – Why so abruptly?


  – Well… they were  trying to make me study abroad, but my wish was satisfactorily taken into consideration.


  She had recalled an unpleasant memory.


  The thing that Shizuno wanted to say was that she was forced to study abroad in England just a few months ago.


  What would have happened if Moroha wouldn’t have put his life on the line to impede it?


  – I see, you’re saying that I have to return the favor of that time, hmm?


  – I wasn’t saying so. If you were able to read people’s complexion so far, then understand mine properly, okay?


  Moroha was confused because Shizuno completely linked her arms with one of his arms all of a sudden, pushing her big, abundant breasts against him.


  Before he was bewitched by that fluffy feeling, he moved and ran away.


  Thereupon, Shizuno stopped bantering with him and,


  – All the transferred students that have come to Akane are pleasured that both the Academy traditions and Japan are comfortable.


  – Like Sophie-senpai, huh.


  He felt relieved while remembering about the third-year student from America who belonged to Strikers.


  – You should also become familiar with the foreign student coming today.


  Moroha said together with a smile,


  – I’m wondering, are you still half asleep, Moroha…?


  He couldn’t believe that that was pointed out by Shizuno.


  – But I did wash my face properly?


  – I don’t want to put a boke on top of another boke*.


  *TN: Boke is a funny man (of a comedy duo) where Tsukkomi (Straight man) also participates.


  Shizuno sighed very deeply like she was amazed,


  – She’s coming from Russia? And at this timing? Do you know what that means?


  She fixedly stared at him with suspicious eyes.


  Her eyes were full of vigor, like saying they were going to see through him until the depths of his heart and immediately remonstrate Moroha if he was impudent.


  Moroha turned the smile into a bitter smile and,


  – You’re saying that we must be careful because this might be a suggestion of that “Lightning Empress”?


  “Yare yare”, and he scratched his head.


  During summer vacation, the Six Heads aka the top of the White Knight Organization seemed to have a big heated argument over whether or not acknowledge Moroha as S-Rank.


  And one could say that the vanguard of the「Disapproving Moroha Group」was “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa Yurievna Mostovaya, Head of the Russian Division.


  – This may not be absolutely sure or that it’s decided to be like that, but isn’t it fine if you know it? Though I would be worried if you’re a peace idiot like Ranjou-san.


  – But I want to follow Satsuki’s attitude.


  – … what do you mean?


  The eyes of Shizuno became more and more severe.


  – Shouldn’t we take a friendly attitude at first? If that foreign student really planned something and is the assassin sent by Lightning Empress, shouldn’t it be fine if we deal with her only after she actually turned hostile?


  Moroha answered with a calm voice to persuade her.


  – That’s naïve. Because Moroha doesn’t know Russian Division’s dreadfulness――.


  – I don’t know how dangerous it is, but being unable to put my mind at ease is not a hobby of mine.


  Nevertheless, Shizuno didn’t understand, so he replied clearly this time.


  They walked puffed up with pride and resolution while passing through the academy gate.


  Shizuno was lost for words.


  She was just unblinkingly staring at his face while coming along next to him.


  Moroha never turned away his eyes nor did he change his opinion.


  Eventually, Shizuno vented a deep sigh and said in resignation.


  – Yeah, you’re that sort of person after all. It’s natural for you to lend a smiling heart, and that is okay. You don’t waver at all. I guess that’s what they call “true strength”.


  – You’re giving me too much credit, you know…


  Moroha did nothing but scratch his face.


  – I’m not that amazing, I’m just an ordinary guy who doesn’t want to make strife a reality.


  – Can you really say a thing like that? But because I’m weak, it’s absolutely necessary for me to be like a hedgehog towards something unknown, whether it’s dangerous or not.


  – Are you… perhaps being peevish?


  – I, who was extremely worried, is being stupid.


  The face of Shizuno that was like a Noh mask didn’t recognize it, but her tone of voice was sulking resolutely.


  – Sorry. And thank you, like always.


  – Words are fine but actions are better?


  Moroha smiled wryly and after he thought for a little――he held the hand of Shizuno gently.


  In regard to their surroundings, the students in the middle of going to school were numerous, he felt uneasy about them being ridiculed.


  But fortunately it seemed that nobody found them, so he entangled his fingers with her soft hand firmly.


  When Shizuno saw that, she was walking straight with the same nonchalant face, but her cheeks were slightly getting dyed with a cherry blossom color.


  – It’s fine if you do as you like. But, there’s something that I definitely want you to remember――


  Given that their hands were separated by Shizuno like she was satisfied, Moroha also did the same.


  He shook off the fragrant air and lent an ear to her, who was becoming mysterious.


  – It’s about the Russian Division, they don’t have a school that trains Saviors.


  – Then, how are they trained?


  – It’s not a school style, but it has a policy of employing military style’s severe, fighting techniques only. Moreover, they throw them out from their homes to the battlefield where they can’t even make a basic thing properly.


  – But then isn’t that contradicting White Knight Organization’s standard development?


  Moroha frowned.


  Because Saviors were, generally speaking, scarce and valuable and the White Knight Organization took good care of each and every one of them.


  Therefore, in the battles against the Metaphysicals, tactics of maximum safety were emphasized.


  They made battle formations comprised of properly trained Saviors then spent their time making cautious battles against them――that was the standard development.


  – It’s as Moroha says. The only one that is doing such an unreasonable thing is the Russian Division. That’s why I’ve heard that the Saviors over there haven’t had a peaceful death.


  – That’s cruel…


  – But, the real ones survive. Lightning Empress also has proclaimed that only the real deal should survive.


  It was an extreme and yet cruel, coldhearted elite of the elite doctrine that didn’t care in the least about their people.


  – Lightning Empress-sama may still be good but her subordinates are another thing, right?


  – Yes. That’s why all the Saviors of Russian Division seem to be broken in some respects. The reason why Akane Academy is passionate about education is because it sees the worst case scenarios.


  – That story left me disgusted…


  That was the honest impression of Moroha.


  Shizuno nodded with a serious look.


  – The foreign student that came today, is she also coming from that disgusting Division?


  Moroha reacted to Shizuno’s advice seriously.


  That thought ran when they haven’t seen the foreign student yet, then headed to the entrance of the school building.


  (This conversation resembles Edward’s moment, but I had enough of it…)


  If it was fighting against Metaphysicals that attacked people, then it was worth doing so.


  But if it was between humans where politic conflicts were involved, then things like that absurdity had a limit.


  Moroha opened the shoe locker even though he was fed up.


  Only his eyes were blinking in surprise, his body stiffened.


  He stared inside the shoe locker.


  – What’s wrong?


  Shizuno noticed the situation and looked into the Moroha’ shoe locker from the side.


  A thing was with Moroha’s indoor shoes――


  It was a writing paper.


  It had a practical and persistent cold design.


  – Wait, is that a love letter?


  – Or perhaps a duel letter?


  Moroha took the writing paper that wasn’t elegant at all in his hands.


  This was written inside when he opened it.


  I like you.


  I want to talk to you.


  I want to meet you right now, so I will be waiting at the back of the first martial arts stadium.


  It was no more than those three brief lines.


  It was polite but formal, or more precisely, the strokes of the brush written in it weren’t girlish.


  – … it really is a love letter-ish.


  Moroha only told Shizuno that it was a breach of manners to show her a letter that he received from someone.


  – It’s also a very old-fashioned person, don’t you think?


  – It doesn’t have a sender’s name… but I thought that only a guy in a manga would do something like this.


  Moroha had never heard of that till now, a story where someone actually hid a love letter in his shoe locker.


  – I’m not surprised at all that Moroha is popular, but this surely surprised me.


  – Well, you could be more surprised, honestly.


  He was embarrassed when he was told a thing like popular, since this was the first time in his life receiving a love letter.


  – So? Are you going to reply to her?


  – … it would be better to do so, no? I don’t feel like ignoring her.


  – Yeah, I don’t want Moroha to feel guilty about that thing either.


  The meeting will only be a meeting, Moroha had decided to try finishing it amicably.


  However, why is the other party impatient? She was so impatient that she wanted to meet him right now.


  Fortunately, he had time till morning’s homeroom.


  – Go to the classroom ahead of me.


  Moroha told her so and tried to part from Shizuno.


  – Oh? But I’m also going?


  Shizuno quickly grabbed his sleeve.


  – Isn’t that bad for the other party? Have some delicacy.


  – The other person is in the wrong. This will be like saying Moroha belongs to me.


  Shizuno said it clearly, but with a nonchalant expression.


  (Hmmm. What a time for Shizuno to be stubbornly persistent…)


  Moroha felt bitter.


  It didn’t matter what kind of person the sender was, this was going to be a confession while being peeped by a third party. Poor girl.


  Moroha, as a last resort, begged to the owner of the hand he wasn’t grasping.


  – I’ll tell you everything without hiding anything. So why don’t you let me go alone?


  – I guess it can’t be helped if you go so far to say so.


  Shizuno let go of his sleeve, she seemed to be convinced.


  – By the way, since we’re telling a lie, won’t that instigate Ranjou-san?


  – She sure is complicated, isn’t she?


  Moroha was about to burst into laughter but when he imagined so, he was really scared that he even ducked his head.


  He parted from Shizuno now and headed to the first martial arts stadium.


  Since there were no students using the martial arts stadium at this hour, the flow of people was the opposite of growing.


  (What kind of girl is she…?)


  He had that thought in his mind but he eliminated it immediately. The clues were none, nothing came to his mind.


  He walked energetically for a while and arrived at the back of the martial arts stadium.


  It was a completely blind spot from the school building side, it wasn’t popular at all.


  He was thinking that this was the route of a prank――but a female student was standing up straight there.


  It was a girl with darkened silver hair, that color closely resembled steel somehow.


  There were no signs of her being bored. She gently closed her long-slit eyes and waited calmly in that place as if she was a millennium standstill mineral.


  Her attitude was good and her standing figure was beautiful.


  Moroha also tried to stand up straight, but Moroha’s stance was something like「a large tree that grows naturally towards the sun」and the female student’s stance gave the impression of「a brass pole that was forged into a cylindrical mold」


  Only a black gem hung from her neck, though it didn’t give the feeling of being cosmetic or decoration. And that made it stand out too much. And more than her being Caucasian with an abundant chest.


  A girl who was neither an acquaintance nor Japanese.


  – Haimura Moroha. I thank you for coming here.


  However, she greeted him using a fluent pronunciation of Japanese.


  Even with her eyes still closed she sensed Moroha’s presence.


  Then, those eyes were opened.


  Extremely――grim eyes came in sight.


  Those were wary and frank eyes like saying that nothing can be trusted in this world.


  A one-in-a-million beautiful woman that was more than one deserved, the best of the best.


  Even though Moroha was startled, he put himself on guard towards the girl that glared at him with a grim look in her eyes.


  – Hey umm, are you perhaps the Russian student that is coming here from today?
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 – Yes. My name is Elena Arshavina. I was called Leshya in the Russian Division.


  – Well then… Leshya? This is the first time we meet today, right?


  – Yes. I was waiting while simulating all sort of things in my head like if you were able to deal with any kind of person immediately.


  – You’re saying then that this love letter was a trap to lure me out of school?


  Moroha asked while sarcastically thinking that this was the classic means anyway.


  He received advice to pay attention by Shizuno not long ago about someone precisely like her, and since she was glaring at him with very wary expression like this, he couldn’t say a careless thing.


  Moroha was a pacifist but not a guy with a principle of nonresistance.


  She――Leshya took a step forward.


  Moroha grabbed the ID Tag of his bosom.


  It was to make sure he could unsheathe Saratiga at any time.


  – …


  Leshya didn’t say anything, she slowly reduced the distance with 2, 3 steps.


  And then ――she stopped her feet in front of the engagement distance of Moroha’s sword――as if she knew it very well.


  If she really knew it, then her skill was formidable.


  Both prana and Light Techniques were unrelated to this, she wasn’t a Shirogane, she was a master of martial arts.


  Moroha stared at her so as to not miss even a movement of her fingers.


  But in reality, Leshya,


  – That letter was not a trap.


  Just moved her lips.


  – I just fell in love with you at first sight.


  – It’s not love at first sight after you’ve sent a love letter!


  Only that thing made Moroha confused, it caused him to retort with all his might.


  She was a fearsome woman.


  He was amazed, to the point she made him feel exhausted.


  – I heard from a certain reliable information that in Japan it is a custom to hide love letters in shoe lockers when students propose a relationship to the opposite sex. However, my research was insufficient, maybe I miscalculated the manners by a small portion. If that is the case――


  – No, hold on. Wait. Certainly it’s old-fashioned, but the manners weren’t incorrect.


  – In that case, my love was transmitted to you correctly. Then hang with me, Haimura Moroha.


  – That’s not the problem here…


  – If so, then what do you say is the problem?


  Leshya stared at him with eyes full of wariness.


  – That’s not the face of a maiden that is already in love, don’t you think? What are you planning?


  Moroha shook his head with yare yare.


  In the end, the concern of Shizuno was correct?


  The Russian Division bear Moroha in mind and dispatched this girl?


  – Naturally, I’m hiding a plan in my heart.


  – What?


  – I’m planning to be your girlfriend and having frequent dates with you.


  – I’m sorry. I’m bad at Russian jokes.


  – This is not a joke. I am serious.


  Leshya declared while staring at Moroha with whom she was exchanging words with the same grim look in her eyes.


  The sweet air was no longer present.


  If he was a timid man, then he would have run away a long time ago from that confession. Confession?


  (The second semester rapidly became an unthinkable thing, huh)


  Moroha could only scratch his head.


  Leshya continued glaring at him in silence. She was waiting for his reply.


  If he were not to answer, then she would definitely not withdraw. She had that conviction.


  (I guess I have no choice)


  Moroha prepared himself.


  – Sorry. Leshya is pretty much unknown to me, so I can’t be your boyfriend.


  He couldn’t search for sincere words other than to clearly reject her.


  Now it was time to wait for Leshya’s reply while he prepared himself.


  Honestly, he couldn’t predict what kind of reaction she was going to have.


  In the first place, he doubted that it was love at first sight.


  He peeked at her appearance for a short while and――Leshya turned her eyes to the side for the first time.


  She dropped her shoulders, she was cladded in dark prana similar to a dark cloud,


  – I want to die…


  She muttered a disturbing line.


  – Huh…?


  It was so disturbing that he was hit by that surprise. Moroha couldn’t understand what he was told right away.


  – I was rejected by Haimura Moroha. That’s why I want to die.


  Leshya explained with sincerity.


  In the meanwhile, she kept her eyes looking away and her shoulders were still dropped and dispirited.


  (She’s kidding… right? But I can’t see that…)


  Certainly, the aura that ended up hanging up to the neck in the moment when she took her eyes off.


  It was leaking out prana.


  – It’s no good to treat your life shabbily.


  – But I ended up being rejected by Haimura Moroha. I am depressed. I shall die.


  – ….


  Moroha became speechless.


  He strongly thought about what he should say to her while sweating cold sweat.


  Because if he made a mistake with his answer, this woman was really going to die!


  He thought fervently… there was only one thing, then words came into his mind.


  That was to use the classic technique when a love letter was hidden in the shoe locker.


  This may also be able to oppose classic techniques.


  Moroha made a sound with his throat with nervousness and suggested with a trembling voice.


  – … don’t you want to start as friends?


  Leshya glared at him again.


  Her shoulders went up and the cloud was cleared up.


  – Thank you, Haimura Moroha.


  She presented her hand with an impeccable movement.


  – I cannot afford to die and leave my younger brother behind. So, thank you for showing me your kindness.


  Moroha felt relieved when he was told so with an overly serious expression.


  Then he shook hands with Leshya.


  Her palm was sufficiently warm.


  Thanks to that, he could finally believe that this hard-to-understand girl was a human just like him.


  (I really… didn’t think… it would become an odd thing like this)


  Even when Shizuno told him to be careful, she probably didn’t mean something like this.


  Until merely just now, and despite he has wondering how the second semester had started without having any changes in particular, why something like this had to happen?


  Moroha couldn’t help but expect the start of new troubles as he looked at Leshya with whom he was shaking hands and said「my bound to fall-in-love companion」very wary.


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


  Normal lessons resumed from today.


  In the morning there was regular study and classroom lecture for Saviors, then they had lunch break and practical special training from the afternoon.


  All the students of the four first-year classes were gathered.


  Moroha also headed to the first martial arts stadium where he changed his clothes to his combat uniform in the changing room.


  He was a little bummed out and that was because he completely predicted that a strife was going to occur after this.


  A large number of first years have already gathered inside the martial arts stadium.


  The students of class 1, 3 and 4 were strangely nervous.


  Every time someone entered the martial arts stadium, their gazes flooded the entrance.


  And they got disappointed when it wasn’t the targeted person.


  And then among them, the most nervous girl――


  – That foreign student, she’s so late!


  Satsuki showed her animosity, her legs were shaking.


  – That doesn’t mean you have to get so angry like that…


  Moroha went to her side and chided her, but Satsuki didn’t calm down.


  On the contrary,


  – Is calming down an impossible order for you?


  Even Shizuno who was with Satsuki made a belligerent claim.


  Moroha sighed stealthily.


  He promised Shizuno to give her a report without hiding anything about the events of this morning’s love letter.


  And Moroha fulfilled so during lunch break.


  Shizuno informed Satsuki who quickly attacked as soon as she heard it.


  The result was her current state.


  – She sure has some nerve to confess to Moroha immediately after changing school! This I is going to test how far she can survive!


  – That’s right, that questionable talk went too far.


  – Why don’t you become friends? That would be great in the end, no…?


  – That’s completely impossible!


  – Not that Satsuki was saying that she wanted to get along with foreign students? Where did that resolution go?


  – Well, the situation is constantly changing! Doing something like confessing to Moroha while disregarding me, your little sister. That’s the same as a declaration of war, don’t you think!? This is a clear infringement of sovereignty!


  – How exaggerated…


  Moroha was with eyes-half-closed, but when Satsuki lost her cool, she was beyond help anyways because she was doing the same incomprehensible words and rash actions over and over again.


  – Should I also help, Ranjou-san?


  At that moment, Shizuno brought down her usual teasing and stopped cooling her motivation and decided to encourage her just for today only.


  And then――


  Finally, the person they were waiting for showed up at the entrance of the martial arts stadium.


  Leshya.


  For some reason, she didn’t wear her combat uniform, she was still in her uniform.


  She was swinging impeccably her toned and properly trained limbs, walked the corridor and went through below the studying seats.


  Her slender and yet big chest was swaying rhythmically. The black gem that hung from her neck also swayed.


  The noise of the students who saw her for the first time was so high that it reached the ceiling.


  A lot of students got very curious just by observing the foreign student who came from Russia.


  But, two persons were not like that.


  Satsuki squared her shoulders and Shizuno had cold eyes as Leshya drew near them.


  – If you don’t stop it.


  Moroha chided her, but he wasn’t able to get her listen to that as expected.


  – Zdoraas toviche!


  It was probably Russian, but Satsuki called out to her with a hasty learned broken language.


  However, Leshya,


  – Hello. Nice to meet you.


  – !?


  She returned a greeting in a fluently pronounced Japanese, Satsuki obviously flinched from that.


  – Were you planning to outshine my first move with that!?


  In the end, she snapped back at her arbitrarily.


  Leshya didn’t answer anything, she just turned eyes like she was appraising Satsuki.


  – Are you the foreign student that confessed to Moroha?


  Satsuki had become an expert at glaring at people, and asked her with a threatening and effective voice.


  Due to the scandalous information, members of the onlookers caused a commotion.


  – If by 『Confessed』you mean 『Confessed』, then yes, it was me.*


  *TN: Satsuki was employing a colloquial version of confessed, “コクった” while the normal is “告白した” though the first term is directly used for this while the latter can have other meanings.


  Leshya also became an expert at that behavior and replied head-on.


  Even if she was drawing closer to Satsuki all of a sudden, she wasn’t feeling nervous at all.


  She glared back at her with very wary grim stare.


  She was able to get even more support due to the scandalous information, the members within the curious onlookers were causing even more commotion.


  – Why Haimura again?


  – A Nordic beautiful woman… just like a fairy…


  – His popularity reaches even global standards. To hell with this era!


  Those were the voices of jealousy from the young men.


  – Seriously? Another formidable enemy again?


  – A Scandinavian beauty… she has long legs and her waist is above average…


  – Even though she’s that really thin, her breasts are big. As expected of a Caucasian.


  Those were the voices of resentment from the young girls.


  In the martial arts stadium where a deeply held resentment whirled abruptly, the two beautiful girls faced each other as if no one else but they existed there.


  – By the way, who are you?


  – I’m Ranjou Satsuki. I’m the little sister of Moroha, you better remember that!


  Satsuki gave her name while getting cocky as she put her hand on her waist as if threating her.


  She was getting angry.


  – So Haimura Moroha had such a cute little sister? I feel jealous.


  – T-that’s right～❤. Stop, I’m feeling embarrassed～ Even though it’s true ❤.


  *Deren*


  *TN: I have absolute no idea what does this mean. Another unknown SFX for me.


  The eyes of Satsuki that were getting angry collapsed in an instant.


  – You don’t need to feel embarrassed. When looking objectively at you, I think your physical appearance is cute.


  – N-no mo～～～❤ Westerners are totally troubling because they’re straightforward ❤❤❤.


  Satsuki writhed in pain by making her body twist around due to such unbelievable high praise.


  – *Ahem*.


  – *Gasp*


  However Shizuno, who was watching the situation, took a step backward and coughed. Satsuki came to her senses with that.


  – Hey, I didn’t come here to get your praises! You get that? And when you confess to Moroha, it’s no good unless you go through me first. Understood?


  – In other words, what you want to say is that my greeting was insufficient?


  – If you get that completely, then regarding Moroha――


  – Please give me your older brother. Please.


  Leshya requested a handshake and presented her right hand.


  – See? When you ask poli――ah, that’s not the problem, you idiot!


  Satsuki screamed and hid her right hand to protect it.


  – In that case, then can I be the lover of Haimura Moroha?


  – There’s no way I can let you do that! Because Moroha is mine.


  – I see, this means you are the owner of the “Brother complex”.


  – You weren’t even trying to understand with such superficial words!? The relationship between Moroha and I is more dense and complex than of a couple!


  – What you are saying is weird. In Japan, marriage between brother and sister should be prohibited by law. Nevertheless, it is impossible to build a close relationship than a couple.


  – Thaaat’s whyyy I’m telling you that a shallow person like you can’t understand our relationship! If we feel like it, we can get married as much as we like.


  Satsuki laughed loudly, but why was she so much triumphant about it?


  Leshya, on the other hand, suddenly turned her body away from Satsuki.


  It was an abrupt reaction.


  Satsuki stopped laughing loudly, she got suspicious.


  – What is it?


  – I am not going to speak with you anymore.


  – B-but why!?


  – You have been throwing thoughtless words from the beginning. I am not going to lend an ear to such absurdities. And you were also in the most part ridiculing a stranger like me. That is something that happens even in this country.


  – Wait wait wait wait a minute! It’s not like I’m particularly bullying you!


  Satsuki suddenly and precipitately weakened when she was treated as a bully all of a sudden.


  She tried to persuade her by behaving modestly, but Leshya continued ignoring her.


  – … what are you doing?


  Shizuno lost her temper and finally came to the front.


  She simply pushed Satsuki aside with「Step aside, stupid girl」and confronted Leshya.


  Shizuno presented her hand with coldhearted eyes and her same cold, blank expression.


  – Nice to meet you. My name is Urushibara Shizuno. And you are?


  – Nice to meet you. I am Elena Arshavina. In the Russian Division I was called Leshya.


  Leshya once again took an upright stance towards the newly appearing Shizuno.


  They shook hands. The first meeting, the picture of the beautiful Japan and Russia’s exchange.


  However, the temperature in the martial arts stadium dropped two, three times and the feeling of tension enshrouded them.


  – What were you ordered to do by the Russian Division? What’s your intention by getting close to Moroha?


  She went straight to the point.


  – Investigation? Persuasion? Kidnapping? Or――assassination?


  The biggest commotion of today arose among the students.


  Even those who weren’t really curious onlookers yet couldn’t ignore the questions of Shizuno.


  During the summer vacation, it wasn’t made public that there were troubles in the Japanese Division with Lightning Empress. However, it was already well-known among first years that the Russian Division and Japanese Division were like cats and dogs. They heard that the political opponent had sent a foreign student, but it seemed that not one but two people were feeling dubious.


  The many gazes flooded those two people.


  – There is no argument in your words. For that reason I won’t object them anymore.


  As she held the hand of Shizuno, Leshya glared at her with even more wary eyes.


  However, Shizuno didn’t falter to something like that.


  – Is Elena-san a Shirogane? Or a Kuroma? What’s your rank?


  – I have no reason to answer you.


  – Oh? Even though we’ll know it immediately once the practical lesson begins?


  – I will say nothing about my personal data, as this was included in the talks between the Russian and Japanese Divisions.


  – Though what you’re saying is getting more and more suspicious? I wonder if you are self-aware of that.


  – About the impressions you are having, you are free to have them.


  – So, what you are saying is that no matter how much I distrust Elena-san, I don’t need to feel guilty about it?


  – I am saying that that is something you don’t know about me.


  The two girls exchanged sharp tongues with a calmed tone of voice while handshaking.


  That’s right, the war of words of the two was calm, and yet, the vigor loaded in it was like a blade that would cut you if you touch it.


  Shizuno’s tone of voice was like an ice sword.


  Leshya’s tone of voice was like a steel blade.


  They made shiver the spine of the listeners.


  The curious onlookers were reducing the commotion like they were cooling down.


  Satsuki had already caught her breath, she could do nothing but watch attentively the two girls.


  Shizuno’s penetrating cold gaze and Leshya’s dangerous gaze collided with each other as if it was a fierce battle of their eyes.


  The mood had closed so no one was allowed to come near the two who were like standing in an arena of ice and steel.


  Then right in the midst of that――


  – Hey. Let’s drop this here, alright?


  Moroha speedily and without delay slipped into there.


  He took the hands of the girls that were closed tightly very naturally. They were stiffening them, but he loosened the still hardened hands.


  – Moroha has the intention of supporting Elena-san?


  Shizuno glanced at him with reproach.


  (If this gets too tensed, then it may get out of hands)


  He had such thought and proceeded to mediate.


  Instead of saying something with his mouth, Moroha rubbed the hand of Shizuno that was still stiffened.


  It seems his feelings were transmitted, the cheeks of Shizuno were tinged with red.


  She was embarrassed, it was unusual.


  – Leshya was also in the wrong.


  When Moroha apologized instead of her, Leshya moved her neck to the left and right.


  – It is not like I care about it. More importantly, it made me happy that you came to defend me. Isn’t this what Japanese people call『dere』 ?


  – But that’s not dere though?


  Moroha was confused with what this girl had brought up all of a sudden.


  On the other hand, there was Satsuki, who remained unsatisfied.


  – Onii-sama is a cheater! A youkai womanizer!


  – A youkai womanizer…?


  *TN: Youkai means monster, apparition, ghost, etc.


  – Is that Russian girl so good!? So much that you’ll dump us!?


  – Why are you making this conversation jump from one extreme to another …?


  – Ranjou Satsuki. It is no surprise that you are jealous. However, I have heard that love is cruel sometimes. I would like you to forgive me, please. And I want you to accept me.


  – Leshya, please don’t add fuel to the fire.


  – You say that without shame, huh? And yet, it’s not like you like Moroha even a bit, right?


  – I told you already to not strike back every single time, Shizuno. That’s not like you.


  However, the quarrel of Satsuki, Leshya and Shizuno didn’t show an end at all.


  They completely excluded Moroha and continued quarreling.


  – I do not understand why my foundation is being denied. It was strictly love at first sight.


  – Love at first sight is an unacceptable answer!


  – It’s as Ranjou-san says. Though can I ask you why is that you fell in love with him? If Elena-san really fell in love with Moroha, then that should be answered, yes?


  – Why is that you like Moroha, Urushibara Shizuno?


  – …………..I don’t dislike anything about him.


  – I think that is not an answer either?


  – Kuh….


  – As for me, as for me, I like Nii-sama’s look, I like Nii-sama’s kindness――


  – Isn’t Ranjou-san’s fondly speech being a stone in the shoe since nobody is paying attention to it now?


  The quarrel of the three girls was heating up more and more.


  Contrasting with that, the temperature of the curious onlookers was cooling off.


  – What’s happening here? This is not your usual scene of carnage.


  – I lost interest because it’s about Haimura.


  – Die already.


  The hatred of the young men were heard from everywhere.


  (In what way do I settle this…?)


  Moroha had no choice but to endure this headache alone.


  The God of Salvation appeared walking in the passage from the entrance of the martial arts stadium.


  He was Tanaka Tarou, the person in charge of the first-year classes,


  A man with an unappealing appearance in his forties.


  His unfashionable hair parted to one side and his old-fashioned black glasses strengthened that impression even more.


  However, his figure evidently looked like a Savior for Moroha.


  – Hahaha, immediately after I heard a loud voice outside, I assumed it was Ranjou-san.


  While Tanaka smiled bitterly, he immediately called out to the students to begin classes.


  The students that were looking at the lover’s quarrel of Satsuki, Shizuno and Leshya, the bloodshed and the strife also started gathering excitedly.


  – Tsk. You barely escaped from death.


  Satsuki clicked her tongue without charm and Leshya threw a sharp parting threat with no innocence while they sheathed their swords for the class.


  With this, this「Little Sister」was an honor student overflowing with determination.


  When Satsuki was distant from Leshya’s spot, Shizuno shrugged her shoulders as if she looked daunted, then followed Satsuki without saying anything.


  The case was solved, somehow. Moroha took a breath with a feeling of relief.


  Then he turned to face Leshya,


  – I sincerely sorry. Those girls aren’t really bad people. … But Satsuki made things a little worse with “Onii-chan”, and sometimes she has that bad habit where I’m strangely exclusive to her. … In the case of Shizuno, she honestly doesn’t seem to hold ill preconception towards Leshya.


  – I am sorry. Because I only want to take seriously the things that nobody but you say. However, I can’t understand what you are saying.


  Moroha tried to go after Satsuki and Shizuno, but Leshya ended up waving her neck to the left and right and said overly serious gesture.


  – Exclusive people, people that come in contact with other people with prejudice, why is that I am unable to understand that they aren’t『Bad girls』?


  – Aah. Is that so?


  Moroha scratched his head.


  He was a little embarrassed――but he strengthened his resolve and explained in more detail while bearing it.


  – Satsuki seems to like me, her older brother, way too much, she doesn’t want her beloved Onii-chan to be stolen and she had thrown numerous tantrums because of that.  About Shizuno, well, she’s actually worried because the Russian Division is kind of treating me like an enemy and also feels the same towards Leshya who came from the same Division because she may have the intent to kill me. That’s what rooted in both of them, so more than hating Leshya, they――


  – I finally understood.


  Leshya nodded deeply, blocking the words of Moroha who didn’t know how much he had explained.


  – In short, it means that you are very treasured by them. I envy you so much.


  Moreover, he was returned such unashamed, direct words that made him feel embarrassed.


  (A fairly amount of resolution will be needed to get along with this girl)


  It had been a few hours since they met, but that made Moroha able to understand Leshya’s nature.


  Her personality was poor at guessing the subtleties and hidden things of most expressions.


  That’s why she herself had that straightforward way of speaking.


  He didn’t know if it was only Leshya or the difference between Japanese and Russian cultures. However, the other party felt a little confusing for the Japanese Moroha whose virtue was modesty.


  In any case, he was able to follow Satsuki and Shizuno.


  And then, the class teacher of class 2 also came to the martial arts stadium and beckoned to Leshya.


  Leshya assented and went to follow him.


  The class teacher of class 2 raised his voice to the students.


  – Rally up everyone! Listen to me a bit before class begins――


  It was time for Leshya’s self-introduction.


  The students from class 1 to class 4 sat down in places they wanted then the class teachers of the four classes stood up in front of them.


  Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno gathered together and sat down.


  Leshya stood in the middle of the teachers,


  – My name is Elena Arshavina. In the Russian Division I was called Leshya.


  She self-introduced without an ounce of friendliness while having the same grim look in her eyes.


  This was the third time Moroha have heard it.


  This could be a “rite of passage” for a transfer student, but since Leshya had to do this a number of times, she was getting tired of it. However, she didn’t show such behavior at all, she just said so indifferently.


  She really repeated it indifferently like an audio recording being played.


  Then, girls of some of the classes raised their hands and asked.


  – The Russians have patronymic, right? Or that doesn’t go for Leshya-san?


  It was rather a question where if it was the usual, then Satsuki would have taken the initiative.


  When Moroha shifted his attention to his side with a fleeting glance, Satsuki abruptly turned her face away.


  But while she swung her twin tails,


  (About patronymics, Russians add their father’s name to their surnames in addition to their ordinary surnames)


  She taught him with a low voice the bit of knowledge she was studying in advance.


  Even though she was still displeasured, she didn’t forget the meddlesomeness. That was charming for Moroha.


  (For example, if her father is Sergei-san, then she would become Elena Sergei Arshavina?)


  (No, in that case it would be Elena Sergeivina Arshavina)


  The name culture felt a little complex for the Japanese Moroha.


  In the first place, even if Elena’s nickname had become「Leshya」, it didn’t seem that he understood what he understood.


  Anyhow, Leshya replied with honesty the question she got from that girl.


  It was a shocking line of hers with a stiff tone like metal.


  – I don’t have a patronymic. The reason is that I am an orphan, there was no father in my life.


  A commotion occurred right there.


  The expression of Satsuki who was feeling ill-humored changed into a very affected one.


  It was an unreasonable talk because she didn’t remember at all her parents she lost 8 years ago.


  That’s why, for this reason,


  – Arshavina’s last name is just the name of the orphanage where I grew up.


  When they saw that Leshya spoke with no emotion at all, they wanted to consider carefully their own intentions.


  *Silence* ――And.


  The martial arts stadium fell completely silent.


  – You don’t need to be sympathetic. I have my dear younger brother, it’s not that I don’t have a single relative.


  Even when Leshya continued explaining, the depressed atmosphere didn’t recover.


  (Y-you’re kidding me? Isn’t she herself a brocon?)


  Satsuki fired mumbling, hateful, but completely lifeless words.


  – Ah… is there anyone else who has a question to Arshavina-san?


  Tanaka looked around the students while feeling a little awkward.


  Hands were raised from nowhere and by no one.


  – Alright, let’s start the class. During summer vacation, everyone started a subject, a basic training to enhance both prana and mana, but today you will show the results.


  All presents stood up with Tanaka’s signal.


  The Shiroganes extracted prana from the gates dwelling in their bodies and wore it.


  The Kuromas molded their mana and covered their surroundings with it.


  On the right side of Moroha, Satsuki was cladded in her proud golden prana.


  Unlike other students, not only her hands and feet were covered, but also her whole body though lightly.


  It was thanks to Strikers’ intense training that took place during the extended holidays and her own diligent efforts.


  Of the seven gates that led to divinity, Satsuki was already able to open six of them――right hand, left hand, right feet, left feet, the glabella and the point below the navel.


  Depending on the situation, there were times where she could only open five gates, but it seemed that she was in good shape today.


  Among the roughly 120 first-year students, there were only two or three that opened four gates, so Satsuki’s further growth drew the attention the most.


  – Like I thought, the ones acknowledged by Strikers are different, huh.


  – The reserve corps members aren’t someone to be trifled with.


  – Cool.


  Voices of admiration were heard from here and there.


  Satsuki’s ears were getting bigger like the ears of Dumbo when she listened to those voices, and that also made her cheeks feel proud.


  As soon as the color of the prana of her whole body faded,


  (Don’t forget Na-tu-ral Stance)


  Moroha poked her relaxed cheek.


  (I-I know that, 100%)


  Satsuki said so, but because her face was idling, he wasn’t persuaded by her.


  Well, her efforts were rewarded, she was happy that they were noticed by others. She couldn’t help it.


  Moroha felt pleased and looked at the growth of Satsuki mixed with a bitter smile.


  On the other hand, and to the left of Moroha, Shizuno was cladded in mana.


  It was very inferior to other students, it was just a poor excuse of her seeming languidness.


  During summer vacation, she battled Fortress by firing powerful Dark Arts than any other of the Kuroma forces and demonstrated that she was in a higher rank than Strikers’ vice-captain Tokiko.


  However, that fight was involved in a political matter and a gag order was laid out, so general students didn’t know about it.


  – How a useless person like her was acknowledged by Strikers?


  – She’s also a reserve corps member?


  – How lame.


  And, she could hear the voices of disdain from here and there.


  Shizuno showed no concern at all. Her eyes were open, but she was sleeping, wasn’t she? She sure was rebel.


  (You don’t look so motivated…)


  (If I show motivation, then something good will happen? Like Moroha inviting me on a date?)


  Shizuno showed a small dimple on her face because she was teasing him as she poked his cheek repeatedly.


  Even in the second semester, the blockhead Shizuno was in good health.


  While being caught in between such completely opposite girls, Moroha didn’t know if he should show his prana or mana to the teacher, but for now he went with both.


  Particularly just Natural Stance without overdoing it.


  However, his prana sparkled like a star and his mana was precise.


  He adjusted both forces skillfully, he made them equalize and be in harmony.


  Then, the pure white brilliance of his prana and the jet-black darkness of his mana drew a yin-yang symbol as if surrounding Moroha then swirled slowly.


  He handled with complete control the powerful strength more than anyone else, as if he was playing with toys.


  Tanaka, who saw that, showed a smile, he was troubled.


  – I give up. We teachers have nothing to teach you, Haimura-kun.


  – No, please don’t give up educating us.


  Moroha ended up disheartened without planning it.


  – But it’s true.


  – You remind me of last year’s Isurugi-kun.


  The class teachers of the other classes also agreed with him heartily, and Moroha turned an even more grim face.


  The students around him also began to murmur all at once,


  – As expected, the guys recognized as S-Ranks are different.


  – Someday I’ll also be like him…


  – That’s impossible.


  He could hear voices of admiration from all around.


  He ended up getting too much attention.


  Satsuki bragged like it was her own affair.


  (Wait…)


  I’m not that great! Don’t make of this a big deal!


  If you were to look like a real S-Rank, you would understand the meaning of the word “monster”!
 He wanted so much to emphasize that with a loud voice, but because it was virtually impossible for them to see the real strength of England’s Director-General, he gave up.


  He just kept submissively showing them.


  (All because the teacher said he wasn’t needed…)


  Moroha cursed Tanaka and stared scornful eyes at his back as he went to see the other students.


  (… Would it be better to pretend that I’m part of the dunce group like Shizuno?)


  He looked towards the person to his left while considering it half seriously.


  Shizuno noticed he was staring at one point somewhere.


  What is he…? She followed with her eyes what was there.


  Leshya was there.


  She moved to a corner of the arena and sat down, holding her knees under her arms.


  She was holding her breath without giving the slightest movement, like a mineral.


  – What’s with her?


  Satsuki also noticed her, looking blankly.


  – Sensei. What happened to Elena-san?


  Shizuno asked Tanaka,


  – Well… she is studying by observing.


  – Why is a Savior studying by observing!?


  Satsuki immediately questioned sharply the reply of the teacher.


  That’s why she wasn’t wearing her combat uniform――but there was no student who understood such a thing.


  This wasn’t a PE lesson of a regular school.


  This was a practical lesson to train soldiers of a Savior training academy.


  It was not usual for a person to study by observation.


  – If she’s not feeling well, then shouldn’t she go to the hospital now?


  Shizuno asked Tanaka again,


  – Err… It’s not that she’s not feeling well. Arshavina-san had decided to study by observing all practical classes.


  – Then what is the purpose of studying abroad!?


  Satsuki immediately questioned sharply the reply of the teacher.


  It was thanks to this martial arts stadium that Akane Academy was at a higher level than any other Savior training school.


  More precisely, it was thanks to The Origin possessed by “Angel-chan” Shimon Maya, the roommate of Moroha.


  The inside of Maya’s barrier Dark Art Dreamstone High Drain that was spread changed into a parallel world that would return as it was before no matter how much one were to destroy everything or get injured, just「like a dream world」.


  Therefore, the students of Akane were able to do practical intense training and go all-out without fear.


  International students usually came to Akane for that purpose, and yet….


  – Anyway, we came to an agreement with the Japanese Division. So before worrying about others, worry about training yourselves.


  Tanaka clapped and issued instructions, but that didn’t mean they were satisfied with that.


  Satsuki, the other students and even Shizuno had slightly unsatisfied expressions on their faces.


  The storming transfer student invoked a strife――


  Such impression was among the first-years students the moment Leshya stuck in that place.


  However, the person in question wasn’t concerned at all, she kept standing still like a breathless ore.


  Moroha admired her strongly.


  Usually, if you were to gather that level of attention, you would be a little disturbed.


  She had a tremendous nerve.


  Or rather, since she decided「this」, would that mean that the feeling of unseen concentration’s level was nothing but that?


  Or more precisely, it felt solid like a sword that was tempered thoroughly for the only purpose of killing people.


  When he stared at her, their gazes suddenly met.


  She threw a shameless kiss while having that same grim look in her eyes.


  She appeared to be outside the norm.


  She was a――aside from that, Moroha was convinced.


  (She’s still a strange girl, huh…)


  Chapter 2 - The foreign students of Akane Academy


  After school.


  Among the many students that returned to the dormitories, that worked diligently in their club activities and that were just going out alone or with someone――Moroha gathered at the third martial arts stadium.


  Satsuki and Shizuno where to his left and right, the three of them were wearing their combat uniforms.


  Moroha was one of the thirteen regular member of Strikers within the academy.


  Satsuki and Shizuno were reserve corps members, and after school, special training waited for them every day.


  Moroha and the girls sat down on the concrete floor and had a friendly chat with one of their seniors who came earlier.


  There was still time till it started, the attendance wasn’t the best.


  They formed a circle around the center of the arena.


  – So, is it true that there’s a troubling girl that transferred to first year?


  And, the third-year student Taketsuru Uisuke laughed eloquently like the breeze of summer.


  He was a C-Rank Shirogane of the same regular troops like Moroha.


  – Troubling girl you say? I’d say she’s more like a weird girl…


  When Moroha responded with difficulty,


  – Well, the question is more about why she came rather than her personality.


  Taketsuru shrugged his shoulders by doing a befitting pose as if hardly joking.


  – Even senpai says so…?


  – Obviously! I’m not going to forget Lightning Empress’ bad behavior at the time of the training camp!


  Even though smartness was sunk deeply into Taketsuru’s mind, he roughened his usual voice and attitude.


  That was understandable.


  The thing that happened during Strikers’ training camp. Lightning Empress, who was also the Head of the Russian Division, didn’t let Suruga Andou, Head of the Japanese Division, to act.


  The result――various political ulterior motives squirmed, the Strikers were isolated and forced to have a deadly battle against an unprecedented demon named Fortress.


  – If it wasn’t for Haimura, it wouldn’t be strange to say that many people would have died. I can’t believe why the Japanese Division has said nothing until this very day about such conduct from Lightning Empress!


  – I think that’s because the Japanese Division is a politically moderate party.


  Shizuno, with her same lack of expression, calmly pointed out to Taketsuru who couldn’t hide his deep resentment.


  – If you were to turn on each and every way of the extremists Russians, then you are not going to have a choice but to go to war again, don’t you think?


  Hmm… Taketsuru mumbled.


  – You’re right. I’m still hot for war, sorry for that.


  He cooled down his anger, raised his hands and gave up. Finally, with such a pose, their senior started looking like a senior.


  – However, even if there’s that, I still think that a foreign student coming from Russia is suspicious.


  When Shizuno said that calmly, both Taketsuru and Satsuki nodded zealously.


  Moroha thought that that should be nothing special.


  Then from behind him,


  – That’s no good, you know? That understanding isn’t good enough!


  It had been a while since they heard the voice of their female senior.


  It was a carefree voice with no limits, like the sky of the southern lands. Her verbal expression was a little peculiar.


  Moroha and the others remained sat down and looked at her.


  She was a third-year student studying abroad from America, she came to where they were with big steps from the entrance.


  She was also a regular member of Strikers.


  Her captivating tanned skin similar to milk chocolate was impressive.


  Her platinum blonde that made one come to one’s senses was contrastive.


  And also, she was tall!


  Approximately the same as captain Isurugi. 190 cm. Her body shape was like the one of a volleyball player that hadn’t lost its flexibility while still being sensual.


  Her bust was big. It was a bit inferior to Shizuno in terms of proportions, but there was a height difference of 30 cm between them. Her bust size was three times larger than Shizuno, it had a precise appeal.


  Her name was Sophia Mertesacker.


  From her father’s side of family, her grandfather was German-American and her grandmother English-American. From her mother’s side of family, her grandfather was African-American and her grandmother Irish-American… so, as one would expect, the person that was born with a mixture of races was an exotic beautiful girl that gave a multinational feeling.


  – Satsuki is unreliable, Shizuno has to work harder and I feel bad for Moroha.


  Sophia jokingly waved her index finger to the left and right.


  – Why am I unreliable, Sophia-senpa――guaah!?


  – What do you mean?


  Although it was a joke, Shizuno pushed Satsuki aside who got immediately exasperated and asked.


  – Each nation Division of the White Knight Organization is competing in a friendly way to the public, but they were never allies. All the members should be suspicious about foreign students, whether they are Americans or Russians.


  – Why is senpai herself telling us this…?


  Shizuno went to the heart of the matter, half amazed.


  – Because it’s true. I cannot help but advice everyone who is cute.


  – Sophia-senpai is love.


  Satsuki got inspired and caused her eyes to shine.


  Friends were practically nonexistent, she was a can’t-be-helped komattachan*, but Sophia was frank from the beginning, and that got her to treat her tenderly.


  *TN: A person oblivious to the fact they are irritating or inconveniencing others.


  – But if you say that, aren’t you also in a bad spot?


  – Yes, that’s possible.


  Taketsuru returned an advice, and Sophia showed a pondering attitude.


  But she immediately smiled after she was quite indifferent and,


  – Well, we’ll think about it when the time comes.


  – You have to find a clear solution though…


  – The Japanese often use the expression “Simple is best”, but I think those words are very good. I also want to live a simple life.


  The smile of Sophia was tremendously bright as she did a triumphant pose with both hands.


  Her huge breasts bounced with that.


  Moroha knew no other woman than Sophia (aside from Shizuno) to whom he was troubled because he had to avert his eyes even when they just did the usual thing.


  – By the way, why is Sophia-senpai wearing a T-shirt today?


  He asked while casually averting his eyes to the wrong direction with Taketsuru.


  Sophia only wore a king-size plain T-shirt that was like a dress while all the gathered were wearing combat uniforms as a matter of course.


  – That’s right! I want you to listen to this, Moroha!


  Sophie looked up at the ceiling all of a sudden and lamented with an overreaction.


  – Did something happen…?


  – You all went to the sea while I returned home, right!?


  Oh, it was that.


  Moroha, Satsuki and Taketsuru turned such face.


  Shizuno remained expressionless… or rather, like this was no matter for her.


  – How unfair, you went without me! If I knew it was the sea, then I would’ve made an excuse to remain in Japan!


  – You say unfair, but Sophie ended up having a vacation on the west coast while we were crying, secluded in a mountain last year and then you shamelessly boasted about it, isn’t it?


  – Last year is last year! This year is this year!


  She came up with a terrible reason.


  Moroha and the girls who didn’t know about last year’s hellish secluded mountain found she was right, but Taketsuru looked extremely daunted.


  – I also wanted to have a good time with everyone! I wanted to boast about my new swimsuit!


  – D-don’t tell me senpai…


  – It’s that don’t tell me, Moroha!


  Sophia put a hand on her T-shirt and threw it off skillfully.


  A sensational swimsuit――was hiding below that.


  The design itself was an ordinary triangular bikini, but the physical beauty of the wearer was amazing.


  Her breasts and her buttocks were like oversized fruits, they bounced with even the slightest movement,


  Her tender and glossy tanned skin produced a sexual feeling that couldn’t be completely showed by a Japanese.


  Was she concerned about the thickness of her belly and so she was enlivened because her waist was narrow? She wanted their gazes to cling to her.


  Sounds of saliva being swallowed were heard from everywhere while looking at her completely exposed limbs.


  Moroha and Taketsuru were just barely able to hold their ground.


  – What do you think you’re doing, Sophie-senpai!?


  Satsuki stood up with a grinding noise and tried to hide the front of Sophia with both arms and legs.


  But Satsuki, who belonged to the petite category, the size of their bodies were very different so she wasn’t able to conceal it.


  Seeing that she was becoming irritated,


  – Eh? Did I do something wrong?


  Sophia stared in puzzlement.


  – I-i-i-isn’t Sophie-senpai ashamed of wearing a biking in a place like this!?


  – Eh? Is my swimsuit so unsightly?


  Sophia received a shock,


  – It’s the opposite, the opposite! If everyone looks at such figure of Sophie-senpai, then all of them will be bewitched!?


  Satsuki made a cross mark with her hands as if saying NO!


  In fact, most of the male seniors were keeping up appearances while they looked like they couldn’t stop stealing glances from time to time. Moroha somehow resisted the temptation and averted his eyes, but he couldn’t blame them.


  He understood the feeling.


  – I’m glad! I want everyone to see me and praise me more!


  – Sophie-senpai, you should be shyer!


  – But do I have to? If you weren’t thinking that this is charming, then I would have no choice but to escape, feeling ashamed. But I’m proud because I was able to get delighted!


  Sophia was very, very happy, she acted flirtatiously with a lot of playfulness.


  It wasn’t voluptuousness. Even though it appeared that she showed off sexual desire that was full of cheerfulness, but it wasn’t in that sense.


  She could hear the sound of saliva being swallowed from everywhere.


  (Because she’s from another country, her sense of values are different?)


  Moroha whispered to Shizuno who was next to him as he averted his eyes.


  (That seems to be case. But because I’m a reserved Japanese, I thought of not wanting to show myself other than Moroha?)


  That’s why, don’t worry. It’s what Shizuno appeared to say.


  Moroha varnished over it by involuntarily clearing his throat.


  He wanted to ascertain that his cheeks weren’t getting red.


  – Doing such a thing, Sophie. It’ll turn into a problem again if Kanzaki comes. I mean, aren’t you fed up with this thing, this confrontation between Japanese and American female molesters?


  On the other hand, Taketsuru shrugged his shoulders cheekily, he persuaded her to change her clothes before ero demon vice-captain came.


  – NO! I’m not a bitch like Tokiko! There’s no way I can do that, I’ll be absolutely embarrassed doing something like fishing men!


  Even ero demon vice-captain was not good for the American standard.


  Moroha learned something new.


  – Ups, sorry. Nobody wants to be confused with her.


  Taketsuru apologized with sincerity to Sophia who protested while getting red like an innocent girl,


  – Okay then, I’ll correct myself. Are you going to stop before Isurugi comes and drops his anger? Hmm? Also, we didn’t go the training camp just to have fun, if you had been there with that completely carefree attitude, you would have ended up getting a good scolding, you know?


  Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno nodded towards Taketsuru’s skillful persuasion.


  – I see, but it’s not that I’m here just to have fun, you see? I’ll seriously do intensive training in swimsuit.


  – Uh oh.


  This action was done by Taketsuru, he covered his face with a hand and with a refined gesture.


  – I really mean that, Uisuke. So, and until our free time is over, why don’t we have a long-awaited match?


  – Alright. I’ll show you the results of the training camp.


  – Don’t take me lightly just because I’m in this state, so are you prepared?


  Sophia gave a hand to tempt Taketsuru into joining her.


  Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno looked at each other’s faces and made some space like saying they agreed to it. They moved to the mortar studying seats that surrounded the arena.


  The same was true for the other seniors.


  A cheerful mood was sprayed by the entry of Sophia, but it became a tensed thing all of a sudden.


  There was not even a single male senior that had a lewd look on his face. Their expressions changed promptly.


  All the members gathered here were reserve corps members or regular troop members of Strikers.


  The elite of the elite of Akane Academy.


  Those soldiers sat down in the studying spectator seats one after another, and turned their very curious eyes towards the arena.


  Taketsuru and Sophia made their quiet fighting spirits sway and began a careful warm up.


  Far away from being a grave mood, there was a feeling of tension like being excited that filled the martial arts stadium.


  It would be a lie to say that Moroha wasn’t affected by it.


  This was Strikers’ routine.


  This was also Moroha’s routine.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  Satsuki was in the seat to the right of Moroha,


  – It’s no surprise that Sophie-senpai is superior, huh?


  She questioned with an excited look.


  She couldn’t hide her excitement while being able to see a match between regular members.


  – Yeah. It’s what it gets to form when you are allowed to practice with a partner of higher skill like Sophie-senpai*.


  – Moroha, you ecchi! Stop with the worn-out jokes!


  – Hey, that’s a false accusation, you know?


  *TN: It’s a play on words. 胸を借りる = mune o kariru means what is written above (… allowed to practice…) but it literally means borrowing the chest/breasts, so in this case, borrowing Sophie’s breasts.


  It’s not like he had any intention of saying a clever thing or something.


  – Why are you saying foolish things? It’s about to start.


  Shizuno, to the left of Moroha, called their attention, exasperated.


  Though Shizuno herself wasn’t neither interested nor enthusiastic about watching the game. She was already showing signs of nodding off while sitting.


  Moroha gazed steadily at the arena with Satsuki while smiling wryly.


  The dreary round-shaped arena surrounded by concrete floors and walls.


  Two soldiers faced each other.


  A dark amber-colored heat haze was caused to rise up from the whole body of the Shirogane Taketsuru.


  It was an intricate colored prana.


  It looked like shades of colors were constantly converging.


  He concentrated that energy into his ID Tag and made his own specialized weapon manifest.


  It was a strange-looking weapon in which the blade of the long sword was divided into seven blades and were connected by a long chain.


  The one who named it, called it Rensashichijin*.


  *TN: Chained seven blades.


  Amber-colored prana spread throughout the corners of Rensashichijin from which one didn’t understand how many meters it was able to extend.


  *Turn*――


  The tip started moving automatically like it was a living thing and raised its head.


  It swayed like a snake, the moving body of the chain clinked, undulated, crept and threatened with its sickle-shaped neck.


  During that time, Taketsuru himself didn’t make a single movement.


  He just stood in one place as he grasped the handle of Rensashichijin.


  – It really looks like a living snake. Taketsuru-senpai’s Mercury* is amazing no matter how you look at it.


  *TN: Formed by 辰星 = Shinsei.


  – There’s no guy in this school who’s superior to senpai in Light Art techniques.


  Moroha threw an interjection to Satsuki to show he was paying attention.


  The light technique of Taketsuru was controlled freely as if he was making blood and flesh circulate in an ordinary steel weapon.


  Its name was Shinsei.


  It was classified as one of the 5 Star Techniques like Venus* that made destructive force dwell into a weapon and Jupiter* that radiated destructive power from a weapon.


  *TN: 太白 = Taihaku (Venus) and 太歳 = Taisai (Jupiter).


  And so, Mercury was a telekinetic force so to speak.


  He freely manipulated what he touched. Unlike Venus that was extremely logical, as it should be fine if he put prana in his weapon with all his strength, with Mercury he needed sense and practice to master it. If one were to become a skilled technique user as Taketsuru, one would make a submerged dragon in seawater and try to leave it idle to give people a ride.


  – Moroha, can you do that?


  – If it’s about using Mercury, I can use it to my own convenience. But if it’s about being able to do cat’s cradle and bowknots with chains like Taketsuru-senpai, than I guess it’s impossible to do so?


  – Still, it’s cooool, isn’t iiit? I also want to learn quickly soooome greeeat light techniques.


  – That’ll depend on how Satsuki follows her example.


  Moroha pointed to Sophia.


  She was standing imposingly around 5 meters away from Taketsuru.


  She neither adopted a stance nor she made her weapon manifest.


  However, when coupled with her more than blessed physique, her standing figure was imposing, her majesty was unusual.


  She was also a Shirogane. The color of the prana she was cladded in was a vivid yellow like her eyes.


  It couldn’t be kept within her body because of too much joy, the colored prana reflected in the eyes of Moroha was like it was singing a eulogy of life to the limits of its voice with impetus.


  The raised sickle-shaped neck of Rensashichijin. Was it going to attack from the left? Or from the right? It continued swinging the chains as if leading astray.


  But Sophia showed no concern at all.


  She stood there, stepping firmly on both legs like a big tree.


  Her eyes were always looking straight, she wasn’t intimidated by Rensashichijin.


  – How long are you going to keep acting like a snake charmer? That means you gained nothing from the training camp.


  She even had the leeway to shrug her shoulders with exaggeration in the middle of the match.


  – Here I go!


  The underestimated Taketsuru showed a smile mixed with exaltation and bitterness and roared.


  He manipulated Rensashichijin, elevated the sickle-shaped neck higher and higher and made the point of the blade swoop down, aiming at Sophia from there.


  The confrontation had begun.


  The strange-looking snake composed by chains and blades made the binding parts of iron and iron to clink, and attacked while sounding.


  The amber-colored prana spread throughout from everywhere, it was ominously slippery like the scales of fish.


  Sophia, before this attack――didn’t move as expected.


  She entrusted him with the task to hit her, she was just going to accept it composedly.


  When going through her arrogance and all, the amber-colored snake stabbed its end in the right breast of Sophia.


  For an instant…


   


  *Boing*


   


  – She repelled it with her booooooooob!?


  Satsuki did a half-rise to her feet in the audience seats and screamed.


  – No, she repelled it with High Durability*.


  *TN: 金剛通 (Kongoutsuu) Diamond, adamantine, vajra (indestructible substance).


  Moroha pulled her hand and made her sit.


  – Calm down.


  – Even Moroha was laughing because of that, you know?


  I’m sorry, Taketsuru-senpai. That was a bit interesting.


  – Don’t you think that even a mosquito is a bit better at kissing than you, Uisuke?


  – Shut up, you iron wall!


  The two kept fighting while speaking ill of each other in the arena.


  Taketsuru brought back Rensashichijin. At the same time, the chain connected to the seven blades changed its color to a red-hot iron and shrunk its size rapidly. It ended up changing into a single sword.


  – Honestly, I feel disappointed. If that’s all you have, then why don’t we make this match end already?


  Conversely to him, Sophia rushed this time.


  Her speed wasn’t great, but each step left a footprint in the concrete.


  That impact should be compared with a giant elephant or a dump truck, it was a heavy charge that would even cause people to scatter only by doing a ramming attack.


  – I haven’t shown the results of the training camp yet!


  Nevertheless, Taketsuru didn’t choose to evade it, he went head on to intercept her.


  The sword in his hand changed color to a red-hot iron again and stretched like a candy then transformed into an iron spear in an instant.


  He had it at the ready in his hands and stuck it out like drawing it through his hand.


  Taketsuru’s spear handling was nimble, the spearhead raised buzzes.


  It hit the mark, like it was absorbed into the pit of the stomach of Sophia…


  – I’m saying that this isn’t different from the first semester!


  … Sophia grabbed the spearhead just before that.


  A dreadful physical strength――she stopped it easily with her proud Super Strength.


  Moreover, it wasn’t just that.


  With a movement that appeared to be certainly simple, she lightly raised the spear with one hand.


  The body of Taketsuru was holding it on the other side.


  – Wai….


  There was no way he would lose his one and only specialized weapon, so Taketsuru clung to his spear with a pale face.


  Sophia rotated her body in that place and spun Taketsuru vigorously as she looked happy saying「Here we go!」.


  One spin, two spins, three spins… she wasn’t stopping!


  – Uwa… Taketsuru-senpai was turned into a toy.


  Satsuki in the audience seats wiped cold sweat due to her outrageous power.


  – That’s because Sophie-senpai is a tank type.


  Moroha explained.


   


  It was considered the greatest power even in Strikers.


  And toughness was among those three points.


  She was a B-Rank Savior, a powerful person regarded as the Shirogane ranked next to captain Isurugi within the school.


  All foreign students whose qualities were valued in their native countries were sent to Akane Academy, but among them, Sophia was a high-grade outstanding talent.


  – Satsuki is a tank type just like her. By applying a founding strength diligently, you should be good to aim to be a Shirogane like Sophie-senpai.


  – Eh. Hell no.


  – Why not?


  – Because being a gorilla like――that’s not it, I want to fight more gorgeously!


  Satsuki cleanly pointed to the arena.


  She got tired of Sophia showing off how she was throwing Taketsuru and the spear violently.


  Just like that, Taketsuru inevitably crashed into the concrete wall surrounding the arena.


  However, Taketsuru wasn’t someone to be taken lightly. He wasn’t a C-Rank just for show.


  Even if he was caused to blow off, that didn’t make him to be flustered, and made the spear in his hand to transform. When it colored like a red-hot iron, it expanded vertically and horizontally, and after a moment it became a huge cushion.


  What kind of material was that thing made of? Even though he struck the wall with a tremendous momentum, it wrapped up the whole body of Taketsuru softly and Taketsuru easily escaped from the critical situation.


  Furthermore, the cushion that was transformed without carelessness was turned into a steel hammer to prepare for the pursuit of Sophia.


  – Aa～h Enou～gh! The battle style of Taketsuru-senpai is super flashy～. I also want to fight like that! In that case, I don’t think that I’ll do something like pretending not to lose even when standing next to Nii-sama?


  – Well, that’s…


  Moroha turned scornful eyes at Satsuki writhing in agony in the audience seats.


  All Shiroganes could make their weapons manifest by putting prana and a strong image in their ID Tags.


  It didn’t mean that they were summoning the real thing that was somewhere.


  The ID Tag――was an artifact created by the American Division of the White Knight Organization that responded to the imagination and prana and reproduced the source in the memory and brought them in their hands.


  If the loaded imagination and memory were strong, one could make any kind of miraculous arms.


  Taketsuru’s battle style was an application of such nature of the ID Tags.


  When he put new images in quick succession, it would make the ID Tag to react many times during a battle, causing it to change into weapons or armor one after another.


  That couldn’t be imitated by most Shiroganes. Because it was difficult to imagine multiple solid memories that could make a weapon appear. One had one weapon which one was most proficient at, and one usually trained with that image every day, and that was generally the best one could do.


  Once he comprehended how difficult Taketsuru’s style was, Moroha shook his head in denial to Satsuki.


  – Tanaka-sensei said it in class, didn’t he? A strong image is necessary, so it’s preferable to use the weapons that we are most attached to, that have a connection with us and that we can remember clearly from the ones we used in the past.


  – But isn’t it absolutely convenient to be able to manifest various weapons?


  – No, it’s better to train your image so that you can manifest the most powerful weapon, that’s the easy method.


  Moroha implicitly appraised Taketsuru’s style as the wrong, though he felt sorry for him to a certain extent.


  Look, Moroha pointed to the arena.


  Sophia started going after Taketsuru that was driven close to the wall.


  Taketsuru intercepted her by brandishing the hammer without hesitating.


  The hammer carried an amber-colored prana and emitted a dim brilliance.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, Venus.


  When one transformed one’s prana into destructive power to then pour it into the weapon, one caused one’s offensive ability to dramatically increase.


  Unlike Mercury, where an extra component called telekinesis was added, this was a powerful technique only because it was unparalleled.


  There was also the principle of「Attacking is easy, defending is hard」, so even this should be trouble for Sophia. If that was the case, then how was Sophia dealing with it?


  – I love simple battles like this!


  She clenched her right fist and punched the approaching hammer of Taketsuru directly.


  *Boom*


   


  A tremendous sound resounded and shattered the martial arts stadium as if the building was destroyed by heavy machinery.


  The punch of Sophia smashed the hammer of Taketsuru in very small pieces.


  The punch hit directly the right shoulder of Taketsuru that got carried away, he was blown away and crashed into the back wall, and yet, the unstoppable body of Taketsuru bounced like a ping pong ball and flew to the center of the arena.


  Sophia turned her right arm proudly and knocked down Taketsuru from the front without using any weapons.


  The applications of Super Strength to get superhuman strength and High Durability to make the body harden joined together.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, Destructive Fist.


  *TN: 崩拳 = Kougen.


  – Agh….


  Taketsuru, who had crashed lying face down, tried to stand up but he failed a lot of times.


  His shoulders were smashed, his left arm hung down loosely.


  His body that suffered the impact of the crashes convulsed, there was no strength in his legs.


  Moroha said in the studying seats.


  – The circumstances that Taketsuru-senpai had in his previous life are unknown to me though. I think he was a Shirogane that fought exchanging ordinary weapons one after another and not with sharp swords and the like. That’s why Taketsuru-senpai can’t manifest powerful weapons, and that’s also why he had to train the image of countless “ordinary” weapons to make up for their weaknesses, it’s truly a lamentable fighting style…


  He intended to talk calmly, but his respect for Taketsuru exuded from his tone of voice.


  Satsuki also understood it, and took care of her own lively mood.


  (It’s not like I dislike Sophie-senpai, but I want to support Taketsuru-senpai)


  How much did he spend just in image training? Taketsuru’s resoluteness made Moroha felt relieved and to not lament the handicap, because he had learned a style that no other person for the sake of victory can imitate at all. Maybe that was what they call the temperament of the Japanese.


  (Can he do a comeback… from here?)


  The question was whether Sophia was aware of that or――


  – Uisuke. Isn’t your prana weaker than before the training camp?


  Sophia didn’t try to go and finish off Taketsuru, she just cocked her head in puzzlement there.


  – As expected of her sharpness…


  Moroha covered his face with a hand in the studying seats.


  – You seem to be planning something. I wanted to tell you because this is a game.


  – Tsk. So you can’t be deceived, huh?


  Taketsuru, who was crouching, stood up abruptly.


  The loosened left arm was really crushed, but it was a bluff that he couldn’t stand up.


  – Although I wish you had kept being negligent, that way you would have come to deliver the final blow.


  Taketsuru snapped his fingers with his safe right hand.


  Thereupon, small lights appeared between Taketsuru and Sophia and blinked.


  – What’s that?


  Satsuki asked in the studying seats and Moroha explained.


  – They’re threads. Threads much harder than a piano wire that run from one wall to another, he was able to stretch it around like a river in the space between him and Sophie-senpai. She would have been seriously injured if she had gone to put an end to him.


  – Such a dangerous thread, where did it come from? Shouldn’t the ID Tag have broken them before? Even Taketsuru-senpai can’t restore the ones that were broken, right?


  – Yeah, it’s not that the ID Tag made them change. That’s Taketsuru-senpai’s Mars*.


  *TN: 螢惑 = Furigana reads Keikoku.


  Another light technique classified within the 5 Start Techniques.


  Mars.


  It was a super advance technique that transformed one’s prana into a phenomenon that was one’s foundation.


  There were several users of it, even in Akane Academy.


  If it was lightning for captain Isurugi, then Taketsuru could produce a strong thread with his own prana.


  – I know what Mars is, but when did he lay it out like that?


  – It appears that Sophie-senpai also noticed it?


  Moroha raised a finger and put it on his lips like saying “listen closely”.


  The two people returned their awareness to the arena.


  – I take off my hat to Uisuke’s dexterousness.


  Sophia shrugged her shoulders with a half exasperated and half astonished look.


  – When I thought that your prana was weaker than before, you just spread a part of it  thinly and widely in the surroundings, didn’t you? I’ve never heard how someone can cleverly act like that. And also, you can instantly stretch a string around with Mars anywhere within the limits of that thinly scattered prana――in simple word, it’s a trap technique similar to an invisible spider web, isn’t that right?


  – Tsk. I was hoping you couldn’t see through to that level. It’s my defeat.


  The attitude of Taketsuru was gallant, applauses that weren’t feeling sorry for him were transmitted from all the members that were studying by observation with eloquence.


  – I see, so this trap technique was the result of the training camp? That’s certainly interesting.


  Sophia poked the thread lightly and licked the drop of blood that rose to the surface of the cut pad of the finger.


  – However, it’s a shame that the hardness of the crucial Mars isn’t stronger than before the training camp.


  Then when she carelessly stepped forward into the stretched, dangerous spider web of Taketsuru.


  Was she going to commit suicide!? Surprised individuals appeared one after another. Taketsuru also opened his eyes wide.


  When he noticed it, Sophia’s prana shone brilliantly.


  Sue advanced, tearing off the threads of Mars while defending herself with High Durability that raised its output.


  – I would have been in danger if I was careless, but now I exactly understand that this is a trap.


  – Wait, Sophie!


  – Why are you getting flustered, Uisuke? Don’t you want to see why your technique was defeated?


  – Look at your body!


  – But if I were to destroy them seriously, won’t Taketsuru’s pride――Is something wrong with my body?


  Sophia looked down on her body.


  Her flesh was completely protected by High Durability.  There was no wound anywhere on her charming tanned skin.


  But――her bikini was another story.


  It was scattered, it was torn up by the threads of Mars.


  Sophia was now striding with an absolute perfect nude body.


  From the shape of the tip of the breasts that were in a hide-and-seek game like if they were sunk in the flesh to the most important part that it could only be shown to her future husband were totally exposed to the public.


  – Uisuke, you leecheeeeeeer!


  – Why is it my fault!? Even though I was telling you to stop doing that!?
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  Certainly this tragedy could have been avoided if she wore the combat uniform.


  Moroha nodded while his eyes were covered with hands from left and right.


  The combat uniforms worn by Saviors were also custom-made by the Head of the American Division and their strength increased in response to the prana and mana of the wearers. One could say that it was almost as strong as when one’s body was with the alternative High Durability.


  – Uisuke is at fault for working out such a vulgar technique!


  – Don’t you go blaming me when it was your fault!


  Taketsuru naturally protested, but the panicking Sophia didn’t stop.


  She hid her huge boobs with her left arm and slapped him in the face strongly with her right hand.


  She ran away from the martial arts stadium while crying, turning a backward glance to the fainted Taketsuru.


  – Even Americans when completely naked get embarrassed…


  Satsuki whispered like groaning as she undid the blindfold.


  Shizuno, at her side, spouted curiously without enduring it.


  For Shizuno, who had been nodding off half the time as she got bored with the duel of the two, it was an interesting comedy that was worth watching with great delight until the last moment.


  – But, even if she loses her cool, it’s not Destructive Fist but Saturn* that comes out and represents the personality of Sophie-senpai.


  *TN: Formed by 鎮星 = Chinsei.


  Moroha said his impression as he got up to go and nurse Taketsuru.


  – Umm, Saturn is also one of the Five Star Techniques…?


  He nodded to Satsuki’s question and explained while moving.


  The last slap that Sophia let loose.


  That was Saturn――a Light Technique that didn’t damage the body, it only attacked the mind, making it faint.


  If it was used by Sophia with full power, then he wasn’t going to wake up in the next three days and three nights. However, he shouldn’t feel too much pain. If it was Destructive Fist instead, then it would have been a near-death experience even if the barrier of Maya was spread inside the martial arts stadium, and that, not even Taketsuru would want to have such a bad experience.


  In the studying seats, the other seniors were still talking between them about what happened in the match, they were interestingly staring at Taketsuru’s incredible fainted style, their enthusiasm didn’t seem to grow less.


  Among them, how many seniors were aware of Sophia’s tenderness?


  Moroha went down to the arena with Satsuki and looked down on Taketsuru who finished with a cheek red and the shape of a palm in it, it still fell somewhat warm.


  He carried Taketsuru on his shoulder while smiling――


  Then he made his face become stiff all of a sudden.


  He felt a feeling as if he was stabbed by a cold blade inside his warmth chest.


  It was someone’s eyes. His confidence caught up with it an instant behind.


  Moroha focused his sight and looked around.


  However, he couldn’t locate the frozen-like eyes, they were turned around from somewhere just as he thought so.


  (It wasn’t… Momo-senpai? She’s incredibly calmed, isn’t she?)


  His inner thoughts caused him to be astonished.


  But that was why he was able to have a rough idea of who was the owner of that gaze.


  Because there shouldn’t be a Shirogane that was good at erasing their presence and make Moroha feel uncomfortable in this academy.  That was until a transfer student came today.


  – If you want to study by inspection, then you’re free to say that?


  Moroha raised his voice, and advised to Leshya, the owner of the gaze.


  There was no reply.


  What happened so suddenly? The only thing that came back was the dubious reaction of Satsuki.


  Taketsuru was restored by the effect of the barrier spread in the martial arts stadium, Sofia had changed into her combat uniform and came back and after that the special practice was executed without issues.


  Then that ended and went home.


  Moroha was walking towards the school gate with Satsuki, Shizuno and Sophia today.


  Tomorrow was Sunday. Although a new semester had just begun, it was a holiday.


  The pace of all the members was light, the three girls were chatting noisily.


  – Today I felt that the gazes of all the male senpais were gathering in the chest of Sophie-senpai, more than usual…


  – I feel both happy and embarrassed.


  – If Ranjou-san were to take off her clothes in front of everyone, will she be able to monopolize all the eyes with that skimpy chest?


  – Impo! Sible! I’m not such a cheap woman, you know!? Isn’t that right, Nii-sama?


  Moroha was startled when Satsuki clung to his arm all of a sudden.


  It was small, but the sensation of her chest rich in elasticity was pushed against it tightly.


  – Ara? Shouldn’t you feel bad for Moroha who is being hit by such thin thing?


  Moroha’s heart accelerated when Shizuno clung to his opposite arm abruptly.


  It was plumply wrapped up in the feeling of her soft chest like it was charmed by its large size and yet tensed like it was a miracle.


  – Wh-what? You’re also not much different when comparing you to Sophie-senpai.


  – Even Moroha thinks that a hundred steps are better than fifty steps, right?


  While the two girls were holding tightly his arms, Moroha wondered about saying something while averting his eyes from the seductive feeling,


  – Even when not quarreling, both Satsuki and Shizuno are very cute.


  The three of them were hugged from behind by Sophia.


  「「「Uwaaa」」」


  They screamed in one voice, they ended up completely being wrapped up in the chest of Sophia who had long limbs because she was tall.


  She was unable to endure not wanting to blend with them while looking how Moroha and the girls were close. It was an impulsive behavior, the physical contact that Americans like.


  Furthermore, because Moroha was in the middle, the size and elasticity of the big American bust of Sophia was touching him bouncingly.


  The remaining September’s evenings of heat and humidity.


  The three that had heat were wrapped up in her limbs, his nasal cavities were tickled by the fragrant body odor of the three that still rose up. Moroha sweated profusely.


  Around 80% of the cold sweat was due to being bewitched.


  – This is nice, it’s been a long time since I felt this! You’re so, so cute.


  Sophia ended up starting an infinite loop by rubbing her cheeks together with Moroha, Satsuki and Shizuno then Moroha again as if they had become babies.


  ((Oh dear…!))


  That complexion suspended on Satsuki and Shizuno at the same time.


  Sophia also had “USA size” feelings of deep affection towards her kouhais, and once it had come to this, she wasn’t going to release them so easily. She wasn’t satisfied.


  The idea was to rub their cheeks that were showing not-so-great-expressions for a while――


  Then they heard a hard voice suddenly, as if tearing the gentle autumn breeze.


  – I see, so this is the phenomenon called moteki*?


  *TN: Period of life when one is enjoying more romantic attention than usual.


  A tone of voice from which they couldn’t surmise any emotions.


  It was Leshya who appeared unexpectedly right ahead of them where no one was there until just now.


  Since he was entwined with the captivating girls and the majority of his attention was directed towards them with embarrassment, Moroha couldn’t even detect her approach.


  Sophia also got surprised and stopped rubbing their cheeks, then became firm.


  While Satsuki had her eyes and mouth opened, Shizuno stared at her as the temperature of her gaze cooled down,


  – I understood once again that it is very difficult to become the girlfriend of Haimura Moroha.


  Leshya reacted with composure to those gazes and continued her outrageous words.


  – What’s your deal, transfer student!?


  – Don’t you know that ambushes as a hobby are bad?


  After they heard that, Satsuki and Shizuno got angry right away.


  – I only have business with Haimura Moroha.


  Leshya didn’t give a glance at them and made her way through the anger of the two with those words.


  – … business with me?


  Moroha confirmed while feeling that the girls on both sides were clinging to his arms even more strongly.


  *Sharp gaze*, the glint in the eyes of Leshya got sharply.


  Like a swordsman that went to war.


  If he was a weak-of-heart guy there, then he would have been overawed with that much.


  Leshya, at that moment, told him directly as if going to the heart of the matter.


  – I want to have a date with you tomorrow.


  The coldest breeze of today ran from left to right.


  Moroha was speechless.


  Satsuki was also speechless. Shizuno was speechless too.


  As she saw that nobody could react, Leshya,


  – I heard that you will be resting tomorrow, but am I mistaken?


  – No, that’s correct…


  Moroha groaned. It’s not that he was particularly troubled by the meaning of that.


  – I haven’t planned anything in particular, but I don’t mind having a good time…


  He moved his eyes and looked at Satsuki and Shizuno.


  The two were putting their strength into clinging to his arms even more tightly. It was already tighter than a kansetsuwaza*.


  *TN: Locking technique in judo.


  A silent protest of this level existed?


  Moroha sighed,


  – Then why don’t we do this? Let’s have fun with everyone. A sort of warm welcome.


  – Moroha!?


  – Ara, that’s a good idea.


  – Even you!?


  Satsuki reacted like she received a shock with the words of Moroha first then she was simply shocked towards the unbelievable words of Shizuno that came without a moment’s delay.


  – What are you thinking, Urushibara!?


  – I just thought that it was better to talk about this fast, you see? If Elena-san goes on a date with Moroha and Ranjou-san is mixed in it, if Elena-san sees the harmoniousness of the older brother and little sister, then Moroha having something like a girlfriend… Elena-san should at least be able to understand that he doesn’t want to have one now, don’t you agree?


  – O-oh, I get it….


  Satsuki was amazed while nodding to the explanation of Shizuno.


  – ――eh, you’re not going?


  – Yes, unfortunately, I have practice scheduled for tomorrow. Nii-san gets fastidious when I skip out.


  Shizuno replied regrettably.


  This was often the case with Shizuno, the daughter of the noble Urushibara family.


  – L-leave it to me! I’ll protect Moroha perfectly!


  – Yes, I’ll trust in you.


  Satsuki and Shizuno shook each other’s hands solidly while ignoring Moroha. That was an unusual sight.


  – Err, that’s too much, so why don’t we have fun like we usually do…?


  Moroha behaved modestly,


  – That challenge, I accepted it. I will mobilize my own ability and prove that I am worthy of being Haimura Moroha’s girlfriend.


  Even Leshya looked interested somehow, and assented stiffly.


  – Okay then, then that thing will be…


  He accepted it, Moroha announced his decision with a trembling voice.


  Although he only proposed so while thinking to get through with it in the best peaceful way, the conversation went to the wrong side somehow.


  Satsuki and Leshya glared at each other, they gave off sparks with their gazes.


  Moroha wanted to cover his face with his hands. But his left and right were being embraced, he was obstructed to do so.


  – Ufufu, gentlemen also have hardships.


  Sophia remained as a spectator with the dignity of a senior then put her chin on the top of the head of Moroha from behind as she stood on her tiptoes.


  Even though she was poking fun at him, he didn’t have energy to object.


  (Why did it turn out like this…?)


  Such thought was getting strong.


  Naturally, to say nothing of――he didn’t have the leeway to notice that the eyes of Sophia, who chuckled to herself looking happy outside of his line of sight, that is, on top of his head, were swaying charmingly.
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  Akane Academy had a system where all students lived in dormitories, but Leshya lived alone in an apartment.


  She judged above all else that it was impossible to stay right in the middle of the enemy lines.


  Therefore, and once she had established a firm promise of date with Moroha and parted from them, Leshya got on her way back home alone.


  Satsuki, who seemed to have verily misunderstood that she certainly was the same boarding student, was surprised, she did a nonsensical howling that said「How sly!」, but this conversation was already included between the Russian Division and the Japanese Division. If someone wanted to protest, it was her.


  Leshya quickly went to a shabby apartment that was around 2 kilometers away from the academy.


  Her way of walking was「unnatural」with a fixed velocity, unchanging posture and a constant pace like a well-balanced industrial good that attracted the eyes of the people.


  When coupled with her silver hair swaying by the wind and her beautiful face and figure, most of the people on the road looked back.


  For Leshya, those gazes where the same as roadside stones. She completely ignored them.


  However, that wasn’t the same to say she wasn’t cautious. Even if she were to be assaulted all of a sudden, she would be able to deal with them immediately.


  Leshya clearly recognized that Japan was the enemy territory.


  She wasn’t negligent like a thread that was always strung up.


  That was why Leshya didn’t fail to notice the uncomfortable feeling of a black dog that appeared from the side.


  It quickly crossed over the pedestrian crossing while waiting for the traffic light.


  The biggest cause of discomfort was the extremely human-like expression that such black dog showed.


  With a face that looked like it was showing an unpleasant grinning,


  『Hihihi, your mission seems to be doing well, isn’t it?』


  It talked to her in Russian.


  Because it forcibly used the vocal chords of the dog, it was extremely difficult to catch its words.


  Its voice creaked.


  『You saw it. Kondrat?』


  However, Leshya was used to this why of communication.


  She also switched to Russian and replied fluently.


  『What now? You were able to arrange a date with Haimura Moroha as planned』


  It was an unrelated language to the people walking down the road. They didn’t think that it was possible for a dog to speak human language, so they just passed by while looking with curiosity at the girl who had a cryptic talk with the dog.


  Leshya understood and continued with audacity.


  『I have heard that Ranjou Satsuki will also come with us and that calms me instead. I have never been on a date and it would be awkward to be just the two of us. I was fine to try and attack Haimura Moroha resolutely, but he was quite bewildered. Rather than he being cautious, he felt that my approach was very clumsy so I was genuinely confused』


  『Hihi, that can’t be helped. There’s no need for the expert murderer Leshya to move and make a tsutsumotase* abruptly. The cultural barriers aren’t that low after all』


  *TN: 美人局 = Badger game; scheme in which a man and a woman trick another man into a compromising situation for blackmail.


  Leshya nodded to the severe critique of the black dog.


  In fact, she felt that it wasn’t angry towards her.


  『Are you sure this sluggish way of doing is correct? Isn’t it better to assassinate him without warning?』


  『I’ve investigated in advance with my own eyes and ears and you’ll be doing this because I concluded it’s the best option』


  The black laughed proudly with “So it’s decided, isn’t it?”


  『Haimura is strong. Strong like a monster. When it comes to his fighting ability, it’s impeccable, you won’t find gaps in it, you won’t bring him to a certain death, no matter how much of a “man-eater” you are. At least not while I’m unable to hold the conviction that I can always win. So, in order to ensure the assassination, it’s absolutely necessary for us to strike the single weakness he has』


  She listened for a moment the meaning of the strategy that was repeated again by the black dog.


  He tried to persuade her in an easy-to-understand manner.


  Leshya brought up the weakness of Moroha as if repeating it to show that she understood.


  『Haimura Moroha’s weakness are the ones close to him』


  The black dog nodded with satisfaction hearing so.


  『That’s correct. He seems to be the type that can’t be cold-hearted towards his family, friends, girlfriends, companions, those types of people. In this case, you first have to slip into his bosom. If you get to be his girlfriend, perfect, but if you feel inclined to be just a friend then that’s very good too, and then once you have estimated that he has relaxed his guard around you, set up his assassination. I’m sure his blade will grow dull and dull until it’s no longer a menace for Leshya. Hihihihi, if there’s a sad fate where the Ancient Dragon has finally appeared, then wasn’t it because he was born and raised in an unstimulating country called Japan? His mentality is different from Russia’s disturbed, deceptive and coldhearted heaven-sent child Leshya』


  Leshya put a grim look in her eyes while the black dog talked proudly.


  She bit her lips during and after those lines.


  『Anyway, I understood. I will do my best to get close to him』


  Leshya answered to make him stop instead of plugging her ears.


  The black dog nodded greatly again,


  『Yes, I’ll be looking forward to it. Your approach was so clumsily splendid that that type of trick will make him more cautious if you were to thoughtlessly show your arts of coaxing and he were proficient at it』


  『But I will properly prepare for a lesson about Japan’s way of dating today』


  『Hihi, I overlooked Leshya’s mistake. It’s a pity that you can’t show that admirable figure to your precious younger brother, huh? However, if you are able to calmly say that it won’t take half a year or a year to accomplish this difficult assassination event, then that will make me speak fondly of you to Vasilisa Yurievna. That will certainly grant you a break to be with your little brother and your family in private』


  The story of her little brother came out, the grim look in the eyes of Leshya abated a little.


  A calmed sigh leaked from her well-shaped lips.


  The strained mood she was cladded in became less tense if a hole was opened.


  『… I feel indebted to you, Kondrat』


  When she answered, the black dog that was supposed to be next to her disappeared. She lost sight of it.


  Leshya looked for it in a hurry, then when she turned around, she found its figure following the way it came, it was crossing the pedestrian crossing.


  Leshya retightened herself and walked, making a close resemblance of industrial goods again and this time she rushed to get back home.


  Chapter 3 - A paradise that even resembled a distant, old dream


  The next day.


  Shizuno was enjoying a morning coffee on the terrace of her older brother’s mansion where they lived together.


  Together with that, she was having a friendly conversation.


  She entrusted her body on the back of the comfortable chair and while she sometimes inclined the cup towards her, she put the smartphone on her ear in a refined manner.


  『Hey. Aren’t you rather back in a good mood, Angela?』


  What she was using wasn’t Japanese, but English. It was on equal levels to a native person, due to the fruits of Urushibara family’s strict discipline.


  『Don’t mess with me, you stupid brat!』


  An angry voice was heard from the phone.


  She had apologized many times since then, and yet, there were no signs of getting on good terms at all.


  The name of the other party on the phone was Angela Johnson.


  Nicknamed “AJ”.


  She was a master of a remarkable double-headed sword and a young beautiful woman considered the right arm of Sir Edward.


  『However, I never expected that a beautiful person like you would use a violent speech of that level? I think that’s disrespectful even if I’m not Moroha』


  『If you don’t put and en to this, I’ll beat you to death, you know!?』


  『What are you so angry about? May I have an explanation of what I’m doing overboard?』


  『If I don’t explain it, then you bitch won’t understand it!?』


  『That’s right. Since you’re very hard to please, it’s rather difficult to be guessed in the heart of a young girl like me, you know?』


  『Okay then, I’ll tell you…』


  AJ said with a crush-to-death voice as if thirst for blood reached her from the distant London.


  『It’s two in the morning here, you idiot…』


  『Oh, I’m sorry. How did I totally forgot about the time difference?』


  Shizuno apologized.


  The other party on the phone couldn’t see the small dimple that emerged there, and even if she could see it, nobody would understand its meaning except Moroha.


  『Die! Die right now! Vomit blood out and die gruesomely!』


  Nothing but a voice full of deeply held resentment of the angered AJ returned.


  Shizuno placed the smartphone away from her ear for a moment and turned the cup, enjoying the aroma.


  She took a sip, rolling fully the sweetness of the milk and the bittersweet of the coffee in her mouth,


  『Hey, Angela. There’s something I want to ask you』


  She put the smartphone once again on her ear and asked behaving like a spoiled child.


  『Shut up! In the first place, why are you always calling me 24/7!?』


  AJ shouted at her, completely unaffected by fatigue.


  『Wanna hear something sad? Moroha also often complains that「Edward calls me quite often, it’s annoying」. Then like fellow assistants, why don’t we get along well with each other?』


  『I’ll end the phone call right now, throw you into the trash can and end your career!』


  『That’s cruel, how can you say that? Aren’t we friends?』


  『When did you and I become friends!?』


  『Maybe when I presented you the dress you wore when you had a dinner with “Sir” Edward?』


  On the other end of the phone, there was a sign that the other party gasped powerfully.


  『For how many hours was I giving advice to the worried you because Sir Edward went to a new pub guided by a kanbanmusume the other day? *』


  *TN: Pretty girl who attracts customers to come inside a shop.


  On the other end of the phone, there was a sign that the other party made her mouth open and close repeatedly.


  『Moreover, didn’t you even hire a detective using the influence of the Urushibara family to investigate him? It’s not an easy thing to say how much Europe has erected the foundation in its own way, is it?』


  On the other side of the phone, there was a sign that the other party raised both hands.
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  『Say, Angela? You’re not going to abandon your friends, yes?』


  『………………………the hell you want?』


  『Aren’t you happy that there’s a person that think of you as a friend? There’s a small thing I want to ask about, you see──』


  Shizuno raised the cup and started talking while toasting for the pure friendship of the two.


  First was the sudden arrival of a foreign student from Russia.


  Next, a detailed information of Leshya based on what Shizuno saw and noticed directly.


  And then, if AJ happened to know anything.


  『You said that her age is fifteen years old or so, she has silver hair that resembles steel and is a beautiful woman?』


  AJ confirmed with a clear and yet fully tensed voice.


  Shizuno also had her eyes tinged with seriousness.


  She raised her body from the back of the chair and corrected her seated posture.


  『Yes, that’s correct. Do you have an idea of who she is?』


  『That girl, she might be “man-eater”』


  This time, it was Shizuno who had her breath taken away.


  Cold sweat slowly slipped off along her spine.


  『”Man-eater”? The one… that rivals the one called “Invisible?”』


  What finally came out from her mouth was practically a monologue rather than a question.


  Dismay ended up oozing in her voice.


  『Yes, that one. Originally, they are part of a group of Saviors that murders Saviors that shouldn’t exist. You knew that Russia was raising them, right?』


  『That’s… correct. Wait a second, you’re telling me that it’s that thing? That “Man-eater” is the trump card among the trump cards of Lightning Empress? But then why did she sent her from there to a distant country like this?』


  『Will your good person, that worthless guy, cut the trump card down?』


  AJ snorted as if being ill humored.


  Since she was caused to go through a bitter experience by Moroha more than once, it would be regrettable for her to make a statement like recognizing his ability.


  『Well… it’s as you say. It’s very true when I say that I don’t want to believe it, but I should definitely assume so』


  『Yes. At least the physical appearance of “Man-eater” and the one of the foreign student are consistent. The other thing is──』


  『──You should take into account the possibility that Elena-san is a decoy and that the real thing is hiding somewhere』


  『Hmm. It seems that your head could finally settle, huh』


  Certainly, she was able to recover from the shock somehow.


  『I was wondering, can you tell me all that you know about “Man-eater”?』


  『I would like to talk if I had my master’s permission… but there is not』


  『Not that Moroha is Sir Edward’s favorite?』


  When Shizuno regained her beat time to mock the other party, she heard the hateful clicking tongue of AJ.


  『Fine. It’s also ridiculous to trouble my busy master to request permission for everything. I’ll tell you──however, may I get something in exchange?』


  『What would that be?』


  Shizuno got cautious, she put herself on guard.


  『It’s nothing that great. Don’t call me, ever again. Deal?』


  『I see, that’s what it was』


  Shizuno threw an interjection with an admirable voice to show she was paying attention.


  『Got it? It’s regrettable, but you can’t solve a problem without making some sacrifice. You promised it』


  She insincerely agreed to it after that.


  AJ, who showed impulsivity and frankness since the first time they met, quickly believed in her, her tongue loosened as if to get her satisfied.


  All the stories she heard from her were series of surprises, but this time she had prepared herself beforehand, so she wouldn’t be shaken up. Shizuno silently listened and recorded everything in her mental notepad.


  『I think that a well-behaved person like you should know this already, but don’t spread anything, alright?』


  『Of course. Thank you, Angela. See you later』


  Shizuno gave her thanks with an obedient tone and hung up.


  She did a heavy sigh, closed her eyes and meditated for a while.


  She unconsciously played with the unruly hair that usually stood alone and paid undue amount of attention to it.


  She organized in her mind the shocking information of “Man-eater” she learned from AJ and explored for a means to make the best use of that information.


  It would take time, but that was fine. She had to do it.


  And then, when she succeed in drawing a conclusion.


  She sighed deeply one more time, opened her eyes and turned her eyes to her back.


  – How long have you been there, Nii-san?


  Next to the terrace table, there was the figure of her older brother Tadanori who gulped coffee as if he was drowning his cares in it and with a face like he was chewing a bug.


  – You were having an enjoyable-looking talk with someone, weren’t you?


  Her older brother said, irritated, as the servant was made to pour who knows how many coffees already.


  – With a friend that is a bit far away, perhaps?


  – Aren’t you supposed to talk about love and how to get closer to your lover?


  Her older brother spoke with sarcasm while drinking the freshly poured coffee.


  Shizuno thought that he sometimes held the region of his stomach but not because of stress, but because he drank too much.


  – I’m proud of my good hearing. Do you know that Haimura-kun is having a date with another girl today?


  – Ara? Even though I’m taking my time at home, Nii-san is all grumpy?


  Shizuno said nonchalantly as if she had realized the reason just now.


  This person obsessed with political power was this much desperate, he couldn’t help but wanting to make Shizuno and Moroha who became an S-Rank Savior to be engaged as soon as possible.


  – Aren’t you worried!?


  – No, not at all.


  Moreover, and related to that, it wasn’t a bluff or anything of the sort. Shizuno tried the cup with elegance.


  She abstained from joining the date because she had to study, and Satsuki was there, but it was a complete lie.


  – Because I don’t think that Elena-san can persuade Moroha that easily, and also won’t this incite Ranjou-san to not lose? She will certainly compete shoulder to shoulder against Elena-san, don’t you think? Also, when the mood becomes something like a quarrel of love, he’s the type that ends up drawing back. Frankly speaking, today’s date is going to be a failure, isn’t it?


  – Hou… a sound argument. Truly a sound argument. Even you have competed with each other with jealousy laid bare, but if they’re disgraceful women, then they will likely get Haimura-kun annoyed.


  Her older brother left, the reason was that he could understand the tactic of his younger sister.


  He was a sharp man. If one explained the reason properly, he would understand everything from one part.


  – There’s a thing more worrisome than that.


  It was hard to weigh what Leshya was thinking and why she wanted a date, however she wasn’t going to attack Moroha all of a sudden. Or more precisely, if she was willing to do that, she wouldn’t be having a date leisurely or studying abroad, if it was appearing a certain day without warning and stabbing him abruptly, then that should do it.


  The absolute success rate of it should be higher rather than doing it after showing herself up and making him cautious about her. It was evident that Russia had some sort of motives that wanted to attack him carefully.


  However, in addition to that, it wasn’t about attacking him「out of nowhere」, but about attacking him「sooner or later」.


  Shizuno was convinced, even if Moroha didn’t try to suspect Leshya.


  She wanted to carry out preparations for that moment.


  Everything that she could do. For Moroha.


  – There’s something I want Nii-san to cooperate with. Can I have your help?


  – Then this will become a benefit of mine, isn’t that right?


  Shizuno deeply shrugged her shoulders because of the manner of speaking typical of her older brother and assented generously.


  Anyway. When she disclosed the plan she was able to derive not long ago, he clung to it immediately.


  Shizuno, who had never thought nicely about her older brother, not even once, quickly thought that he would be useful for Moroha. She smiled wryly in her heart; for her, to do such a self-interested thing, it meant that affinity welled up even to such older brother a little.
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  They arranged to meet in front of the station at 11:00.


  Moroha was walking from the dormitories, he was about to arrive at an adequate hour.


  During his walk, he answered the phone that began to make a sound. He talked without stopping his feet.


  『I can’t join the date…』


  It was Satsuki who burst into tears abruptly.


  – Did something happen?


  Moroha asked while thinking it was a bit unexpected.


  If it was the everyday Satsuki, then she would definitely come even if spears fell out of the sky.


  『I was requested by Sophie-senpai for urgent help via phone just now』


  *Sniff sniff*, Satsuki kept weeping.


  『Did you know that Senpai sometimes goes to the church to worship? So, she went there this morning, but when she arrived there, it seems that a Sister had broken her dominant arm yesterday and looked very troubled. The church there seems to do soup kitchen after the worship every Sunday, but the Sister wasn’t able to do that, she said that help with enough cooking ability was needed urgently…』


  – So it means that you were selected from among many people?


  Moroha, who knew that Satsuki’s hidden cooking skills were high, understood so.


  『I’m really, really sorry, Moroha. You were looking forward to have a date with me, right?』


  – Well, yeah.


  『I was looking forward to it too. But I can’t leave the troubled Sophie-senpai alone』


  Satsuki cried on the telephone.


  Moroha charmingly slipped out a smile.


  – You had such feelings towards Senpai, I guess I like that?


  『Fueh?』


  Satsuki raised a voice in disarray and stopped crying in an instant.


  『Y-you really mean tha〜〜〜t?』


  Then, a bashful indication was transmitted from the other side of the phone.


  – Yeah, I mean it.


  Moroha nodded.


  The words were light but the feelings loaded in them weren’t.


  -『E-ehehe, then I’ll do my best to help her!』


  – Yeah. If it’s a date, we can always do it again, I’ll especially not run away from it.


  『Y-yup! See you later, ehehehe』


  Satsuki ended the call while laughing shyly.


  Moroha tried to put back the cell phone――and started ringing again.


  – Hello? Satsuki?


  『I forgot to mention!!』


  The loud voice that was raised with dreadful energy felt like an impact that pierced the tympanic membrane. Moroha involuntarily frowned.


  – What did you forget?


  『Even if it’s just you and Leshya, you can’t do strange things and hide them from me!』


  – You don’t trust me…


  Moroha was sad.


  – There’s no reason for me to act like that, you know? We’ll just have normal fun, then I’ll just show her around the town.


  『Is that true〜〜〜? I’m worried because that girl is strangely aggressive!』


  – That’s fine, I’m passive, no?


  Since he wanted to get along with her, he thought of wanting to be friends with her, but any more than that was a separate thing.


  Many friends from the past said『Anyone is fine, but I want a girlfriend at least!』as their favorite phrase, but the fact was that they really didn’t want one. It was a way of having fun between friends, the funny lot. He ended up understanding that meaning instead.


  『I guess that’s fine, but. There’s the curfew of our dormitory, so go moderately!』


  – Sir yes sir, you do your best.


  『Yup! Well, see you tomorrow at school』


  This time he ended the call and put back the cell phone.


  While he was talking, he arrived at the north exit of the station which was the meeting place.


  Exactly 10 minutes earlier.


  The figure of Leshya wasn’t there yet. Moroha killed time while looking at the crowded streets.


  This was the shopping district area, the appearances of young people that dropped in with their friends and lovers stood out; it was inevitable since today was Sunday.  There weren’t too many families.


  Everyone seemed to be equally looking forward to it.


  Even if the others were strangers, Moroha liked to see the smiling faces of the people.


  His father, a cook and his mother, a server, were that kind of people.


  He undoubtedly inherited that from them, it was a painful and yet a happy thing to be able to feel the connection with his parents who died in such casual event.


  – Well… it’s 11:00 AM now huh.


  Moroha muttered as he checked the time with his cell phone.


  He thought about trying to call Leshya who didn’t come when five minutes had passed. Since anything could happen, they exchanged their telephone numbers when they were coming home from school yesterday.


  He was looking for the name of Leshya in the directory of his cell phone ―― and right there,


  – I have kept you waiting, Haimura Moroha.


  He heard the natural voice of the person in question.


  Then again. Although his awareness was going to the manipulation of his cell phone, he couldn’t sense the approach of Leshya.


  – The people are at fault.


  He knew she had erased her presence and that her stealthy steps were skilled, but he wanted her to not use them in her everyday life.


  Moroha raised his face from the cell phone as he gave a strained laugh──


  He shifted his attention to Leshya’s direction──


  – Eh, What’s with that appearance!?


  He completely ended up questioning her sharply.


  – Is there something wrong with my appearance?


  Leshya had the most completely wary eyes so far, they were even more impregnable.


  Since she didn’t understand the meaning of Moroha’s attack, she only extended her hand above her head and touched the cat ears there were there.


  – Because those are strange.


  Moroha pointed at the cat ears with all his strength.


  There was a huge cat ears headband put on the head of Leshya.


  It wasn’t because she attracted the attention. But because it had a bad meaning.


  – What is that? Japanese use way too much demonstrative pronouns. Sometimes I am unable to understand them.


  – Cat ears!
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  Moroha was shocked, he didn’t know what to say.


  The hand of Leshya that was interfering with the product suddenly stopped.


  As if it hardened.


  When he looked closely at her, her whole body was trembling, it was shivering with short and repeated movements.


  – Actually… I was also feeling… a bit of… discomfort…. Like I thought, this appearance is a bit weird… from the perspective of the Japanese, yes?


  – I’m sorry. For speaking frankly.


  When he looked closely at her, in addition to the cat ears, the frilly dress that wanted to take her age a bit more into consideration and the evident handmade ribbons attached in some way on the clothes were colorfully decorated, and while certainly there was a thing called freedom of garments in Japan, if one had the intention to wear what one wanted to wear no matter what, nobody could deny one that, but if possible… could you read the situation or rather, the place a bit more? Hmm? Leshya went with a cringy (Oh, I said it) fashion like that.


  The only thing that didn’t float was the black gem pendant that she was wearing all the day yesterday.


  – Is that so…? Like I thought…


  Leshya’s face became gloomy.


  She made her eyes cast downward, and slowly turned them away to a different side.


  And, she murmured.


  – I’m depressed… I want to d…


  With a tensed tone of voice to the point it was not a laughing matter.


  – Hold on.


  The flustered one was Moroha.


  This was the case when he rejected her sudden confession yesterday, but he could feel that the wanting-to-die declaration of Leshya was something that didn’t sound like a joke, it made him feel strangely anxious, and something that was true.


  – Certainly! Wait! I also have praises for you! But (If we don’t care about the eyes around us) you’re definitely cute. (If you do something about that stern look) then it really suits you.


  Moroha drew near her side, gently grabbed her arm and tried to encourage her with utmost effort.


  There were a lot of ( ), but no lies where there. Not in the least.


  – … your sympathy, I don’t need it.


  – No, it’s true! You’re so cute that my heart may cease functioning. This is true!


  It had been a while since he had made such a loud voice.


  Was the enthusiasm of Moroha transmitted to her? ――After Leshya glanced at him,


  – In that case, then I am relieved.


  She returned to her original mood.


  Well, though she just returned from「A face that seemed to hang even at the neck at any moment now」to「A stern expression that said “What are you so serious about?”」, Moroha couldn’t feel at ease from the bottom of his heart.


  – I’m also relieved because you can’t die leaving your little brother behind, right?


  – You remembered it?


  That stern look relaxed for the first time.


  Leshya turned surprised eyes. That was a little cute.


  – That was impressive.


  Because it was immediately after he was told she would die and die. Moroha scratched his head.


  – Aanyways, I’m not the kind of guy who has someone that can attain balance with such clothes, so it would be helpful if you come with your very usual appearance from now on. Even uniform is a pass if you like.


  – I understand. And I apologize. I neglected the consideration about the person I am in love with.


  – Well, well.


  Moroha calmed Leshya who had an overly serious way of speaking while spilling cold sweat.


  – Aren’t you hungry? Shouldn’t we go and have lunch somewhere?


  He proposed to stop the conversation as it was.


  Leshya assented in silence――however, she got suddenly taken aback,


  – Did I ended up keeping you waiting, Haimura Moroha?


  She began to say at this late hour what one would normally say at the very beginning.


  As if she thoughtlessly forgot about it, like she remembered the stipulated password in panic.


  – No, not really.


  Moroha replied adequately while strangely wondering about it.


  Then, Leshya caused her staring eyes to be brimming with something that had the appearance of bloodlust,


  – That is a relief. But, I am sorry. I couldn’t wear my pants by myself and it ended up being late. I am a clumsy girl.


  – Huh…?


  – I am a clumsy girl.


  – …………


  He didn’t know how to react.


  He didn’t know whether it was a Russian joke or not.


  When he got stiffened while appearing to have his eyes wide, Leshya also got suspicious,


  – Do you hate clumsy girls?


  – Rather than that, this is the first time hearing you having an ordinary conversation.


  When he answered frankly, Leshya began to tremble once again.


  – I am depressed. I want to d――


  – Whoa, wait.


  Moroha tried to calm her down by grabbing both hands of Leshya.


  – Let me ask you this, where on earth did you learn the term “clumsy girl”?


  Although her way of speaking was formal, her Japanese was quite proficient, it shouldn’t be strange to know it, but still.


  – I learned it from a certain trustworthy intelligence. “Japan’s young men like clumsy girls”. At the dates, the woman is purposely delayed, and it would be effective to use words like the ones used just now.


  – I wonder, who is the guy that blew such a false rumor into you…?


  – I must say that my information source is reliable. It is a Japanese site. You can see that the level of such credibility comes from an unbelievable number of users every day.


  – Hey, what’s the name of that site…?


  – That site is named『5ch』 .


  – I knew it.


  Moroha was troubled because Leshya said being deadly serious the name of Japan’s largest anonymous internet bulletin board.


  In fact, Moroha was able to start surfing on the net after he was in high school, but it didn’t take him much time to find his way to「5ch」.


  He was puzzled at first. There were many false statements among the posts. Really too many. There were so many slanders that would make you feel sick afterwards. He didn’t know if there was a good use for it. However, as Leshya said, there was a large number of users.


  Moroha immediately inquired Shizuno aka his computer teacher and she taught him while showing a small dimple on her face.


  According to her:「This site is either medicine or poison depending on how you use it, but certainly I can’t recommend it to beginners. If you’re a person that don’t see through flattery and lies, then you must absolutely not use it. But I also use it from time to time, so it’s not that I like the way of thinking of not using a knife because it’s dangerous, you get me? Be a ROMつ for half a year as a test」


  *TN: ROMつ = Lurker on a forum; read-only member.


  Leshya also ended up stepping into that cavern of malice, huh…


  She continued being deadly serious.


  -『5ch』is wonderful. As soon as I created a thread titled『I would like to have a date with my loved man but I don’t know how to succeed』, dozens of people gave me advice in the blink of an eye. The fact that Japanese people are kind is well known in Russia, but they gave me a deep impression for sure, so I just wrote words of thanks to all those people. More kind people came up later and got entangled in a heated discussion among them, the numbers of threads swelled up, I was able to receive useful advices.


  – Such amazing trolling skills…. I mean, weren’t you lured in? Rather, weren’t you trolled?


  Moroha endured the headache.


  – Then you followed that “cat ears advice”?


  He asked with an even more trembling voice.


  – Almost every Japanese boy told me that he would like『A headband shaped like cat ears』and『Toddler-like garments』. And『The more ribbons you wear, more effective they’ll be』. This headband almost nobody sold it, it was extremely difficult to get, but in reality it was worth it because you liked it. I want to thank them, the guys of 5ch.


  – Don’t tell me that yesterday’s love letter too?


  – Of course. I was taught about it when I set up another thread. It is an essential custom when Japanese students start dating.


  It didn’t teach a good thing. That 5ch.


  – Got it. I understood everything…. A-anyway, do we go somewhere? Let’s have some food.


  Moroha put a hand on his face and brought the matter to a finish.


  He followed the motto of his PC teacher and didn’t say that he won’t look into it anymore.


  Leshya assented in silence and this time they started moving.


  As soon as that happened――


  *Sudden movement*! Leshya linked their arms.


  It was a way of constructing, like taking a criminal to the police… the exactly opposite of the very natural way like the one of a pair of lovers.


  Moroha got nervous in the different meaning of the word.


  Not only that, Leshya was the owner of an abundant chest, as it should be expected of a Caucasian. When she walked with that appearance, *Boing*, *Boing*, her breasts were pushed against him with every step.


  Moroha got nervous in the right meaning of the word.


  It was impossible for his heart to not race.


  And, the eyes of his surroundings were painful.


  They were seen by pairs of lovers. The boyfriend was a bad couple for making the girlfriend have a weird appearance.


  Moroha got nervous in the displeased meaning of the word.


  (Shouldn’t we walk a bit more separated?)


  He couldn’t say that.


  The eyes of Leshya that were turned straight ahead were extremely serious.


  Like a soldier who went to the battlefield with a heroic resolution.


  It wasn’t an atmosphere where he could start talking to her.


  (Well, it’s not a big deal to being pointed at our backs, is it?)


  Moroha resigned with one sigh.


  It was transmitted from the linked arms that Leshya was also nervous.


  Maybe she wasn’t used to walking and linking arms with a man.


  Moroha decided to settle this in his mind.


  – What does Leshya want to eat?


  – Anything is fine for me, so if there is anything you want.


  – You’re leaving it to me? Then, what will it be?


  He wanted to soothe the tension of the other party, so he kept deliberately talking to her amiably.


  However, even when it was a date that didn’t seem to follow the ordinary methods, it was a win if they enjoyed it the way it was.


  If so, they had to have fun. He was going to make her have fun. More than she deserved.


  When his purpose became clear, he immediately felt in high spirits.


  Moroha raised his face and walked down the shopping district with Leshya.


  They walked for a short while with their arms linked――


  Moroha noticed that the gaze of Leshya was particularly staying at a single point.


  Their pace remained perfectly constant, they almost missed the sign.


  What was she paying attention to?


  His interest swelled up all of a sudden and followed the gaze of Leshya.


  Beyond that was a McDermott. It was the world’s largest hamburger chain store.


  – You like Macs?


  Even so, Moroha stopped and asked, he wanted to say that.


  – I have never eaten one.


  Leshya answered immediately.


  No way, there’s people who have never eaten a Mac!? Is this what they call “culture gap”?  Moroha put questions on top of another while being shocked.


  – But there are McDermott’s in Russia… right? I remember that I saw it being popular in the news in the past.


  – Yes. McDermott’s is very prosperous in Russia, there is always a big line.


  – Heeee.


  Russians liked Macs so much. Moroha learned that.


  – And yet, Leshya has never eaten one? Are they a luxury item in Russia?


  – No, it used to be a high class store in the past, but now I have heard that Macs are at convenient prices. I have never eaten one because I don’t have time to stand in a line.


  Her interest was stirred up because she had no experience of entering a store that was popular.


  – So, we’re having Macs for lunch then?


  – If you are fine with that.


  As for his personal preference, he liked better the MUS Burger* chain, which feature was using fried rice balls instead of buns, but he wanted to satisfy her curiosity.


  *TN: MAS Burger is the original burger chain store.


  Did the doubtful Leshya really think so, even if I say so when acting as her boyfriend?


  But now, when he looked at her eyes fixedly staring at McDermott’s, he felt that he had touched her「raw feelings」for the first time.


  – Let’s enter.


  Moroha invited Leshya to enter the store.


  Because it was Sunday midday, there was a crowd before the cashier, but it appeared that it would end without waiting.


  – Choose in advance what you want to eat while we’re standing in line.


  He told her and pointed at the menu──displayed on top of the cashier counter.


  – What is your recommendation?


  – Everything is surprisingly good, so you should decide based on the ingredients you like.


  Thoroughly pursuing the taste that everyone liked, that was the selling point of the chain.


  – But, I always go crazy when it comes to potatoes…. I like them, but I feel it’s a waste of money to order them unless something good comes with them.


  – I also like potatoes. Or rather, Russians like it.


  – Is that so? Then should both of us go for L ones?


  That being the case, he should economize another day in the future.


  This was the first experience of Leshya. A kindness that he wanted her to enjoy with all her heart without acting miserly.


  Moroha fully realized. Like I thought, food is wonderful!


  The fundamental desires of the human being weren’t sophisticated. Even Leshya who had been clumsy ever since they met, talked naturally when it became a talk of food. She quickly opened her heart.


  Moroha ordered a set of a jumbo Mac, iced coffee and potatoes and Leshya copied him.


  Since it was a large store, they could secure seats immediately and sat down, facing each other.


  Moroha just opened the wrapping paper, he didn’t put it into his mouth.


  He fixedly stared at Leshya eating.


  He felt like the pilot of Apollo 11, watching attentively to etch into his mind the first steps of mankind on the moon’s surface.


  However, Leshya rapidly took a bite. Typical of her personality that had no cowardice.


  She chew it while precipitously bringing near the part of the eyebrows closest to the nose.


  – Your impression?


  – The taste is very flashy. I think this deserves my admiration.


  The taste is flashy! Leshya had an interesting expression.


  That meant that her own expression about taste could be made, and that there was a rich sensitivity in regard to Leshya’s roots.


  Moroha was delighted to know that rather than being mechanical or way too functional, the image that Leshya was clad in didn’t represent her essence at all.


  Well, she may have felt mechanical but because she was trained well and acquired so.


  While Moroha felt such hunch,


  – In the end, are you saying that it’s tasty? Or saying that it’s bad?


  – Certainly, I would like to eat another menu or something next time.


  – It came to be of your liking, huh? Then why don’t we come again?


  – Is that perhaps an invitation for a next date already?


  – Err. Yeah, that’s what it is, no?


  – Is that so? That is to say that my charm had caused a certain effect on you already.


  The eyes of Leshya were still grim, but her mouth was a bit elated.


  2 bites, 3 bites, she opened her mouth wide and ate heartily. She showed surprising voracious manners.


  Moroha was enticed by her and sunk his teeth into it.


  If you eat with someone and the mood is good, then it will feel more delicious than usual.


  – What does the Russians… Leshya always eat?


  – I bought and ate what caught my attention at the store. There are shops all over the town that one doesn’t happen to see in Japan but are normal in Russia.


  – That sounds fun. What do those sell?


  – I think that piroshkis, crepes, hot dogs and various baked potatoes*.


  *TN: Piroshki = Russian pierogi; meat and eggs, etc. baked in bread).


  That country was probably like a dream for the potato-lover Moroha.


  – Do you cook on your own?


  – I don’t have time to do it.


  – You said something like that before, but why were you so busy?


  – You know it already. We are Saviors.


  I see, Moroha put a face as if he was chewing a bitter bug.


  In other words, she was busy to death refining her fighting techniques.


  He remembered. The warning given by Shizuno. The story where there were no Savior training schools in Russia, but instead they were trained in inhuman ways.


  Moroha turned his head to the left and right and shook off those sad feelings,


  – There are plenty of delicious things to eat without reserve in Japan too and Leshya can try them now that she’s finally studying abroad. Would you like to go to other places as well? If you like, can I guide you there?


  – Is that also perhaps an invitation to a date?


  – Yeah. If Leshya is fine with it, the next week, the week after next and the following ones, and next time let’s invite Satsuki and Shizuno again. There are lots of other people who are nice, so let’s have fun with everyone after I introduce them to you.


  – This is too convenient for me that I end up being suspicious, thinking: won’t there be a catch in all this?


  – Haha, you’re cautious. But I really mean it that way.


  – If so, then I would like to ask you. Do you think well of me, or are you like Urushibara Shizuno, suspecting that I am an assassin from Russia?


  – Has Leshya thought of trying to kill me?


  – … Not at all.


  – That’s fine, isn’t it? There’s nothing wrong.


  Moroha smiled cheerfully and finished eating with a last bite.


  Leshya pinched the potatoes and fixedly stared at them.


  Until she finished gnawing them like a squirrel.


  The look in her eyes changed more and more to a dangerous one. She casted her eyes down and said with a sorrowful face.


  It wasn’t in Japanese, but probably in Russian.


  『How manly…!』


  She whispered to herself.


  The meaning of it couldn’t be grasped by Moroha. He heard「beesese trashani」but was that correct?


  What did she say? He raised his eyebrows and asked with a gesture.


  Leshya raised her face and――probably again――ignored the question and started another topic.


  – When I look at you, I remember a person I met before.


  – Is there anyone who looks like me?


  – The Head of the English Division.


  – Don’t continue please.


  Moroha grumbled without bearing it.


  If he had a cup of coffee now, he would surely spurt it out. It was dangerous.


  – Seriously, pardon me. It’s unbearable to be confused with such walking nuisance.


  The completely confused Moroha.


  The person in question had no awareness that he would likely end up having this kind of attitude.


  – I’ll buy another cup of coffee. Does Leshya want another too?


  Moroha left his seat with a clatter and hurriedly headed to the cashier.


  He had the feeling of wanting to ask when Leshya and Edward met, but more than that, the feeling of not wanting to continue with this upsetting topic was stronger.


  (This mood won’t be washed away with a super bitter black coffee, I can’t do it)


  He grumbled in his mind.


  It would be natural to not see that Leshya on his back was having a too worried expression.


  He naturally couldn’t notice that she had a face similar to a working, self-supporting student who faced difficult exam questions.
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  After they left McDermott, Leshya invited Moroha to a movie.


  She extremely agreed to the advice she got, which said「It’s safe for the beginners to have a date on a standard course」.


  Even Leshya, when a beginner offered a suggestion all of a sudden that said「I want to assassinate a detestable boy, but I don’t know how I should carry it over」, recommended using a gun which was a safer choice rather than a knife that required skill.


  Either way, was there a communicating thing in the roots among professionals of that line of business?


  He didn’t know what program to watch, but 5ch, which was a gathering of gentlemen, had no blunder in escorting a lamb that wavered in that respect.


  They told her that the animation「Magical Chuuni* Ange Sweetsdekosuke-chan*」was very popular among the Japanese boys now.


  *TN: Chuuni means Second-year of Middle School. I’m not sure if this is a reference to something, but dekosuke means big forehead.


  She suggested Moroha to try watching it.


  – S-seriously? Are you okay with it? That’s an anime that little girls watch, no? Well… if Leshya wants to watch it, then I’m fine with it, but…


  Although Moroha didn’t show interest, Leshya persisted in with resolution.


  Because that dialogue was hypothesized beforehand.


  According to the thoughtful and discrete 5ch, 「All Japanese men are shy, they by no means want to affirm their own desires in front of others. That’s a YES if the Japanese comes up with the pretense of aiding another or something for the sake of a girl」


  Leshya guessed the real intention of Moroha, it was easy for her to deal with it since she knew him beforehand, and so she went together with him to watch「Magical Chuuni Ange Sweetsdekosuke-chan」


  While they were doing the entrance procedure at the movie theater, Moroha made his face stiffen the whole time.


  How complicated and mysterious were the feelings of the Japanese men.


  She kept holding the hand of Moroha sitting next to her during all the movie.


  One of 5ch’s guys taught her「You, cut it out! How is this girl so pathetic? You should just hold the hand of your boyfriend all the time during the movie.  That’s my recommendation since I’m pleased」


  Leshya followed what >>746-san had particularly transmitted with tender care.


  Then Moroha firmly grasped her hand back.


  The strange feeling when she linked arms with him increased, but the man she held with normality for the first time was… very warm.


  It was a very fresh feeling for Leshya who have never had the chance of touching other people directly, she had only come in contact with them through the cold steel blade….


  The movie ended, now she was walking outside along with Moroha.


  At first she didn’t realize her way of doing things because she was clumsy. Now she was able to link arms with him without putting herself on guard.


  A small desire ended up being born inside her chest.


  The feeling wishing for someone’s warmth.


  It seemed as if that taught Leshya how to link arms with someone quite naturally. She strolled with her arms linked with Moroha, walking aimlessly in the shopping district.


  The topic was entirely about the movie just now.


  Moroha looked delighted, talking about his impressions.


  – Well, I didn’t think that I’d be moved to tears despite this anime being oriented towards children. Toko, who cooperated with everyone, got incredibly fired up, it was fascinating. Thank you for making me know about it.


  That was evidently a juvenile-ish, carefree smile.


  Along with her gratitude to 5ch’s information network, Leshya also looked up from the intracerebral memory for advice on what to do in such cases.


  The correct answer was「At any rate, he’ll agree in advance. Men are delighted with it because they are idiots」


  Nevertheless――


  – The story was so hectic that I couldn’t keep up with it.


  Leshya’s honest impression ended up saying something like she was against Moroha.


  She got close to the arm of Moroha and entrusted herself to his warmth, but for some reason, she didn’t feel like saying an insincere thing.


  (The relationship building with Haimura Moroha is becoming a drawn-out war and that is fine, I was told to concentrate all my energy on it. Is it fine… even if he is not being pleased with this much…?)


  After she ended up saying so, she started making excuses regarding her own impulsive failure.


  – What kind of movies does Leshya usually watch?


  Moroha didn’t feel hurt by such a small thing.


  He continued the conversation with a calm voice.


  He felt his arm got warmer, Leshya embraced him more and more.


  – It was my first time watching a movie.


  – Eh? For real? There’s no way… not even in Russia? Because you didn’t have time either?


  Leshya assented.


  Ever since I was discovered as a Savior, I either escorted Lightning Empress, carried assassinations of people that weren’t to the liking of Lightning Empress’s mind, and outside that, I just trained myself. I wasn’t allowed anything but that. To say nothing of entertainment, movies, etc. 


  – Haha, it can’t be helped if you couldn’t keep up with it. You’re like a grandma suddenly watching an anime.


  Moroha made a crack about it along with a face like the one of a mischievous child.


  Even when she was called a grandma, Leshya didn’t get angry. It was the everyday scene of the <Awakened Savior> New Faith while training at the Russian Division where she was hit with「Even a senile old man that had a leg stuffed in a coffin would be way faster to move!」.


  Compared to that violence, Moroha’s joke was easy to understand.


  However, it would be great if she could stylishly return the joke with a joke.


  Unfortunately, such conversational skills weren’t granted the chance to be learned.


  Instead, she kept talking about the movie in an overly serious way.


  – The one supposed to be antagonizing Dekosuke was Eiji, but before I became aware of it, they became allies, I really didn’t understand that.


  – Gotcha. I certainly felt that the explanation was poor.


  – I didn’t get the reason either why Dekosuke and Eiji were bound to be the persons waiting for the return of the dark Maris nebula that suddenly appeared and were able to charge at it without fearing anything. Furthermore, they were safe, but there was no foundation for that.


  – I agree. On the whole, if he were my uncle, then it would have been a good talk about stopping opportunism.


  – What is opportunism?


  – It’s difficult to explain, but the producers abandoned the consistence of the story to make it easier, I guess…


  Moroha, who wasn’t a story building expert, explained with utmost effort though he became confused, but Leshya managed to understand him.


  – Anyways, I felt it was interesting──


  Moroha indicated as if defending it to sum to the total while scratching his head.


  – Although it’s opportunism, it’s more like a helpless story, like the ones where enemies and allies fight each other until the end, but I like the type of stories where everyone holds their hands and are saved in the end.


  I see.


  Leshya, who listened to him, nodded in her mind.


  She really and honestly thought “I see” from the bottom of her heart.


  (In reality, I couldn’t help it. I forget about it while watching the story)


  Her heart suddenly felt chilly and hugged the arm of Moroha as if clinging to it.


  Since Leshya kept silent, Moroha showed a pondering attitude as he made his eyes loiter for a brief moment. Maybe he was looking for the next topic.


  The shopping district was being left behind while their awareness was stolen by the conversation of the movie.


  A large park covered in green was visible in the front.


  The two of them headed to the park, neither of them had prearranged it.


  There was a fresh, green lawn and pure-white benches,


  – As for the movie theater, rigidness is a weakness of it, isn’t it? Would you like to take a small break?


  Moroha proposed while extending his free hand.


  Leshya assented and sat down on the bench.


  However, Moroha kept standing up.


  – Is there something wrong?


  – I’ll go and buy a drink, so please wait here. Anything is fine?


  – The same that you pick is fine.


  – Haha, if you say so, then I am going to make you drink a sweet red-bean soup drink.


  Moroha went to that place while laughing jokingly.


  Leshya stood alone on the bench.


  She was bored, but for the sake of assassination missions, she had to lie in wait for a long time. She was used to it.


  She emptied her mind and observed the people coming and going to the avenue.


  Friends, lovers, parents and children and people of various races passed in front of Leshya.


  Everyone looked happy, the people that weren’t smiling were a few.


  She unexpectedly ended up remembering her motherland.


  She heard an existing prejudice in various foreign countries where the history of a bloody purge, the image of the former Eastern Bloc countries and the extreme cold climate made of Russia an unpromising and terrible country.


  But the current Russia was wealthy and open-minded.


  When she sat on a bench in a park of Moscow and observed the faces of the people who came and go in the same way, she was able to find lots of smiles.


  Every time Leshya saw such happy-looking people, lovers and families in her motherland, her heart became irritable.


  Her feelings were made to grow wild.


  Because Leshya didn’t forget.


  Only ten-odd years ago, Russia still couldn’t break free from the disturbances of the Soviet collapse, it was a period of tremendous poverty.


  Leshya was born at such time, she was an orphan that didn’t know the face of her parents.


  Love wasn’t given to her. A childhood in which she was hungry.


  At the age of nine, when she was discovered as a Savior, she was coerced to a way of life smeared with blood by Lightning Empress, the compensation she got was proper food, clothing and shelter.


  Every time she saw happy people, she was reminded of her sorrow together with piercing cold thoughts.


  But now it was different.


  She came to a country that had peace, to the real richness called Japan, she also saw the happy faces of the people, but her heart didn’t hurt at all. She didn’t become sad.


  She realized about the reason.


  (It is the same as the movie of minutes ago…)


  This was too distant from her, the actual feeling was too much, it ended up seeming like the world of a tale.


  The country of her dreams where she could temporarily forget about her helpless self.


  (It’s lifeless. But warm in the same degree here)


  Even when she intended to empty her heart. When she realized her mood was satisfied, she looked at the strangers.


  – I kept you waiting.


  She heard the voice of Moroha.


  Coincident with that, something rolled over at the feet of Leshya.


  It was a soccer ball.


  – It fell over there. Did someone forget it and went back home? If they threw it away, then it’s a waste. It’s badly damaged, but it can still be used properly.


  For an instant, Moroha put a sour look on his face.


  He didn’t have the drinks.


  He probably found it on the way to buy them and just came back with the ball.


  – Hey! Pass it! Pass it here!


  Moroha went to the lawn and innocently demanded her to send the ball by kicking it.


  Leshya stood up, controlled her strength and sent a weak pass.


  It was her first time kicking it, but it was rolling fairly well. It returned at the feet of Moroha.


  This time, Moroha sent a pass gently and Leshya stopped it with one foot. Then kicked it back again. Moroha also returned it. That iteration continued on and on.


  – When I was a kid, my uncle often played catch with me. Our family was poor, so they couldn’t get to buy other toys, but I had fun.


  It was surprising for Leshya that Moroha spent a poor boyhood.


  In fact, Leshya didn’t know much about Moroha.


  She wasn’t an intelligence operative nor a professional who snared people with skillful words.


  That’s why rather than poorly come in contact with him, the decision of the Russian Division was to be able to lower the alertness of Haimura Moroha and for her to not be aware of the detailed profile of the target.


  If she strangely were to know more, the risks of ending up having her faults exposed would be higher.


  Moroha kept kicking the ball without knowing such thought of Leshya.


  – But soccer is more popular in Europe, right? Then wouldn’t Leshya be delighted if you were to play with your little brother?


  – Did you pick up this ball because of me?


  – Well, it just accidentally fell down, but you hit the mark. Because Leshya didn’t have time to play soccer either, am I right?


  Bull’s eye. She didn’t have the feeling that this side of Moroha would make it true.


  She had heard that Japanese were considerate. She came to this country and thought that consideration was the contrary of richness.


  She was content because it was a national characteristic to be able to share a portion of your profit with others.


  Above all things, Moroha was a very kind man, she got that with just today’s date.


  In that case, then he was probably a very happy man.


  He said a thing about being poor, but he probably was raised with plenty of familial love.


  That was the thing that Leshya wanted desperately.


  – You said you played catch with your uncle. Then what about your father? Did you play something with him?


  She sent a pass by strongly kicking the ball as if resenting it.


  Moroha easily trapped it under his feet and returned it with a touch.


  – I don’t remember him much. My father was a busy person, I think he died when I was very small.


  – Eh…?


  Leshya failed to catch the return pass.


  The ball slipped through her feet and bounced behind her.


  – Your father died?


  – With my mother. My parents are gone, just like Leshya’s. But I have an aunt and an uncle. And Leshya has a little brother, no?


  Leshya assented nervously.


  – If I say that I’m not sad, then I’ll be lying. Not everything is dark, as we both have relatives. Still, there are people who gave me emotional support and I appreciate them for that.


  Leshya assented.


  She threw in interjections many, many times to every word of Moroha, she continued assenting like reflecting upon that even when he ended.


  In the meantime, Moroha passed right next of Leshya and went to pick up the ball.


  – Someday… right? Once we become adults, will you let me meet your younger brother? At that time, I believe that the relationship between the Japanese Division and the Russian Division will be improved.


  It didn’t seem that such day would come for Leshya.


  She had no help and that was a hard fact.


  Despite this, Leshya answered immediately.


  Words arbitrarily came out from her mouth.


  – Understood. At that time, I want you to introduce me to your uncle and aunt.


  A dream-like conversation.


  It wasn’t a lie to connect and to gain the good will of Moroha.


  Such a thing was impossible, such a future wasn’t going to come, we are mutual enemies──while I get this is not a lie, I wish we could introduce each other’s family, such thought was true.


   


   


  The date was over.


  Moroha escorted Leshya until her apartment.


  They walked with their arms linked to the end of the dusked road.


  Moroha got embarrassed sometimes, but he never pulled her away.


  A stained concrete-block wall surrounded the apartment building grounds.


  They parted before that.


  He had decided to give the ball to Leshya.


  Just in case, they notified the small neighborhood police station where a police officer told them「In other words, it fell into a place, right? Then it was thrown away. That happens often. If you want, you can bring it back home」


  Moroha waved his hand,


  – Well then, see you tomorrow. At the practical lesson.


  He went home while smiling.


  Did she get him to enjoy today’s date?


  She was terribly worried about it.


  The worrying feeling boiled up almost spontaneously, she didn’t know where it came from.


  In the end, Leshya followed the back of Moroha with her eyes until it wasn’t in sight.


  As she attempted to go back to her apartment──she heard a loud sound of flapping wings above her head.


  A crow went down and stood on the concrete-block wall.


  While it broadly laughed with a human-looking expression,


  『Hihihihi, isn’t that amazing!?』


  It praised highly in Russian.


  『What is amazing, Kondrat?』


  Leshya, without moving, also returned in Russian.


  『I wondered what would happen, but it was a flawless date! Hihi, I could perceive that Haimura trusted Leshya considerably. If that’s the case, then you might not be far from the day when you’ll be in an intimate relationship with him, don’t you agree? Hihihihihihi』


  Is… that so?


  She didn’t understand well. At any rate, she had never been close with other people.


  She had never made a friend, to say nothing of having a date.


  『I don’t have confidence in myself』


  『Hihihi, it’s fine! Don’t I have something for that reason? I’ll immediately point something out if I think it’s bad. But don’t worry for now, keep staying next to Haimura with that rhythm』


  Since he said so, there should be no need for Leshya to be at a loss.


  Kondrat was one of the major executives of the Russian Division, a close aide of Lightning Empress and the responsible for the realization of the current “Moroha Assassination Plan”.


  (But──)


  Even when she knew that in her head, an ill feeling remained in the chest of Leshya.


  (I, ended up enjoying today’s date so much. … Even when it was a mission. Despite the other party being the assassination target)


  Is that the right thing to do? Is that alright?


  She couldn’t confirm so while being anxious.


  She couldn’t report, she wasn’t going to say anything no matter what.


  If she did so, he would absolutely be suspicious of her.


  Kondrat and Russia acted with that thinking.


  If they considered that such was the level of treachery from Leshya, then the situation of her younger brother who was left behind in her homeland would be at risk.


  (… Things depend on how you look at them. When it comes to the Russian Division, it is full of helpless people that enjoy slaughtering Metaphysicals. It is fine if I think I am the same as them. I have fun accomplishing objectives… This is also my first time saying that I do that. It is not that I am going to betray them)


  Leshya repeated that excuse many times in her chest as if persuading herself.


  While she was lost in deep thoughts, the crow that burst into laughter became something like a husk for a short while.


  『Hihihi, it’s going to be an extreme pleasure to report that Leshya easily got the target in her pocket to her Majesty Lightning Empress! In the event of mission accomplished, I received a command where Leshya and her younger brother would get a more-than-enough reward. Will you please make an effort to not fail?』


  『Understood. My thanks to Vasilisa Yurievna as well』


  『Hihi, I’m off to report!』


  The crow shouted and flew away.


  Hearing just the sound of flapping wings, Leshya returned to her apartment without looking back.


  Chapter 4 - Ice Sword & Steel Sword


  After school of the next Monday. Classroom of First Year, Class One.


  Only three people still remained. Moroha and Satsuki were immersed in a conversation while stuffing their studying implements into their bags and Shizuno was spacing out from her seat.


  – The texture of the carrots when cooked in a saucepan is an important thing, no? That’s why their shape is important and why I like to be particular about their size too. But since Sophie-senpai came up with『There is a lot of them and that is a bother』, she snapped them with her hands and tossed them into the saucepan.


  – Their skin got peeled at least?


  – I peeled them while doing *whaa whaa*! Moreover, even though Sophie-senpai got a better texture of them because she torn them to pieces with her hands like she did, she said『My hands got tired』and minced them with a kitchen knife, aghhh! Furthermore, do you know what senpai said every time I ordered her to redo it?


  -“It doesn’t matter since they will get into our stomachs anyways”?.


  – Yeah, that! Give me a decent excuuuse at least, like “I got too immersed in this”.


  – Isn’t just pointless to expect a decent excuse from Sophie-senpai? It’s that simple, isn’t it?


  – That senpai, why is she such a simple-minded person with everything she does and everything she says!? Is every American like that!? The delicate I can’t understand her sometimes.


  – Wait, wait. Just because Sophie-senpai『likes 』simple and clear, that doesn’t make of her an absolute simple-minded person, you know? It’s a misunderstanding to think like that. Isn’t that right, Shizuno?


  A troubling story where, for some reason, Satsuki made Sophia be her helper.


  Honestly, Shizuno took the story with a grain of salt because it was uninteresting.


  That’s why, when the subject was brought all of a sudden by Moroha,


  – Eh? What?


  Shizuno ended up giving a half-hearted reply.


  Moroha, who was looking at her, scratched his head while giving a wry smile; Satsuki opened her eyes wide.


  – What’s with you!? Weren’t you listening to my story?


  – Let’s calm down.


  Moroha soothed Satsuki who was getting angrier simply because it was unexpected.


  Then,


  – But, did something happen? Weren’t you kind of absent-minded all the morning?


  Shizuno got frightened due to his eyes that were thoroughly examining her in concern.


  – Am I not the woman who is known for always sleeping with her eyes open?


  She couldn’t help but try to deceive them in the form of a joke with a nonchalant look.


  – Apart from that, however, you’ve been strange today…


  As expected of his perception.


  – It feels like you’re brooding over something. Aren’t you burdening yourself with troubles you’re hiding from me again?


  So perceptive she almost hated it….


  Shizuno leaked a sigh mixed with resignation.


  – You got me, so it can’t be helped, I guess. But yes, there’s something that has me a little worried about.


  She left her seat and walked up to Moroha’s seat.


  She counterattacked with a Noh mask-like facial expression and eyes that were suspicious of something and straddled on Moroha’s lap all of a sudden.


  They faced each other at point-blank range and dropped her bottom on top of his sturdy legs.


  – URUSHIBARAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!


  A scream was heard from a certain direction, but Shizuno ignored it.


  Moroha also ignored it but because he was dumbfounded.


  – There’s a boy that has been weighing on my mind these days. I can’t sleep at night thinking about that person. Do you think this is “first love”?


  She shook her body on top of Moroha’s lap by making sure of rubbing her bottom against his thighs.


  – Hey, why don’t you try looking up at this? Why don’t you listen to the violent throbbing of my chest and figure it out?


  She embraced the stiffened head of Moroha who was still dumbfounded and guided it to her voluptuous chest.


  She tried to insert it in the deep valley.


  – Behave yourself, you ero idioooooooooot!


  However, Shizuno escaped to the opposite side as Satsuki leapt to try grabbing at her.


  She defended herself with Moroha as a wall.


  – But it’s not a silly joke? So don’t get grumpy, okay, Ranjou-san?


  – I can’t be careless when you’re seducing him with jokes!


  Satsuki made blood go up to her head to the point it got dyed red, neck included; she had started to bark.


  Satsuki’s good point was that she could get all desperate and that was a cute thing.


  Though it had no effect unless teasing her.


  – Ah. I was so surprised, but stop fighting. That’s unbecoming of girls.


  – That’s because Moroha took sides with Urushibara already!


  – I’m saying that Satsuki is more attractive as a girl when laughing than when being angry. Or it’s just me saying something so weird?


  – Uh…. H-hmph, you don’t have to tell me!


  Satsuki suddenly turned away in a bad mood while swinging her side tails.


  But her cheeks were red. And different from being angry.


  Shizuno thought she was truly a sweet person. But she didn’t say it.


  – So? Shizuno has a heartache and is suffering because of it?


  – I said it was a joke. Please don’t take it seriously.


  Moroha tried to continue talking with a very serious face, but Shizuno dodged the question.


  She didn’t want to give an honest reply or something like that from the beginning.


  (That’s right, I’m a coward)


  If there was a day where she ended up being told by Moroha that「he can’t accept her love」she would have no choice but to jump from the roof. That’s why she plugged her ears from the answer. Shizuno just kept approaching. That was ripening until the day when Moroha would forcibly put Shizuno’s hands down and whisper his love in her ear.


  – Well, I’ve been called by Nii-san today. You two, do your best at the special practice, okay?


  Without assuring herself of Moroha’s reply and evading just about everything, she left the classroom alone.


  – H-hey. You didn’t hear me?


  – I said no, didn’t I? That discussion was transmitted from Nii-san to captain Isurugi. Well then, see you tomorrow.


  Shizuno, who told that one-sidedly, parted from the two.


  She was able to deceive them somehow.


  And the reason why she was dispirited the whole day was.


  (Because I’m a coward)


  She was unable to stay calm.


  It didn’t matter how much she had resolved herself, it wasn’t possible for her to gather courage.


  Shizuno was going to challenge a dreadful trouble after this.


  For Moroha. She was going to say nothing to Moroha.


  She put her feelings on it. Even her life.


  She hardened her heart. She threw away her hesitation.


  She got in the limousine that was waiting at the parking lot for staff member use and went back home.


  She took a shower as if doing a purification ceremony and changed her clothes to her combat uniform.


  Then she slowly headed towards her place of destination, walking.


  The possession her older brother has, the mansion, was in a small mountain.


  As she went up, following the asphalt road, the tallest tree in this mountain appeared.


  Just like Shizuno had a frizzy hair that she cared about, only that tree stood out with its ugliness and short and small movements.


  She got out of the road and followed the animal trail with that tree as the landmark and moved forward to the place without slopes.


  Inside the completely empty forest.


  She had come and waited first at the root of the tallest tree.


   


  – You satisfactorily came, huh?


  Shizuno addressed the girl in front of her with an expression that couldn’t hide her tension.


  She didn’t approach her completely, she stood at a distance not less than 20 meters.


  – What is your intention by summoning me with a letter like this, Urushibara Shizuno?


  – You don’t know? In Japan, not just love letters, but also letters of challenge are hidden in shoe lockers, you know?


  The one that heard the provocative lines of Shizuno and made the look in her eyes laid bare their wariness──


  Was Leshya.


  Her appearance showed she wasn’t in her uniform of Akane Academy, she was probably wearing her personal combat uniform. She was warily lying in wait, but she didn’t took off the black jewel pendant.


  Her standing posture was so admirable to the point that Shizuno who wasn’t a Shirogane got that.


  It was transmitted by the air that she was perfectly paying attention to all directions.


  (She’s scary…)


  Shizuno was about to tremble violently but she held it down with the strength of her will and her feelings for Moroha.


  – What is a letter of challenge, Urushibara Shizuno?


  – It’s the expression of my intention to crush you?


  – You are saying you have the intention to fight me?


  – Yes. You’re… “man-eater”, isn’t that right?


  Leshya returned a silence to the question of Shizuno.


  With the same grim stare, she didn’t change her expression beyond that.


  It was an excellent poker face.


  – You don’t have to particularly reply to it, you know? I don’t think that you’ll tell me the truth. In any case, a Russian being next to Moroha is unsightly.


  Shizuno talked cautiously so as to not make the tension in her voice be perceived, then she slowly took out her ID Tag and clasped it in her right hand.


  – Is that an imitation? You are a Kuroma, yes?


  The question of Leshya was reasonable.


  This ID Tag was something with what the Shiroganes made a weapon appear by focusing in their memories.


  This was truly nothing but an ID Tag for Kuromas.


  It was produced by the Head of the American Division so all the Division were supplied with the same ID Tags. There were no exceptions.


  – There are no exceptions when it comes to ID Tags, however, there are exceptions for those among the Dark Saviors?


  Shizuno put jet black mana into the grasped ID Tag.


  Together with that, she imagined in her head.


  The weapon that the Shizuno of her previous life in a planet separated by hundreds of millions of light years and many thousands of years ago used.


  The symbol that was together with the witch of hell on the battlefield.


  She dragged out the distant memories, refined them into a strong impression, and pictured it in her mind as a firm figure.


  During that time, the ID Tag changed into a red hot-like shade and extended like a candy.


  A long handle and a lumped pointed end. And then, it formed a delicate sculpture craftsmanship.


  (Come… Dragon Staff Nargravitz!)


  An ancient sacred treasure manifested in the palm of Shizuno.


  It was a long staff of metal and almost as tall as her.


  The pointed end had a mysterious engraved craftsmanship that made others believe it was a millennial ice crystal.


  Shizuno stabbed the staff in the ground and made a pillar of protection.


  – The Origin…


  Leshya scowled at it and made her eyes narrow as if sharpening them.


  – I’m wondering, are you thinking about Kuromas’ peculiarity?


  – No. I know several Kuromas, and Vasilisa Yurievna is the first on the list. Though you deserve my admiration as you are just a student and you are at that level already.


  She couldn’t read surprise from Leshya’s expression or voice, but Shizuno felt that her wariness had increased several times larger.


  – Urushibara Shizuno. I recognize you as an A-Rank Savior.


  That came like an electric shock, she tried to pressure her.


  – Now that you mention it, what rank does Elena-san have?


  Shizuno began to spell a Dark Art while encouraging her trembling legs.


  Thanks to AJ, she heard that “man-eater” was a Shirogane.


  In that case, she was going to make use of the advantage of this distance and move first!


  – Darkness of Ice,  Spirits of Snow,  Lend me your anger to put a curse calmer than death…


  She put three arranged lines into written form.


  A deadly cold was released.


  The atmosphere was unruly and made the surrounding vegetation to freeze. Leshya was attacked by a visibly tough Dark Arts attack, a wind of extremely low temperature that extended in a vast range and that should be a nuisance for a Shirogane.


  The spelling speed acceleration, together with the power increase were by means of skill. The Third Rank Dark Arts of ice was the biggest pride of Shizuno.


  Its name was Frozen Shade.


  – What a nasty Art…!


  Leshya gave up the instant dodge and was directly struck by the frozen wind.


  A darky, sinister purple prana like blood mixed with indigo blue was made to rise up from her whole body――she made the damage go down with Taimatsuu.


  – Hmm… ah…


  Leshya resisted it, clenching her teeth.


  However, frost was sticking here and there on her body. Her fangs didn’t meet, the clenched teeth began to making sounds.


  Shizuno’s mana overwhelmed Leshya’s prana.


  Shizuno was known as a blockhead, but her mana was more powerful than anyone of Akane Academy when she went serious.


  Indeed, more than Kanzaki Tokiko, the vice-captain of Strikers. More than Shimon Mari, the principal.


  – The mortality of the powerful ones is the providence of the world,  The given laws of God are the inevitable fate…


  Furthermore, Shizuno attacked the routed Leshya.


  Leshya was lead around by the nose by the fierce of the mana’s pressure and the frozen air that blew against her. A second Frozen Shade was released, it was a good thing that she couldn’t move from that place and that she put herself in a defensive stance.


  She wasn’t going to be lenient. She didn’t have consideration for her.


  「Urushibara Shizuno」hadn’t gained a lot of combat experience to say she could ease up on an opponent so far.


  The surrounding area became extremely cold due to the after-effect of Frozen Shade, the trees were pure white, covered with frost.


  The unseen hand of the witch of hell, the cold hand of the God of Death attempted to blow out the light of Leshya’s life.


  – Like the water that flows downstream,  Stealing all lives…


  Then again, and as soon as the third spell finished,


  – Don’t… make light of me…


  Leshya finally moved.


  Although she said so, it was no surprise that she couldn’t go against the pressure of Shizuno’s Frozen Shade, but rather she let herself to be blown away and then hid herself in the shade of a tree trunk.


  (It was just a windbreak, but my Dark Arts of such a level was able to surpass her…?)


  If that happened, it would be a charming idea, but Shizuno wasn’t careless, she though it was impossible.


  She might have planned something. If so, then she would take away that leeway from her.


  – Determined will!


  She quickly spelled a First Rank Dark Arts.


  And instantly transformed the mental power into physical power and threw it.


  The tree that Leshya had hid herself was bisected right in half.


  (Don’t hide, come out!)


  The thick trunk made a subterranean rumbling and fell slowly… her field of vision gradually widened… she stared at the other side and searched for the figure of Leshya… but she couldn’t find it!


  Just shadows and silhouettes as if they were smoke!


  – Wha…


  Shizuno was lost for words.


  Where on earth did she vanished to?


  She turned her neck in panic and pierced everywhere with her eyes, but the figure of Leshya wasn’t, wasn’t, wasn’t there…!


   


  In that forest, Shizuno, who had never been engaged in a 1 VS 1 duel with a Shirogane, had no idea that she had already taken a roundabout path to her back.


  Yes, after Leshya hid herself behind the tree, she continued moving at a high speed to the back of another tree and so on, detouring in a big way to avoid the wind pressure of Frozen Shade until she got to the back of Shizuno.


  That was made possible by alternately repeating two Light Techniques──one was a derivative technique, the way of walking Rentei which suppressed presence and sounds and the other one was Godlike Movement to move at a speed outside the limits of the eyes of ordinary people.


  The assassin drew near unnoticed and soundlessly right behind Shizuno that looked to the left and right without hiding her dismay anymore.


  Leshya unsheathed knifes and held them in both hands.


  They were small and thick combat knifes that emphasized portability and durability.


  They were by far more practical for a master of knife techniques than ones with a half-baked length of a blade.


  They weren’t items manifested by ID Tag.


  She always carried six, two of which were in her hands now.


  Leshya’s “body conceal technique” and “surprise attack technique” weren’t usual, it hadn’t been 30 seconds since Shizuno cut down the tree with Mind Swords.


  Leshya’s knife came close from her back before she could recover from the confusion.


  But.


  At the same time, the staff of Shizuno, which stood as a pillar, hosted a flash light all of a sudden like an alarm light.


  Leshya tried to close her eyes partly to withstand the radiance and to be on guard――on the contrary, she was made to open her eyes wide in surprise.


  The staff which was no more than an inorganic thing, was transformed into some sort of monster.


  A giant serpent made of ice, frozen air and crystals──


  Or rather, a demon that should be called a dragon manifested!


   


  Ooooooooooo…


   


  When the ice dragon raised a low frequency roar having the appearance of a blizzard, it started to move by itself without being commanded by anyone.


  It decided Leshya who crept from behind its owner as its prey, bared its fangs at her and attacked her.


  Its speed was no inferior when compared to a Shirogane!


  The ice dragon passed to the side of Shizuno and rushed to Leshya behind her.


  Leshya intercepted it by swinging the prana-infused knives, but even when she cut off the dragon which was an amalgam of ice, frozen temperature and crystals, they just passed through without stopping, without giving that much of a reaction.


  On the other hand, the charge of the dragon showered Leshya with blows, becoming a pebble of crystals and innumerable hails.


  The frozen air was turned into fangs and cut her here and there.


  The slim figure of Leshya was blown off like a worthless thing.


   


  – Like I thought… that is a《golem》, huh…


  As she barely fell safely, Leshya made her face covered with dust warp while escaping, taking distance and dodging by rolling the chase of the ice dragon.


  An instant of offense and defense performed by the ice dragon and Leshya.


  The instantaneous crossings couldn’t be followed by the reflexes of ordinary people.


  Shizuno noticed the change quite late and finally understood the situation.


  – Well done, Nargravitz.


  The witch of hell showed appreciation for her favorite golem while looking back at Leshya.


  The ice dragon didn’t chase her too far, it was waiting at the side of Shizuno like a loyal watchdog.


  It knew very well its existence and what he was living for.


  The Kuromas, who in terms of physical ability were no different from ordinary persons, created fantastic Imperial Guards over a long period of time to deal with physical attacks, their weakness.


  That was when《Golems》came in.


  When they laid them aside, they would automatically detect imminent danger for their masters and eliminate it automatically.


  Shizuno, who reconfirmed her own flawlessness, concentrated on the attacks even more.


  – Child of ice,  Child of snow,  Lend me your anger,  To curse with a freezable breath.


  She chanted a spell without interrupting it like composing a poem and wrote a number of spells in a row.


  She switched to White Breath, an attack method that can be fired continuously at triple speed.


  A cold air was emitted in a straight line, causing the water in the atmosphere to crystallize in an instant and pulled a number of white lines in the air. A Dark Arts attack that looked not like a flamethrower, but like a coldthrower.


  Leshya jumped and jumped to the left and right to slip through the frozen white lines.


  She had the knives at the ready once more and tried to challenge Shizuno to a close combat.


  Her speed, that put Godlike Movement to use, excelled ordinary people and so, the dynamic vision of Shizuno couldn’t follow after her.


  However, the ice dragon stood up and used its long body to protect Shizuno from left to right like castle walls. The crystal-made golem targeted Leshya who moved at high speed with precision to constrain her.


  Leshya stopped suddenly. It seemed she concluded that she became the prey of the ice dragon that was ready and waiting for her and started dashing compulsorily again.


  The color of distress appeared on her face.


  Of course, Shizuno struck her with White Breath mercilessly.


  Leshya had no choice but to dodge it by greatly jumping to the back.


  It didn’t seem to be a battle anymore.


  It was a one-sided death penalty where only Shizuno could deliver the final blow.


  The color of resignation in the facial expression of Leshya who landed, lowered her back and held the knives at the ready also rose to surface.


  The prana she wore on her whole body disappeared as if extinguished.


  The combination of a Kuroma with overwhelming destructive power due to Dark Arts and the《golem》that guarded her perfectly was strong, outside the norm, just as it was demonstrated.


  (Hmm, did I mistake her for another person…?)


  Shizuno meditated while starting the next spelling without interruption──she had changed it to Frozen Shade now that the distance had widened.


  In the end, Leshya wasn’t “man-eater”?


  Actually, when crossing weapons, she felt that her response was no more than the one of a C-Rank.


  (I don’t feel like it, but I might have to take into consideration… the option of capturing her to interrogate her…)


  She hardened her heart and resolved herself.


  Shizuno finished spelling the spell and when she was about to fire Frozen Shade without chanting.


  At that moment――


   


  『I am sorry. I can’t keep this anymore, Kondrat』


   


  The resigned-looking Leshya talked to herself in Russian.


  Shizuno released the already moving Frozen Shade while being suspicious of what had happened so sudden.


  The blowing cold air. Although the power was kept within limits by the omission of the chanting, the extreme cold wind that didn’t have enough torture engulfed the female assassin and attacked her.


  Leshya still had a resigned face──


  『She is definitely a witch that can reign above the A-Ranks』


  She took out the ID Tag from her bosom.


  Its color was already reaching a red-hot color and changed its shape instantaneously.


  She held in her hand an ominous yet charming and beautiful sword as if causing a hallucination of dripping, spurting blood──with a swing of the sword.


  『I can no longer hide it…』


  Leshya brandished the sword to her right side easily.


  *Swing* ──


  A light wind sound sounded.


  And, it was easily bisected.


  The cold air made by the Dark Art that Shizuno released.


  That very thing.


  Ignoring the laws of physics, it was cut in half, up and down like in manga and movies, then it distorted, swirled and disappeared into the sword that Leshya had at the ready as if it was gulped down by a sewer entrance.


  – …


  Shizuno was just stunned.


  Despite making AJ tell her things in advance, what on earth happened?


  『If I die here, then the future of my only family member will end up coming to an end…』


  Leshya stepped forward.


  『I absolutely cannot die…』


  She stated and advance slowly, without wearing prana.


  Shizuno finally came to her senses and,


  – Sing,  Sing,  Spirit of thunder,  Throw everything away in the blink of an eye.


  She changed the element of the Dark Arts and intercepted her with Lightning Bolt.


  But the result was the same.


  Leshya held her sword aloft without problems, the lightning attack of Shizuno was swallowed into the sword blade.


  Mind Swords. Flare. Fracturing Gust.


  Continuous Dark Arts went towards the approaching Leshya, but all of them were swallowed by the mysterious and shining sword blade.


  The ice dragon opened its jaw and leapt upon her, but it was also cut down by the blade and returned to the shape of a staff split in two.


  Dark Arts didn’t work. The《golem》 was also useless.


  Shizuno was left with nothing.


  Leshya just drew her mysterious sword and the situation was completely reversed.


  A thought of defeat rose pronouncedly to the surface of Shizuno’s Noh mask-like face.


  (That’s――the cursed sword Leprazan)


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  She confirmed it at last.


  She had heard from AJ that such was The Origin that “man-eater” had.


  She noticed she pointed at the sword with eyes as if devouring it,


  – I hoped for no one to see this though.


  Leshya told her indifferently with a resigned look.


  It was a machine-like voice, one where something called emotions couldn’t be obtained from.


  – You are a friend of Haimura Moroha. Meaning that I can’t erase you so easily. This is why I propose this to you. You didn’t see anything today. And from today onwards, you are not going to get in between my relationship with Haimura Moroha. Swear it. If you break it, think that you will be assassinated by me, regardless of the situation.


  – Why is a mad dog of the Russian Division saying something very kind?


  – Don’t pretend to be tough.


  Leshya brandished the cursed sword like it was nothing.


  – Ah, guh…


  Her right lower leg was cut all of a sudden; Shizuno crouched because of the intense pain.


  – Pathetic, it was just a shallow cut.


  Leshya said coldly.


  The skin throughout her whole body got discolored due to the frostbite, it was better to say it was inflamed, but she remained calm.


  – Since you have been training comfortably in what you call a safe barrier that heals you even if you get hurt, you are not able to endure pain on the battlefield well. A complete waste of talent while having so much mana.


  Shizuno, who was being looked down by Leshya, couldn’t counterargument.


  What kind of life did she have, the non-aging girl with such gloomy and rough look in her eyes?


  Such eyes of Leshya didn’t let off a retort, none of it.


  – An untrained body is honest. The pain surpasses eloquence to argue down people who don’t know hell.


  The sword was thrust at the tip of the nose.


  – First of all, I will make an inerasable scar on that beautiful face as a lesson. With that, you will be too ashamed to meet Haimura Moroha. It was you who brought up the battlefield lessons first, so if you resent someone, resent yourself.


  She was told a terrifying thing with inhumane eyes.


  But――


  Shizuno, who trembled slightly, didn’t fail to hear the tone of voice that sounded like a machine.


  Thanks to that, she was able to read another emotion at the roots of Leshya’s degenerated facial expression.


  She was startled towards people who tried to hurt her.


  The reason: An excess of hostility, like a hedgehog. And her defensive reaction.


  There was no doubt that this girl lived through hell during all these years.


  She seemed to live in a battlefield where she could only defend herself by slaughtering the enemies with cruelty to make a display of her own absolute superiority, to make the enemies’ fighting spirit lose and to buy the respect of her allies.


  For the first time──in the chest of Shizuno, the feeling of compassion towards Leshya welled up.


  The sense of regret that she continued attacking without consideration welled up.


  Her eyes wavered. She kept looking up at Leshya with sad feelings.


  – Be prepared.


  Leshya raised the sword overhead slowly.


  It seemed that she intentionally put on airs to engrave fear in Shizuno’s heart,


  Like she felt the hesitation of the cruel act she was about to do after this.


  Shizuno didn’t try to avert her eyes from the sinister sword blade.


  The other party was a Shirogane, Even if she struggled, her Arts didn’t oppose her.


  This feeling, was also, retribution. Because she was the one who challenged Leshya to a fight.


  – Alright, do it until you are satisfied.


  Shizuno replied with resolution.


  It would be a lie to say it wasn’t scary.


  But if she pressed her left breast, then she could endure it.


  The place where an unsightly slave brand in her past life was sealed.


  The place that Shuu Saura had touched and treated with tender loving care many times.


  (Because Moroha won’t hate me because a scar was made on my face)


  When she thought so, she could withstand fear.


  Vigor crowded her eyes, she stared at the barely quivering sword blade while it was raised overhead.


  And then, when Leshya raised her rigid corners of her eyes, that sword──


   


  – Stop right there, Arshavina-san!


   


  ──Someone slashed at her from behind.


  Three knives came flying from the back of Leshya together with a stinging, scolding voice of someone.


  All of them were cladded in dark gray prana and had traces of a dark glow.


  – A Shirogane was also hiding, huh?


  Just as she turned around, the cursed sword of Leshya flashed.


  Then, the knives completely covered with prana were sucked into the sword blade like the Dark Arts of Shizuno.


  Not just that, they were turned into mere throwing knives; Leshya put prana on her whole body and repelled them with High Durability.


  The surprise attack was a failure.


  But Shizuno was able to escape running when Leshya turned her back on her.


  Her lower leg hurt and drops of blood overflowed, but she was being reprimanded not long ago and now she desperately kept running at any cost.


  The pursuit of Leshya──didn’t come.


  She seemed vigilant about the newcomer that didn’t show himself, and so she came to the conclusion of not moving carelessly.


  – Where are you hiding? Come out.


  Leshya kept watching in every direction, moving her eyes around her.


  The owner of the voice given and the knives thrown was very near.


  – Yareyare, good grief. Why can’t our students know that personal disputes between Saviors are prohibited?


  A figure appeared from the shade of a tree while grumbling and complaining.


  At that moment, with such an out-of-place acting while cleaning the black edge of the glasses.


  An unappealing office worker-like man with hair parted to one side.


  But, he was a teacher of the respectable Akane Academy.


  He was Tanaka Tarou, the class teacher of First Year, Class One.


  – Even if we judge your sins lightly, you can’t avoid a forced repatriation to Russia, Arshavina-san.


  Tanaka told her, looking disappointed while putting on the glasses.


  – That is a shame, teacher-dono. I did no more than taking self-defense measures.


  Leshya objected with a stern look.


  – Oh my, was it like that, Urushibara-san?


  – It’s as she says. She was unilaterally attacked by me.


  Since Shizuno took enough safe distance, she turned around to the direction of the two and answered.


  – If so, then there is no punishment for Arshavina-san. You may already go.


  – … Is teacher-dono saying that he is not going to turn a blind eye to Urushibara Shizuno?


  – Since this was no more than a “retaliation”, then it was a legitimate『personal dispute』, no? I will appropriately punish to Urushibara-san on the school side.


  Leshya, persuaded by Tanaka, meditated for a while.


  Then she glared at Tanaka with eyes full of suspicion,


  – This case will be officially protested from the Russian Division to the Japanese Division, is that okay?


  – Yes, it is, you’re in your right to do so. It can’t be helped. It might be mere consolation, but I, as a teacher, can make the promise to protect Arshavina-san’s peaceful school life and to keep an eye on the surroundings to prevent this from happening from now on.


  – … understood. If that is the case, then I will draw back.


  Leshya assented then turned on her heels with an efficient movement like a machine and left.


  After she decided so for a moment, her actions were fast.


  The figure of Leshya disappeared in the forest and Shizuno finally took a breather.


  However, she saw that Tanaka wasn’t relieved of the tension at all, she immediately corrected her posture.


  Tanaka had an unusual grim face, he had put a sign like searching for something,


  Shizuno also caught her breath and tried to not get in his way.


  She could hear the sound of wind.


  And only the chirp of flying birds far away.


  What did all that meant──?


  – Arshavina-san descended to the foot of the hill. You’re fine now.


  Tanaka felt relieved at last.


  – It’s amazing that you can see her from such a distance.


  Shizuno couldn’t hold back her astonishment.


  When she counted the distance in a straight line to the foot of the hill, it was of 500 meters. To be able to detect her at such a distance, he was beyond the dimension of those called Shirogane.


  –  Hahaha, well, I’m an unimportant teacher of Akane, you see.


  Tanaka said so but Shizuno heard nothing but modesty.


  She was told so without hesitation and made a small dimple appear on her face.


  – Well, Sensei? What punishment should I receive?


  – Don’t banter with teachers, alright? The battle that happened had the permission of both the principal and the board chairman, so someone at school should tell you about the punishment you’ll receive.


  Tanaka wore a bitter smile.


  – As a teacher, I can’t completely agree about making you go through danger, but you could show your resolution when you’re thinking about your Haimura-kun. So I did no more than be silent and watch attentively. Rather, I feel guilty for waiting at the last moment in entering to help. Arshavina-san wasn’t showing any gap for me to intervene, did she make you end up having scary thoughts?


  – No, because I reap what I sow. But, as Tanaka-sensei can see, it was thanks to your help that I’m almost unhurt.


  Though Shizuno still felt that her lower leg hurt, she thanked him without reserving her thoughts.


  That’s right, it wasn’t an accident that Tanaka came running with such a good timing.


  That was the strategy that Shizuno had planned.


  She got permission from the board chairman first then she discussed it with the principal and she was introduced to Tanaka who was qualified for it.


  In fact, with Tanaka’s perfect invisibility, he kept watching attentively without being noticed by “man-eater”, the specialist of espionage activities.


  (Even if I wasn’t warned about Elena-san, I’m self-aware that I can’t recover my powers because I’m still not at the level of the witch of hell)


  Shizuno was, a coward. She didn’t happen to have the courage to fight against the opponent who might have been “man-eater” without taking any measures.


  And so, Leshya that「probably」wasn’t “man-eater” was the real “man-eater”.


  It was an alarming situation.


  – Your teacher will go back to school at once and report to the principal and board chairman. And we’ll have a discussion after that.


  – You have my thanks. I’ll have a break at home, I’ve had enough for today. Honestly, I’m tired.


  – Take care of yourself. Oh, I almost forgot──


  Lastly, Tanaka clapped his hands in prayer like he remembered something all of a sudden.


  – During your battle with Arshavina-san. I felt a gaze other than mine observing you.


  – You even get to realize that?


  Shizuno was surprised again.


  – Hahaha, oh well. The gazes I felt were two, but do you happen to know of whom might be?


  – To know even the number of people watching us…


  She was more than surprised, she was flabbergasted.


  The level of ability to read presences of Tanaka seemed to be even beyond superhuman limits.


  Shizuno shook her head in denial and changed the topic,


  – The normal thought would be to say that two spies of the Russian Division were hiding.


  – Well, that sounds right. Anyway, hmm, the teachers will discuss countermeasures as well.


  Tanaka nodded then disappeared like the wind using Godlike Movement.


  Even when it was at a ridiculous speed, the air didn’t waver because there was no sound.


  Shizuno took the longest and biggest sigh of today and crouched on the spot.


  She still had blood flowing on her lower leg.


  It was oozing and it hurt.


  However, the feeling that “I’m glad that it ended like this” was strong, and above all, she had a proud feeling.


  It was absolutely necessary for the sake of Moroha to ascertain the real identity of Leshya.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Moroha was relaxing in his room after he returned to the dorm.


  He was amusing himself, chatting with his roommate Maya aka Angel-chan.


  They were seating, facing each other at the low table,


  – Just like I thought, sweet things are for fatigued bodies.


  – That is the same for me desu.


  They opened their mouths wide and ate heartily the chocolate contained in a vanity case and sipped instant coffee.


  It was a present sent by the school principal and Maya, who got it, said「we can eat it together if you like」.


  It was time for the evening meal, but there was always room for dessert for the two.


  Especially after Moroha was squeezed strongly at Strikers’ training. As much as he liked.


  – Yeah. This one with vertical stripes is tasty. There’s blackcurrant jam in it.


  – Which one? Oh, this one nanodesu. Maaya wants to it eat too desu.


  Here comes, aah, Moroha put the chocolate in the tiny mouth of Maya that was opened defenselessly.


  Maya chew it and put an angelic smile like she was charmed by it.


  – Since it’s too early for Maaya to try it as it has western liquor, I want Moroha to eat it desu.


  – Ok. Aah.


  Moroha opened his mouth and waited, then Maya made him eat the chocolate.


  Moroha didn’t know yet about the taste of alcohol, but the bitterness and the faint sweetness of adults were in complete harmony with the chocolate and eat it with relish the good flavor as if it was melting in his mouth.


  – Hmm. But the alcohol isn’t strong at all. Doesn’t Maaya want to give it a try too?


  – I will give it a try. Aaah.


  When she was made to eat it again, the cheeks of Maya gradually dyed with the alcohol while frolicking for a moment with「This is delicious desu!」.


  Her skin was so white, almost transparent, that he could grasp a little about it.


  – Hahaha, you’re bright red already.


  – M-Moroha, lies are bad desu! That is a lie desu!


  – Haha, I’m sorry. Still, it was too soon for Maaya, no?


  Moroha assumed the posture of praying and apologized to the roaring Maya.


  – Here, please remove that bad taste. Ojou-sama.


  And then again, he held another chocolate between his fingers and held it out.


  Then the cell phone of Moroha made a sound faster than Maya eating so.


  – It’s Shizuno. Not that she had things to do today?


  Moroha answered the phone while thinking with suspicion.


  – Hello?


  『Hello, Moroha? Am I smelling something a little sweet?』


  – Whoa. It would be amazing if that was true, but it’s just your imagination.


  Did the smell of the chocolate reach even the other end of the phone call? Impossible.


  While Moroha slipped out a giggle, Maya cuddled close to him and made him eat a chocolate that she held between her fingers. Of course, the call continued as it was.


  『It’s just a woman’s instinct… well, if you say that it’s my imagination, then that’s how it is, no?』


  – Yeah, totally.


  Moroha wanted to wet his throat with coffee and looked for a cup with his eyes, and the well-behaved Maya went to get it and made him take a sip.


  Of course, the call continued as it was.


  – So, what do you need?


  Moroha asked quite indifferent, but,


  『I have something important to talk with you. Can we meet right now?』


  He immediately sharpened his eyes listening to Shizuno’s tone of voice.


  The wise Maya sensed the mood and went away quietly.


  – Where do you want me to go?


  『Is it fine if it’s… my house?』


  – Got it. I’m going right now.


  When the call ended, Maya wrapped up the partially consumed cup and put it in the refrigerator. To drink it later, so that it didn’t go to waste.


  – It will be cold in case you get back in the middle of the night desu (Happy face).


  She also took out a cardigan from the closet.


  – Thank you, Maaya.


  – I will leave dinner for you, and please be safe desu.


  – Yeah. If it gets late, then you should go to bed first, alright?


  After he patted the head of the smart Maya to his heart content, Moroha left the room.


  Angel-chan watched him off while showing signs of embarrassment and laughing with *ehehe*.


  As soon as he arrived at the residence of the Urushibara family, Moroha was led into Shizuno’s room.


  It seemed that the strict board chairman who had been in a sort of good mood lately was still at school, so he got a servant to guide him while feeling relieved.


  Shizuno was waiting alone in the room.


  Things were present like always, but the room felt tasteless; Shizuno was sitting at the end of the luxurious canopy bed.


  She tried to stand up using one of the crutches,


  – No, don’t move from there. So, what happened?


  Moroha stopped her, flustered.


  When she looked closely at Shizuno, bandages were wrapped around her right lower leg.


  – I ended up getting hurt in the evening. I was treated with Healing the scars not long ago, so I think I’ll be healed by tomorrow. This is just a bit of what I’ve been taking care of.


  Then, Shizuno raised the crutch a bit.


  – I hope so, but…. Were you careful?


  – Moroha is kind? Is this happiness?


  Shizuno tapped the side next to her while revealing joy in her voice.


  She was telling him to sit on the bed with her.


  Moroha obeyed while feeling a little hesitant.


  How expensive was this bed? The body of Moroha was caught properly by the mattress while he softly sunk into it.


  Because he couldn’t assert its presence, he felt like he was sitting on a cloud or something.


  And together with that, a sweet aroma rose up softly.


  He frequently smelled this familiar smell. It was Shizuno’s smell.


  That strong smell tickled his nasal cavities with a distinctive feature.


  Moroha unconsciously got red and scratched his head.


  – What is that important thing to talk about?


  Because it wasn’t good for his mental health to be silent, he changed to a stiff mood against his will.


  – Does Moroha know about “man-eater” of the Russian Division?


  Shizuno seemed to be pressured as well, she immediately followed him without poking fun at him with her usual tone of voice.


  Moroha searched in his own memory and turned his neck to the left and right.


  – No. that hasn’t come out in classes yet, no?


  He was unfamiliar with the situation of the White Knight Organization because he hasn’t gathered information enthusiastically.


  – It’s a remarkable assassin and the strongest guard that Lightning Empress has.


  – … that’s a Savior, no? A Savior that kills people?


  – Yes, it’s terrible, isn’t it? You already know that the Russian Lightning Empress reigns and holds down her subordinates with power and fear, don’t you?


  – Yeah, I know. You made me realize about that unreasonable person when we were at the summer training camp.


  – There was a lot of people that had dissatisfaction towards the violent way of doing things of Lightning Empress, even among the Saviors of the Russian Division. But the ones who declared so were purged without exception. In addition, it is well known that Lightning Empress doesn’t forgive the blunders of her subordinates and they are purged once they have failed their mission. But Lightning Empress herself doesn’t do it──


  – ──they are assassinated by that “man-eater”, right?


  Moroha asked a question and Shizuno assented with a quiet look.


  – Okay, but, if their opponents are Saviors, it doesn’t mean that they did it safely, no? Or that “man-eater” is such a strong guy?


  – Their rank is unknown. But it’s a Shirogane that specializes in fighting against Saviors.


  – Anything in concrete?


  – They have an outrageous The Origin. Its name is Leprazan. It’s an invalidating, transforming sword that eats the mana and prana in the surroundings.


  – Certainly, it’s outrageous…


  Moroha whistled and desisted from doing so because it was rude.


  The Shirogane could demonstrate their superhuman bravery using prana.


  The Kuroma could cause supernatural phenomenon using mana.


  However, if that cursed sword ended up invalidating both mana and prana──


  When they had to fight against “man-eater”, all the Light Techniques weren’t usable and all the Dark Arts were useless.


  Moroha continued asking questions while feeling a slight surprised.


  – That “man-eater” doesn’t get her own prana eaten by the cursed sword, do they?


  If that was the case, then foul play was foul play.


  There was no Kuroma or Shirogane that could defeat them.


  – That’s how it looks, but no. However, the invalidation ability of the cursed sword can be turned on and off like a switch by means of owner’s will. While it’s on, it will indiscriminately eat all the prana and mana in the surroundings. And so, the prana of “man-eater” will be invalidated and eaten.


  – And if it’s off, then “man-eater” and the opponent they are fighting can use mana and prana, correct?


  – Yes. However, even if it’s turned off, the mana and prana that are touched directly by the sword blade will be nullified, so it’s necessary to be careful about that.


  Moroha, who heard so, simulated it in his brain.


  For example, let’s say that “man-eater” was slashed using Godlike Movement. Because the opponent could use prana, then the ability of the cursed sword was「off」. While that is a relief, that will become a serious thing for them and will try to defend themselves using High Durability. As soon as the blade of the cursed sword touches them, it will eat the prana of that place and cancel High Durability and the result will be their flesh being cut off.


   


  – It’s a perfectly annoying sword. I recognize that that person is a close-combat expert.


  – Since it’s also an unidentifiable assassin, it’s impossible to deal with them anyways if such ability is used all of a sudden and for the first time.


  Shizuno said a ridiculous thing with a straight face.


  – Even if it’s unidentifiable, why Shizuno knows about them?


  – I just happened to be told about them by someone I know. I was given a warning to not say too much though.


  – Who?


  – AJ. You remember her, yes? The right-hand person of Sir Edward.


  Oh, that person, the face of the beautiful maid-san that glared at him with scary eyes crossed his mind.


  – A long time ago, Lightning Empress sent “man-eater” to do a preliminary test of Sir. Since he crossed swords with them once, the Sir and his close aide seemed to know about the ability of that cursed sword.


  – They fought… what about the result? Was it a draw?


  – Yes. But did you understand it well, Moroha?


  It was a simple story to understand if you thought about it for a little.


  One could say “yes but he’s the monster Edward”, but if prana is invalidated, then he couldn’t fight. It would be difficult to lift up that huge thing.


  But Edward had a cheat armor called「Silvery Argusten」. It should be impossible for “man-eater”, who was in a state of not being able to use Light Techniques because the ability of the cursed was on, to pierce it.


  That was the result of an idiotic scheme where there was no way for them to defeat each other.


  – However, Edward is at fault here too. If he knew things about “man-eater”, shouldn’t he do an official announcement instead of having all to himself? Wouldn’t the number of victims killed by the unidentified assassin decrease with it?


  – There are reasons he can’t do that. Because it’s a political problem. Wanna hear?


  When he heard “politics”, Moroha became disinterested for an instant.


  But curiosity was bigger this time.


  – The White Knight Organization is an ability-based organization. To the extent that the strong ones are revered by the ones around them. In other words, the very strong and the『acknowledged by their surroundings』certainly are the power and authority in the White Knight Organization, yes?


  – Uh huh, I immediately got that.


  He was squaring off because it was a political issue――


  – If it were to be well-known that the Russian Division has a terrible assassin who can invalidate both prana and mana, then everyone will tremble with fear and the influence of the Russian Division will get strong.


  – Correct. Lightning Empress has an unidentified assassin for the purging of her subordinates――if we don’t make it publicly known so that it won’t be leading to concrete fear, then that will help Sir Edward.


  – What a bad and evil business world, huh.


  Which one would make the other party feel frightened and be the victor? Moroha understood that the organization he belonged to was like a yakuza one, he was seriously concerned about it.


  – But then, wouldn’t it be better for Lightning Empress to advertise greatly the real identity of “man-eater”? If such a danger is in the Russian Division, wouldn’t be exhilarating that a great amount of those shocked guys will be able to appear?


  – Nope. Because if such a fact is propagated, people that think 『Don’t you believe that “man-eater” is stronger than Lightning Empress?』will definitely appear, don’t you think?. Whatever the fact is, it’s inevitable that it will reach the corners of the mouths of people as gossip or arguments, no?


  – Ah, you’re right. Now I understand…. From Lightning Empress’ point of view, the Russian Division is making them feel frightened when they shouldn’t be scared, however isn’t she making fun of herself by putting the cart before the horse?


  – Yes, she is. For a woman that reigns with power and fear, she couldn’t overlook a factor that would end up making her true strength be more suspicious, even if it was a little. The unidentified assassin is scary. But not as scary as Lightning Empress. It’s important to a certain degree to continue making them believe so.


  As for the outcome, it became a「political decision」where it was more convenient for Edward and Lightning Empress that “man-eater” remained unidentified.


  The two S-Rank Saviors had no choice but to be careful handling that.


  How much of a frightening and exceptional being was――


  Moroha knew well this “man-eater”.


  A servant brought black tea to the room and interrupted them for a small interval.


  Since she felt that Moroha wanted to drink sweet tea, she was happy for having prepared lots of milk. He poured it into the cup with a momentum that was a waste to not pour all into it and tasted it gratefully.


  It was undoubtedly a good tea leaf. It didn’t matter how much it was diluted by milk, its mellow aroma wasn’t lost.


  Moroha, who borrowed the power of the sweetness and the aroma, tried to calm down, especially his heart.


  If he didn’t do so, he felt he would end up feeling on edge.


  (But, I can’t help but avert my eyes from reality as long as I can…)


  He couldn’t afford to leave the interrupted talk as it was.


  He still hadn’t heard the core of the matter of Shizuno’s 「important talk」.


  He already had a rough idea of what it was, and that was definitely turning into an uninteresting talk.


  Moroha made up his mind and drank up a last sip.


  He placed the cup for two on the tray and tidied it to the side then sat down on the bed, next to her,


  – So? Is there a reason why you let me hear on and on that talk about “man-eater”?


  He urged Shizuno to the heart of the unwilling talk.


  – Yes, Moroha, listen carefully――


  Shizuno corrected her seating posture from the small break mode.


  She paused for a moment, and from there on, she said with a tensed voice.


  – Elena-san is that “man-eater”.


  Moroha, whose guess hit the mark, looked like he was chewing a bitter bug.


  – Isn’t that a mistake or something?


  He wished for that to be so, to confirm it like clinging to a hope.


  On the other hand, the cool-headed part of his head was raising an objection.


  Everything about Leshya──her machine-like behavior, her zero-waste movements, it could be inferred that she was the owner of high combat skills like an experienced soldier.


  While she was a Savior, it pointed the meaning that she was expressly trained in fighting techniques that didn’t rely on Light Techniques.


  Was there a need for that?


  If there were a time when she turned on the ability of the cursed sword and if she was thinking about needing techniques to fight with her body, then she was going to have to explain it adequately.


  In fact, Moroha’s analysis hit the mark.


  While the thought was to that extent, that it was clear――


  – It’s not a mistake. I got a confirmation of it today.


  However, the reply of Shizuno was completely unexpected.


  It was so astounding, that he was truly surprised.


  – I challenged Elena-san to a fight and had a taste of her cursed sword with my body.


  Moroha moved his eyes by reflex and glared at the right lower leg of Shizuno wrapped up with a bandage.


  Being attacked by Leshya all of a sudden, all because of acting rashly.


  The price for that was a wound?


  – You what? With her…?


  He ended up getting annoyed and angry with her voice.


  In contrast, Shizuno was calm as if nothing happened.


  It was a cool face like a Noh mask that didn’t make any emotion to be guessed.


  – You don’t listen to what you say? I treated Elena-san like an enemy, and even challenged her to a fight on my own――not even the gentle Moroha can forgive me, no?


  She said it like making fun of him.


  – You declined this before but, I’m not wrong, you see? When I thought that the Russian Division is the enemy.


  She was saying so as if taking the offensive.


  While Moroha dropped his eyes on Shizuno’s lower leg, Shizuno kept silent for a moment and continued talking voluntarily.


  – Even Elena-san looked at Moroha with a charming face――


  – Enough.


  – I won’t. Will you hear to the end? She’s――


  – I’m saying it’s enough, Shizuno.


  Moroha raised his face.


  Shizuno made her mouth stiffen──looking at such facial expression that was suspended there.


  She developed a crack on her Noh mask.


  (To that extent, where I’m having a grim face now)


  But Moroha couldn’t afford to have a tender face.


  He closed the distance with the adjacent Shizuno.


  Shizuno escaped a little like she became frightened.


  Moroha closed the distance again. He repeated so until Shizuno was cornered to a supporter of the canopy bed.


  He stretched his right hand to the head of Shizuno who got rigid and her whole body stiffened──


   


  And embraced her in his arms. To his cheeks.


   


  And said, putting a flood of emotions into it.


  – I’m glad you’re okay.


  – Eh…?


  Shizuno’s body twitched due to the sigh of relief of Moroha.


  – So Leshya is “man-eater”? However, I’m really glad that it was a wound of this degree.


  – You aren’t angry… about what… I did?


  – Angry? Of course I am!


  Moroha put both arms on the back of Shizuno and held her tightly enough to break it.


  – Why did you do such a horrible thing? No, you don’t have to answer. After all, you did this absurdity for my sake, right? You accepted the role of the villain and even now you’re a rascal that is trying to make me angry? I don’t understand it, what were you thinking?


  Moroha, confronted her and held her tightly, putting even more strength into it.


  – How many times have I told you that your interference isn’t necessary!? If something were to happen to you… then what should I do? Say in advance that I’ll be puzzled…!?


  The rise and flow of his emotions continued while rubbing his cheek on her cheek, moving his neck to the left and right many times.


  This wasn’t a sermon.


  – If you think I’m important to you, then treasure yourself!


  This was just a reproach.


  I understand.


  I’m sorry.


  He couldn’t say any more words, he just continued hugging the slender body of Shizuno with all his heart.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  The stiffened body of Shizuno was relaxing in the arms of Moroha.


  Warm drops were spilled and slid into the space between their glued cheeks.


  He could hear a small voice that seemed to vanish in his ear.


  – I’m sorry…


  Shizuno apologized.


  Not just her voice, her body was also trembling.


  – I’m not apologizing for having attacked Elena-san…. Even if you tell me, I’m not going to stop interfering with her approach to you…


  – … you sure are an obstinate girl, huh.


  – But, I’m sorry for making you be worried about me…


  – You are really obstinate.


  Moroha changed the amount of strength of the arms that were hugging her.


  He embraced her strongly, but kindly.


  He was rubbing the small back of Shizuno.


  Shizuno didn’t want him seeing her doing something like crying, it seemed. *Sniff*, *Sniff*, she was sobbing while trying to subdue her voice.


  Moroha pretended to not notice it, he kept rubbing her back in silence.


  Until Shizuno calmed down. The whole time.


  And then, he waited until the space between their glued cheeks was completely dry and declared resolutely.


  – Even if Leshya is “man-eater”, nothing changes for me.


  If Shizuno was obstinate, then Moroha was also obstinate.


  – I can’t imagine her being a bad person from the bottom of my heart. And after I spent a whole day with her, I thought so more and more.


  – That… may be true.


  When he thought that a strong opposition would come there, Shizuno agreed with a frail voice.


  – She was talking in different ways during the battle. In Russian. I thought that I couldn’t understand it, but fortunately I was able to…


  – Eh, you know Russian?


  – To the level of simple everyday conversation though.


  Moroha admired her with all his power.


  He had heard that the Urushibara family was picky about discipline and accomplishments, but to think she was even fluent in other languages.


  – Since I’m telling you what is weighing on my mind, let’s try investigating her a little…. Who was the guy that was building a foundation in Russia?


  – Hey…. Aren’t you poking your noise into another weird thing again?


  – I won’t be doing dangerous things next time. I swear. I promise it. If I break it, don’t mind about not talking to me ever again.


  Shizuno insisted, getting earnest.


  Without feeling a hint that she was lying, and even though he was letting her do as she liked,


  – Can you promise too that you’re not going to do any strange interference regarding Leshya?


  Moroha made her promise one more thing with a tough tone of voice.


  – Understood. I have just sworn that I won’t do anything dangerous. I also said already that I’m not going to meddle with Nii-san or the school principal. And that I have left Elena-san in the hands of Moroha as well.


  Moroha was satisfied and nodded in a big way.


  – I’ll be absent from school from tomorrow. It will last for a while due to the wrongdoing of my personal dispute that for everyone else will be known as “being made to stay at home”.


  During that time, she intended to look up the thing that was weighing in her mind not long ago.


  – Are you feeling lonely, Moroha?


  – … well, no, because it’s not like we won’t have phone calls, do we?


  – But I won’t see you directly, isn’t that very sad?


  Shizuno slipped out from the hug of Moroha.


  Immediately after, she faced the face of Moroha from the front.


  Her eyes were a little dyed red because she was crying moments ago.


  While thinking about such a thing――he was kissed all of sudden.


  The surprise attack was a surprise attack!


  The soft lips of Shizuno were closely pushed against the ones of Moroha and her lively tongue traced charmingly the borderline of the upper and lower lips of Moroha that were closed.


  He tried to run away, surprised, but he was embraced by Shizuno, he was captured, he couldn’t do it.


  He was devoured greedily by her lips, until she was satisfied.


  – Since I won’t be seeing you for a while, I had to get a kiss for that while.


  Shizuno said nonchalantly after she had separated from the lips she had enjoyed.


  – You’re really saying it like it was a natural demand.


  That seemed like an agreement between Moroha and Shizuno where it was absolutely necessary to kiss regularly, isn’t it?


  – Is it okay to ask to sleep together for a while?


  Shizuno tapped the middle of the bed with a nonchalant face.


  Moroha remembered that he was sitting down in an unthinkable thing once again and his face got hot.


  – I’m going back now. Maaya is waiting for me, I’ll have dinner in the dorm, there’s also a TV program I’d like to watch and anyways I have things to do, so I’m going back right now.


  He escaped to the front of the door with a back dash as he faced Shizuno and raised his hand.


  He said his goodbyes in a hurry and escaped to the hallway.


  When he willfully walked down the stairs from the second floor where the room of Shizuno was, he came across a butler with a thud.


  – Haimura-sama, I was looking for you. The master of the house will be back in――


  – Well, I don’t want to see the board chairman, you see.


  Moroha ran through his side like the wind, went through the entrance and went out of the mansion.


  He put on the cardigan he had brought and ran swiftly the way back home; the night wind of the early autumn felt great.


  His body, which ended up feeling hot because of someone, was being cooled down.


  Chapter 5 - I wish to become a scabbard


  From the next day, two first-year students were absent.


  One of them was sentenced to indefinite house arrest punishment, and that was Shizuno.


  The other person was Leshya who was staying in bed in her apartment, her wounds weren’t healing after she had fought against Shizuno.


   


  A 40 year-old apartment. With only a single room on the first floor.


  A simple bed with a frame made of pipes placed against its will in the tatami mat room.


  Leshya was suffering, looking upward on top of it.


  The frostbite of her whole body ached.


  The direct damage was reduced with Taimatsuu. She was taking care of her health using Naikatsutsuu to enhance the healing capabilities of her body now, but Shizuno’s ice Dark Art affected Leshya adversely like a disease.


  Furthermore, that wasn’t the only source of her pain.


  『Are you listening, Leshya!?』


  A black cat that intruded into the room sat close to one of her ears and raised a thick voice made by the vocal cords that made it grate.


  It raged with a human-looking expression and continued yelling in Russian.


  『Failures done by us won’t be forgiven! Do you understand me? Or do I have to say it again? <Her Highness Lightning Empress> Vasilisa Yurievna will never forgive our mistake!』


  Despite that, Leshya wanted to concentrate on Naikatsutsuu and rest at ease.


  The black cat yelled all that it liked in a way that anyone from the Russian Division would understand.


  『… I know that already, Kondrat』


  『No, you don’t! If you knew that already, then you wouldn’t be acting so leisurely! You were badly damaged by a normal student, but if that one were Haimura, he also would have ended up seeing your cursed sword! Haimura is Sir Edward’s favorite, no? In the unlikely event that he gets information of the cursed sword from Sir, then Leshya being “man-eater” would end up being revealed. While this happens, the Japanese Division may have a plan to making progress to defeat you completely with all their strength!』


  『… however, I think that’s something I could do nothing about』


  『Certainly, it was beyond our calculations that Urushibara had hidden an ability of that level. To think she attacked you all of a sudden, it was surprising that she was also the owner of an extreme thought. I felt the same as you, so I sympathize with you even when you drew the cursed sword. That was inevitable, there was nothing else that could be done』


  『… then, what wasn’t a good thing? 』


  『That you didn’t kill Urushibara! I know that there was that teacher called Tanaka. But if you sealed their mouths, then there was absolutely no chance that your identity would be revealed』


  『… but isn’t she the favorite of Haimura Moroha? … If I kill such person, wouldn’t then an impediment to the important condition of the plan, “to gain his trust”, end up emerging? 』


  『The priority is the other! Hiding your real identity is something that should be obvious!』


  The black cat yelled in a rough voice.


  『I would have fabricated killers of Urushibara and others as many as you like! I would have summoned suitable persons from Russia and made them behave as the culprits! You were really unsatisfactory, you took the initiative and retaliated, you even thought of a plan to stir the goodwill of Haimura by doing everything by yourself!』


  『… I couldn’t think that the scenario would go to that extent in that situation』


  『That’s why I’m telling you, you were imprudent! I’m reprimanding you for being careless!』


  Leshya continued being scolded as much as the black cat wanted until she finally lost the will to refute.


  Kondrat was a tactician that laid out various schemes every day as the fount of knowledge of Lightning Empress.


  Compared to him, Leshya was nothing but a simple knife.


  Her job was to erase all emotion for the sake of her little brother’s happiness and to kill the target just as she was told.*


  *TN: Eliminate all emotion was originally written as “kill her heart” in Japanese.


  The difference was that she was being conscious about it and that her understanding especially about the「it can’t be helped」differed.


  『For the sake of whom do you think that I’m assisting you? Count on me for a little, you know?』


  『… I made a mistake』


  『If you get it then reflect on it! And also, heal that wound doubly faster. It hasn’t become a trend that demands urgency for it, but depending on the attitude of the Japanese side, it’s absolute necessary to consider a decisive short battle with Haimura』


  『… I get it』


  『Even you want to make this mission a success, right? You want to live happily with your little brother, don’t you?』


  『… I said that I get it already. Please… don’t reproach me anymore. I’m doing my best too…. That’s true… believe me…』


  Leshya supplicated while enduring the pain of her heart and the pain of her whole body.


  At such time, and without any kind of exaggeration, she wished to die.


  But when she thought about her little brother, she couldn’t do that.


  Leshya had to continue living in pain and killing in pain for eternity.


  『If that’s what you have properly resolved, then it’s fine. I went a little too far as well』


  The black cat dropped the tone of its voice as if feeling satisfied.


  『With everything that has happened, you haven’t eaten anything since yesterday, I assume? This country is full of home delivery, so is there anything you want?』


  『… I’m fine. With this pain, I don’t have appetite』


  『But――』


  The black cat rebutted, but Leshya put her index finger on her lips.


  She muttered with a low voice while bearing the pain that tormented her the moment she moved.


  『I sense that someone is coming』


  A cheap-looking chime sounded the very same moment when the black cat made its body stiffen in surprise.


  Who’s that? 


  No way, is it an assassin who really came to attack “man-eater”?


  Was it an attack done by the Japanese Division?


  Leshya tried to get up to hide herself but she failed. The pain in her whole body had was terrible. It was heavy. Strength didn’t come at all. She felt that the symptoms worsened rapidly even when using Naikatsutsuu. At that moment, she blamed herself that her prana was C-Rank. She wanted to die. But she couldn’t.


  When she crouched, writhing in pain, the black cat meowed and meowed with a worried-sounding tone. Her eyes connected with its round and cute eyes. Kondrat seemed he「had to leave」already.


  『This is dangerous』


  She pointed towards the opened window facing the back of the building with trembling fingers.


  The black cat guessed the meaning of it and ran away.


  However――


  A shadow appeared by the window all of a sudden.


  And also from the entrance side? Is this a pincer attack…!?


  Leshya immediately stretched her hand to the ID Tag near her pillow──


   


  – Hey, Moroha. We can get in from here.


  – Don’t you know that peeking through the window is a violation of privacy?


   


  ──She got exhausted and fell prostrated.


  It was Ranjou Satsuki who stood by the window. Since there was no answer even when the chime sounded, she got tired of waiting and headed to the back of the building. She appealed for her existence and waved her hand like a puppy waving its tail.


  There was another voice, it was Moroha’s voice.


  (Don’t frighten me…)


  Leshya prompted Satsuki to get inside without having her sneak a look at her room like that while not revealing the dissatisfaction in her mind.


  She threw herself down, looking upward and feeling relieved that this wasn’t an attack.


  Then, she suddenly noticed.


  (Why is she and Haimura Moroha in my…?)


  “That” was enough to deserve such amazement.


  – Sorry for the intrusion!


  Satsuki opened the front door energetically and Moroha came next.


  They were wearing the academy uniforms and carried supermarket shopping bags in their hands.


  They immediately went into the kitchen, the interior was a typical 1DK building structure with a 6 tatami mat room in the back.*


  *TN: 1DK means an apartment with 1 room, dining and kitchen space. They usually have between 25-sqm and 30-sqm of floor space.


  Satsuki spotted the refrigerator on the left-hand side of the entrance,


  – Can I borrow it, Leshya?


  – … I don’t mind.


  She opened it and stored the contents of the shopping bags there.


  – Look at this, it doesn’t surprise me! You just have bentos of convenience stores in here.


  -Don’t say it out loud.


  – There are not enough kitchen utensils or tableware… she looked like the type that can’t cook, so having prepared a lot of things was the right thing to do, huh?


  – The discerning eyes of Satsuki have me admired. So umm, I’m sorry, we are in your hands.


  – Isn’t that right? Isn’t it? Fuuu fuu fuu fuu.


  Moroha also left the shopping bags to Satsuki and went to the 6 tatami mat room where Leshya was.


  A cold room where no personal effects could be seen satisfactorily.


  Moroha found it similar to his own room (Though now it has become considerably colorful thanks to the belongings that my roommate has).


  It was still hot at this hour of the day. There was no air conditioning, so he opened the window to enjoy the cool breeze.


  As he did so, there were two things that strangely called his attention.


  There was a high-end laptop on the worn-out tea table and the bed with a frame made of pipes forcibly placed in the Japanese-style room.


  Leshya was lying down over there, stretching out her limbs. Bare hands and feet were extending from the tank top and the leggings. She had a casual appearance, but even at a time like that she didn’t take off the pendant with the black gem.


  Both her breath and complexion were bad, she seemed to be suffering badly.


  He was worried because she was absent from school, so it was a good idea to come.


  – Why have you come to my apartment, Haimura Moroha?


  – I’m sorry! Shizuno did a bad thing yesterday.


  Moroha kneeled to the side of the bed and begged, facing Leshya.


  – I’m not saying that you have to forgive her. But she promised that she will never do it again and I was hoping you to let me treat your wounds as an apology at least. And I thought that you wouldn’t be able to eat anything, so I brought a remarkable chef with me.


  – A brilliant chef!


  Satsuki did a V sign while storing the foodstuff in the refrigerator.


  – Sounds like an odd conversation to me. That the ones coming to atone for it are you and her and not Urushibara Shizuno herself.


  – Now, now, don’t tell me a hard thing like that.


  Moroha came near Leshya by kneeling, casted his eyes off her and took her left arm.


  The skin had its color changed everywhere by the frostbite and there were also several hideously burned spots that looked like burns.


  They didn’t get to be fatal wounds thanks to Naikatsutsuu, but the healing gave an unsatisfactory feeling.


  The eyes of Moroha that saw that understood so.


  An ominous aura like a shadow was coiled up around Leshya’s body, affecting her adversely.


  – A curse addition arrangement of a Dark Art of Ice? Shizuno was very heartless…


  It was impossible for her to recover herself unless she was a strong Shirogane with a particular prana like, for example, Isurugi Jin and Sophia.


  – This will tickle a bit, but be patient, alright?


  Moroha held the arm of Leshya with his left hand and traced the wounds with his right index finger.


  – Write――


  A bluish-white line was drawn on the skin of Leshya in accordance with the trajectory that the index finger ran over it.


  And so, Moroha put into written form ancient magic characters.


  Leshya let leak a particular tranquil long breath.


  Her facial expression changed, like she was comforted.


  Ancestral Arts Dark Art, Healing the Scars.


  「It will take time because the curse gets in the way」, the diagnosis of Moroha said it would take 5 days. 「Since I’ll bear the responsibility of healing you, will you manage to forgive her?」


  Moroha put a smile on his face while Leshya alternately looked at her arms receiving treatment.


  And then, it was difficult to hear her, like she was being apologetic,


  – I want you to tell me something, if it’s not confidential. Is this your “The Origin”?


  – Haha, this isn’t a grandiose thing like that. Isn’t it possible for anyone who is a Kuroma to use it?


  When told that it was a basic first-rank Dark Art, Leshya said with a fleeting voice while looking something at a distance with gloomy eyes.


  – Is that so? It was my first time seeing it. There were lots of Kuromas in Russia, but not a single one of them used such a Dark Art.


  Moroha was speechless because of the cruel organization and the cold-hearted human relations that were worse than he expected.


  (Leshya could never trust in nobody but in her young brother…)


  He hesitated, it was too sad to say it.


  He remained in silence for a while and concentrated on Healing the Scars.


  – … thank you.


  Leshya thanked him and nodded.


  She heard the sound of the kitchen knife of Satsuki, who borrowed the kitchen, hitting the cutting board.


  The rhythm of the mincing mixed with her humming became a pleasant music.


  The movements of Moroha’s index finger that traced the wounds also unwittingly matched such rhythm.


  Leshya closed her eyes, relaxed her body and received the treatment.


  She yielded herself to him.


  The look in her eyes that was always grim softened as if getting tired of it.


  She’s a beautiful girl, isn’t she? Moroha thought once again.


  The worn-out and tasteless room of Leshya was now full of brightness and in a tender atmosphere.


  – Hey, hey, Nii-samaaa.


  Satsuki, who was using the kitchen knife, gave a shout to him while she was pretending not to see.


  – Can I add soy sauce to bring out the flavor of the risotto?


  – That sounds tasty, but let’s ask Leshya what she likes, alright?


  To whom is she cooking for? Moroha smiled wryly.


  – Is rice al dente fine? Or should I go with what Nii-sama likes, like a zousui*?


  *TN: rice gruel containing vegetables, fish, etcetera seasoned with miso or soy sauce.


  – I told you, don’t go with what I like, but with what Leshya likes.


  Moroha put his eyes back on Leshya and asked her which one was better.


  Then, and before he became aware of it, Leshya was opening her eyes, looking at them.


  – I was wondering, is she really your younger sister?


  She probably wondered so when listening to his exchange with Satsuki.


  As she remembered about it again,


  – She self-proclaimed as that when we met for the first time. However, your surnames are different, and you told me the other day that you do have relatives because you have your uncle and aunt.


  The doubt of Leshya was reasonable.


  – Simply speaking, Satsuki and I were siblings in our previous life.


  Moroha explained and Leshya put a grim look in her eyes.


  And with a doubtful-looking gaze,


  – Even though I thought you weren’t the type of person that makes lies.


  She criticized him as if sulking a little.


  – I didn’t lie.


  – I can’t believe that such a miracle actually exists in this world.


  – I give up…


  Moroha had a really troubled face because he didn’t have the means to prove it.


  Leshya, who stared at such facial expression for a while,


  – I understand. I believe in your words. When carefully thinking about it, I realized that you gain nothing from making such lies.


  She slowly relaxed her gaze as if apologizing,


  – Haha, certainly there’s no benefit to get from that.


  Moroha laughed, the expression of his eyes became less tense.


  – I get that it’s hard to believe it so unexpectedly. I was also surprised when I enrolled, it was impossible to believe we could meet again.


  The scene of the entrance ceremony crossed his mind.


  He misunderstood that Satsuki would kiss him but instead he received a head-butt abruptly――he clearly remembered so even now, it was strange to think back upon that.


  – Yeah, I think the same. Not only Satsuki, Shizuno is also an irreplaceable person for me. I was able to meet fortuitously with them in addition to Maaya and the senpais of Strikers because I came to this academy. How could that happen when there are billions of people? Even if you say it’s not a miracle, aren’t these great encounters in themselves very precious and very wonderful things?


  The eyes of Leshya looked up at Moroha, they were slightly narrowed.


  Just like looking up at a dazzling thing.


  – I also wondered what was going to happen at first, but now I’m glad that I’ve enrolled in Akane Academy. I made a lot of friends and companions and some of them were part of my family. While that is true, it doesn’t mean that my feelings that consider my aunt and her family important will grow weak. Not at all. The only thing that will increase is pure rejoice. Don’t you think so too?


  Leshya turned her neck to the left and right nervously to the words of Moroha.


  It wasn’t a brisk gesture for a woman, but a feminine one.


  (Well, it’s not something that she’ll understand when explained with words like these)


  Moroha, who erred, scratched his head and said nothing else.


  Leshya was a sharp girl, like the knife of a naked drawn sword.


  It didn’t especially mean that she would slash at random, hurting the ones around her.


  But she was revealing a stabbing watchfulness towards everyone, she was always like that, it made her look unhappy and also like she never felt at ease.


  I wish Akane Academy becomes the scabbard of Leshya――


  Moroha stopped the treatment briefly and strongly held one of the hands of Leshya with both hands.


  – I’ll do my best so you can go to school quickly.


  He smiled sweetly at her.


  Leshya tried grasping back the hands of Moroha while looking at him with serene eyes but she hesitated and stopped over and over again.


  Moroha didn’t rush her at all.


  – Gee〜z. You came to treat her, don’t you? Nii-sama is being negligent, so stop that and continue right now!!


  Satsuki, who was in the middle of cooking, stomped the ground while reprimanding him.


  – You have a kitchen knife in hand, so don’t be violent.


  -Moroha, resume the treatment ASAP! Leshya is in pain, you know!?


  – Yeah. You’re right, sorry.


  The kitchen knife was thrust at him by Satsuki who had a serious face. With that, Moroha resumed Healing the Scars while scratching his head.


  He continued curing her with the uncomfortable feeling that he was being monitored with reproachful eyes from time to time after that.


  Leshya gave the minimal help, but she looked like she was feeling good.


  Eventually, a good smell from the kitchen came to where they were.


  Leshya made her nose twitch, and that was a bit cute.


  – I kept you waiting! This is good for digestion and the nutrients are right on the mark! Satsuki-chan’s special risotto is ready!


  Satsuki carried servings for three people on a tray in high and proud spirits.


  She took the laptop and placed it away from the low dining table that had unsteady legs and put two plates on it, and the other――


  – Leshya, can you get up?  If you can’t, will you let me feed you?


  – Hold on a minuteeeeeee!


  As if she was going to let her be fed by Moroha, Satsuki decided that she was going to make Leshya eat it.


  She took a spoon and held it out.


  Leshya, who stared at that sort of thing, began to suspect them.


  – I thought that you certainly disliked me.


  – Maybe! But the moment a companion is hurt, the story is different. Being kind to others is something natural, don’t you think?


  – … I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s natural.


  – Oh, right. But in Japan it’s natural, you see. When in Rome, do as the Romans do, right?


  *TN: She says: If you got in a hometown, then do what they do in that hometown.


  Satsuki thrust the spoon at her again with a blunt attitude.


  Leshya hesitated for a little, but she put the spoon in her mouth as if readying herself,


  – It’s hooooot!!


  Together with that, she covered her mouth, writhing in pain.


  – S-s-s-s-s-s-so―――rry!


  – You really hate me. This was an elaborate harassment.


  – I never thought about something like that!


  Satsuki explained, but Leshya didn’t hear her.


   


  She put a pessimistic look in her eyes, dropped her eyes to the opposite side and let her shoulders be cladded in a cloud of gloomy prana,


  – I’m depressed. I’m about to die.


  She whispered in her natural tone of voice.


  It seemed this sudden change of Leshya certainly surprised Satsuki because she now had teary eyes.


  – I said that I’m sorry! Forgive meeeee!


  She took a spoon again and blew on it to cool it down with utmost effort.


  She soothed and humored Leshya who turned a gaze of suspicion while lying down and gallantly made her taste it this time.


  – What did you do in the end?


  Moroha spouted out while putting his palms together, giving his thanks for the food.


  It was a lightly seasoned risotto soup that had summer vegetables and chicken in it.


  The chicken was carefully fried with olive oil, leaving its exterior crunchy. With each bite they had, the savory and healthy meat soup overflowed in their mouths. The eggplant that absorbed the oil nicely seemed to melt, the tomato refreshed their mouths, the bitterness of the green pepper tightened the taste, and together with how unripe it was, it made them feel as if it was cleaning their bodies from head to foot. The rice was moderately sodden to be able to be swallowed smoothly to then reach the stomach.


  It was a splendid execution.


  It was Sophia the other day, and it was Moroha today, they just relied on Satsuki if they were troubled with cooking, but she was incredibly reliable, she had no rivals in that matter.


  It was difficult to ask her a favor because it was about Leshya, but when he explained the situation to her, she accepted, giving a favorable immediate reply.


  (I may have been blessed for having a skilled「little sister」)


  Moroha, who was watching Satsuki feeding Leshya diligently, thought so while seeping out the sweat.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  The Saviors, all of them, had strange dreams.


  The frequency varied depending on the individual, but they were in such a way where they relived events of their previous lives.


  Leshya also had those strange dreams.


  And not only the events of her previous life, but other ones too.


  Although it wasn’t frequent, this dream she had happened once every few months.


  In that dream, Leshya never stopped hearing the sound of a snow storm.


  Her field of vision was covered in a pitch-black darkness, moreover she couldn’t even move in the slightest.


  She was cold, distressed… and alone.


  Leshya was always sobbing.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  As long as I’m here, I’ll keep screaming to the limits of my voice.


  In the end, my body is deprived of heat and becomes completely chilled, then my spirit is deprived of hope and loses motivation, then when it wouldn’t be strange to die at any moment──I’m barely saved.


  Somehow or other, it was practically a narrow escape from death. 


  A haggard old woman picked me up.


  In the night of a snow storm, Leshya, a newborn baby, was abandoned in front of an orphanage as if it wasn’t a problem if she were to die.


  She shouldn’t have memories before reaching an understanding of what was going on around herself.


  Since she was just born, her discernment shouldn’t be developed sufficiently.


  Then how did she remember it and had that dream even now?


   


  It had been a long time since she had that strange dream.


  When she opened her eyes, she saw the ceiling of her apartment, she looked up at it absent-mindedly, her thinking hadn’t settled yet.


  Was this reality? Or was she still dreaming? The boundaries were vague… she couldn’t recover very well from the silent confusion.


  After all, the reality was no different from the dream when she was a baby.


  The world was just an indifferent thing for Leshya.


  When she was having that terrible feeling──she suddenly realized.


  That her right hand was enveloped by a very warm feeling.


  She only moved her eyes to that direction.


  Moroha.


  He was there, he kept holding her right hand this whole time.


  And she remembered the situation.


  She ate the dinner that Satsuki had prepared, she was treated by Moroha a second time and ended up falling asleep just like that.


  – It’s only 21:00, but you can continue sleeping, alright?


  Moroha casually wiped the eyes of Leshya with his index finger.


  It appeared that she ended up crying again while having that scary dream.


  – What happened to Ranjou Satsuki?


  – She came back earlier. She got annoyed when I said I was going to stay a little longer, but she calmed somehow.


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders, looking surprised.


  – I’ll return in a little bit. So I’ll watch over you until then. Now continue sleeping.


  When he told her so, Leshya felt relieved for some reason.


  At that moment, there was neither caution nor suspicion in her heart.


  She closed her eyes obediently.


  – I’ll come tomorrow. And I’ll bring another person with me this time. And so on.


  Believing those words and nodding without distrust, Leshya fell asleep.


  She didn’t have more scary dreams.


   


  Next day was Wednesday. In the evening.


  As promised, Moroha came again to cure her after school.


  It wasn’t Satsuki who came with him but an adorable little child that was like an angel.


  She introduced herself as “Maaya”.


  When Moroha wasn’t next to her, she stealthily asked her “what was her relationship with him”, and she secretly whispered into her ear.


  – I am the required person for the future harem nanodesu.


  That was too advanced to be understood by Leshya.


  But this small girl was a pretty good Kuroma, Moroha and her where the ones in charge of curing her.


  She was amiable and got along even with the poor talker Leshya.


  She was young, but she was immensely smart, and when she saw that Leshya was sweating a lot, she dried her body with a wringed wet towel.


  During that time, Moroha prepared dinner. A dish of fried pork and vegetables to prevent summer heat fatigue.


  – I prepared a larger portion today. Heat it up in the microwave oven so you can have it for lunch tomorrow.


  Leaving those words with her, Moroha and Maya returned home.


  On Thursday, he came with a female senpai that looked like a handsome boy.


  – Since I’ll be devoting myself to cure her, can I ask Momo-senpai to prepare dinner?


  – Le-leave it to me.


  Momo-senpai said so, looking enthusiastic about it and stood in the kitchen.


  However, her cooking skills where to the extent of a novice. It could be said that even Leshya would be better at handling a kitchen knife.


  Her fingers turned blue and red cutting with the kitchen knife, the pot began to spill; she had a look of being at the limit on her face already.


  But still, it was transmitted to them that she was doing her best effort, that was both admirable and cute.


  What she cooked was a blackened gyudon, and served it, looking fearful.*


  *TN: A dish consisting of a bowl of rice topped with beef and onions.


  – The looks of it is rather unique but it tastes good.


  – I find it tasty too.


  When she praised her with Moroha,


  – Unique you say!?


  Momo-senpai shouted, making her cheeks go red like apples.


  But she didn’t seem to be herself, because she peeked at them by covering and showing her happy-looking face.


  That was charming.


  When she looked at her, she somehow was a person who warmed her heart.


  Leshya was surprised that such person also existed in this world.


   


  Satsuki came with him again on Friday.


  – Leshya’s been studying abroad for a week! So I think that she’s missing Russian food. And so I practiced doing borscht!*


  *TN: Eastern European and Russian soup usually made with beefs.


  Satsuki put a hand on her waist and bragged about it.


  There were no lies in her words when she said she had practiced, she prepared a well done borscht and treated them to it.


  – How is it? I’m not so confident about it, but does it have the taste of your hometown?


  Satsuki asked with upturned eyes while feeding her again.


  Leshya put the spoon that was presented to her in her mouth, tasted it well and shook her head in denial.


  – Seriously!? It doesn’t make you feel nostalgic at all…?


  The upturned eyes of Satsuki became teary, but Leshya shook her head in denial once again.


  – That’s not it. I only ate fast food in Russia.


  It had nothing to do with cooking something slowly like borscht, the time and effort when cooking were unrelated to that.


  Fast food had the upper hand there, but Satsuki’s home cooking was way more delicious.


  – Phew! Then eat a lot, alright? If you don’t get well faster, then how am I going to let you keep borrowing Nii-sama?


  Satsuki put an evil smile on her whole face as she made her eat it diligently.


  – You sure aren’t an honest girl, you know…


  Moroha smiled wryly looking at her.


  – Okay then, while I’m feeding Leshya, is it fine if Moroha feeds me, or is it a no?


  – Sure, sure.


  Moroha held the dish of Satsuki and took a spoon while trying not to burst into laughter.


  – Can you cool it down properly please?


  – Are you a child or something?


  He cooled it down while complaining and put it into her mouth.


  – Hmmm ❤ it’s so good even if I say so myself! Foo foo foo foo.


  – Wait, you haven’t tasted it…? Well, it’s not a joke that it tastes good. Thank you.


  – Fuuh, I’m glad that I came today because I was able to be fed by Moroha as a reward.


   


  Leshya felt strange looking at the intimate exchange of the two.


  (In the end, the words of Haimura Moroha weren’t a lie. These two were siblings in their previous life)


  While she felt so,


  (But I wonder if they look more like a pair of lovers…)


  That sense of distance and their relationship, she didn’t get them well.


  But it didn’t mean she felt displeasured looking at them. It was rather the opposite.


  It wasn’t because of a reason, but rather because of impulse that she even ended up feeling that she wanted to be part of that circle.


  She looked at them, making her eyes go narrow for a while──then came to her senses and shuddered.


  (What am I thinking!? Haimura Moroha is my assassination target, and yet I…!)


  She succumbed to her guilty conscience.


  But there was also a feeling of protest even bigger towards her self-admonition that was secured in a corner of his heart.


  It was the first time in her life that she embraced this description, this complicated and mysterious emotion.


   


  Saturday. Moroha brought a tall, brown-skinned senpai with him.


  The woman named Sophia who had been studying abroad from the American Division.


  Even Leshya, who didn’t get too much information, saw beforehand that she was shown in a list beforehand as a「person requiring special attention」.


  The decision of Kondrat was to not incite other divisions that were holding back behind him so that other overseas students had nothing to do with them.


  Leshya thought of trying being obedient today, but Sophia barged in her apartment without her being prepared for it, then she looked into the room and raised a shout of joy.


  – Wow! Such a simple room we have here. I don’t dislike rooms like this.


  She ended up speaking bluntly without being afraid of what others may think, maybe it was typical of Americans.


  In fact, didn’t she have a rough personality?


  – Sophie-senpai… I asked you to buy a pancake mix, didn’t I?


  Moroha, who was storing in the refrigerator the contents of the shopping bags that she brought, sighed.


  – … why did you buy okonomiyaki flour?


  He lamented how she could make a mistake like that.


  – If pancakes aren’t a possibility, then we should eat okonomiyaki.


  – We didn’t buy ingredients or sauce for it. We only have syrup and jam. Because Sophie-senpai said we don’t need a recipe for that.


  Moroha closed the door of the refrigerator, feeling tired.


  – If it were ordinary flour at least… anyway, I’ll go buy pancake mix.


  He went out to buy those things while muttering.


  – My mistake.


  Sophia shrugged her shoulders exaggeratedly.


  Leshya was puzzled because she was left behind with an unpleasant American who, to make it worse, was an unknown person.


  Despite that, Sophia showed her white teeth and laughed,


  – Hey, Elena. We both are overseas students, so I hope to get along with you.


  She asked for a handshake with her big hand, turning it towards Leshya who was lying on the bed.


  After she hesitated for a while, Leshya――shook her hand――while being heavily cautious.


  Her wounds were almost healed thanks to the treatment of Moroha. So now she didn’t feel pain, just a bit heavy when she moved her body.


  Because she seemed to thought of trying to go to the school today somehow, she was strongly told by Moroha the following last night:「Since it’s the weekend, you should take care of your health and wait and see」, so she just obeyed him.


  – Did you get used to Japan already?


  Sophia talked to her without stopping, her nature didn’t allow her to be calm.


  – No. not yet.


  – But do you also think that Japan is a nice country?


  – ……Yes.


  – I’ve been enjoying Japan too much, to the point that I thought of getting in the Japanese Division after graduation.


  Sophia said that incredibly risky statement quite indifferently.


  Leshya was shocked.


  Not because she was worried about Sophia’s political point of view.


  – How is it compared with Russia? I suggest you to give it a thought as well.


  But because the words of Sophia that she was hearing――were tempting, enticing, alluring and seductive.


  She ended up listening to them.


   


  Reality was nothing but a cold hell for Leshya.


  Japan was a warm paradise from Leshya’s perspective.


   


  A country with no sense of reality, like a dream.


  But… what if Leshya decided to live in Japan?


  If the dream became a reality and her days of hell turned into days of paradise..?


   


  Instead of killing Moroha, and be always with him…,


   


  – I can’t betray Russia!


  When she became aware of it, Leshya answered when she was being absorbed in it.


  – Don’t say something exaggerated like betrayal. I want you to consider it more relaxed.


  – I can’t betray my little brother!


  She was tormented by her feelings of guilt because she was about to yield to temptation. Her heart roared violently to the point of almost exploding.


  – Sorry. I got too carried away. But if you come to like even more this country and come to like even more the people of the school, then I have no doubt you’ll want to live in Japan. Yeah, it will happen at this rate! I’m predicting it already.


  Sophia winked pompously.


  – …


  Leshya couldn’t――attempt to object her right away.


  The circulation of her blood was getting faster.


  She could hear the sound of blood flowing gushingly behind her eardrums.


  Sophia was still talking about something, but everything was drowned out.


  (“The plan” missed, Kondrat…)


  Leshya casted her eyes downward and bit her lips, almost making blood stop flowing to them.


  In the plan of Kondrat, Leshya was going to fawn on Haimura Moroha expecting that he would become attached to her, making his sword grow dull; that was the arrangement where she would carry on the assassination.


  But in reality, it was the opposite.


  Right now, it was Leshya who became attached to Moroha.


  Meaning that it would be Leshya whose sword would end up growing dull if she were to stay with him any more than this.


  (This plan is a failure…)


  It was no longer an option.


  If she was going to assassinate him, she had to hurry up.


  She couldn’t postpone it any longer.


  The evening of September. Leshya hugged her body while trembling in the humid room facing the setting sun.


  She kept glaring at the direction of the entrance with grim eyes.


  Maybe because she was being ghastly, Sophia just stood stock still as if she couldn’t say anything, and kept staring at Leshya.


  – I’m back!


  Eventually, the figure of Moroha who returned from shopping appeared at the front door.


  – Welcome back.


  Leshya got out of the bed and hurriedly met him.


  – Hey, it’s good you are in good spirits, but don’t force yourself too much.


  – This much is fine for me. If you cure me today, then I think I’ll be completely recovered tomorrow.


  – That’s true. I think the same.


  – That’s why I have something to ask of you. I want to have a date with you tomorrow.


  – To celebrate the recovery of Leshya?


  – And to simultaneously give you my thanks.


  – Hmmm…. Alright, but where should we go?


  Moroha put a hand on his chin and began to think.


  Despite of the sudden proposal, there were no signs of going against it at all.


  – If that’s the case, then I have the right thing for you.


  Sophia, who remained as a spectator in the six tatami room, interjected with a smile.


  Two sheets of paper were being grasped in her hand before they became aware of them.


  – These are tickets for the leisure park that I received when I helped at the church. I don’t have a boyfriend who will go with me, so I’m giving them to you.


  – Are you sure, Sophie-senpai?


  – I am. In exchange, I’d like Moroha to accompany me in a private training next time.


  – Sure thing. In that case, then I accept without hesitation. Is that okay with you, Leshya?


  – If I can enjoy myself with you, then anywhere is fine.


  The negotiation was completed.


  – Okay then, this is the last treatment for tomorrow, so don’t put resistance, alright?


  – Please do so. For the sake of tomorrow.


  – I’m going to bake pancakes. And bake and bake.


  She laid down on the bed, Moroha sat close to her and Sophia remained in the kitchen.


  (This is the last day… of this farce)


  Leshya erased all emotion, released the tension from her body and surrendered herself to the treatment.


  She was going to defeat Moroha in a flawless condition tomorrow.


  She had to defeat him.


  Chapter 6 - Like striking a sword over and over again


  As one would expect from a thing given by the church, those tickets had the name of a rather simple leisure park called「Kitamitama Sports Park」written on them.


  Moroha looked for it before going to bed and he found that it was a complex facility of baseball grounds, soccer grounds, tennis grounds, campgrounds and lodgings.


  Can it be used for a date? A question like that crossed his mind, but he kept searching and he felt relieved when he discovered comments of users saying「We went without implements but we got them to lend some to us, I had a good time playing tennis with my girlfriend」and「There’s even a hiking course full of nature, it’s very beautiful」.


  Furthermore, there were comments saying「The soba served in the restaurant of the lodgings was surprisingly the real deal」and that the taste of the soba was gulped down with the surging saliva.


  Anyway, if we go and she likes it, then it will be alright!


  I’m looking forward to tomorrow!


  And so, Moroha prepared for an early rising and went to bed at 22:00.


  And finally, it was Sunday.


  This week, like in last week, Moroha went out on a date with Leshya.


  They arranged to meet at the same station. There was a Kitamitama Sports Park bus that went directly there.


  The first one departed at 07:00. So the time appointed for meeting was 6:45.


  In this way, they could even go and hike slowly as their day trip.


  Though playing soccer or tennis was fine too.


  When Moroha arrived at the station, Leshya was waiting as she came first.


  – Good morning, Haimura Moroha.


  He immediately realized.


  She was wearing plain, dark clothes.


  The only thing that was fashionable was the black gem pendant.


  But Moroha wasn’t particularly caring about it. It was a lot better than being indoctrinated by 5ch with things such as a cat ear headband and the attribute appeal of a clumsy girl.


  Rather, she looked like she had high mobility, it was possible to say that it was good for today’s date.


  Moroha also came with casual clothing: a collared shirt and jeans.


  He saw that Leshya was holding the soccer ball they picked up last week,


  – I’m brimming with energy to have fun. Let’s get on the bus, shall we?


  Moroha led the way and headed to the bust stop area that he checked up last night.


  A direct bus was waiting at the roundabout in front of the station, its engine was idling.


  – Oh this helps us a lot.


  They could sit on the seats and wait until the departure time.


  When Moroha got in first and showed the ticket, the driver greeted him with a smile.


  It was a small bus, and a little narrow inside. There were two seats to each side of the aisle. They were the first to get on it, so as there were no passengers yet, they did as they please and chose the seats they wanted.


  Moroha sat down by the window, neither too far to the back nor too far to the front.


  He wondered if Leshya was fixedly looking at him with grim eyes when――she sat down on the opposite window-side seat all of a sudden.


  And yet, I thought she was going to sit next to me. What kind of turn of events is this? 


  Moroha was surprised, and while he was wondering about it, the bus started.


  There were no other passengers yet, it should be 07:00.


  He remembered what he was trying to confirm with his cell phone when he was in his dormitory. He saw on the net that the connection to Kitamitama Sports Park that was deep in the mountains was difficult. If that was the case, then he considered that it would be too much for their bodies to go there by themselves.


  He helplessly searched his surroundings to find the onboard watch and he confirmed.


  It was 6:53.


  Like he thought, it wasn’t time to depart yet.


  Strange things came one after another, the bus began to move while he cocked his head in puzzlement.


  It was rapidly heading from the city to the mountains in the distance. Straight to Kitamitama Sports Park.


  During that time, Leshya kept looking outside of the window. As a matter of course, there was no talk,


  (Isn’t this somewhat strange…?)


  Moroha kept being shaken by the bus while acutely feeling this unpleasant presentiment.


   


  According to the information on the net, Kitamitama Sports Park was very deeply in the mountains.


  He showed the tickets at the front gate and Moroha stretched his body while carelessly strolling about.


  – The air feels great. It’ll feel good if we move our bodies here and there with resolution, don’t you think?


  He wanted Leshya to agree to it,


  – I think so too.


  She didn’t try to look at him while holding the ball, she answered exceedingly coldly.


  You really think so? Her tone of voice was that much suspicious.


  However, their distance grew longer.


  Why is she walking to be this much apart from each other? She was walking in a certain direction as he wondered so.


  – So you aren’t going to link your arms with mine?


  Moroha tried asking with a half joke,


  – It’s embarrassing if people see us.


  Leshya replied coldly again.


  Her attitude was completely the opposite of last week’s date.


  Moroha felt that he was getting along very well with Leshya this week, but, was that perhaps an illusion? Was he working himself up even though there wasn’t anything to fight at?


  He ended up rather alienated.


  – If people see us, you say…? But there’s nobody?


  What kind of plausible excuse is this? Moroha looked at his surroundings while smiling wryly.


  The vastness inside the garden was extraordinary, it made an effective use of the overly extending land.


  What they saw over there was a baseball ground. And a soccer one this way. There was a long lodging house next to a three-story building in that direction and the tennis courts over there were incalculable.


  When surveyed from a distance, they were surrounded by majestic mountains; the air felt high. Though there was that lodging house and the baseball stadium, but it was different from the urban area as there were no tall buildings next to each other.


  In a landscape of that scale, not a single person was in sight.


  It seemed to be a strange sight.


  Because of that, the comfortless was emphasized more and more, he ended up getting worried about his slight distance with Leshya.


  As if it was in a reserved state. He saw on the net that it was fairly popular and it was written on the official site that reservations for the baseball and soccer grounds were full for the next 6 months, and yet.


  – Just what is happening here?


  Moroha asked, but there was no reply.


  Leshya, the only person under the high sky, kept looking up at the clouds without saying a single word.


  He couldn’t guess from her face seen from the side what was she thinking.


  Solitaire――


  If Moroha were to put the current Leshya in a photo and give it a title, then that was how he would call it.


  (But that can’t be. It doesn’t make sense for Leshya who came to Japan)


  Moroha continued speaking to her without losing his will.


  – Should we go to the soccer field for now? We eat something after that then at noon we do mountain climbing, what do you think?


  Properly speaking, he brought up the subject he should have brought up while in the bus.


  Leshya finally faced him.


  She threw the soccer ball that she was carrying in her arms in a casual manner at him.


  Moroha calmly caught it with both hands.


  Coincident with that, the hands of Leshya flashed, something was thrown out without warning.


  *Pierce*――the sound of a throwing knife stuck into the ball.


  The air went out, it flattened and fell like a camellia from the hands of Moroha.


  – Leshya…?


  What’s the meaning of this behavior?


  There was no reply as expected.


  But instead――


   


  – The paradise is gone, it’s already over.


   


  She talked to herself in a voice with no emotion that resembled metal.


  Moroha didn’t get the meaning of it.


  However, the eyes of Leshya were very grim, he had never seen those eyes before.


  She had carved a ghastly look in them as if she hated and blamed the despair in the whole world.


  Moroha had his hair stand on end, he didn’t know if that should make him put himself on guard or not.


  – Haimura Moroha. I came to Japan just to kill you.


  Leshya slowly took out the ID Tag from her breast pocket.


  – I also got Kondrat’s authorization. Today, I’ll defeat you.


  An incredibly obscure, sinister purple prana that one would call radiance was caused to rise up from her whole body.


  The clothes she was wearing wriggled by themselves and transformed into a combat uniform.


  – I’m “man-eater”. I devour without distinction all the enemies of Russia with a swing of my cursed sword.


  Then, she revealed a bewitchingly shining sword blade.


  That bloodlust, that unearthly atmosphere and that pressure weren’t ordinary――


  Something gave off sparks like raising the alarm in the bottom of Moroha’s head.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  That day, Shizuno was also getting up early.


  Rather than that, she had been doing so throughout the week, the one in which she received the house arrest punishment.


  It must be to listen to a periodic report from Russia by phone, so she had to do so because of the time difference.


  Shizuno, who got to be introduced to a competent Japanese detective living in Russia by her older brother, was requesting an investigation concerned to a certain matter.


  That middle-aged female detective reported in a tired voice.


  『Russian orphanages are basically called by numbers rather than by names. I thought I could rapidly find orphanages that had the names Arshavin or Arshavina as those are privately operated and rare… but Russia is so big that it took so long to track down people in the countryside』


  Shizuno apologized to her saying I’m sorry and even better, she thanked her by paying her extra remuneration, prompting the core of the information she wanted to know.


  『Yes, she definitely seemed to be at that orphanage. And by showing the photo of Elena-san that I received to the director, then I confirmed so. And the matter about her younger brother――』


  Shizuno, who heard the details from the female detective, lost her voice overwhelmed by surprise.


  It was too much, the information was against her own predictions.


  – Are you sure?


  『Yes, there’s no doubt about it. I also got proofs. For example――』


  Shizuno also got convinced by listening to the truthful, credible report from the talented spokeswoman.


  She thanked her once again and hung up the call.


  (I have to tell Moroha and fast)


  She thought so and without a moment’s delay she telephoned him with her cell phone, but there were no signs of answering the call at all.


  (Is he still sleeping, perhaps?)


  No, the waking of Moroha has no fault here, she answered her own question.


  (If we’re talking about Moroha, then he’s having a morning bath?)


  She thought of trying to ask his roommate Maya to confirm it, but she unfortunately remembered that she had decided to return to the principal on Sunday, so she gave up on that.


  Calling him after leaving some space between the calls was something she thought of, but,


  (Just to be sure, should I ask Ranjou-san as well…?)


  Shizuno called to Satsuki’s cell phone.


  『Hello? What do you want this very early in the morning…?』


  At around the 8th call, a waking and ill-humored voice was heard.


  – I just want you to tell me something. Haven’t you heard if Moroha had something to do today?


  『Yes, I heard something, Shizunoooo!』


  Since Satsuki exclaimed close to her ear all of a sudden, Shizuno was about to throw the smartphone away.


  – … what happened?


  『Speaking of Moroha, he’s going on a second date with Leshya today! I’m so, so jealous!』


  – The timing is so bad…


  Shizuno listened to Satsuki’s complaint and slightly frowned.


  – So? Is Ranjou-san then going to enviously look at them while doing nothing? Or you’ll do something about it?


  『The thing is that Sophie-senpai asked me last night to help her at church’s meal center this week. Moreover, Senpai seems to have other things to do again, meaning that doing my best won’t be enough』


  – This truly is the worst timing…


  Shizuno endured the small headache while listening to Satsuki’s complaint.


  『Hey…. something happened, right?』


  – I have to tell something to Moroha. It’s about Elena-san. As soon as possible.


  But Shizuno grinded her teeth because she didn’t connect to his cell phone.


  『That’s because the location of the date has a very bad signal. But I’ll tell you where he is』


  But thanks to what she heard from Satsuki, a small glimpse of hope appeared.


  But on the other hand――when she heard the destination, when she knew that Leshya and Moroha were alone deep in the mountains, she felt an unbelievable uneasiness about that situation….


  – Wouldn’t you tag along with me and go there now, Ranjou-san? Do I make the car go pick you up?


  『I’d love to go, but they need my help, you see』


  – I’ll send some of my employees to the church to replace you. All of them are skilled maids. That shouldn’t be a dishonor, don’t you agree?


  『Eh? Is that okay, to go that far…?』


  – The one asking for help is me, aren’t I?


  『H-hooray! I’m goooing, I’m going tooo! Thank you, Urushibara!』


  Shizuno felt a little guilty listening to the innocent and merry voice.


  The information she got from the detective moments ago.


  The things related to Leshya were real.


  If Satsuki were to know them, there was no way she was going to feel happy.


  Shizuno borrowed the exclusive driver and the limousine from her older brother Tadanori and left the house.


  She went to meet Satsuki at the women’s dormitory then headed to Kitamitama Sports Park in great haste.


  Legal speed was ignored. Even if they were found by the police, she would make them say nothing with the family name of Urushibara.


  She usually distanced herself from the power of her family, but she wasn’t going to hesitate to wear the mantle of its power and misuse it for the sake of Moroha.


  The luxury car that was being driven forcibly avoided physical contact with the surrounding vehicles.


  In addition to that, the driver’s technique was high, he knew the route, timing, etcetera, and he was able to avoid traffic lights as much as possible.


  Maya’s technique that went at full speed through mountain passes was also amazing, but in the case of the driver, it was much, much better for him to remain at cruise speed throughout the town during daytime.


  Because of that, Shizuno and Satsuki arrived at Kitamitama Sports Park cutting off a fair amount of time.


  They got out at the parking lot and the two of them ran to the front gate.


  – The inside of this place is immensely wide! Let’s give our all to search for him.


  – Hopefully they didn’t go too far from here… anyway, let’s hurry.


  The expression of Satsuki was also serious as she explained the circumstances while moving.


  And while they stared at the inside of the park that was behind the visible gates,


  – Is it my idea or there’s nobody here? Like it’s empty or something…. Since no one will see us, should I carry you in my arms and run with Godlike Movement?


  – You’re right. While I can’t expect too much from it, I also have a Search System Dark Art――wait a minute?


  Shizuno, who was discussing with Satsuki while running, pointed at the front gate.


  Because a person, an acquaintance they didn’t considered, appeared from the shade of a pillar.


  She was in a daunting pose as if standing guard in the middle of the gate.


  Satsuki said “you’re kidding”, being amazed, and stopped in front of the gate.


  – Wh-why is Senpai here!?


  – You said you have things to take care of, no? As for me, you coming here are miscalculations after miscalculations.


  The one who had a troubled-looking expression while standing in their way with authority was――Sofia.


  – Didn’t I ask Satsuki to give a hand to the church?


  – Urushibara lent me her help.


  – Not that Shizuno had received a house arrest punishment?


  – Oh? Is that then just a pose to give us a lesson?


  – Haaa, I give up, I give up. The strategy failed. I guess things aren’t so easy.


  Sophia complained with an even more troubled face despite blocking up the gate with a frightful intimidating air.


  – Now I understand, the church and what not were part of Senpai’s strategy to separate Moroha and Ranjou-san from the beginning, no?


  – Eh, she did so!? How could you trick me like that, Sophie-senpai! And here I believed that you were a single-minded person… that you weren’t a two-faced person! You’re cruel!


  – Sorry. I thought deeply about it but it can’t be helped as it is a direct order from the American Division.


  Sophia made a gesture, shaking her neck to the left and right looking like she was very embarrassed.


  That seemed to be the manifestation of the feeling that she was sorry from the bottom of her heart because she was about to be quickly exposed.


  – In short, is it fine to think that the American Division is in a cooperation policy with the Russian Division?


  – That’s not it. The goal of the American Division is simple.


  – Can you tell us what ‘simple’ is then?


  Shizuno pressed a question and Sophia replied to it in large drops.


  – I was specifically sent to Japan alone because they want to get rid of “The trump card of Russia” and the “New S-Rank” who are considered as important fighting strength by making them crash into each other.


  I see, she could agree to her words.


  They wanted to crush the trump card of Russia because it was very problematic for any Division. For that reason, it didn’t matter what happen to Moroha because America wouldn’t be damaged. So probably the mission given to Sophia was to set the whole stage enabling Leshya to carry on the assassination.


  – Next is just a confirmation, but was Senpai watching me fight Elena-san back then?


  – Waaait. How did you know I was there!?


  The surprised Sophia let out a hysteric voice.


  She had weak defenses despite being good at feigning ignorance. Maybe because the alertness of the close friends Shizuno and Satsuki was lenient than of the one called “honest person”.


  – Unbelievable. You’re so cautious even though there’s 1 kilometer of distance between us!


  Shizuno also thought the same.


  The power of Sophia that allowed her to see a kilometer ahead without obstruction with Clairvoyance was unusual, but Tanaka-sensei who could sense gazes from that distance was also unusual.


  (But I heard something good. At that time, the number of gazes perceived by Sensei were two. Meaning that the other one should be a Russian spy other than Elena-san)


  With all the things she understood, Shizuno prepared herself even more for the worst.


  – As for Senpai, your worries never ceased because making this happen wasn’t a simple thing, or was it? Did I guess it well?


  – But it’s absolutely necessary to go to where Moroha is now! We don’t have time to listen to you!


  The face in profile of Satsuki was filled with an expression of determination.


  Sophia was overwhelmed by the contrast.


  – Why don’t you pray and wait with me here for Moroha to win and return…? Or is that a no no?


  – We’re sorry.


  – But we can’t betray Moroha!


  – I’m sorry too. I can’t betray my motherland.


  I’m sorry, Sophia muttered, looking regrettable.


  Each one of them had their convictions and so, those convictions collided with each other.


  Affection tried to exists between those convictions, but they had no choice but to fight.


  – Leave her to me!


  Satsuki shouted and grasped at Sophia.


  Her whole body was already and completely cladded in golden prana.


  Satsuki, who only had opened the door of both hands, both feet and glabella, showed her latent energy as if a scene of a fire had suddenly occurred in this place.


  – I-in what moment the prana covered Satsuki’s…!?


  Sophia also let prana overflow at once to push her away, but Satsuki didn’t yield.


  – I’m desperate as well! I’m growing desperateee!


  Such stubbornness and such tenacity were biting at the power-prided Sophia with strength.


  And then, her heart that thought of Moroha.


  Shizuno couldn’t lose either.


  – My thoughts become a blade        That will reach his heart.


  She spelled a Search System Dark Art and made an illusion sword appear.


  This sword perceived the heartbeats of the companions who were closely related to the caster but only when the distance wasn’t so far and pointed at him with the point of the sword like a compass.


  Therefore, if Moroha went too far away, then she wouldn’t know what to do――but the sword strongly pointed at one point!


  – Ranjou-san, there’s nothing you can do when the opponent is a B-Rank Shirogane.


  – I know! It’s not like there’s a need for me to win anyways.


  Shizuno made eye contact with Satsuki and passed through the side of Sophia who was locked together with Satsuki. She broke through the gate and ran at full speed.


  If wasn’t because the Dragon Staff Nagravitz was destroyed by Leshya, she would have no issues to entertain Sophia, but she had no choice than trusting in Satsuki.


  Shizuno, whose body wasn’t trained, ended up increasing her breathing, she couldn’t even breathe out a feeble complaint.


  (Be safe, Moroha…)


  Shizuno motivated herself and kept running as she was being guided by the illusion sword.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  The cursed sword Leprazan.


  The sword blade shone with indifference and let a sinister presence hang in the air as if making illusions of spurts of blood.


  But for this reason, it was mysterious yet beautiful.


  Moroha was genuinely fascinated by it, from a perspective that transcended right and wrong and good and evil.


  Leshya was staring at the readied sword and remembered.


  When he fought against Edward before, he saw the readied sword of Moroha,


  『It’s a good sword. At a glance, it seems it can kill. If it’s further refined, then it can rival the cursed sword that “man-eater” has』


  He said so.


  After that, he continued again.


  『Compared to mine, it’s a bit crude but――when you look at it, don’t feel disappointed, alright?』


  And.


  Now that Moroha actually had the cursed sword of “man-eater” before his eyes, he understood the feelings that Edward had at that time. While the mental image had been grasped in rapid advance, the polishing of the <holy sword> Saratiga was still insufficient in his own memory, he felt awkward having to face each other.


  (Still, I have no choice but to fight with it)


  Moroha grasped the ID Tag with his right hand and poured his prana into the mental image.


  A flash of light surged in the palm of that hand and the metal plate changed color as if it glowed in a red color and extended like a candy.


  It formed a hilt that fit nicely in his hands, it formed an elegant pommel and finally it formed a single-edged sword blade.


  An unrefined metal sword that was far from reaching the beautiful real thing similar to a mirror.


  He made a fake Saratiga manifest and confronted Leshya.


  Sword in right hand, right foot slightly set forward: his specialty had a peculiar stance.


  He even brushed away his awkwardness, and threw out his chest with pride.


  A certain proud feeling was allowed there.


  The cell phone was left behind because it was getting in the way, but the ID Tag never left his body.


  5 months have passed since his entry to the academy and that made him notice that ‘I have gotten used to this “Akane life” to the bones’.


  – What are you laughing at?


  Leshya made the obscure prana from her whole body to sway and charged with Godlike Movement.


  She held the cursed sword horizontally, it was a thrusting stance.


  – Laughing? Me?


  Moroha also let prana loose from his whole body in an instant.


  Right hand, left hand, right foot, left foot, the glabella, heart and the point below the navel ――he drew prana from the seven gates that lead to divinity.


  The color of that brightness was white.


  Like, for example, the first magnitude star that descended to Earth. Sirius.


  The glimmer, the sturdiness, the quality, anything and everything were different from Leshya’s prana.


  He also poured prana in the iron sword he had at the ready and stopped the thrust of Leshya, grazing it from below.


  As soon as he touched the cursed sword, the prana that flowed in the sword of Moroha with his formidable ability was eaten.


  The sword of Moroha turned into simple iron.


  However, it seemed that there was no special power other than the prana-mana of Leshya’s cursed sword that gulped it down.


  The iron sword of Moroha firmly caught the thrust of the cursed sword.


  He was able to bring in a blade lock*.


  *TN: Blade lock is basically when two swords push each other.


  On the contrary, he――


  – Oooh…


  Moroha boosted the prana of his whole body and made it shine even more whiter and whiter.


  Then he transformed it into Strength and waved the iron sword in one go from the blade lock.


  Leshya also tried to stand firm with Strength at once, but she couldn’t fight against the enormous prana of Moroha and was blown off to the back.


  – So this is the strength of an S-Rank, huh…


  She revolved in the air like a wood chip, lost her footing and lost her moving capabilities. The face of Leshya became pale.


  Moroha wasn’t going to let that gap pass, so then he transformed it into a strong wind and went after her.


  He poured prana into the iron sword again and now the sword blade was tinged with a white brilliance.


  The Light Technique used wasn’t Venus but Saturn.


  It struck the mind, cutting the consciousness, it was an act that made the opponent surrender without having them lose blood.


  Moroha assaulted Leshya who had no way to defend herself while being unable to move in the air with his sword in order to settle the fight with a single blow.


  His body moved exactly as he imagined and a slash ran in the trajectory he drew in his mind.


  The sword blade was about to be sucked into the chest of Leshya――but just before that――the brilliance of the prana was lost even when it didn’t touch the cursed sword.


  – Guh…


  Moroha groaned.


  His body suddenly became heavy like lead.


  Or as if the air ended up turning into water, he was unable to do any kind of movement.


   


  Both of them were illusions.


  He understood that the prana suddenly disappeared from the whole body of Leshya.


  The ability of the cursed sword was turned「on」and all the prana of Moroha ended up getting eaten.


  He degenerated from superman to John Doe.


  Strength was lost and he lost Godlike Movement.


  He even lost his dynamic vision called Clairvoyance.


  The essential senses in a battle such as physical sensation and sense of speed were entirely put out of order, and as a result, Moroha fell into an illusion like he had transformed into trash, he didn’t know what to do with his body that wasn’t acting as he expected.


  – I’m in trouble…!


  Moroha clenched his teeth, held a leg out, gave a step to the front and forcibly stopped the slashing attack that was swung from the front.


  He couldn’t use Saturn now that his prana was eaten.


  If the slashes were to continue, then ending up being killed by Leshya wasn’t truly impossible.


  The chase was abandoned. During that time,


  – The strategy of Kondrat seemed to not be futile.


  Leshya performed a splendid ukemi* and landed.


  *TN: The art of falling safely.


  It wasn’t a Light Technique, but a physical and classical form of martial art she trained to the end.


  – I will take advantage of your softness without reservation.


  The expression of Leshya became even more severe, she looked like she despaired the whole world and all that was in it, even herself.


  Moroha got annoyed.


  – I hear nothing but you repenting about it!


  If your heart hurts so much, then why don’t you stop this assassination already!?


  – Don’t interpret it to your own convenience.


  Leshya warped her expression as if she endured the pain and slashed at him.


  A compact swinging slash from overhead to the diagonal below.


  This was also the essence of swordsmanship backed by a vast training that didn’t rely on Light Techniques.


  Nothing was wasted, just like a machine.


  Or rather, the technique itself that she had learned showed signs of a sword trained to the end.


  – Die.


  Moroha tried to catch the blow with the sword, but without the strength to make it avert well, stopping the blow wasn’t possible.


  A heavy shock was transmitted to the blade and a heady burden affected his wrists.


  While he endured so, another blow, a second slash of Leshya came, and made him turn when he received it again.


  The swings of Leshya’s swordsmanship were fast because they were excellent. Speed gave birth to strength. And because there was zero waste in that killing form, the strength was 100% transmitted.


  That was why the slashing attacks of Leshya, who was supposed to be a woman, were so heavy.


  Kendo wasn’t done with a bamboo sword. Since the defense of Moroha was poor, his wrists were the only ones bearing the impact.


  Leshya slashed back, thrust and cut more and more, she swung the cursed sword downward to cut him right in half.


  Moroha kept blocking them with his sword.


  For defense only. But, he stopped all the blows exquisitely.


  The observation of Moroha wasn’t dead at all.


  – You’re the first guy that eclipsed my sword without prana.


  Leshya took a breath in a big way like a diver who took their face out of the water.


  Her movement was like the one of a machine, but her body wasn’t made of machines.


  Her efficiency kept fatigue within limits, but it didn’t mean she wasn’t entirely getting tired.


  Since she kept wielding the sword made of metal and releasing powerful slashes with it, then fatigue increasing wasn’t a surprise.


  The continuous attacks of Leshya stopped.


   


  Moroha was waiting for a chance like this――


  The last horizontal slashing attack was evidently light.


  He caught it and precisely because he didn’t stop moving, he got into her sword’s reach and their swords locked each other again.


  He couldn’t blow her away with Strength like he did not long ago, but he could do it with his own body if he were to keep pushing her down like this.


  If it was about plain, pushing force between a man and a woman, then a portion of that axiom existed in Moroha.


   


  – I remember that “if you feel that your opponent’s sword became blunt, then the standard move is to kill it first with a counter”, no?


  – Yes, there’s that too, but I didn’t notice it. I’ll do so from now on.


  – Like I thought, you are too soft.


  A prana resembling a dark, big flame went up from the whole body of Leshya.


  As soon as that happened, his sword was pushed back with a monster-looking superhuman strength.


  Moroha opened his eyes wide.


  Leshya had turned「off」the ability of the cursed sword!


  Moroha also tried to push back with Strength without giving in, but in the end, the moment for that had passed, so he ended up dealing with it a bit late. Time lag was slightly produced before he put it into operation.


  However, in rapid battles where Shiroganes were good at, that “slightly” was sufficiently mortal.


  A complete opposite pattern than the one of some time ago――Moroha was blown away into the air by Leshya’s Strength.


  Naturally, and just as he did before, Leshya began to go after him with Godlike Movement.


  And just as before, Moroha couldn’t move in the air.


  However, Moroha didn’t have a cursed sword to invalidate the prana of the opponent.


  – Take this, Haimura Moroha.


  Leshya turned into a swift wind with Godlike Movement ――and right before that, Moroha shouted.


  – Piercing will!


  Coincident with the moment he put the spelling of two words into written form.


  Psychic Spear, a Dark Art that emitted force of will and transformed it into a direct spear.


  Leshya turned「on」the ability of her cursed sword and easily nulled the attack aiming at her lower leg.


  Despite that, the cursed sword also indiscriminately ate the prana of Leshya and she lost Godlike Movement to pursuit him.


  As a result, Moroha, who shouldn’t have the cursed sword, succeeded in stopping the chase using the ability of the cursed sword. Moroha performed an ukemi (art of falling safely) and landed casually like a tiger.


  The outwitted Leshya grinded her teeth.


  As one of them was blown away, the distance increased, a short pause was made as they stood facing each other.


  Both Moroha and Leshya were breathing heavily.


  Not because they ran out of stamina. But because they were crossing swords with seriousness and that alone made their bodies and souls to be exhausted.


  Moroha, who saw that Leshya burned with prana because the ability of the cursed sword was「off」, caught his breath with Naikatsutsuu.


  – I thought that as long as this cursed sword is with me, then Dark Arts and the like wouldn’t be something enough to be afraid of. That was an error of mine.


  – Isn’t Leshya being soft too?


  – I can’t object that. Catching hold of the Ancient Dragon with my common sense was a mistake of mine.


  Leshya put a serious look in her eyes,


  – But more than that, something about you surprised me.


  – Did I do something interesting?


  -Your swordsmanship isn’t the one of a Shirogane.


  – Were you disrespected by it?


  – No. Ordinary Shiroganes rely too much on Light Techniques. I have never seen any other Shirogane other than me that trained swordsmanship and fencing itself.


  Is that so? Moroha thought.


  Those weren’t taught at Akane Academy and not even the members of Strikers had such special trainings.


  Whenever he had the time for it, he refined the skillfulness of the Light Techniques with all his heart.


  – That’s oddly thinkable to me. You are the owner of an unequalled prana. And sometimes, high-grade talent will make the value of the efforts grow dull. If yours were normal, then feeling like fighting while solely entrusting in prana should be the end.


  – Unexpectedly, almost everything didn’t go smoothly in the beginning, so maybe I struggled a bit?


  Moroha cracked a joke like it was other people’s affairs.


  The truth was that he didn’t know. Particularly, Moroha’s memories of his previous lives were unbalanced.


  The dreams he had were always about dreams were he killed enemies like Shura in an everlasting battlefield.


  He didn’t know how Moroha of his previous lives grew up and how he got his powers. He didn’t remember.


  But at the same time, he felt it like this.


  In this body, flesh and blood――he felt like he remembered the soul in his roots.


  Why was he so fixated on Natural Stance?


  Why was he so fixated on having a straight posture, on his behavior and on all of his actions?


  To stubbornly take a unique, peculiar posture? But why?


  As Leshya said, normal Shiroganes weren’t fixated on that.


  He was never strongly conscious about it until now.


  But his body remembering it wasn’t evidence of that, or was it?


  He not only relied on prana and Light Techniques since significance and value refined the essence of his swordsmanship.


  Moroha boldly closed his eyes in front of <the assassin> Leshya.


  He faced his own flesh and asked it a question.


  There was an answer.


  The body, flesh and blood taught him.


  “That the true value of <Moroha> Flaga wasn’t something like this”.


  “You have to scrap off the rust and refine it more and more”.


  “If Leshya is a machine, then you come together with the divine providence of the sword”.


  (I see, I can still be fixated on that. And improve myself more)


  If he borrowed Sophia’s speaking style, then that was “simpler”.


  Moroha observed carefully.


  And then, he made the prana of his whole body to depress.


  Not because it was eaten by Leshya’s cursed sword, but by his own will.


  However, Clairvoyance was maintained while the gate of the glabella was the only one open.


  – What are you doing now, Haimura Moroha?


  – Who knows? Shouldn’t you try it yourself?


  Moroha carefully examined, studied and corrected his posture and his stance one more time so that they were really perfect, even the smallest detail.


  That was an act of polishing and polishing and polishing oneself.


  It was a ritual to transform oneself into a sword and train over and over.


  – Understood. I won’t hold back now.


  The prana of Leshya blew violently like a blizzard.


  The distance was shortened in a distance by Godlike Movement and she released a thrust.


  The demon sword that was pushed out thanks to Strength tore the air and raised a buzz.


  Moroha stared at it and tried to graze it from below, aligning the iron sword with the cursed sword.


  – Do you think you’re capable of fighting against Strength with the physical strength of an ordinary person!?


  Leshya roared, the savage superhuman strength that was put into the sword blade was going to attack him.


  During that predicament――Moroha laughed fearlessly.


  – I do.


  He just needed to shift the vector of the strength only a little bit.


  With that, he perfectly grazed the cursed sword and warded off the deadly thrust of Leshya; the iron sword of Moroha then slipped down to be sucked up by the torso of Leshya who passed by him with the momentum of the charge.


  Strength or anything of the sort wasn’t needed.


  But a perfect intersection method, or as it was called in kendo, a nuki do* was decided.


  *TN: 抜き胴: A kendo movement where the athlete has to hit the torso of the opponent while evading with a body movement the incoming hit on their head from the opponent.


   


  Leshya, who ran past from behind to the back of Moroha,


  – Unbelievable…


  She talked to herself, dropping the speed while staggering.


  She shouldn’t feel pain or even have a wound due to nuki do. Leshya protected herself with High Durability and Moroha didn’t use either Strength or Venus.


  However, and as if she had received a big shock, Leshya stood stock still, without reacting as she turned her back on him.


  – Leshya’s swordsmanship is great. The slashes waste absolutely nothing. There’s nothing off. I blocked them to the best of my ability but it was difficult to ward them off.


  – That’s right. I improved my swordsmanship to the limits of my body so that a method of fighting like this one could be done.


  – But when it’s not with just your body, like when you’re using Strength, you are doing it with all your strength. You rely too much on Light Techniques and there are some things off. That’s why you can’t ward it off.


  – Wha…


  He explained turning around and Leshya who turned around in the same way made her face go red.


  Moroha was happy with the cute reaction that he was able to see.


  Leshya was a woman that had limitations expressing emotions, but they weren’t zero.


  Her heart hadn’t been destroyed by the Russian Division yet.


  – Well, if it’s about unskilled ones, then we are on the same boat――


  Moroha said leisurely as he held the sword.


  – ――how much can you polish yourself from this time forward and have a growth where you can compete?


  He got worked up like when he challenged someone at the trainings inside the <martial arts stadium> barrier.


  – …!


  Leshya flipped the cursed sword up as if she was overwhelmed and took a stance.


  They went back to square one, the two swordsmen switched positions and faced each other.


  While Leshya made her body become stiff.


  Moroha was in a more natural, less strained and gapless stance.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  Fist and fist met each other.


  Obstinacy and pride met each other.


  Satsuki’s Demolishing Fist and Sophia’s Demolishing Fist clashed head-on.


  At the moment of impact, the shock spread in all directions as aftermath.


  The gate made of metal and the iron fence were cracked by that aftermath.


  The technique wasn’t an intricate, simple, unparalleled contest of strength.


  Their techniques weren’t equal. Satsuki was being pushed.


  They exchanged fists for an unknown number of times in an instant and that made her stagger. And made her stumble a few steps.


  Compared to her, the tall figure of Sophia didn’t sway in the least.


  The form they exchanged fists clearly decided so.


  – I’m not done yet!


  But Satsuki was in no way discouraged by it.


  She pestered her to keep playing, she wished for another exchange of blows like a playful puppy.


  – I can go for another one!!


  A smile rose to the surface of her face from the bottom of her heart.


  Whether she was pushed or was treated like a puppy, she wasn’t going to be pulverized.


  Her power was the most famous in Akane Academy, her opponent Sophia surpassed even Isurugi.


  That was a great achievement. And it felt great.


  Satsuki, who hadn’t yet been acknowledged as a C-Rank, was capable of facing her with her own effort.


  She was unable to take her eyes from Sophia who was going to try running after Shizuno.


  (It was as Nii-sama said!)


  Moroha always remonstrated her.


  Satsuki’s power and toughness were her selling points as a tank type.


  But Satsuki remembered she always complained.


  She wanted to learn how to have a splendid method of fighting like the speed-specialized Momo-senpai or like the versatile Taketsuru-senpai,


  (But I realized! This type of method fits me better!)


  She raised the joy in her chest while clashing with the same tank-type Sophia.


  Simple was fine.


  A simple way was fine.


  With an unbreakable heart, she pushed forward with intense concentration towards a single objective.


  That was completely in her nature.


  – Can you wait a moment please? I want to take a break.


  What? It was Sophia who gave up first.


  Since Satsuki’s role wasn’t to win but to let Shizuno go, she agreed with pleasure.


  – I never thought that Satsuki would become so strong during the summer.


  – You can praise me a little more, you know? Ho〜〜〜hohoho!


  – I wanted to tell the persevering Satsuki that one thing.


  – Well, whatever. Ho〜〜〜hohoho!


  – How many gates have you currently open?


  Satsuki didn’t notice that Sophia’s voice was trembling.


  Because of that, she replied quite indifferent.


  – Both hands and feet, the glabella and the point below the navel, so six! I’m in a perfect condition!


  – Six… I thought so…


  Satsuki didn’t notice that the look of Sophia was mixed with the shade of fear.


   


  There were seven gates in the whole body of a Shirogane that pumped out prana.


  A fully-fledged one could open all of them freely.


  Satsuki wasn’t a fully-fledged one.


  However, this not-fully-fledged one was able to clash with the number one power fighter of Akane Academy.


  Satsuki wasn’t aware of it, but if Momo-senpai and Taketsuru-senpai were to do the same thing, they would be pulverized by Sophia in one blow.


   


  – Alright. I have something to ask to the persevering Satsuki.


  – Yeah, whatever. Ho〜〜〜hohoho!


  – I want you to not die because I’ll go serious too.


  – Why are you sa――what!?


  Satsuki was stunned, but Sophia wasn’t joking.


  She saw for the first time that the cheerful Senpai had a grim face.


  – Whaa〜t? What’s with this moo〜〜〜d?


  Where did her energy from a while ago go to? Satsuki began to tremble.


  Her heart was pounding violently.


  Sophia took out the ID Tag right in front of the one that was completely frightened.


  – Ah, this is the first time that I see Sophie-senpai using it.


  – There are reasons about why I can’t use it readily.


  – Senpai asked me something not long ago, so I can ask as well, right?


  – Of course, I don’t have the intention of hiding anything to my cute kouhai. I’m just like Taketsuru, you see. Without being able to get a great weapon in my previous life, I wandered from one after another.


  While she was telling her about herself, the ID Tag of Sophia changed its shape.


  It was a completely ordinary and very long iron spear.


  Despite that, it looked firm and heavy.


  When the tall Sophia raised it overhead, it was very impressive.


  Satsuki also let a sword manifest from the ID Tag like she was stirred up by fear and while her own was classified as small, it wasn’t terribly unreliable compared to Sophia’s iron cane.


  – If I have to say why was that――it’s because there was no weapon that could endure my prana.


  The prana of Sophia flew and spread to every corner of the raised overhead iron cane.


  As soon as that happened, it appeared that the solid-looking iron cane started to vibrate as if it jarred and rambled eerily.


  Satsuki was surprised. When she paid attention to it, cracks developed one after another on the surface of the iron cane.


  As Sophia said, her prana was so powerful that it was too much for it and started to self-collapse.


  – W-w-w-w-wouldn’t that weapon break if you give me a hit with it?


  – Correct. There are no second hits for my Venus.


  – If the weapon breaks, then the ID Tag should also break, no? And because it’s valuable you’ll get a good scolding if you lose it, right? S-so, let’s stop, please〜?


  – The thing is that this is a direct mission of the Head of the American Division, so I think she’ll be happy to provide me a new one.


  – T-that’s a waste! A waste of America’s resourceful strategic principle!


  – There’s no use in arguing about it.


  Sophia brandished the iron cane with all her strength.


  Satsuki fell into panic. Her heart was about to explode.


  But――


  – Be brave and ignite your heart! I know that Satsuki can do it!


  Although she was given a loud pep talk that was full of Senpai’s strictness and consideration,


   


  『Your heart can burn. Rather, your core is strong, but your head is cool』


   


  She remembered once again the main point that had been given to her by her former brother.


  Satsuki’s head quickly grew cold.


  Her loud heart played harmonious sounds naturally.


  And then all seven gates were open, and Satsuki’s body was cladded in a golden glimmer….


  The iron cane of Sophia was swung downward as if it commanded itself.


  Satsuki was struck by that sword.


  Venus was still unusable, and the prana-less sword blade was destroyed in an instant.


  Even though Satsuki was astonished, she wasn’t perturbed, and without a moment’s delay she crossed her arms, fired up her heart and tried to stop the blow with High Durability.


  She didn’t forget the principle of「Easy to attack, hard to defend」, but she didn’t do it that way.


  A huge mass-looking impact struck Satsuki’s arm strongly.


  She would try crushing her to death at this rate!


  Satsuki’s leg sunk into the ground like a stake.


  The ground collapsed due to the aftermath of Sophia’s blow and formed a rift valley that extended in all directions.


  The impact and the detonation were transmitted to the side of the distant lodging houses, breaking all the windows into pieces.


  All the iron fences and the gate that were in the vicinity disappeared.


  The destructive energy didn’t conclude because the weapon that should be the core couldn’t withstand it. It diffused interminably.


  A blow of extraordinary scale. A preposterous waste of energy.


  That was Sophia’s Venus.


  Satsuki, who was struck by it, was hopeless.


  Her whole body was worn-out, the combat uniform she expressly wore for this was shredded, she wasn’t in a shape were she could be seen by men.


  Tears fell in drops, her voice wasn’t coming out due to the pain as if the bones of her whole body were directly hit with a hammer.


  But she certainly endured it.


  Sophia gently patted her head.


  – Haaa, I give up, I give up. I can’t fight now that I lost my weapon. The Head of the American Division should conclude the same, so it’s my defeat.


  Then she kindly hugged her.


  – My persevering Satsuki-san! So cute, so cute!


  She even rubbed her cheeks with hers.


  Though the person in question was being kind to her, for Satsuki who was in that state right now, this was equivalent to being abused.


  Satsuki endured the tyranny while weeping as she said “please stop” in a soundless voice.


  She completed her role perfectly, she was helpful to Moroha, and that proud feeling made her withstand it.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  Moroha continued polishing and sharpening himself.


  He swung the sword, and the form.


  He continued polishing and sharpening himself.


  He warded off the slash with the sword, and that strange thing.


  He continued polishing and sharpening himself.


  He read the next movement of Leshya, and that precision.


  He continued polishing and sharpening himself.


  The moment the ability of the cursed sword was turned「off」, his speed using Light Techniques had no lag.


  He took another good look at everything about himself and re-polished, re-sharpened and re-trained himself.


  He developed as a swordsman every second.


  He evolved as a Shirogane every minute.


  The remarkable swordswoman called Leshya, the Saviorslayer of Saviors was the touchstone.


  If it wasn’t for her, he wouldn’t know when such day would come.


  Even feelings of gratitude sprouted.


  – Shura.


  Moroha held the iron sword in both hands and released a slashing sword diagonally from the shoulder.


  The ability of the cursed sword was now「on」. Therefore, Moroha fought with his swordsmanship.


  Leshya made herself vulnerable to slashes on purpose and stopped the blows with the sword.


  The form without any waste generated shocks and Leshya who was struck by them grimaced.


  Moroha pulled the sword in a fraction of a second and hit again.


  Then again and again.


  He cornered Leshya to a defense-only state, she made the cursed sword be the substitute of a shield and continued striking the heavy sword like “hitting the mitt” training in boxing.


  As the impacts piled up and piled up, the wrists of Leshya became useless and lost the strength to swing the sword.


  Moroha was doing so, he was fighting like that, the「status」difference as the only swordsman who could do it was already established.


  – I can’t afford to lose…


  Leshya raised a tragic but brave shout and turned 「off」the ability of the cursed sword to stand it.


  She switched from swordsmanship to Light Techniques and tried to counterattack.


  But then again, Moroha was faster in the battle.


  An instant faster than Leshya, moving four times faster than Leshya.


  He made the speed explode and attacked her with slashing attacks from all directions at a high speed as if misreading that he divided himself into four.


  A way of walking crowned with the name of the first star of the North Stars and one of the 7 Godlike Movement derived techniques.


  Swiftly simultaneous connected attacks Donrou.


  A fourfold impact attacked the readied sword of Leshya and at last, Moroha knocked down the cursed sword from her hands.


  The repelled sword spun and spun, drawing a parabola and flew to the opposite side, stabbing the ground.


  – Ah…


  Leshya was lost for words.


  But she immediately disheveled her hair and hurried to where the sword was.


  Moroha didn’t stop her.


  – Go ahead, pick it up. But I think the result will be the same no matter how many times you do it.


  The ability of Leshya as a swordswoman shouldn’t be so low that she wouldn’t understand it.


  – I have to kill you.


  However, Leshya didn’t listen to his advice.


  She stretched out her hand to the hilt of the cursed sword that pierced through the ground as if she depended on it.


  You feel so much bitter towards me? The lamenting Moroha wasn’t so insensitive.


  – This is for your younger brother, right?


  The body of Leshya stiffened with a twitch.


  So it was that, huh, Moroha nodded.


  – Are you being taken hostage by Lightning Empress? And your little brother will be killed unless you kill me? Is that it?


  – Something like that.


  Leshya pulled out the sword, held it up one more time and replied while glaring at him with a sharp look in her eyes.


  Moroha answered again while receiving it with a sincere look.


  – If so, then I’ll help you.


  – … eh?


  – I’ll make sure to rescue your brother from Lightning Empress. If I do so, then Leshya will be free again. Right?


  – What… what are saying? Do you get what…?


  – I’m not a fan of bragging. I’m not saying that I can do what I can’t do.


  – It’s impossible.


  – It’s inevitable when I see you so helplessly――


  Moroha covered his face with his opened right hand.


  The man that completely overwhelmed “man-eater”, the trump card of Russia.


  He sighed once and started talking.


  – When I was a kid, I couldn’t save my parents.


  He let his head hang and narrowed his eyes a little.


  – I don’t want to have such feelings anymore.


  He couldn’t talk without making bitterness and anger reveal themselves through his voice.


  – I don’t want to let Leshya have such feelings.


  He raised his eyes and pierced her with a strong look.


  – That’s why, I’ll rescue him.


  He declared resolutely.


  Then he waited in silence. For Leshya’s reply.


  – ……


  Leshya didn’t say anything as expected.


  But instead of that, the point of the sword she had at the ready was slowly going down.


  It was over.


  Moroha looked up at the sky with a smile on his face.


  Unfortunately, it was getting cloudy. It was clear before departing.


  Is it going to rain? And because of that, we’re safe now that the hiking is going to be suspended?


  He casted his eyes downward while smiling wryly.


  He heard something from afar.


  The first was from the front gate, it sounded like a bomb that fell down.


  No, there’s no way it is what I think it is.


  But the other one surprised him.


  Shizuno was calling the name of Moroha while running in this direction.


  – Why… why are you here?


  – Stop already! You don’t have to fight, you two!


  She was unusually raising her voice. With an earnest look.


  – What do you mean?


  She arrived at last, put both hands on her knees and breathed heavily, and then he asked her while rubbing her back.


  Shizuno regained her breath for a minute and alternately compared the faces of Moroha and Leshya who stood stock still while casting her eyes downward; it was really difficult to say something.


  – What you have to say is something very terrible?


  – Yes. It’s about Elena-san, so will you calm down and listen to it?


  – About me?


  Leshya raised her face nervously.


  However, she prompted her to talk by immediately putting a determined face.


  Shizuno also threw away her hesitation and told them the frightening reality.


   


  – Elena-san. … You don’t have a younger brother.


   


  As expected, Moroha also had his mouth wide open.


  He earnestly searched for the small dimple that wasn’t appearing near the mouth of Shizuno.


  But, Shizuno had a real serious look on her face.


  – Urushibara Shizuno. I know that you don’t think well of me. But such an absurd lie is──


  Leshya frowned and began to criticize her.


  She was denied the existence of her dear family member. It was a natural reaction.


  But Shizuno didn’t pull back.


  – It’s not a lie, you know? I made use of a person who investigated you. The first is that there are unavoidable circumstances where you have to do exactly what Lightning Empress tells you to do, no? And your younger brother is involved in it, isn’t he? That’s how I think it is. Then I made her search for the orphanage where you were, and we heard of you from the director over there. But we heard nothing about your little brother. It appears that it made the director laugh, saying “she has no younger brother”.


  – How importunate. What do you gain saying such li――


  – The director said something like this, you know? In the night of a snow storm, he found and picked up a newborn baby that was abandoned in front of the orphanage. So, there are no weird stories where you have a blood-related brother.


  – You’re very importunate, Urushibara Shizuno.


  – Alright then, Elena-san, can you tell me the name of your younger brother?


  – Understood. I’ll tell his name to the stupid you. My younger brother’s name is――


  Leshya clogged her throat.


  – My younger brother’s name is…


  Her facial expression that was before the eyes of Moroha grew pale in a twinkle.


  – My younger brother’s name is… what… was it?


  – What about his face? Do you remember it?


  – His face…


  – The color of his hair? The color of his eyes? Are they the same as yours? How old is he? The difference in age you have?


  – His hair… eyes… age…


  Leshya couldn’t answer to any of them.


  Her slender body trembled.


  Her eyes caved in.


  She grasped the pendant on her chest with all her strength.


  – I don’t understand…. I can’t remember anything… Why… why… why… w…


  She asked facing the heavens as if she lamented.


  Moroha couldn’t see that sad scene anymore.


  – Care to explain, Shizuno?


  – I’m sorry. As you would expect, I couldn’t investigate any more than this.


  Moroha and Shizuno looked at each other’s unsatisfied faces.


  And as if forcing his way through there――


  – Hihihihi, Should I tell you then?


  They heard an unknown voice all of a sudden.


  A hoarse voice like it was forcibly produced and made its throat to jar.


  Moroha looked for the owner of the voice but he couldn’t find it immediately.


  – Hihihi. I’m here, Haimura-san.


  The eyes of Moroha and Shizuno stopped at one point.


  Where a black cat was crouching on the grass and was getting closer without being noticed.


  – Nice to meet you, my name is Kondrat and I come from the Russian Division.


  The black cat was speaking the human language.


  There were so many surprising things today that Moroha ended up having his senses paralyzed.


  Besides, the cat spoke trivially as if it were chatting.


  – Are you going to explain or something?


  – Yes, yes. It is as Urushibara-san says. Leshya has no relatives.


  – What do you mean with that, Kondrat! If so, then why my little brother ――


  – Hihihihi, that’s because I planted that in Leshya. The illusion of having a younger brother.


  That was――a heartless explanation.


  Moroha trembled in anger.


  He grasped tightly the hilt of the sword, being almost painful.


  – My Ancestral Arts implants illusions. Memories or the like that are certain things can’t be planted. But, you see, this thing called illusion is a nuisance. Human beings surprisingly get through it somehow or other without having considered anything deeply. The deceptions that may be noticed if they are suspected properly have been left alone for years. Why is that such a thing exist? The mistaken assumption that one had as a child is an embarrassing thing after becoming an adult. Even if I show the way of using it well, it will just rack your brains, you know?


  The one who insisted him to explain so was Moroha.


  But he was intensely regretting that demand.


  He wanted to pull out the tongue of the black cat that talked fluently.


  – … I think they call it the heart of the people.


  Moroha muttered due to the dark voice he had never heard before.


   


  She does what she is told to for the sake of her dear little brother.


  She kills people for the sake of her dear little brother.


  She continues training to the extremes for the sake of her dear little brother.


  She throws away all her happiness for the sake of her dear little brother.


  She carries despair to the world for the sake of her dear little brother.


   


  Such a terrible story for a girl.


  Isn’t that cruel?


  He says that this is the act of the same person?


  But a fact was even more terrible.


  Leshya muttered just a few worlds to herself.


   


  – I see… so there was no one for me…


   


  She couldn’t stand up and crumbled down where she was.


  And sobbed like a child.


   


  – I… I don’t care even if I die already…


   


  She continued shedding empty tears from the hollowed eyes where nothing was reflected.


  – Leshya!


  The shout of Moroha didn’t reach her.


  Leshya kept sobbing as if she had shut herself away inside.


  – Hihi, it’s useless. The heart of a person breaks easily. I think no voice will reach her anymore.


  – … what did you say?


  Moroha thrust the point of the sword at the cat.


  However, the black cat was sleeping while still being crouched.


  – Hihihihi, now I’m here.


  The words of Kondrat were heard from another place instead.


  From Leshya’s mouth.


  Her hollowed eyes――the eyeballs themselves were dyed darky.


  Her absentminded face was showing a wicked smile.


  – Hihihi, taking over the body of a Savior is hard, but it’s possible if the heart is broken.


  It wasn’t Leshya, but someone in the form of Leshya that laughed.


  The black gem that hung from the neck and was on her chest was giving off miasma.


  – Is that your body, Kondrat…?


  – I’m sorry, but that is incorrect. Hihihihi, this gem is only a catalyst that relays my Ancestral Arts. Once I have taken over you, there’s no further purpose for it anymore.


  As if to prove his words, Leshya… no, Kondrat, who took over her body, took off the pendant and tossed it away.


  The miasma similar to a black shadow coiled around the whole body of Leshya.


  – That’s… then, what should we…


  The voiceless Shizuno at his side.


  Moroha also lost conviction.


  – Now, let’s try the power of the cursed sword, shall we?


  Since he was able to control all the power that Leshya had, Kondrat turned 「on」the ability of the cursed sword.


  Moroha felt an illusion where his body turned into lead.


  The cursed sword didn’t turn invalid the possession ability of Kondrat. He was a rare user of Ancestral Arts, so maybe the ability wasn’t related to the Dark Arts or Light Techniques like the one of the Head of the Japanese Division.


  – Well then, get dressed up for the continuation of the sword fight, Haimura-san. Hihihi, your skill seems to be higher than Leshya’s, but can you really show your true strength while protecting Urushibara-san?


  Shizuno slowly started realizing she was a burden, but it was too late.


  Kondrat was going to delete the choices of Moroha one by one.


  He cornered Moroha one at a time.


  He had a wicked sagacity,


  But for this it was awfully effective.


  – You’re ready now, yes, Leshya? I’ll assist you perfectly until the end!


  Kondrat raised a voice of joy and attacked using the body of Leshya.


  – What “ready” are you talking about…? How is Leshya going to enjoy it…?


  Moroha grasped tightly the hilt of the sword.


  His palms were rubbed, blood oozed strongly.


  – Hihihi, she’s enjoying it! She can complete the mission and be useful to <Her Majesty Lightning Empress> Vasilisa Yurievna!


  – Don’t screw me around! You don’t even know a thing about <your partner> Leshya, do you!?


  Kondrat raised the cursed sword overhead and slashed at him with a swordsmanship that wasn’t even a tiny bit different from Leshya.


  – Shut up.


  Moroha didn’t raise his face and stopped the slashing attack with his iron sword.


  Kondrat pushed into the cursed sword by putting his weight on it but the iron sword of Moroha didn’t quiver.


  – Don’t you dare say anything else about Leshya…


  – So you’re saying that you know more about Leshya? It has been only a week or so since then, not only that, she merely approached you to entice you, she only had a fake relationship with you!


  – I know…


   


  The docile side of hers: she easily ended up believing the second-hand opinion of others.


  The really clumsy side of hers: she didn’t know that she was tricked to put on a cat ear headband.


  The way-too-serious side of hers: when it came to dating, she was helpless, she didn’t separate their awkwardly linked arms.


  She thought about her dear family and the depth of that love.


  The devoted side of hers: for her brother’s sake, the sacrifices weren’t a problem.


  All these things were good for Moroha.


  All, all, all, all of them.


  He didn’t want to lose any of them.


  That’s why――


  I――I’ll never allow anyone to steal from me.


   


  Moroha raised his face.


  A point-blank range where sword and sword met their tsubas*.


  *TN: I was going to write guards but it might confuse people. Tsuba is the sword guard of a Japanese sword.


  Kondrat was startled due to the carved, raging look that was just before his eyes.


  But it wasn’t just that.


  He was speechless watching the pure white prana rising up from the whole body of Moroha as if it were a cold and quiet flame.


  The cursed sword now had its ability turned「on」.


  And yet, Moroha was cladded in prana.


  Sparkling like a star that came down to the ground.


  It was an impossible thing.


  – W-what the… how can this be…?


  This wasn’t surprising at all for Moroha.


  The cursed sword Leprazan ate prana.


  In that case, if he squeezed out enough prana, too much of it to be eaten, then that was nothing but great!


  – Oooooooooooooooooooooo……


  A low, wild beast-like roar gushed out from the throat of Moroha.


  In the same way, prana overflowed in rapid succession.


   


  Moroha was, after all, just a metamorphosis with the appearance of a person.


  In this way, and like taking a layer off something, the common sense of a person’s world could be overturned as much as one liked.


  The amount of prana that Moroha was cladded in increased moment by moment even when the ability of the cursed sword was「on」.


  However, it wasn’t enough.


  This time it began to overflow and he poured it into the sword in his right hand.


  The iron sword immediately began to vibrate like it creaked.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  It started rumbling with an ominous sound.


  Cracks were carved one after another on the surface of the blade that held back the cursed sword of Kondrat.


  The prana that Moroha poured into it was excessively strong, rather the weapon itself wasn’t capable of putting up with it.


  – Hih, hihihi, hihihihihihi. You are making it self-collapse, aren’t you?!


  Kondrat sneered while pushing into the cursed sword.


  – You’re bastard enough to lose your unique prana. The only thing that an inferior sword can manifest is sorrow――


  – Hey.


  Moroha didn’t particularly call out to Kondrat.


  However, Kondrat was overpowered by the intensity of that voice and swallowed his frivolous words.


  Moroha continued without worrying about his feelings at all.


  – Till when are you going to sleep?


  He called out.


  To his own dear sword.


  If the <memory> mental image was still insufficient, then he had to continue polishing it.


  He was going to sharpen it, even if it was by force.


  He pulled and dragged the dormant sword from the depths of his long distant memories.


  – Come――Saratigaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!


  The cracks stopped getting in the iron sword blade.


  On the contrary, the engraved cracks started repairing on its own.


  Even the cloudiness that thinly covered the sword blade was cleared away.


  As if an invisible swordsmith was polishing the sword.


  No, as if it was being hit over and over.


  A treasured sword with a beautiful sword blade that resembled a mirror manifested in the palm of Moroha.


  Now, the「Holy Sword」was restored from the ancient times that exceeded 100,000,000 years.


  Now that was over.


  Shizuno and Kondrat scrutinized the dazzling of the sword blade that housed prana in it.


  – Oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!


  Moroha roared even more ferociously.


  He continued pouring prana into his dear sword while mustering all of his might more and more.


  The holy sword Saratiga was, speaking figuratively, an eternal desert.


  An endless, infinite dry ground that gulped down a liquid called prana.


  No matter where the owner sprayed some water, the desert drank it up as much as it liked.


  Its thirst couldn’t be healed.


  But what if an eternal rain that could submerge the world in flood fell on that vast land of sand?


  What if non-dryable water was pumped into it and drank it and drank it?


  Rainwater would permeate deep into the earth and in the process the impurity would be removed, becoming a cool and clear large river.


  As if it were a magnificent filter.


  That was Moroha’s The Origin.


  If there were 1,000 Shiroganes, it would be a useless object for 999 of them.


  However, if that junk was in the hands of the protector of the holy sword, then it would become an unparalleled sword in the history of the world.


  It drank the inexhaustible prana of Moroha, filtered it, and transformed it into an even more pure strength.


  It was enhanced to be the whitest sparkle in the three-dimensional universe.


  And made it sublimate to Ars Magna.


   


  – ――Ruaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!


  Strange noises began to mix with Moroha’s strong roar.


  *Snap*. Then another *Snap*.


  Cracking sounds were carved in a hard thing.


  Cracking sounds passed through a metal sword blade.


  The blade of Saratiga was as beautiful as a millennial non-fading mirror.


  Cracks that resembled wrinkles of an old person were produced one after another in the blade of Leprazan.


  Without being able to eat Moroha’s Ars Magna, it couldn’t stand it and started to self-collapse.


  – ――Ruaaa!


  Moroha rapidly swung Saratiga, forcing back from the blade lock.


  Leprazan, the cursed sword of “man-eater”, was smashed into pieces.


  Kondrat blurted out something, but Moroha gave him no time at all.


  And hit him with the restored long sword.


  Directly in the mind of the possessing Kondrat with Saturn.


  – ―――――――――――――――――!


  All the miasma that was coiling around the body of Leshya scattered away in an instant, without even being able to rise an agonizing death scream.


  Exactly like a storm of light. A single blow of Moroha made it vanish like mist.


  Sanity returned to Leshya’s eyes.


  Moroha caught in his arms the body that was about to crumble.


  In both hands.


  The manifestation of the holy sword was only the miracle of an instant. It was still an incomplete reappearance. It quickly degenerated like a disguise coming off, it started to self-collapse and turned into pieces, scattering from Moroha’s palms.


  But he wasn’t concerned about it now.


  He held the body of Leshya who lost her strength in his arms and caught her.


  – You’re safe now.


  He whispered close to her ears.


  – Don’t say lonely things or that you’re okay with dying. If you need a meaning to live, then I’ll be one.


  But his tone was clear as if he went word by word in an easy-to-understand manner.


  So that she could hear him this time.


  To reach her.


  – Because I’ll become Leshya’s family.


  With those few words.


   


  Leshya cried.


  She cried aloud, but not because of despair, but for some other reason.


  Then for what? She didn’t intend to ask Moroha about it.


  The strength was returning to the arms and body of Leshya who would only fall if left alone.


  He knew that the strength she was clinging to, was the strength of her feeling of wanting to live.


  He had reached her.


  There was no need to repeat those words again.


  Moroha was truly satisfied, and he kept rubbing the back of Leshya sobbing in his arms.


   


   


   


   


   


  The screams of Kondrat echoed in a dim room as if the darkness surrounded it.


  – Gi…. iiiiiiiiiAAAAAAAAAAAAhhhhhhh. My… my eyes h…. hurt, hurt, hurt, hurt, hurt, hurt, huuurt, huuurt, huuuuurt aaaaaaa, aaaaaaaah, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh!!


  A man with eye bandages was shedding tears of blood from below them and writhed in pain on the carpet.


  A natural phenomenon where his mind was burned directly was making him experience a pain that shouldn’t occur, furthermore, and different from common pain, his nerves weren’t either paralyzed or slowed. He was endlessly tormented by intense pains as if his brain was being dug out directly; he was about to go insane.


  The pain was so much that he surely would have rather chose to die, and with the anguish showing signs of torture, there was no need to say Kondrat tore off the sofa and the bed, and that his nails came off and fell.


  – Damn Haimura! Damn Haimuraaaaaaaaaaaaaa! How dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare you, how dare youuuuuuuuuuuu…! This pain won’t be forgiven…. This pain won’t be forgiiiiiiiveeeen….!


  And finally he scratched off his body because of the pain, peeled his skin and gouged out his flesh. Kondrat continued using cursing words while his whole body got all bloody.


  – Haimura… next time I’ll possess your family…. Since there’s no reason for me to take over the bodies of ordinary people…. First I’ll make your aunt hang herself in front of you…. Then I’ll make your uncle grab a knife and go on a killing spree! Obviously you’ll have no choice but to stop him with your ability, no? I’ll make you kill your loved family with your own hands! Hihihi, that’ll work! That’ll work, that’ll work, hihihihi! Such a good idea, I’ll do so! Yeah, I’ll do it like that, hihihihihihihihihihihihi!


  He thought of a brutal revenge against Moroha, he dreamed about it and tried to counterbalance the pain somehow with the pleasure of it.


  But he couldn’t do it at all, he kept trying comforting himself with more and more cruel delusions.


  – You’ll immediately… you’ll immediately going to repay this resentment 100 times, Haimuraaaaa!


  The miserable Kondrat was unable to stand up, and searched for the exit of the room while crawling.


  And then he touched something and grasped to it.


  It was the beautiful ankle of a woman.


  However, Kondrat, who ended up having his sense of sight together with his mind burned, didn’t know that.


  He tried to ascertain what that was by groping it, so he kept touching it.


  Then――


  – Who allowed you to touch my foot?


  He heard a hair-rising voice painted with a silent anger.


  It was really close.


  He didn’t seem to mishear it, it was Lightning Empress Vasilisa’s voice.


  The voice of the owner, a symbol of fear, was comparable to a thunder.


  Kondrat made his skin have gooseflesh and fell all over himself, then got up somehow and prostrated before her.


  Ironically enough, while he was flurried, the pain of his burned mind was forgotten.


  – What is this that I heard by surprise? I see that you failed to defeat Haimura, yes?


  – Pardon me! Her Majestyyyyy, I humbly beg you for your pardon!


  Kondrat entreated while rubbing his forehead on the carpet.


  – A failure only because of Leshya’s mistakes! I’m no more than a simple assistant! I kindly beg you to remember. The large amount of suggestions and the large number of merits I dedicated in favor of Her Majesty! I’m still useful. I’ll show that I’ll be useful, I’ll make my best exertions for the sake of Her Majesty! So please, please, spare my life!! And I will order to destroy Haimura this time!


  He only licked her shoes, begging for his life with impetus.


  He was startled, trembled and appealed to her while discharging snot.


  He was waiting for the sentence of Lightning Empress without feeling alive, and he heard.


  *Rustle* ――the sound of the rustling of clothes.


  The sound of Lightning Empress turning on her heels and the bottom of the skirt that rubbed the carpet.


  – Her Majesty has forgiven me!?


  Kondrat raised his face vigorously.


  He shouted in joy.


  Those were his last words. 


  The sound of a lightning strike in the dim room as if darkness surrounded it reverberated.


  – I don’t tolerate failure. There are no exceptions.


  Vasilisa wrote carelessly her forte, an Eighth-Rank Dark Arts, and without turning around, she took her leave arrogantly.


  She was too busy now, there were lots of things to be done.


  – What can I say, I’m a fair ruler, aren’t I? The failure of “man-eater” won’t be tolerated either. Let’s see, who should I send――


  Arrogant footsteps, a laughter similar to a pleasant, high-pitched ringing bell and an egotistical monologue disappeared into the darkness.


  What remained in that deserted room was,


  No more than a lump of charcoal that couldn’t even be called a burnt corpse.


  Epilogue


  Lightning Empress didn’t tolerate failure.


  Leshya certainly knew that more than anyone else.


  Because she was the hands and feet of Lightning Empress and was going to be eliminated for those who failed the mission.


  (I’m the elimination target this time. This is some kind of retribution, isn’t it?)


  Leshya thought so with irony as she left behind the apartment where she lived for a while.


  She didn’t intend to return.


  She went out to the courtyard, the sky began to whiten and the air of the cold morning strained the feelings of Leshya.


  (Who will be chosen as the assassin, I wonder?)


  She thought as she departed.


  She had an idea of who it might be.


  There were several strong people at the Russian Division with rare Ancestral Arts that weren’t either a Shirogane or a Kuroma like Kondrat.


  In other words, they were natural enemies of Leshya.


  No――in this moment where her <cursed sword> Leprazan was smashed by Moroha and where it was impossible to replace it with a substitute ID Tag, repelling an attack as an ordinary Savior seemed a hard task.


  Unless she had the cursed sword of “man-eater”, she was no more than your everyday C-Rank Shirogane.


  She had no choice but to hide herself somewhere, and survive stealthily.


  Since she had no relatives she could rely on, she didn’t have the slightest idea about how to get decent food in the first place.


  At any rate, she had to leave this city.


  Otherwise, the Russian assassins would get here and the city would end up becoming a battlefield.


  Even if that resulted in getting caught by her pursuers somewhere or even if that resulted in her dying by the roadside, starving, it was many thousands of times better than having Moroha and the others getting involved in the battle.


  (Where should I go first? I don’t want to spend money if possible, but if I don’t go far by train or something quickly, then I’ll end up being tracked in no time, won’t I?)


  She thought so and turned her feet towards the station.


  It was early morning, the time when the city was still asleep.


  It was quiet. She could hear the sound of a newspaper delivery bike.


  And her own footsteps as they hit the cold asphalt.


  The air she exhaled was white, it felt incredibly chilly.


  Maybe this one-way-trip scenery was appropriate for her who was fleeing in misery and in solitude.


  (But “man-eater” and I were able to say goodbye. I’ll go puffing up with pride, at least)


  She raised against her will her face that was looking at the ground for who knew how long.


  She took a straight look at something in her path in the distance with the same grim look in her eyes.


  And then, she was taken aback.


  He was standing in her way.


  A boy clad in a whistling air that she couldn’t get what it was and yet he stood still in a straight posture as if a wick of steel passed through his core.


  He was Moroha.


  – Why…?


  Leshya asked involuntarily to him who was still far.


  Moroha answered without hesitation while heading towards her.


  – I heard that Lightning Empress doesn’t tolerate failure. So I thought that Leshya would do something like this.


  He showed an invigorating and gentle smile on his face just like the morning sun that accompanied him on his back.


  – What are you thinking?


  – You won’t get it unless I say it again? It’s embarrassing, you know…. I told you that I would be your family, didn’t I?


  – I’ll be a nuisance to you.


  – If I don’t think about it, then I wouldn’t say it’s a problem.


  – I’m being targeted by Russian assassins. If you stay with me, you will get dragged into it.


  – So what?


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders like it was really nothing.


  Leshya fought back the tears.


  The grim look in her eyes softened with that.


  Warm feelings began to overflow. But Leshya, who tried to conceal them, shook her head slowly.


  – I can’t. I don’t want to drag you into this. I can’t give up on this feeling.


  – Leshya is so obstinate.


  – I think I lose to you in that regard.


  Leshya unconsciously smiled and told him.


  – I’m sorry. And thank you for everything.


  I won’t forget you.


  With that thought in her chest, Leshya started walking again.


  She passed by the side of Moroha by herself.


  And rejected with utmost effort the thought directed to the hair on the back of her head.


  – Leshya!


  Even when he called her name, she never looked back.


  However, she didn’t notice.


  Moroha had completed a spelling of three lines behind Leshya.


  A strong sleepiness approached her unnoticed from behind.


  The surprise attack and the difference between Leshya’s prana and Moroha’s mana was incomparable.


  In addition to that, since she specialized in a way of fighting based on the power of the cursed sword, her Defense System Light Techniques weren’t trained.


  It was a 3rd Rank Dark Art without chanting, Leshya was caught by it without performing a technique.


  She became a prisoner of sleep that Moroha’s Giga Drowse brought to her.


  – I won’t let you be at the mercy of the Lightning Empress or anyone else.


  Moroha held tightly the crumbling body from behind and supported her.


  – Satsuki and Shizuno promised to protect you, you know? You don’t need to worry anymore. Good night, Leshya.


  Leshya heard a strong determination in the warm voice that whispered in her ear.


  She was enveloped by a peaceful slumber, something she experienced for the first time in her life.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦





  


   


   


   


  『Good evening, <Moroha> Jack. Getting a call from you is so unusual that it makes me happy, you know?』


  Edward was delighted while watching a football broadcast at his favorite pub.


  Since the customers around him were noisy, he kept talking while he headed outside.


  The match was going great, the score was 3-3, but since the other person was Moroha, he couldn’t say no to him.


  『I have a favor to ask you, Edward』


  『Wow, from you? This is genuinely rare! “It’s going to rain tomorrow”! Isn’t that what they say in Japan? Though it’s normal to rain here in London』


  『Come on, don’t poke fun at me』


  『Haha, sorryyyy. Alright, I’ll listen. Now please tell me』


  Edward straightened up as Moroha’s voice became serious.


  Though he was in casual clothes, these clothes let him wear a dignified majesty as to not disgrace the name of the Head of the British Division.


  It didn’t matter what he asked for, he intended to go all out.


  Without letting an enthusiasm to be revealed like the enthusiasm Edward had, Moroha said.


  『I want to go to war with the Russian Division. Alone』


  Edward opened his eyes wide.


  『Eh? … What? … Huh? Are those kinds of jokes popular in Japan?』


  『I asked you to not poke fun at me, didn’t I?』


  Moroha was indignant on the other end of the phone call.


  He couldn’t see his face, but he was told once again to say things seriously.


  Edward made a sound with his throat.


  『Can I ask something? Did something happen all of a sudden again?』


  『I’ can’t stomach Lightning Empress’s way of doing things. Is that reason enough?』


  As expected of “jack-in-the-box”. To think you even have the talent to make jokes.


  Edward barely held back from saying something frivolous.


  The strength that was in Moroha’s voice made him hold back from saying it.


  『Got it. I understand your intention. So, what do I have to do? I would like to do anything for you, but unfortunately I have a position as well』


  『I know. I don’t plan to involve the British Division. Or anyone else. This is my war』


   


  Moroha once again emphasized that this was going to be done at his own risk.


  This boy was completely weary of politics, but he kept in mind the virtually detestable key points.


  『I see. So you’re not getting the consent of the Japanese Division, am I right?』


  『No, I don’t have their consent. That’s why I can only rely on Edward. All I need is a guide to Russia and a pilot. Since there’s no way I can get to use school principal’s Erratic Portal because I say so』


  The subject appeared to Edward at last.


  And together with that, he got worried.


  『… are you really sure that only a guide is fine? If it’s a little of support, then arranging some manufacturing is――』


  『I won’t be satisfied unless I do it with my hands』


  Please understand me, Moroha just said so.


  Edward felt the depth of his anger hidden in his calm voice.


  As he got excited by the amount of rage lying dormant inside Moroha.


  『Alright! Then I shall dispatch the agent I trust the most. Do you think you can get to Narita so I can arrange for them to join you there? There are all sorts of problems to get a visa and vouchers for Russia, so it’s way more convenient to have a few preparatory meetings in Japan first. OK? Well, then I’ll prepare a detailed schedule within an hour and I notify you, alright?』


  Edward quickly decided to plan something and Moroha finally took a breath.


  『You saved me. I owe you one』


  『Hahahaha, that’s how our relationship is, isn’t it!? Let’s be frank!』


  *TN: “Let’s be frank!” was written in English.


  Even after the call ended, Edward’s excitement didn’t die down.


  He had talked about it with his confidant Angela before.


  The opposition and stalemate within the White Knight Organization crumbled when the seventh S-Rank appeared.


  Moroha was that seventh person.


  He was expecting that the balance would eventually decline and Edward was making preparations for that.


  Moroha started moving on his own simply because「It takes too long」.


  (Man, you truly are a provoking guy! Always, always moving and exceeding my expectations!)


  Though this should be an inconvenience, Edward couldn’t suppress his thrilling thoughts.


  And he couldn’t help but feel envy.


  (It’s so vexing that I can’t fight by his side. A life that shines like a momentary spark and saying ideals like that――I’m so sure he will be able to fight feeling as if his soul were to consume and burn to nothing! But why am I the only one who has to look on enviously while doing nothing? Why is there such a boring thing for me?)


  Edward made the sign of the cross while facing the sky as he laughed and lamented.


  He wished for the day he was talking on that more-than-harassing phone call with him to come safely――and he couldn’t help but pray for Moroha’s fortunes of war.
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