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  Prologue


  There is no one who can argue that incantations are the strongest and unequalled Dark Arts.


  Indeed, the 13th Rank incantation. It is a special and extraordinary ultimate.


  But then.


  The moment when incantation and an incantation of that nature were to clash with each other, would the result be as one expected?


  A wordplay just like the tale of「contradiction」.


  But it’s not a fabrication at all.


  Haimura Moroha and Vasilisa.


  The two that are actual Grimoire Holders in this world.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Russian nights were quiet and dark.


  There were almost no streetlights, and practically no one roamed in the middle of the night.


  It was the same here in Khabarovsk, a major city in the far east Russia with a population of 580,000. The only difference was that the number of dim residential light was higher.


  The date was September 14th.


  The frozen moon gave the city an eerie glow.


  And one of them.


  A newly built palatial residence was at the end of Lenin Street.


  A dazzling light spilled from the countless windows as if it were another world.


  All of a sudden, the splendorous and gorgeously shaped walls of the mansion――burst and scattered.


  A thunderous roar broke the silence of the night.


  There was now a hole in the third floor, and the building materials fell as if dancing, becoming fine particles.


  Something leapt out from the fumes of the explosion.


  It was a person.


  That person jumped from the height of a third floor without hesitation over the large garden and landed on the asphalt of Lenin Street without a sound.


  Normal people couldn’t do this.


  That young man was wearing a bluish-white prana.


  A clear, strong brilliance similar to the moonlight high in the sky.


  With that, one knew he wasn’t an ordinary Light Savior.


  The man reached the road and looked around, to the left and right――


  – This is bad, this is bad, this is bad, this is bad!


  He ran away with a desperate look.


  – That guy is dangerous! Like, extremely dangerous!


  He ranted and raved the unthinkable as he dashed with all his strength. Khabarovsk was located at the confluence of the Amur and Ussuri rivers, the wind filled with humidity was piercingly cold. However, the man was lightly dressed. He didn’t have time to put on a coat, as he just jumped out of the mansion in a hurry.


  Only the rapier that always hung on his waist clanked, the man rubbed the hilt many times, looking anxious.


  He ran at full speed with Godlike Movement in the long, wide and old-fashioned townscape full of slopes.


  His name was Bulat W. Smertin.


  A man whose sole reason for living was to rake in dirty money and control the black market of this city for his selfish desires all while holding a position as senior statesman of the Russian Division of the White Knight Organization.


  He was relaxed in his room, concentrating his attention on his luxuries again tonight as he satisfied his vanity with a wine he didn’t know the taste of, but he knew it was expensive, and enjoyed his power to his heart’s content.


  He was waiting impatiently for the arrival of the newly abducted goods――beautiful virgins――by his subordinates.


  However, an unknown boy appeared instead of them.


  But he wasn’t just a boy.


  His body was clad in some sort of dazzling <white light> prana.


  He had dark eyes and dark hair, he feared he was probably a Light Savior of the Chinese Division.


  He carried his naked drawn sword in one hand, his objective was perfectly obvious.


  What happened to the subordinates guarding the premises? It was clear once again they ran away and abandoned Bulat. Sounds of battle or the like weren’t heard at all.


  He didn’t laugh at their cowardice, even though he was cursing their betrayal in his mind.


  Because Bulat understood so.


  (This guy, he… just concealed his true nature, he’s a different Shiromon…)*


  *TN: I don’t have the slightest idea what “Shiromon” means.


  This boy, with an archaic smile from which one didn’t know what he was thinking, appeared to be a frightening monster and way scarier than a metaphysical to the eyes of Bulat.


  *TN: Archaic is the furigana reading for “slight smile unique to Asian people”.


  He ran without a second thought.


  Bulat was a splendid A-Rank Savior who belonged to the Russian Division and carried the worst and most sinister appearance, but when compared to the Lightning Empress, he could only think of running away.


  Khabarovsk was a territory that the Lightning Empress entrusted to him four years ago.


  He should win since he was familiar with the land.


  On top of that, Bulat was a Light Savior proud of his speed.


  He was confident he could get away.


  (What the hell!? How is that I can’t break off from him!?)


  The gaze of the Chinese was fixed on his back ever since he jumped out of the mansion.


  (How can there be someone faster than me in this world!?)


  In the end, he was a monster, just like he thought.


  Now there was no means of escaping but to rely on his familiarity with the land.


  He recalled the local geography, literally putting his life on the line and more frantically than attempting a state examination; he kept running from black alley to black alley, to the left and to the right, from one side of a street corner to the other to shake off the pursuer.


  During that time, he couldn’t feel he kept his feet on the ground. He felt like he wasn’t alive.


  He seemed to be going insane from the fear.


  Nevertheless, because Bulat was a “tough guy of Russia”* who overcame countless life-and-death scenarios and carnages, he kept running.


  *TN: Russia is the furigana reading for “Worst and most sinister”.


  Eventually――the gaze of the Chinese clinging to his back disappeared.


  Bulat stopped and fell down.


  He put both hands and feet on the cold ground and caught his breath. He escaped harm. He laughed. He laughed from the bottom of his heart and lungs.


  『So you aren’t going to run away anymore?』


  He instantly froze.


  He raised his face as he trembled while in a posture as if crawling,


  Beyond the narrow and straight alley that felt as if darkness precipitated there――he set his gaze on the Chinese boy with penetrating cold-looking eyes, and immediately after he did so, his white prana resembling a jack-o’-lantern was suddenly lit.


  – Uh….


  He didn’t break off from him. He was anticipating him.


  Bulat was desperate. He realized it was impossible to escape from this boy.


  『I couldn’t ask you because you ran away abruptly, but you are Khabarovsk Branch Office Head Bulat, correct?』


  The boy asked in <the official language of the White Knight Organization> English.


  『Who the hell are you!? Why is a Savior of the Chinese Division going after me!?』


  Bulat cried, getting frantic. And then,


  『I’m not a Savior』


  The boy moved his right foot restlessly as if he was tapping his right foot while being indignant.


  『Don’t make fun of me! I’m not in a mood where I want to hear a joke!』


  Bulat bared his fangs and stood up.


  The despair changed to resignation, then from resignation to defiant, it changed moment by moment.


  (Anyhow, if I can’t escape, then the only choice I have is to kill him, it’s all or nothing)


  Murderous intent was building at the core of his body.


  He stopped trembling and grabbed the sword worn at the waist with his hand.


  And pulled the rapier out of the scabbard.


  『You’re picking a fight with me, with us*!? Don’t you dare to think you’re getting off scot-free, you brat!』


  *TN: Us is the furigana reading for “Worst and most sinister”.


  He barked with ferocity and carried out a charge.


  But instead of running straight ahead, he zigzagged.


  And then, he hoped to get to the top gear――no, he suddenly accelerated and crossed the limit as if he used a booster.


  *TN: “he hoped to get to the top gear” means he hoped to reach max speed.


  How was that?


  The figure of Bulat when looked on from the side seemed to be divided into two.


   


  It was an Ancestral Arts Light Technique.


  Swiftly Simultaneous Connected Attacks, Donrou.


  It was a super high rank Light Technique, and an act Bulat was extremely good at.


  He let the speed explode in just an instant and drove into combined blows from multiple directions as if he was divided.


  Since he was a master, he succeeded in dividing himself into four.


  But Bulat thought that a copy was enough. However, he maintained the explosion of speed for 32 seconds and not just for an instant.


  It was only 32 seconds, but he could do a perfect copy of himself during those 32 seconds.


  This was the real worth of the A-Rank Light Technique User, his true worth as a hybrid attacker of specialized speed and attack power!


  An original that allowed him to sublimate a super high rank Light Technique with his own ability and creativity even more――its name was Doppelganger.


  『『Dieeeeeeeeeeeeee!』』


  Bulat roared with a double-sounding shout.


  『Will you allow me to correct 2 things?』


  The boy was saying something, but as it was painted out by his consciousness with murderous intent, he couldn’t hear him.


  The distance between the two was shortened in an instant and struck him almost simultaneously from the left and right. But the boy laughed fearlessly,


  『First of all, I didn’t come to fight――but a war came to you all』


  He jumped to the back effortlessly and avoided the double thrust of Bulat.


  『『As if I’ll let you get away!』』


  Bulat barked while making his eyes become bloodshot with the urge to kill.


  Those eyes captured him before he began the pursuit.


  The boy was pointing at the feet of Bulat with the hand that faced Bulat’s hand with the sword. He looked down like he was lured by it.


  There was something he didn’t expect.


   


  A trace of light drawn on the ground covered with moss and weed.


  And ancient magic characters used for Dark Arts.


  That was the end.


  『And one more time, I’m not Chinese. I’m Japanese』


  『I see, you are――』


  Bulat realized he was in despair again.


  The reason why the boy was moving his foot restlessly moments ago wasn’t because he was tapping his foot in irritation――it wasn’t such an insignificant reason.


  He was putting magic characters into written form on the ground.


  He used his foot and not the fingers of his hands….


  There was only one person in this vast world who could do a thing like that.


  『―― Ancient Dragon Haimura, huh』


  He was beyond the common sense, he manipulated Light Techniques and Dark Arts at the same time,


  A dual reincarnate.


  The seventh S-Rank.


  That name crossed over and reverberated in Russia, that power wasn’t something that Bulat was able to match.


   


  A large pillar of fire rose up from the magic characters drawn on the ground.


  Bulat was engulfed in that sweltering heat.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Moroha, who accomplished a complete victory, had even the time to give treatment to Bulat who was still fainted in the alley.


  He waited for someone while giving first-aid treatment to the large burns with Healing the Scars.


  At the end of Lenin Street where the streetlights didn’t reach.


  Footsteps came from the other side of the back alley while cold wind sounded lonely.


  The silhouette of the person waiting was illuminated by the fragile moonlight flowing in from the space between the buildings and emerged from the darkness.


  – This monster. You’ve become more motivated than when you fought with me, haven’t you?


  The one who cursed him in a vulgar English was a tall and beautiful woman.


  She wore a racing suit that also served as a protection against cold.


  Since it was perfectly designed for her, the roundness of her bottom and breasts similar to large, round fruits were drawn; her fascinating lines were clearly visible.


  Moroha scratched his head as he answered to the beautiful woman who glared at him with eyes that housed hostility beyond displeasure.


  – I’m not that type of extravagant person, you know?


  – Huh? So you don’t recognize it.


  The beautiful woman looked even more daunting, but from the point of view of Moroha, he couldn’t help it because it was true.


  – Russian Division is without exaggeration the worst and the most sinister thing there is. But when the guy who easily won in a one-on-one fight against one of its leaders using a Dark Art with his feet, I wonder who the monster really is?


  – But wasn’t that something more like a small magic trick? If my opponent is a metaphysical, then I can carve it out with my sword, but when the opponent is one of my senpais――or a Savior, there have been many times when it didn’t go smoothly for me at all, and well, I was just practicing to see if I was able to spell even with my feet. However, normal guys can’t do this.


  – But you won unscathed against an A-Rank Savior!


  – Maybe the recognition standard wasn’t good enough?


  – There’s no way for the small fries to be the leaders of Russia, alright!? If he were to launch a banzai attack on the British Headquarters, dozens of members of our Division would have to take care of him.


  What irritated her so much? The beautiful girl continued shouting with a terrifying and menacing look.


  Moroha scratched his head as if he was troubled.


  – I will hear all your complaints later. It’s getting chilly, so why don’t we get moving?


  – Hmph…. But you’re right, it would be bad if we are seen by someone.


  Moroha and the beautiful girl nodded to each other then picked up and shouldered Bulat, who was still under treatment, from left to right.


  Bulat, supported by the two people, disappeared into the dead of the night of Khabarovsk.


  He left behind this place as if he aimed at the frozen moon floating in the sky.


   


  Truly more than 10,000 kilometers from east to west. The land of Russia was immense.


  And now, the veterans jostled as if they were glittering stars for the Russian Division.


  Because of the story in which one and only one part of Vasilisa’s Empire was cut down after the city of Khabarovsk was made to fall and after one man, Bulat, was made to surrender.


  Yes――


  Moroha’s war had just started.


  
    [image: ]
  


  Chapter 1 - Agent AJ


  Time went back 2 days.


  When Moroha landed in Russia the afternoon of September 12 after a two hour or so flight from Narita to Vladivostok. Naturally, the objective of Moroha wasn’t about going on a pleasure jaunt.


  But to protect Leshya who became his「family」 and to wage war against Lightning Empress Vasilisa.


  However, this was his first trip abroad ever since he was born.


  It was an impossible request for him to not get completely excited as he breathed in the air of a different country.


  The people with different hair colors and different eye colors who walked in the airport were lively and happy.


  That allowed him to understand with his vision the common fact that there wasn’t two human beings.*


  *TN: It means that people were different.


  Since it was an international airport, information was mostly written in English, but obviously the one that caught his eyes was the Russian language.


  The Cyrillic characters, which weren’t similar to the English alphabet, looked like funny characters for Moroha, they dispelled the image of an extremely cold and dark country he had.


  Immediately after he left the airport, he looked up at the sun that seemed to be weaker than the one he saw in Japan,


  – It feels a bit chilly, but not the level where I’ll die. I didn’t expect this.


  He smiled at his fellow traveler.


  Yes, this new people, things and landscape stole his heart for a brief moment, but Moroha had a travel companion.


  However, that companion said to Moroha who smiled at her,


  – But, we’re still in September, you know? Even though the summers of Russia are short, it will genuinely get much colder around next month.


  She sneered at him just because he didn’t know that.


  This white beautiful woman shrugged her shoulders and bent her cheeks as if treating him with contempt.


  She was barely over 20 years old.


  Her beauty was profaned, it was spoiled by her facial expression that laid bare her rough true nature, or more precisely, she had the appearance of a stray dog.


  She was tall even though she was a woman, her eyes were almost at the same height as Moroha’s.


  Even though the lines of her fascinating body were at plain sight, why was that when those lines appeared to combine, her physique gave off a thick feeling?


  A soldier and a woman by birth――was the owner of such describing and perfectly suited appearance. Her name was Angela Johnson. And her alias: AJ.


  Moroha, who was unfamiliar with the country of Russia, requested a pilot. And so, she was sent by “Sir” Edward, the Head of the British Division.


  Edward said「my most trusted agent」, but he didn’t think at all that he would lend him the person that could be called his right hand.


  – Oh, is that so? As expected of someone who knows everything.


  Moroha strengthened even more the smile directed at his reassuring guide.


  – Ugh, now I feel bitter about it…


  However, AJ ended up getting disappointed somehow.


  Even though he thanked her like this.


  In fact, when they met again in Narita,


  – You need a tourist visa to enter Russia. How didn’t you know that?


  And,


  – You didn’t even know about vouchers. The isolated people of this island are truly beyond help, aren’t they?


  And,


  – Let’s study a bit, student. If you’re caught by a cop, I’ll pretend I didn’t see anything, alright?


  Among other things.


  She taught him some information and important points for travelling in Russia.


  She was the most reliable Onee-san.


  When they first met, he got the worst impression of her when she attacked him all of a sudden, but now that they have been talking a lot like this, he came to like her thoroughly.
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  – The truth is that I don’t know anything, even if you feel bitter about it. Can I at least give you my thanks for teaching me information that was given in a more kind, careful and thorough way than the one I get from the teachers of my academy?


  – … Aren’t you being too shameless?


  – I can see very well how Shizuno became emotionally attached to Angela-san.


  – Nonsense. The Shizuno of what world said so?


  – Eh? But you’re quite close, aren’t you?


  – Who told you such baseless words?


  – How strange…. Shizuno said that Angela-san “is a peerless buddy though a quite old one”, didn’t she?


  – HUUUUUH!?


  AJ raised a hysteric voice all of a sudden.


  She had her eyes wide open as if she were very upset.


  The face she had was a bit amusing.


  – I’m wrong? Even though you’re always speaking on the phone?


  – Are you an idiot?! She’s the one calling me one-sidedly, she just annoys me!


  – Hahaha, so that’s how it is. Doesn’t that resemble how it is between Edward and me?


  – No, because it’s not a bother to get a call from my lord!


  AJ shouted and laid bare her canines together with a character of a loyal dog.


  (Such an oddball is adored by a good person like this one. Isn’t that strange in our society?)


  Despite Moroha thought so in his mind, he held back from saying it because he felt guilty about irritating the nerves of AJ.


  – Well, I certainly wish to get along with you too. Please.


  – I already told you that we aren’t good friends!


  Moroha extended his right hand with renewed feelings, and *Slap*! It was hit by AJ’s palm. He never intended to go for a high five though.


  Was this a culture gap between Japan and England, perhaps? When he vaguely thought so,


  – Is that all? Or should I tell you something in advance?


  His collar was abruptly grabbed by AJ, he stared at her from an extremely close distance.


  (Oh, what a nice smell…)


  If he were to blur that out, she would hit him, so he said nothing and nodded repeatedly.


  – I dislike both Urushibara and you. If it wasn’t due to my lord’s command, then who would be your guide?


  AJ glared at him with eyes determined to kill.


  And like a savage dog that growled, he was threatened by her death-crushing voice.


  – Did I do something to earn your hate?


  However, Moroha asked in a carefree and relaxed manner.


  *Mad*, the sound of a blood vessel bursting was heard from somewhere.


  – Both you and Urushibara are sufficiently stupid to have the nerve to anger me in the same way! Is that the manner of doing things of the Japanese!?


  – Eeh… It’s true that Shizuno has certain hobbies like making fun of people like that, but saying that Japanese are like that is totally false.


  In order to calm AJ who was agitated for some reason, Moroha answered as he cheered her up lightly.


  – Japanese are discreet people who have the virtue of reflection. I’m like that. If it’s fine with you, if you tell me the reason why you get angry, then I will improve myself, deal?


  – Alright, I’ll tell you!


  Moroha waited obediently for her words as his forehead was hit by AJ’s forehead who got very, very close to his face.


  AJ judged him with a loud voice from practically 0 distance.


   


  – I’ll never forget the grudge of being utterly defeated by you in the park of that night when I met you for the first time!


  – Shouldn’t I be the one having a grudge?


  It was no surprise that Moroha also grimaced.


  No matter how one looked at it, the ones who attacked while hiding themselves with a helmet were at fault.


  Even the discreet Japanese had difficulties in how to reflect on this.


  – That’s not all! Since you’re an S-Rank Savior, you had a better ground than me. I felt relieved that I didn’t yield. However, and once I came to you, you had the nerve to not go all out which resulted in not being officially acknowledged as an S-Rank and instead you got quibbled by Lightning Empress! When I think I lost to such blockhead, I’m unable to suppress my frustration!


  – B-but that isn’t my fault, is it?


  – Because you lost your energy, you gave a chance to Lightning Empress to put false charges on you! Reflect on that! The choice of my lord was almost off the mark, but then I was just ridiculed by you, wasn’t I!?


  – Is that also my fault…?


  – Are you saying you didn’t lose your energy…?


  – Maybe. Almost certainly. Probably. 40% I guess?


  – So, do you deem yourself as an S-Rank?


  – Hmm…


  – Even though you were officially acknowledged at last, the person in question doesn’t recognize himself as such at all? Do you want my lord regret that?


  He didn’t want her to reveal this to that guy, to Edward.


  Moroha couldn’t let that happen, but it was too late!


  – So? Are you going to speak clearly?


  – I’m not that type of extravagant guy, you know?


  – This cowaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaard!


  Moroha, who was yelled by AJ as she bared her fangs, unconsciously shut his eyes.


  He was thrust away and tottered because of it.


  – Damn. Why do I have be away from Edward-sama’s side and must look after this coward? I don’t get it.


  AJ ended up moving immediately as she used abusive language.


  And headed to the station annexed to the airport.


  Moroha felt he was kind of left behind, then he scratched his head and said “I give up.”


  He was going to challenge the empire of Vasilisa alone after this, he wanted to get along with AJ at least, he thought they could get along, and yet.


  This thought seemed to be a one-way street.


  This problem wasn’t such a big issue, but it wasn’t a situation he could welcome either.


  ――He thought in his head and,


   


  – What are you doing, Haimura? Do you want me to leave you behind? If you get lost, I won’t help you.


  AJ stopped, looked back and advised him with penetrating eyes.


  Moroha did nothing but smile.


  (I, I like this person after all)


  He caught up with AJ with quick steps and walked to the station together.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Moroha and AJ travelled using a high-speed railway called Aero Express to the heart of Vladivostok――which was about 40 kilometers to the south from the airport.


  The scenery of the airport and the outward appearance of this train were cold and boorish, or more precisely, they had a design of maximum priority for functionality; Moroha appeared to catch a glimpse of the temperament of the Russians over there.


  The townscape of Vladivostok seen from the train window was interesting.


  It had a wonderful appearance in which the modern, new and beautiful townscape and a European-style, old-fashioned and pretty townscape lived together like a mosaic pattern.


  With the holding of the summit meeting APEC that took place in 2012, Russia developed new facilities and transportation networks in the old towns for the prestige of the large country, it seemed it reached that scenery because it was greatly remodeled.


  AJ guided him exhaustively although she inserted「This ignorant!」around 10 times as she did so.


  Along those lines, it appeared that this Aero Express was established at that time, it was brand new and comfortable.


  On the other hand, the railway crossed to the opposite side of the city where the wide Amur Bay was.


  Vladivostok was also a port city that faced the bay, and when he became aware of it, he recognized the smell of the sea water drifting inside the train slightly.


  Although Moroha got tired of looking at the sea from the airplane, this smell stimulated his memories, and because he recalled the island that floated off the coast of Yamaguchi prefecture, the island where he went to do training camp during summer vacation, pleasant feelings were brought back.


  But at the same time, bitter feelings due to Fortress with whom he fought risking his life and the plot of Lightning Empress Vasilisa were brought back as well.


  (She must also pay for what she did at that time…)


  Moroha renewed his thoughts as he gazed at the fiery sea of waves.


   


  Moroha, who arrived at Vladivostok Station located in the heart of the city,


  – I’d like to have a meal first.


  Tried to request so based on his physiological needs.


  In Japan, it was common that large stations were together with commercial establishments, but Vladivostok Station truly had just a single function and that was being a station, it didn’t have a shopping center or anything of the sort.


  – It would be great if there’s a good restaurant around here.


  He stood in the station square and took an extensive view of his surroundings.


  What he saw to the front was a statue of Lenin on a pedestal as if it stood towering over the surroundings.


  The main street ran by the side of the square and extended endlessly to the left and right.


  The European-style buildings standing in a row along the street were very exotic. However, the ambience of the street didn’t differ too much from Japan due to the making of the asphalt road and that Japanese cars that ran on them stood out.


  And beyond the main street, to his right hand, he felt a bustling mood.


  Maybe there were one or two delicious-looking restaurants.


  – Why don’t we――


  Go over there? He was about to say so, but he spotted a police officer who was policing the station square in that direction.


  – Why don’t I ask him if restaurants are placed together somewhere?


  That was more reliable than moving by intuition.


  Moroha said those words and tried to run.


  – Wait, you idiot!


  And then, he was pinioned by AJ.


  (Ah! her chest is on my back…)


  If he were to blurt a thing like that out, it would make her switch over to a rear naked choke, so he swallowed his words and came to a halt.


  – Did I do something wrong?


  – How are you going to talk to a cop, you idiot!? Don’t get near him. Don’t meet his eyes.


  – Why? The ones who avoid others…


  Why is it absolutely necessary to move stealthily like a criminal…? 


  – If an Oriental guy like you were to get close to them, appearing to be a curious tourist, they will invent a pretext for a quarrel and will demand a bribe to let it slip, you know?


  – Police officers are bad guys as well?


  Moroha was struck by the terrible culture shock.


  – Huh…? Or is that a joke?


  – When a meteorite fell in Russia before, the videos transmitted on the news and the internet became a popular topic, no?


  Moroha faced AJ, who was still pinioning and constricting him, and assented.


  But it didn’t make sense, how was that linked to the talk of dirty cops?


  – Yes, they were. I also saw it on the news. It was neat.


  – Don’t you think it’s strange? Why there were people who happened to be present so conveniently like that supplied with cameras?


  – When you say it like that…. It would be impossible to record it even if the meteorite fell in front of me.


  – Those videos were recorded by dashcams. In Russia, when a traffic accident occurs, the testimony of a police officer can become an advantage or a disadvantage depending on the bribe, that’s why it’s common sense to always leave it recording while moving for self-defense.


  – This sounds like a tough country, doesn’t it…?


  Moroha observed the cars that went down the main street despite being astonished.


  Those things that felt no different from Japan suddenly appeared to be different and strange things.  What an unpleasant exoticism.


  – This thing about the injustice has been dealt quite well by the police ever since the current administration came to power. Nevertheless, it would be the best if that negligence didn’t exist.


  – Indeed. Thank you.


  Moroha ducked his head and thanked AJ for stopping him.


  – This is one of the reasons why Japanese people are called “peace idiots”. You thought that public order was a natural thing and that cops are obviously the watchmen of the law, didn’t you?


  He didn’t care if he was being hit by her abusive language.


  Rather, he was grateful for being born as a Japanese.


  – First and foremost, how would you talk to him if you can’t speak Russian?


  – Well, gestures would do the job… right?


  – Try doing so with me as a test. It sounds interesting, so I’ll take a look at it.


  – Please spare me from that embarrassment.


  Moroha, who was maliciously scorned by AJ, scratched his head.


  Incidentally, all the conversation between them was done in English.


  Since it was the official language of the White Knight Organization and it was heavily used in classes at Akane Academy, Moroha intended to learn it seriously after he enrolled in it. He also had good private tutors such as the native English speaker Sophie-senpai and Shizuno who was at the same level as her, they both gave him numerous one-on-one classes. He also had plenty of opportunities to practice it thanks to the annoying phone calls of Edward. Lately he had been able to achieve a considerable fluent English.


  – Anyway, let’s move.


  AJ said so and immediately started walking to the right side of the main street.


  – Eh, where are we going?


  – You became hungry, no?


  Although AJ’s tone of voice remained curt, Moroha was happy.


  He followed her in a good mood like a dog waging its tail.


  – Do you know a good restaurant?


  – Let me see. But if we go to Sventranskaya Street, there should be something there.


  – As expected of someone who is well-informed.


  – I’m your pilot after all. I drummed geography into my head.


  – I give you my eternal gratitude. And for doing it for me.


  – H-humph. I said this duty was entrusted to me by no other than my lord, didn’t I? I will get lots of praises once I return to my country, so there’s no reason for you to thank me or anything like that.


  AJ turned her face away, looking annoyed, but Moroha showed a smile on his whole face.


  The figure of this beautiful woman who stared intensely and desperately at a map as she used abusive language came to his mind.


  – I’m disgusted. I hate how Japanese people speak carelessly without difficulty.


  – Meanwhile, I continue getting more and more addicted to this British person who doesn’t have an insincere smile.


  – About who?


  – Who knows? I’ll leave that to your imagination.


  They started walking shoulder-to-shoulder while cracking jokes.


  To the even more bustling street.


  As they exchanged words more lively.


  They went out to Sventranskaya Street which was the main street of Vladivostok, and as they looked for a restaurant, AJ decided a place on her own.


  It was gorgeous, yet obviously a restaurant for tourists.


  There was a standing signboard with information written in English in front of the store, which meant that the threshold was low.


  However, the somewhat stylish atmosphere seemed to say it was really expensive.


  – It can be a cheaper restaurant though…


  Or perhaps he should say “That’s not what is causing concern”.


  When he suggested so as if he entreated her, AJ laughed scornfully at him.


  – I have a high opinion of its safety in both security and hygiene. Remember the “peace idiot Japanese”.


  – … I understand.


  What if this was a cheap restaurant where strange ingredients were used or was one that had ill-natured clientele? In Japan, it was rarely a big problem not worrying about that.


  He unwillingly assented and went inside the restaurant, following AJ.


  Rapidly a waiter guided them to a table for two people and gave them two menus in English.


  Moroha stared at it as if it had a hole.


  Naturally, the first thing that weighed on his mind was the price. However, it was written in ruble only, and as this was unknown for Moroha, he couldn’t get to converting it to Japanese Yen. Assuming this was an outrageous amount of money, he wouldn’t know what to do. A strange sweat rose to the surface of his skin.


  – My lord is taking charge of all the funds of this trip. So why aren’t you able to act properly?


  – Well, to put it bluntly, I feel reluctant to do so…


  He got him to dispatch AJ and he borrowed her obediently, but he didn’t want to have more debt towards him.


  – In that case, if you take me with you to the scum of the Russian Division instead of going by yourself, that should make my lord happy.


  – I unexpectedly don’t want to fight…


  He ended up complaining by reflex, but surely Leshya would forgive him. He apologized in his mind as he continued turning over the menu.


  – So?


  AJ, the other party, closed the menu and left it behind, and glared at him like she was probing him.


  – So, what?


  – I heard from my lord that you came to wage war against the Russian Division. But the practical question is: are you planning to do it all by yourself?


  – I’m going to march into their stronghold and have a talk with Lightning Empress-san. If I’m not satisfied, I’m prepared to go to war. If obstacles appear on the way, I’m willing to eliminate them. Isn’t that good enough?


  While Moroha earnestly struggled with the menu, AJ replied quite indifferently.


  – That is to the level of a child’s fantasy…


  AJ perspired cold sweat with a look that went beyond amazement.


  – Is there a problem with that?


  – The whole thing is a problem.


  AJ covered her forehead as if she endured a headache.


  – What…? Are you really saying that I was dispatched all the way here to entertain Russia’s sightseeing of a brat just like a <travel company> tourist…?


  – Ahaha, that’s a terrible expression.


  – Don’t laugh!


  Moroha, who was yelled by AJ as she laid bare her fangs, turned his eyes into an X.


  *TN: Like this (>_<)


  – … Whatever. You’re strong. Even if several tens of Saviors attack you, you can eliminate them empty handed and you’ll make Lightning Empress surrender with your Jujitsu. That’s how you’re going to do it, am I correct? But that small thinking is insufficient, Haimura.


  – How so?


  – The Russian Division doesn’t have a stronghold or anything like that. Lightning Empress constantly changes her whereabouts, moreover, she keeps it a secret.


  AJ joined her hands on the table and, in a complete change, she put a serious face and told him.


  – Oh, I see. How did you know all that?


  –  My prediction was… all over your face.


  – Shizuno told me so, you see? She said that “man-eater” is the strongest guardian of Lightning Empress. The fact that she requires such a strong bodyguard means that the feeling of the danger to herself is turning her inside out, no? It’s natural since she always does what she wants, starts fights with anyone and everyone and she’s so feminine that she purges her subordinates relentlessly, so she expects to have a lot of enemies. If she could advertise “Hey, I built a stronghold here”, assassin after assassin would come along and that should be really annoying.


  I’m right, aren’t I? Moroha confirmed with a smile.


  – … Tsk. I thought that you were more than a thoughtless, violent guy.


  AJ grumbled sullenly.


  Somehow, those eyes of hers looked at him as if they reproached 「this traitor」.


  – Why are you treating me like a simple-minded person? That is a harsh false accusation, you know?


  – How’s that a false accusation? You launched an attack in order to call Urushibara’s studying abroad matter off and now you start talking about going to war with Russia alone. If you consider that is normal, then I think either your brain tissue is made of muscle or you’re a wild boar or you’re nuts.


  – Uh…


  Moroha faltered, he was unable to give an objection.


  Because he reflected on his past actions, he was shocked, and became pale.


  – So?


  – So?


  – Now that you don’t know the whereabouts of Lightning Empress, what do you plan to do?


  – I’m thinking of starting properly from the beginning.


  In order to get free from the stigma of a wild boar, Moroha cleared his throat with an “ahem”.


  – Metaphysicals should appear even in Russia, no?


  – I told you, didn’t I? That Lightning Empress performed a demon extermination when the White Knight Organization was just barely established? However, in the present, and unless a Dreadnought appears, she leaves everything to her subordinates. If you had a plan like waiting for something like that to appear, then that is reeeally a poor plan.


  – Well, such a trust in a strategy won’t do it.


  While Moroha gave a bitter smile as he said “You have no trust in me, huh”,


  – So, what about those subordinates? It’s not like all the members revolving around Lightning Empress won’t know her whereabouts, right?


  – That’s true. In order to be able to immediately deal with the metaphysicals, Lightning Empress should have placed branch offices in the major cities and deployed all her subordinates except for her very close aides. The heads that command those branch offices are all A-Rank leaders who have been given a considerable independent discretionary power.


  No matter what he asked, the guide would explain everything fluently as expected.


  This was also in accordance with what he thought. The land of Russia was tremendously wide. She had no choice but to cover the whole area by distributing her military strength. There wasn’t a The Origin like the gate of instantaneous movement of the principal of Akane Academy.


  – That means――that we should catch those leaders, the heads of the branch offices and get information about the whereabouts of Lightning Empress out of them?


  – Are you honestly thinking they’ll spill the beans?


  Moroha, who was asked, turned over the menu and replied uninterested as if imitating a gossip in a calm and composed voice.


  – I want them to speak honestly if possible.


  AJ suddenly opened her eyes wide and made a sound with her throat.


  – You’re telling me… that if they aren’t willing to speak, you’re prepared to torture them?


  She asked him, but he didn’t reply this time.


  Only the sound of the pages of the menu being turned filled the table.


  His Natural Stance had no fighting spirit, however, the impressiveness of Moroha was as if Mt. Taishan was enshrined there.


  AJ had her breath taken away while becoming pale.


  But a tinge of red was gradually getting visible on her face. A disturbed smile was carved on the corners of her mouth.


  As if she was saying「I suspected as much」.


  AJ licked her lips for a moment as if showing a chink of a mad dog’s face with no make-up from a break of her intellectual and beautiful face and,


  – Fu, fufuh…. Honestly, I was fed up with being the babysitter of a “good boy-chan”. This is going to turn into an enjoyable journey. Now, let’s have a meal. Before the war, alright?


  She called the waiter and began to order.


  – I want to eat delicious stuff.


  Moroha closed the menu.


  Honestly, he was unfamiliar with Russian cuisine, so if she was going to choose for him without asking him, then that would save him the trouble. How reliable.


  – You know? I’ll only order what I like.


  – Doesn’t that mean that you’re going to teach me something delicious?


  – This guy’s so noisy…


  AJ squinted but rapidly pulled herself together and ordered.


  Moroha closed his eyes, slipping out a chuckle and his desire for the dishes of a foreign country that would come for the first time quickened.
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  Moroha ate with relish the food that came.


  Yaitso s ikroi*.


  *TN: Russian dish written in katakana, and this spelling was recommended by Gren.


  A luxury appetizer with plenty of salted salmon roe and boiled eggs cut in half. The appetite of Moroha was crushed from the very beginning as he said「This looks expensive…」, but they were so delicious he gave up saying so. The unexpected affinity of egg and egg, or rather, the salt of the salmon roes matched the flavor of the boiled eggs, it was a saltiness the latter wished for.


  Kuritsa zapichonnaya s avashami.*


  *TN: Russian dish written in katakana, and this spelling was recommended by Gren.


  A dish in which chicken was wrapped in foil together with vegetables and cooked in an oven.


  The seasoning was almost only salt and pepper, but mashed potatoes instead of sauce were sprinkled on top of it, and he said「This one too!」. The fleeting fragrance and the rich flavor of the carefully strained potatoes were simply wrapping up the tenderness and the taste of the fat of the chicken, but they had an incredibly good flavor.


  He had heard from Leshya that Russians loved potatoes too, but in fact salads and soups came together with those dishes, both their mind and their bellies were filled in happiness.


  A smiling face became visible in front of his favorite dish. It was a authentic piroshki.


  He was surprised by the deliciousness of the minced meat and the vegetables that filled plenty the inside and the skin that wrapped them up. The food texture was like it charmingly fondled the top of the tongue with a smooth feeling. He was made to eat it with light but clumsy utensils. It seemed that it would take a while to satisfy his hunger with them.


  AJ displayed her liking for alcohol while sitting in front of Moroha who showed gluttony for the first time in a while.


  She drank up a Russian beer with a high alcohol strength called Baltika.


  Even though it was still a bright day, she didn’t hesitate.


  – I don’t have the confidence enough to be looking after a drunkard in this strange land.


  Moroha gave a light warning to the pilot as her role would turn into the one being guided.


  – Fool. Who can get dead drunk with just this?


  – It’s great if that’s the case, but…


  – Stop with your attack-looking face. There was no talk about not drinking alcohol when coming to Russia. And why don’t you do it?


  – I’m a minor so I decline. I mean, when it comes to Russia, it should be vodka, no?


  – Because it doesn’t have a taste nor I’m interested on it. I don’t like it.


  And so on; it was thanks to the alcohol that a silly idle talk was born.


  As AJ said, she wasn’t going to expose herself being in a drunken and disgraceful behavior, but her demeanor that was stinging and dangerous was mellowing in tipsiness.


  She put her glamorous body on the back of the chair and became talkative,


  – Well, I understand your resolution. The practical problem is: just because you could get the information about the whereabouts of Lightning Empress, will you be able to win against that monster? Do you have confidence in yourself?


  She asked Moroha who was eating a Russian-style crepe Blini.


  – It’s not about whether I have the confidence in myself or not. I’m going to win.


  – Huh. 『I’m not shomething sho exaggerated like a Sh-Rank』, the guy who was saying something along those lines left in a big way.


  Although AJ was making fun of him as much as she could, the manner of speaking of Moroha wasn’t all bad either. Moroha was a bit shy, but he said clearly as he scratched his head.


  – I know it’s not going to be easy. But―― not even I can stop this feeling of wanting to help Leshya.


  – Hmmm. Now you’re saying impertinent things like your social standing, you brat.


  AJ bent herself forward on the table with a glass in one hand and did a strong finger flick on his forehead.


  – But I don’t dislike men who push themselves to the limit.


  – How unfair. That can’t get you mad, right?


  Moroha smiled wryly as he pressed his forehead that was struck hard.


  – You’re like my lord――you resemble Edward-sama, you know?


  – And that’s enough to get you mad?


  Moroha raised his voice unintentionally.


  The frequency of being treated like Edward had hopelessly increased lately, and that was very, very regrettable.


  – What are you so angry about?


  AJ made her eyes blink in surprise, with a facial expression that said “I really don’t know”, but Moroha couldn’t understand it either.


  You are happy because you are telling me that I’m like that walking absurd? No, that’s not it.


  – Who is praising you? Edward-sama, despite appearances, is a person who loves splendid fights――


  – I know. I’ll never forget how he slashed at me with that smiling face.


  – Don’t interrupt me with frivolous remarks. Listen to the end.


  – … please continue.


  – He is a person who loves fights, but he still doesn’t fight for his own desires. In the fights against metaphysicals, he pays careful attention and gives directions all by himself so that no one dies. He always stands in front of our army and yet, he takes charge of the most dangerous ones in the most dangerous places. When we look at the back of my lord in the battlefield, the uninspired villains won’t reach the British headquarters. That is the reason why my lord is a hero who is praised as Lionheart.


  AJ ended up starting being proud of Edward as if it was her own affair. Was it his imagination? But she looked like stars were floating in her eyes.


  She was a scary Onee-san with a certain blunt attitude, but she also had a proper feminine side like this one, and Moroha in no way could hate that.


  – Edward-sama is the one that protect us when we fight, because he is the strongest Edward-sama.


  That faithful and unsuspecting tone of voice and that gaze of hers were very charming.


  – You really like Edward, huh.


  – Dooooooon’t poke fun at me! This kid. Fo-for the most part, I-I’m only extending my respect and affection, alright? Don’t misunderstand! *Cough cough*.


  – Haha, got it.


  This scary Onee-san was smiling incredibly just as she cleared her throat, feeling embarrassed. Moroha, who couldn’t bother to tease her, pardoned her.


  – You too, Haimura. When considering the words I heard from Urushibara, aren’t you a man who demonstrates all his strength when it comes to protect someone? That’s why I said you are similar to him.


  – … being that the case, then that makes me happy and embarrassed.


  AJ got troubled by the unexpected backhanded compliment and cleared her throat in a big way again. And took a renewed attitude.


  In contrast with that, and with a very small voice that seemed it would vanish,


  – You have to win.


  She whispered.


  Moroha just chewed those words thoroughly, without asking for an explanation.


  – Remember this. Lightning Empress has 2 The Origin.


  – She’s a Grimoire Holder, right?


  – Yes. One of the two is an incantation. But that’s something to be particularly on guard about. Because, each time she uses it, the territory of her country erodes, so she can’t use it readily. In fact, there have been just three uses of it in the past, and they are used as a last resort when a Dreadnought has appeared.


  Moroha nodded deeply to AJ’s explanation.


  He himself was also a Grimoire Holder.


  Lightning Empress was the first person in the history of the records, and Moroha was the second in the history.


  But Moroha had never used such an atrocious and unparalleled Dark Art, not even once.


  If he were to use it, this land would turn into a barren land, it would end up being shut forever.


  Such responsibility wasn’t something he would ever like to bear. He was horrified.


  – Therefore, and pragmatically speaking, the most dangerous is the other one. An 8th rank Dark Art of Lightning that only she has.


  The name given by the White Knight Organization was――Lightning Helix.


  – I’ve heard a few names who are able to use up to 7th rank. But Lightning Empress is the only one who have used 8th rank ones.


  While she hadn’t seen it with her own eyes, AJ told him,


  – Since it’s an 8th rank one, both its power and attack range aren’t common. Supposing I ended up being attacked by her, I would be at a loss. But if we think that concentration, chanting and spelling for it aren’t that simple, then finding out a way to escape during that interval is, well――


  – I’m partially a Kuroma, so I get such matter as I’ve experienced it personally.


  – Hmm. Then that’s good.


  AJ softened her look and held out her glass, demanding a toast.


  – Let’s pray for your fortunes of war.


  She was smiling at him, but with no hint of scorn included in it.


  It was really a carefree and nice look.


  – This is my first time seeing the smile of Angela-san. This is a blessing.


  Moroha also took a glass of mineral water in his hand and smiled back at her.


  And that face was immediately dashed with beer!


  – Wha….


  – You brat, don’t come telling me such pretentious woooooooooooords!


  AJ shouted in anger, making her whole face blush.


  – Ahaha, you don’t have to feel so incredibly embarrassed, do you? Angela-san is surprisingly cute after all.


  – This guy, don’t blame me if I kill you right now, you hear meeeee!?


  The tightly clenched fist of AJ who bent herself forward on the table soared.


  Moroha dodged it nimbly with just an inclination of his head.


  – Don’t avoid it!


  – Don’t tell me something unreasonable, please…


  – But you didn’t dodge the beer!


  – That’s impossible. Are you saying that I have to put up an umbrella?*


  *TN: I don’t get Moroha’s line at all. It’s written as it is in Japanese.


  – Are you saying that my fist is weaker than the beer!?


  – You have a comeback for every remark…


  Moroha put a forced smile on his face as he soothed her brazenly.


  He didn’t know who the adult was and who the kid was anymore.


  – The people in the restaurant are surprised too. You see?


  – … Tsk.


  AJ clicked her tongue powerfully and showily and sat down with a thump.


  – I don’t care how much your fortunes of war have improved. Just die, drop dead, kill yourself right away. Being released from this mission early will be a great delight.


  AJ stabbed the chicken strongly with a fork while getting angry.


  Since they weren’t going to talk anymore, their eyes weren’t going to meet either.


  (We made things awkward, huh)


  Moroha grumbled in his mind as he resumed his meal.


  The mood died.


  The gazes of the surprised eyes of the waiters hurt.


  They certainly looked like a strange combination for them.


  (I’d like to talk to Vladivostok’s branch office head as soon as possible tonight. Though getting along well with Angela-san might be more difficult…)


  Moroha tasted the jam-filled Blini in a bittersweet mood.


  Chapter 2 - Beacon of battle


  Late at night――


  Moroha walked on the Zolotoy Most.*


  *TN: Zolotoy Most is the furigana reading for “Golden Bridge” and the roman version for золотой мост.


  This was one of the world’s largest cable-stayed bridges in the world, it crossed over the Bukhta Zolotoy Rog to the heart of Vladivostok.*


  *TN: Bukhta Zolotoy Rog is the furigana reading for “Golden Horn Bay” and the roman version for Бухта Золотой Рог.


  The four pillars that supported the bridge were long and large, and their tops completely blended into the darkness, they were out of sight.


  He walked on the bridge as he looked up aimlessly, thinking: Why is that I can’t see them?


  It was a dark night.


  Thin clouds covered the sky, neither the moon nor the stars were in sight.


  Moroha marched alone in the middle of the road where 4 cars could travel alongside.


  He left AJ at the hotel.


  He didn’t want the British Division――or anyone else to be involved in the battle that was about to start.


  And then.


  When he reached the middle of the bridge, he saw the lights of a car in the opposite direction.


  The flashlights cut through the darkness, and the silhouette of a Mitsubishi Pajero appeared.


  A single vehicle in the streets of the asleep Vladivostok strummed its low frequency engine as it dashed on the bridge.


  (Is that…?)


  Moroha drew prana from the gate that lead to God, in other words, from the glabella.


  When he put the prana in his eyes, he was able to clearly see the top of the pillars that were blended into the darkness.


  The moon and the stars beyond the thin clouds were visible too.


  A basic Light Technique that amplified eyesight, Clairvoyance.


  Moroha identified the license plate of the car that was still far ahead.


  (Yeah, that’s the one. It’s all thanks to the intelligence agency of the British Division)


  AJ had said that it was difficult to gather information about other Saviors, but this was enough.


  The target was confirmed. 


  Moroha stood up without fear in front of the Pajero that was getting closer and that gave the impression it was exceeding the speed limit.


  *TN: Pajero is the furigana reading for “heavyweight vehicle”.


  He ignored it, even when the car horn resounded.


  He was drawing prana not only from the glabella, but also from the remaining 6 gates.


  The dazzling-looking white light blew upwards like a flame from his imposing body.


  Yes, a flame. The prominence worn by a star.


  And――extreme flames similar to Sirius.


  *TN: Sirius is the furigana reading for “first magnitude star”.


  Moroha, who reigned over the long and large bridge, and who stood out in the heavy darkness, displayed a presence as if he were a white star that came down to the ground.


  The Pajero――stepped on the brakes immediately.


  He must have known that Moroha, who blocked his path, was a Shirogane and that he was certainly not going to let him pass. He stopped at a distance of no more than 10 meters. There was only one person inside.


  The door of the driver’s seat was opened, a figure like it stabbed the skies appeared imposingly.


  A tremendously giant man of more than 2 meters tall.


  He comfortably placed his armpit on the roof of the large 4WD Pajero and looked down on him as if he appraised him while rubbing the installed surfboard.


  – You’re new around here, huh? And you’re not one of us, are you? Where’s the guy of the branch?


  He questioned him in English. In a proud and deep voice. His tone was civil but his arrogance was and wasn’t there.


  – I came from Japan. I was waiting for you.


  Moroha responded in a Natural Stance full of composure. Then, he asked.


  – Are you the branch office director of Vladivostok?


  – Yes, I am!


  The giant man looked up at the sky and gave his name as if singing with a majestic baritone.


  – I’m Bernard Sergeivich Ignasevich! My strength is divine! My beauty as well! More amazing than anything you can imagine! I’m the protector of Vladivostok, the entrance door and the key point of Far East Russia for Her Majesty Lightning Empress! I’m the first manservant of Her Majesty!


  He recited enraptured and with an entranced look.


  It wasn’t like he obeyed Vasilisa because he was afraid of her, rather, what he said was transmitted from his innermost thoughts.


  That pretty much gave him a bad feeling.


  – So? Now that you ask me that, may I hear what your name is?


  – It’s Haimura Moroha.


  He replied without hiding anything as he took out his ID Tag from his breast pocket.


  So he could manifest his weapon at any time, but he wasn’t going to show it to his opponent.


  – Japan’s… Haimura…. I see. You’re.


  Bernard said those words as if he digested them and then he muttered a few words,


  – Fufu, what business does the Ancient Dragon have with me?


  He extended both arms like he welcomed him.


  – I have something I want to ask.


  – Oh, what is it? What words can I offer you that can satisfy you?


  – I want to know Lightning Empress’s whereabouts.


  – Her Highness Lightning Empress! Please call her as such.


  – … where’s Raitei-heika?


  *TN: He pretty much says Her Highness Lightning Empress but in hiragana.


  – Fufu, why are you asking so to this me above all else? I don’t feel bad about betraying other comrades, but why would I say a word about Her Highness’s privacy? Go and pick another guy.


  – If you aren’t going to tell me――then don’t blame me for using all my strength, alright?


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders and said those dangerous words reluctantly.


  The threatened Bernard,


  – In that case, you can test my loyalty. If you truly are worthy of being an S-Rank, then this should be easy, no?


  He demounted the surfboard installed on the roof of the vehicle as he acted with composure.


  No, a completely different thing came out from the opened cover.


  Its shape and size were exactly like the one of a surfboard, but it was made of a hard-looking glass with two handles in the middle of the reverse side. Bernard held it vertically with both hands, his giant build was completely in the shade of it (Since the material is transparent, we see each other’s figure perfectly).


  It was very clear when he saw that construction――


  It was an unusually large and modern shield.


  (It’s exactly as Angela-san was saying, the guys of the Russian Division don’t use ID Tags)


  According to her, she didn’t know when their relationship with the American Division deteriorated and when the supplies stopped, but she knew that they were ordered by Lightning Empress to never fight relying on ID Tags.


  The exceptions where those who could manifest extraordinary The Origin like Leshya.


  What a brutal way of thinking, or rather, wasn’t it too bad to assume that there were conflicts even within the White Knight Organization…?


  He practically understood so with what was before his eyes.


  And, because such way of thinking and assumptions were made all the time, the sudden attack of Moroha wasn’t affected by them at all.


  (Now I see, so this is Russia…)


  *TN: Russia is the furigana reading for the “worst and most atrocious”.


  Moroha nodded as he squeezed the ID Tag in his right palm.


  He poured prana together with a strong image into it,


  – Come… Saratiga.


  The name of the dear sword he wielded in his previous life was gently called.


  A flash of light surged in his palm and changed its color as if it were a red-hot metal plate that stretched like a candy.


  It formed a handle that fit well his hand, it formed a refined pommel and finally it formed a one-edged blade.


  A brusque iron sword that still didn’t reach the beautiful and real thing that resembled a mirror.


  He used Godlike Movement and travelled the distance between him and his opponent in three steps and dispatched the sword diagonally from overhead.


  That sword blade shone as it wore Moroha’s prana.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique Venus.


  A simple and powerful technique that increased the destructive power of weapons. He had the intention of trying it out, but adjustments weren’t needed at all.


  If he were a C–Rank Savior, then he could cut him down with a single slash――*


  *TN: C-Rank is the furigana reading for “normal”.


  – Fufu, what an impressive swordsmanship. It’s precise and fast.


  Bernard admired him with his mouth as he easily stopped the blow with his glass shield clad in a dazzling orange light.


  It wasn’t like he stood firm on both feet or that he gritted his teeth, the giant shield was just gently held.


  However, it was like an endless wall.


  He was unperturbed even if a slash was driven into it. On the contrary, the shock of the impact returned as it was, it seemed that Moroha’s wrist became dull.


  – You’re tougher than I thought.


  Moroha attacked two, three times with his sword as he complained.


  However, all of them ended up being repelled by the shield that stood as if it was planted in the ground.


  The Venus of Moroha and the certain established reputation it had in regard to its power were useless against it.


  He couldn’t even make small cuts on the surface.


  As if it were contrary to the principle of「Offensive is easy, defense is difficult」….


  – Have you finished already? You didn’t make my loyalty waver with something of that degree, did you?


  Bernard counterattacked as he let those thoughts return.


  He immediately raised the readied giant shield overhead and slammed it against the ground as a blunt weapon.


  It was a heroic swing. A coiling whirlwind approached from far above.


  What on earth was that way of using a shield!? ――If Moroha had petrified, he probably would have been crushed.


  – That’s how it seems to be.


  Moroha stepped back greatly and escaped from the attack range of the long and large shield. He had no intention of trying to catch it with the sword.


  The prana that dwelled in the glass shield pulled in the orange light traces in the dark.


  Moroha understood with just a glance that an extraordinary power was hidden in that brilliance.


  The absurd glass shield hit hard the road and drilled a large hole in it, the impact of that was transmitted to the feet of Moroha.  If he had caught it, he certainly would have been crushed.


  Fine particles of asphalt danced in the air, the surroundings were thinly hazy.


  Bernard, at the back of it, calmly recovered the shield to the position it had before.


  And expressed a smile at the other side of the glass.


  – Fufu. You avoid it well, didn’t you? Did you realize that this is shield is a specialized weapon for offense and defense?


  An endless wall when it wasn’t moved.


  And a battering ram when it was moved.


  That was the unusual shield that Bernard had.


  – It’s all about the coloring of the prana, isn’t it? You were struck by my sword, however, it wasn’t like you had an unknown defensive Light Technique, but rather it was a normal Venus all along. Since you’re using Venus, then I can say that you’re using it in place of a weapon. Right?


  – I give up. You’re correct.


  Bernard smiled with a not-at-all undefeated look.


  「Offense is easy, defense is difficult」――that principle repeated over and over.


  It was difficult to defend against High Durability that raised the hardness of the body and Venus that enhanced the destructive power of weapons.


  Avoiding them was usually the answer.


  Or「An eye for an eye, a blade for a blade」, this was the Jutsuri of the Shirogane to handle and catch weapons with weapons and that also made use of Venus.*


  *TN: Jutsuri can be translated as theory though it literally means principle of technique.


  Bernard did the latter after all.


  He was satisfied with the destructive prana of the shield that had just exchanged blows directly with Moroha’s destructive prana.


  But,


  – You’re a person who thinks about interesting things.


  Moroha unusually praised him.


  It was impossible for him to not be proud of quite a power that made the prana spread throughout a long and large shield like that, and that also made sure to not make parts with low density.


  When taking into account that the swing speed of not long ago――could be matched――and easily avoided by Moroha, then perhaps he was the type of Shirogane that excelled at power but fell behind in speed. And Bernard.


  To make use of his strong points, and to compensate for his weak points, he worked out a style to reinforce his defense with excessive power. As he used such a large shield like that, there was no need「To avoid」even if his speed fell behind.


  Bernard returned the praise with a smile, feeling calm.


  – You sure are unique. “It’s all about the coloring of the prana”… huh? You said something strange. But in fact, this is the first time that someone has been able to see through my style so easily.


  – Is that so? But thanks to that, I was unexpectedly enlightened. A senpai of mine is a Shirogane of the same type as you, so I should use you as a reference and recommend you to them next time.


  – Fufu, that’s a problem. If I end up strengthening other branches, it would be unforgivable for Her Highness Lightning Empress.


  – If that’s the case, then why don’t you relax a bit and come here from there?


  – Why? It’s definitely not a problem for me if I amuse myself chatting with you until the bridge is full of cars in the morning, you know?


  Bernard never tried to voluntarily pull down his defensive stance.


  Not because he was cowardly.


  But because he looked down on him and made fun of him. I can’t behave like that and have civilians dragged into this by Moroha.


  Bernard had a faint smile on his face ever since the battle began. He had a blessed stature and he had been looking at him with his superior gaze.


  (He has been treating me with contempt from the very beginning, this doesn’t look at all like a talk to the level of a war)


  Moroha scratched his head and charged to wrench the tortoise shell open.


  He ran straight and assaulted him with his sword head-on――he feigned so and attempted to take a roundabout path from the right.


  It was a feint to detour the shield and attack him from his flank.


  But it wasn’t just a faint.


  From fake slashes to horizontal steps, the change of pace that used Godlike Movement even produced afterimages.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique Giant Gate.


  *TN: The kanji for Giant Gate is 巨門 and it’s read as “komon”.


  The plan of Moroha tried to disturb the immovable Bernard by footwork.


  However! The vanguard of the huge shield immediately appeared before the eyes of Moroha and blocked his path.


  Bernard forestalled him and laid the shield diagonally.


  – Too slow.


  He added an extra that made him even smile wryly.


  This reaction that saw through Moroha’s feint.  This response that immediately killed his enthusiasm.


  A proof that he was skilled in fighting with a large shield.  A troublesome user with a troublesome shield.


  As expected of an A-Rank of the Russian “Empire”.


  – Everyone thinks that when they fight me. Or perhaps I should say that if “Iron Wall” is broken to that extent, then I’m just not exceptional to be among the tough guys and it is impossible that I can be recognized by Her Highness Lightning Empress. And with that, be entrusted with Vladivostok.


  The words of Bernard gave him the impression that he had a long military service.


  The pride when he won through the fierce Russian competition, and the self-esteem when he received the favor of Lightning Empress and made him have a smile in his whole face; he took a solid stance with the lying shield and struck with a horizontal swing.


  Even though the reasoning of ordinary people didn’t apply to Shirogane, the reach it had was abnormal for a blunt weapon, it was way too wide. He had no choice but to jump backwards in a big way to escape from its killing and wounding range.


  And Moroha, who was caused to step back again,


  – Should we start over?


  Faced Bernard who had even the leeway to say a joke,


  – You serious!?


  And answered with a fearless smile instead.


  As it was pointed out earlier, this battle was a challenge coming from Moroha.


  That provoked him when he received it.


  If this was called “to be tired of looking at that move”, then he was going to use a move that he hadn’t seen yet.


  – Write――


  He started a spell used for extension of time and made a jump to the back during that.


  – Fufu, do you think that a Dark Art can smash this shield?


  – I know it can’t. I know I can’t destroy such composure of yours. But look――


  A 3rd rank Dark Art of the triumphant flames, Incinerate, was completed.


  However, he didn’t attack directly with it, he made it dwell in the sword instead. Only Moroha could use it; a Jutsuri that only Moroha had.


  Ancestral Arts Yin Yang.


  Moroha, who made the sword clad in deep red flames, charged three times.


  And expressed his absolute confidence in a smile.


  – I don’t want you to look down on me. My iron wall was deemed acceptable by Her Highness Lightning Empress. Therefore, my shield has to be sturdy and indestructible. My loyalty is not going to betray Her Majesty’s trust.


  – Will it break or it won’t break? I won’t know unless I give it a try, don’t you think?


  Moroha raised the sword overhead in a haughty attitude as he charged.


  He combined the power of the Light Technique Venus and the Dark Art Flames and attempted to pulverize the glass giant shield from the front――or so he pretended to do, he struck his dear sword against the asphalt just before he came close to Bernard.


  The sound of an explosion and burst of flames exploded violently, fine particles of asphalt were spouted like volcanic ashes.


  The majority of his field of vision was filled with dust and not with darkness.


  – Fufu, isn’t this smokescreen a bit too thick?


  He heard Bernard’s laughter inside the thick smoke.


  At the same time, a gust of wind blew fiercely.


  Bernard fanned the wind with his shield and released it, using prana.


  That was a further application of the high rank Light Technique Jupiter. He let his power scatter and created a windstorm that shone in every direction.


  It wasn’t for attacking, but to blow away without reserve the veil of fine particles the atmosphere was filled with.


  His visibility was cleared up with a single blow. And the battlefield on the bridge.


  Bernard was still standing imposingly like a mountain,


  – I shall correct myself. You truly are unique.


  He praised him as he looked around with a condescending attitude.


  Six Moroha were surrounding Bernard.


  A sudden mysterious phenomenon, but,


  – If I remember correctly, did I say Phantasm Image?


  Bernard, who had experienced many battles, saw through his lies without panicking and without losing his cool.


   


  Moroha didn’t reply, but that was correct.


  Of the six Moroha, only one was real, of course. The rest were optical 3D images created by a Dark Art.


  The six of them attacked from six directions all at once.


  The movements of the six Moroha were perfectly synchronized, their siege formation didn’t crumble yet.


  He used Godlike Movement so as to not give him time to see which one was real.


  While it was called Bernard’s Iron Wall, he couldn’t be able to protect himself from all six directions.


  If he didn’t spot who the real one was, being cut from a blind spot of the shield was inevitable.


  If increasing the power by combining Light Technique Attacks and Dark Arts Attacks was a work of Yin Yang’s「Hardness」――


  Then this was Yin Yang’s「Softness」.


   


  It took less than 3 seconds until the six Moroha flooded him after the mist of asphalt cleared up.


  That just barely gave Bernard an instant.


  The six Moroha, who were at “one step and one stroke distance”, held aloft the swords in the exact same form. As was expected, Bernard stood stock still in that place――*


  *TN: https://www.kendo-guide.com/terminology_Issoku_Itto_No_Ma.html


  – The one behind me doesn’t have his footsteps completely erased.


  ――No, since he attracted Moroha satisfactorily, he turned around.


  As he did a full swing of his long and large shield*.


  *TN: Shield is the furigana reading for blunt weapon.


  His giant body appeared like it semi-rotated dynamically, it was just like a tornado.


  Bernard’s insight was correct.


  Among the six Moroha who sprung at him from the six directions, the real Moroha approached from behind.


  The eyes of Moroha, who swung the sword downward,


  – This was my first time seeing such an interesting move. However, that’s all there is to it.


  And the eyes of Bernard, that were full of composure, intersected his own eyes.


  And then, the sword of Moroha, rather than slashing at him,


  – Fufu, the crafty schemer drowned in his own scheme? You’re way too ingenious, and that is a problem.


  The shield of Bernard struck the defenseless torso of Moroha, it was evidently faster than him.


  The power fighter released a blow with all his might to ascertain victory.


  There was no way he could defend against it with High Durability.


  His ribs were demolished, his internal organs were flattened――or so he feigned, the real Moroha had jumped up long ago.


  Yes, Bernard’s shield had hit an afterimage done by Giant Gate!


  – That was close.


  The airborne Moroha raised a voice of joy.


  He thought that Bernard, that this real strong man, would notice that.


  That the subtle sound of footsteps were done by Moroha on purpose.


  When he read Moroha’s strategy, he thought of attacking him full of confidence to outsmart him.


  But Moroha just outsmarted him again.


  – Damn…


  The eyes of Bernard seemed to distort in astonishment for the first time.


  His eyes were wide open, he was trembling.


  His composed behavior was completely blown away somewhere else, his faint smile disappeared.


  After he tried too hard to swing completely the shield with all his strength as he turned around, his posture collapsed completely, it didn’t matter how much of an iron-wall warrior he was, his defensive stance was expected to die right away.


  Moroha could win just by slashing at him with the sword that was already raised overhead as if it were to come down.


  He could get a complete victory against a tough A-Rank who had a unique style, and resulted unharmed even though he had a hard time.


  However, he wasn’t self-conceited or confident like Bernard.


  Because there was that. But when he was able to notice「that」.


  A third person, an intruder appeared from somewhere and came running with great speed and vigor …


   


  – Haimura, the enemy is going to attaaaaaaaaaaaaaack!


  The intruder jumped at Bernard.


  And made eye contact with Moroha who also jumped in the same way.


  – Hey…


  As one would expect, the exchange of glances left Moroha dumbfounded.


  The true identity of the intruder who raised a loud voice was――AJ.


  He requested her to stay at the hotel, but she probably followed him stealthily.


  It was fine if she was watching attentively in silence, but it seemed that she appeared without minding anything.


  Perhaps Bernard wasn’t the only one caught by Moroha’s Giant Gate.


  Moroha, who put himself in the trajectory of the slash, managed to put a stop to it with his right arm, but,


  (This is bad…)


  He quickly understood the situation and clenched his teeth.


  It was impossible to not collide with AJ in that instant, even if the one in the middle of the jump was the Ancient Dragon.


  At least he gently held her in his left arm.


  He was slightly late,


  – I’m sorry, but there’s no room to show mercy here!


  Bernard, who recovered his stance, did a full swing, and Moroha protected her from the big shield.


  A strong impact hit Moroha’s back.


  – Guh… uh….


  Agony escaped from the space of the clenched teeth.


  He concentrated defensive prana on his back, and with the application of High Durability, there were no fatal wounds.


  However, Bernard’s superhuman strength was unusual, he was blown off into the sky while he held AJ.


  As he wasn’t able to move properly due to the impact and the inertia, they easily surpassed a third of the height of the pillars of the bridge, which were over 100 meters tall.


  – I-I’m sorry! You ended up suffering damage…


  AJ recovered from the stupor and apologized with a crying-looking face.


  – I’m… I’m fine. Please look.


  Moroha pretended to be tough.


  He felt that the momentum that made him fly in the sky weakened, that the inertia disappeared and that his body was pulled by gravity.


  Moroha finally could change the direction of his body and looked far down below.


  Bernard was glaring at him with a face that had lost its calm.


  At this rate, Moroha, who was in free fall, was going to be hit again by the guy lying in wait as he wasn’t going to be able to evade it in the air.


  There was nothing else that could be done?


  No, this positional relationship was Moroha’s unrivaled dominion.


  It was impossible for the power fighter Bernard to chase him to this height. He had no way to make use of this situation.


  He set his mind on a plan.


  (The problem is, can I do it without preparation? … No, I’ll do it)


  Moroha threw the sword high in the sky.


  He held AJ in his free right arm and freed his left hand.


  Something like a wall, like the one at the back of his brain, gave off sparks.


  As if someone at the back of it agreed with Moroha’s plan and applauded him.


  Moroha closed his eyes all of a sudden.


  (This is my declaration of war. The beacon that reveals the start of the battle)


  When he observed carefully, determination dwelled in both eyes.


  He took a deep breath and breathed out.


  – Write――


   


  Dance, dance, spear of the God of Thunder


  Thunderclaps, one hundred thunders, heed my call


   


  No one lives eternally in this world, crave for moments, instants and pleasures


  Abandon everything in the blink of an eye


  Those who are late, don’t call for repentance, tonight is the banquet of slaughter


   


  End, end, end, end


  Dissolve and end life and everything, the liberation of the soul is not easy


  Share with everyone this easiness, this throb, this freedom, this happiness 


   


  The cold wind blew fiercely, it intensified on the bridge far away.


  The voice of Moroha resounded sonorously in the night sky.


  He had put into written form a long and complex spell that amounted to 8 lines.


  While that was the case for Moroha, it was a great magic that couldn’t be used easily.


  Difficult-to-understand sequences and extreme concentration were required, just like a simple ritual.


  Bernard noticed that――he was in panic.


  His face went beyond amazement, it was finally smeared with cold sweat.


  – Stop…


  Bernard groaned far away below him.


  Moroha couldn’t hear him. The distance and the strong winds that blew in the sky got in between.


  – Stop it, don’t chant it! Don’t write another line!


  Bernard gave up far away below him.


  – Do you get it…? That’s the holy sacred The Origin Her Majesty Lighting Empress… Her Majesty is the only one who can perform it! Nobody, no one else can use it, not even that French witch… no, you must not use it!


  The courageous man who didn’t lose his composure even when he suffered damage, stamped his feet, raising hell.


  – Stop! I beg you! Stop for heaven’s sake! Don’t violate the divinity of Her Majesty!


  How much was he going to cry and shout?


  How much was he going to supplicate?


  Those things didn’t reach Moroha’s ears.


  He looked down from the firmament to Bernard who looked like he had a minuscule body from there――


  And he ruthlessly finished spelling the end mark character.


  And then, it was completed.


  Intense lights flashed.


  Lights that were like the midnight sun and burned what was around Moroha manifested.


  Those were, figuratively speaking, lightning spears.


  More than a hundred arms of the heavenly gods.


  They circled around Moroha, they were loaded like gun cylinders.


  All the lightning tips were turned towards Bernard.


  And then, they were released together with thunderclaps.


  The first one fell on the ground at a high speed, the second one fell moments after the first one, and the third one fell… one hundred thunderclaps fell following a sequence.


  From the point of view of Bernard who looked up, the countless light spears looked like they were attacking him in a spiral-shaped battle formation.


  – HURRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH


  *TN: The first part of the scream was a furigana reading for “Glory to Her Highness Lightning Empress”.


  He prayed and raised a roar as if he implored and protected himself with the shield.


  He made the glass shield shine in a dazzling orange light.


  But――that light looked quite pitiful compared to the sparkle of a hundred thunderclaps that were very strong. The purple lightning spears hit Bernard.


  And hit him.


  And hit him.


  8th Rank Dark Art of Lightning Lightning Helix.


  Flash of lights burst one by one on the bridge, scattering a sweltering heat; the thunderous roars that felt as if they deafened his ears exploded intermittently.


  After all the lightning fell to the ground――Moroha landed gracefully with AJ still being embraced with one hand.


  And caught his dear sword that fell a few seconds later.


  The offensive smell and the stinking of ozone due to the asphalt that was burning and melting attacked his nasal cavity.


  A huge crater was gouged in the road that was showered with one hundred thunderclaps.


  At the center of that, the fallen Bernard and the smashed up glass shield lay down miserably.


  – Hey. Did you kill him…?


  He let AJ stand gently and then she asked nervously.


  – You serious? If so, then how am I going to listen to what he has to say?


  Moroha kneeled down on one knee next to Bernard and confirmed just to be sure.


  He was burned to a practically and virtually dead state.


  He believed that this tough Shirogane would withstand it.


  – With what you’ve done so far, you, who thinks who can listen to what he has to say, are scary.


  AJ shrieked while shifting her attention to him as if she was looking a monster.


  How rude, Moroha squinted his eyes and protested in silence.


  – Seriously though…. I once again fully realized your fierceness. This guy, Bernard, he definitely could be affixed as a top ace of any branch, no? While he’s no match for my lord, he would be a reliable man if he stood as the head of an army in the fight against the metaphysical. But when it comes to you, you just completely defeated him in a calm attitude…. You monster.


  – Huh…? But the one who had a calm attitude was this person, no?


  – … where’s your self-awareness, Haimura? You laughed like a rascal throughout the battle. At the end, I’m sure you had a smile on your whole face, you know?


  Moroha received a shock, and together with that, he succumbed to the impulse of wanting to check what expression he had and touched his cheeks as if slapping them.


  They were already stiffened by the shock, there was no evidence remaining of how they were during the battle.


  No――


  Certainly my consciousness wasn’t fighting while having desperate thoughts, but… I had the feeling that I had quite a hard time, and while I thought “A-Rank Russians are a great deal as expected, aren’t they?”, did I completely look like that from his side? Huh? For real?


  – I’m not condemning you or anything, alright? When you fight strong enemies, you get excited, don’t you? You enjoy it, and even your cheeks become less tense, yes? That’s the same for me. I totally understand you.


  – I don’t want to agree with that reasoning…


  – Wha…, e-even though we finally think alike… you’re not cute. Humph.


  – But I disagree…


  So I’m lying? AJ said.


  Moroha began to selfishly object her as he trembled.


  – B-but, if I really looked like that, then isn’t strange that Angela-san came running? Watching me attentively while feeling relieved should have been enough, right?


  – It’s the opposite, you idiot. It’s precisely because I saw that the moment you were hit by Bernard――*ahem*, the moment when it looked like you were hit by him, that I panicked and came in no time. So no, it’s not strange.


  – Ugh….


  Moroha, who was cut in two with a single stroke, held his tongue.


  And ended up putting a terribly sullen face.


  The no-more-than-a-spectator AJ stared at his face as she grinned.


  He was annoyed by her.


  So he dropped his sullen face and,


  – I once again keenly felt the kindness of Angela-san.


  He said, having a nonchalant face.


  The model that floated in his brain was Shizuno.


  – Ah…?


  He was threatened by AJ but continued as if nothing happened.


  – Because that’s how it is, isn’t it? Even though Angela-san says that she hates me here and hates me there, when things got difficult, she came running to me. I truly got that when she said『The enemy is going to attack』to me.


  – This brat…


  Angela squared her shoulders, clasped her fists and made her whole body tremble.


  She blushed from the nape of her neck to her forehead like a red liquid was poured into a graduated cylinder.


  Rather than anger, it was probably because of the shyness that she was exposed to these embarrassing lines of his.


  And to such AJ,


  – Angela-san isn’t good at showing affection, is she?


  Moroha finished her off with a sweet smile.


  And she retaliated.


  – Forget about it, right noooooooooooooow!


  A tightly clenched fist of AJ flew all of a sudden.


  Moroha bent a knee and dodged it by bending his upper body to the back nimbly.


  – Don’t avoid it!


  – Don’t ask for the impossible please.


  – I’ll absolutely won’t forget this very day!


  – Ahaha, isn’t today the first time you’ve faced me as you are?


  – Ugaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahh!


  AJ performed a knifehand strike like she mowed him down horizontally with a furious facial expression.


  Moroha dodged it by bending his upper body once again.


  However――he heard a small cutting sound.


  A part of Moroha’s bangs fell gently.


  – Wh-wh-what did you do just now?


  This obviously left him stunned.


  – It was Keikoku. Be grateful.


  AJ, who stopped violence and felt a bit relieved with the look of the amazed Moroha, glared at him as she folded her arms.


  By the way, Keikoku was a super-high rank technique that transformed one’s prana into one’s source shape.*


  *TN: Shape is the furigana reading for phenomenon.


  Apparently AJ’s source was a sharp edged tool.


  Onee-san was about to lose her temper.


  – Next time, I’ll cut your neck.


  – What a scary person you are…


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders as he thought I better not make her angry anymore.


  Though it was such a light thought he forgot about it right away.


  – I’ll forgive you if you reflect on it. Let’s get out of here fast. The cold on the bridge is――*achoo*.


  AJ, who gave orders as she trembled with her arms folded, sneezed opportunely.


  (Oh, that was a cute sneeze…)


  If he were to blurt that out, his carotid artery would likely be cut, so he consented with「Shall we move?」


  He stood up and lifted up the giant body of Bernard with his shoulder.


  Then, AJ also shouldered the other side very naturally.


  Moroha made his eyes blink in surprise.


  – What?


  AJ asked bluntly while her cheeks were still red.


  Around 10 teasing words immediately came to Moroha’s mind, but.


  – I appreciate it. And thank you again for coming.


  Those were the words that spontaneously rushed out from his mouth.


  Chapter 3 - Haimura Moroha’s war methods


  Her irritation hadn’t calm down.


  AJ smacked her lips many times.


  Even though she had decided she would absolutely not chatter pointlessly, she ended up getting along a bit well with Moroha unintentionally.


  Even though she intended to not be involved in that war of his, she ended up going to see the battles of Moroha unintentionally.


  Even though she felt she had nothing to do with what that idiot was doing, she ended up appearing all of a sudden when Moroha was attacked unintentionally.


  She was truly sick of that naivety of his.


  She got angry as she made a phone call with her cell phone.


  She checked her surroundings to make sure no one was watching her.


  – Hello? It’s me.


  AJ talked to someone on the other side of the phone call with an arrogant tone of voice.


  – Yes, we’re still in Vladivostok. That monster beat up the branch head a moment ago. We’re going to listen to what that branch head has to say.


  The other party of the phone call wanted Moroha’s information in secrecy.


  AJ was like a spy that transmitted so.


  Doing something like making friends with Moroha wasn’t an act worthy of herself.


  When she thought that this would probably become a problem for that cheeky brat, her heart felt refreshed.


  Her irritation finally subsided.


  However――the person on the other end was a detestable guy for AJ.


  That was why her way of talking was so rough.


  – Huh? What will happen to that branch head? I don’t know. That’s entirely up to Moroha’s mind. Huh? That I stop him? Give me a break. Our agreement was only about transmitting Haimura’s actions to you in detail, wasn’t it? I have no obligation to risk my life. Hmm, if you’re worried about the fate of branch head-sama, then coming to stop Moroha would be the best, don’t you think? Well, if you can.


  A voice of protest was heard from the other side of the phone, but that was of no concern to AJ. Since she shouted out the information of Moroha, the ones who would weaken would be them.


  The one who had a strong position was her.


  – At any rate, we’re going to board the train at 15:30 tomorrow. I’ll contact you when details are decided again.


  Because she told exactly what they needed, she was able to end the call arbitrarily.


  If she were to have a very long phone call, it would be suspicious for Moroha.


  – Hmm. No matter where I put my eyes on, I realize there’s nothing but annoying guys around me.


  AJ, who felt annoyed as she stared intensely at the cell phone, decided to go back where Moroha was.


   


  There was a wide storehouse district in the port-city of Vladivostok.


  An aged and messy corner with an impression as if it had been removed from the APEC joint redevelopment plan and left behind for decades.


  Because the night was gloomy and had an eerie feeling, no people were there. Even security officers were practically not found.


  It was a large and shabby grain warehouse in a corner of such deserted place that AJ brought in the verge-of-death Bernard in the stolen Pajero.


  Moroha said he would heal Bernard with Dark Arts, so AJ, in the meantime, decided to patrol the surroundings. If this was expressed as it was, that this was an abduction and confinement on top of an assault, and this was discovered by anyone, it would be very complicated for them. So, she checked up the entire vicinity diligently and earnestly.


  It was during that time that she contacted a certain person with her cell phone and informed them about Moroha’s actions.


  She patrolled for nearly one hour, and when she confirmed there was no one, to the point it was very creepy, she returned to the warehouse.


  Moroha noticed the presence of AJ and,


  – Any news?


  – It felt like a ghost town.


  – Then it’s okay to make some noise without hesitation.


  Moroha brazenly said something disturbing with a cute face.


  – What about his treatment?


  – This guy still has a bit of toughness in him, doesn’t he?


  AJ, who heard Moroha’s report, saw the condition of Bernard.


  The giant laid on his back on the bare concrete floor.


  Certainly, he had recovered from a「dying condition」to a「slightly burned」.


  His whole body was covered with orange prana that rustled like ripples.


  Despite being unconscious, he was healing himself with Naikatsutsuu. And with an extraordinary resilience.


  – He has so much vigor that he doesn’t need my Healing the Scars.


  – I see… wouldn’t this mean that his self-regenerative ability exceeds my lord’s…?


  – I know right? It’s at an incredible level.


  Would this be a man one couldn’t kill if one were to try?


  Not so much, if one were to crush his heart and brain, he would die.


  AJ reappraised Moroha and Bernard at the same time. They were the owners of simple and yet very useful characteristics.


  – He will open his eyes at any moment.


  And――as the medical opinion of Moroha said, Bernard soon opened his eyelids slowly.


  He looked at AJ with an absentminded expression, then looked at Moroha and came to his senses suddenly.


  He straightened up by reflex like a spring action.


  – Sorry. But don’t move any more than that.


  Moroha thrust a sword that he manifested in an instant at his throat.


  The sword blade wore a cold brilliance of prana, showing that threat with eloquence above all else.


  It didn’t matter how much of a great Light Savior in terms of defense Bernard was, he didn’t have the technique to defend against it unarmed.


  And so, it was sad to say that for this man, who wasn’t blessed with speed, stealing Moroha’s chance and run away was impossible.


  – I… I…


  Even the experienced-in-battles Bernard seemed to understand such a simple reason, so he didn’t resist despite looking frustrated.


  However, he kept his cool and,


  – Unfortunately, I don’t know the whereabouts of Her Majesty Lightning Empress. And even if I were to know about it, I would absolutely not tell you. Now, whether you’re disappointed or angry, kill me quickly.


  He even showed a bold smile.


  He closed his eyes calmly with a gracious becoming of a warrior.


  – Do you really don’t know?


  – I don’t. If you think I’m lying, you can catch other guys and get information out of them. Would you like me to tell you the whereabouts of the guys who wouldn’t have a problem at all saying what’s not in their mind for Her Majesty Lightning Empress even if they have to die?


  – I give up…


  Moroha, who heard him from beginning to end, scratched his head with his left hand.


  AJ was startled.


  – Hey, do you believe what this guy’s saying!? This is the way of living of the ones who don’t want to talk!


  – Well, I think he really doesn’t know. Rather, I slightly felt that this was the case.


  – Are you serious…?


  That wasn’t what she heard. AJ was astonished.


  – Because, please think about it. If the guys who know her whereabouts are all over, wouldn’t it imply that the meaning of “moving from place to place” and the meaning of “hiding” are halved?


  – Are you saying what if everyone knows about it!? This guy is a leader, isn’t he?


  –  Lightning Empress is distrustful to the extent she doesn’t believe in her subordinates, am I right?


  – Well…


  AJ was full of objections. Indeed, his words didn’t sound so off. As she wandered so, she looked towards Bernard.


  – I was unable to get the trust of Her Majesty Lightning Empress, I just feel ashamed of my own worthlessness.


  Bernard groaned, sounding unsatisfied from the bottom of his heart.


  AJ had no choice but to cover her forehead.


  – What do we do? It doesn’t make sense that we had caught this guy then.


  – I wouldn’t say so.


  Moroha said plainly, as expected of someone who boasted what he had hypothesized previously.


  – You’re such a conceited guy…. So, will you go and show me what you’ve got?


  AJ taunted him, looking displeased, and Moroha nodded in a way without caring about it at all. Then, he turned cold eyes to Bernard and,


  – Even if you don’t know where Lightning Empress is, you do have a way to contact her, right?


  – … I see. It’s not what we wanted but we’re still there.


  AJ looked towards Bernard as she thought so.


  – ……


  As soon as that happened, Bernard shut his mouth very tight, he had took the silence for granted.


  He wasn’t going to talk even if he was killed――that was the silent drive that could be surmised from his expression.


  – What are you going to do, Haimura? This guy can’t be dealt with by ordinary means.


  – That’s why I told you to think about it.


  Moroha took over it relaxed and addressed Bernard in a friendly tone of voice.


  – Hey, don’t hasten to your death, alright? I have a proposal.


  – ……


  Bernard didn’t meet his eyes. He showed an “I’m not listening” attitude. But Moroha continued anyways.


  – Don’t you want to report to Lightning Empress that I came to have a war in Russia?


  AJ nodded,


  – I see, so that’s what you had in hand――the hell are you thinking about!?


  She immediately opened her eyes wide in surprise and rammed into him with all her strength.


  Nevertheless, Moroha ignored her completely and continued making an outrageous proposition deadly serious.


  – Since I’m making no progress with you, I’m going to talk to the branch head of Khabarovsk. So, can you tell me about them?


  – Wait wait wait! Think veeery well about it, Haimura! I mean, there’s only one advantage for your unaided brutality that marched into Russia. It’s easy to do cover actions, but you can only attack under the cover of darkness in days like today. And yet, abandoning your own advantage is the pinnacle of stupidity, you fool!


  AJ desperately exhausted her vocabulary, trying to persuade Moroha.


  – It’s all right. Please look.


  Despite this, this guy ignored me quite indifferently! Get it already! AJ became angry.


  – … What are you scheming?


  Bernard also took a bare attitude of suspicion. A natural reaction.


  However, Moroha brazenly,


  – It’s not something to the degree of scheming though. If Lightning Empress knows that I came, then wouldn’t she come to kill me nonchalantly? In that case, it would save me the trouble of finding her whereabouts.


  – That’s so foolish…. There is no way that Her Majesty Lightning Empress would be bothered because of someone like you. You’re treating Russia with contempt. You will end up regretting it when you receive the all-out attack of the fearless fighters like kiraboshi.


  *TN: Kiraboshi means “glittering stars”.


  – But I won’t know unless I give it a try?


  Moroha, who smiled daringly, and Bernard, who was filled with silent anger, glared at each other for a moment.


  (This guy is absolutely cheeky….)


  AJ felt that her irritation was calming down little by little as she looked at the face in profile of Moroha.


  How should I put it…? I don’t dislike him. A man that is wild just like him.


  She kept watching attentively without saying anything.


  Eventually――


  – Can I truly report to her?


  Bernard had a grim look on his face, he was extremely cautious.


  – Won’t you be at a disadvantage if I give all the information about you?


  – Please do so?


  – … I have my cell phone in my car. Can you get it for me?


  –  Ah, the one we confiscated.


  AJ took out the cell phone made by Vimpelcom co.


  Prompted by Moroha, it returned to its owner.


  Bernard started to type a mail instead of doing a phone call.


  Moreover, it was a long piece of writing. It took time.


  Moroha had no concern at all because it was his intention that he made a report as much as he wanted. He stole it while he was typing all of a sudden, a conduct as if confirming the contents of the email.


  AJ ended up feeling anxious.


  – It’s done. Don’t thank me.


  Bernard took a breath and crushed the cell phone in very small pieces with Strength.


  A splendid destruction-of-evidence style.


  – Thank you.


  Moroha thanked him, but AJ, contrary to him, seemed to lose heart.


  – Idiot. Don’t go saying such idiotic things because you kill the tension. In the first place, this guy served his purpose already, doesn’t he? In that case, be mindful to no say something like getting along well with him.


  – I guess so.


  Moroha nodded laudably and said, turning towards Bernard.


  – You’re no longer useful to us, so can you go home?


  – I see, if you send him back home, then you won’t get used to each o――are you stuuuuuuuuuupid!?


  This guy!


  How does he really!


  How does he really dare say something like that!?


  AJ turned towards Moroha who put away his sword and rushed into him as she stamped her feet.


  – Huh…?


  As one would expect, Bernard also became speechless.


  – Hmm? Was my English weird?


  – This total idiot, your language isn’t the problem!


  AJ continued shouting at Moroha who had an even greater stupid face with a voice that came from the bottom of her core.


  – You came to have a war, no!? This is your enemy, isn’t he!? How are you going to make the best use of him if he’s going back!?


  – You mean making him a prisoner? But management is a trouble.


  – I’m saying that killing him is obvious! I! From a while ago!


  AJ said to everyone, baring her canines.


  Then Bernard groaned, without being able to hold back his laughter.


  A way of laughing that made fun of them as if saying that he experienced a welling up of emotions from the very bottom even if he tried to suppress it.


  – What’s so funny!?


  – Fufu, I ended up laughing like that. I was strangely wondering since when the famous Japanese Branch became so radical with brats like this, but that’s not the case. The Japanese are truly naïve. I’m being disdained by peace idiots, so I cannot stand it.


  – Heeey, isn’t he laughing at you, Haimura!?


  AJ grabbed Moroha’s collar and drew it near her.


  – You… you said at the restaurant during the day that if this guy didn’t confess anything, you would be willing to torture him, didn’t you!? Where did that resolution go now!?


  – That’s not what I said, did I? Angela-san said so of her own accord and consented of her own accord too, right?


  – Uh…


  AJ dug up her memory with a bitter-looking face. That was, probably true.


  – While that’s true, being treated with contempt it’s also a bother for me, I guess.


  Moroha muttered like he didn’t understand the meaning as he scratched his head with his left hand.


  – Fufu, what are you going to do if you are bothered? Will you beg with your knees on the ground so that I don’t make fun of you somehow? Fufufu, haha――


  The scorn of Bernard still felt strange.


  Then, it suddenly stopped. *Stab* ――


  A small sound coming from below interrupted him.


  AJ dropped her eyes… as she grabbed Moroha by the collar.


  The pointed end of the sword held by Moroha should have been thrust at the nape of the neck of Bernard, but it was certainly stuck into his side.


  The expression of Bernard was distorted with agony, making him remain silent.


  – Hey…? What did you do so suddenly…?


  Moroha pushed aside the bewildered eyes of AJ by looking to the side.


  Her face had changed completely.


  Her whole facial expression had crumbled down.


  – Uh… ah…


  AJ ended up separating the hand that was grabbing him by the collar reflexively.


  In the UK, Angela Johnson was nicknamed as “mad dog” and was also feared by her companions, but now, she was shocked, and stumbled after a step or two.


  Due to the ghastliness on the completely expressionless face of Moroha.


  As if she looked into the abyss instead of his vanished expression.


  (Damn… that made me remember…)


  That day, when Moroha, who crossed swords with Edward, detachedly overlooked the world from far away in the sky and put an end to it by using a demon-like Dark Art that made Edward unable to fight.


  AJ looked up the whole story from the ground without being able to run to her master in crisis and trembled violently.


  She didn’t want to remember, it was a bad memory in her chest.


  Then again, AJ couldn’t take her eyes off from the terrible look on Moroha’s face seen from the side, it made her whole body stiffen.


  Moroha looked down on Bernard with eyes filled with dreadfulness and asked indifferently as he stabbed him with the point of the sword.


  – Have you dreamt about your previous life? Do you remember it?


  Bernard protected his dignity and withstood the scream as cold sweat hung down, then replied while bearing the pain.


  – … w-what about… that…?


  – I’ve seen it. I always stand alone in the battlefield, fighting countless enemies――


  Moroha held his tongue there.


  AJ made a sound with her throat.


  Because it was transmitted to her without listening more than that.


  Because she understood when she saw the cruel eyes and the face in profile of Moroha that wore dreadfulness.


   


  Fighting against countless enemies――


  Killing and killing countlessly of them――


   


  – Japanese are naïve? Peace idiots? What on earth are you talking about?


  Facial expression returned to Moroha’s face.


  He raised his cheeks with cruelty.


  – Wouldn’t the point be that you’re growing senile instead?


  The bold Bernard lost the color of his face.


  His big body now looked way smaller than Moroha’s.


  Moroha pulled out the sword, blood began to overflow from the wound. Bernard even forgot that it could be closed up with Naikatsutsuu. Blood continued to overflow from the wound of the man who had healed himself even though he had lost consciousness.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  – You measure the opponent on your own gauge and scorn them as you please. That’s so tepid and the very reason you can’t win against me.


  Moroha said all he had to say while Bernard couldn’t even return a single word.


  Those words also hit AJ.


  When she fought against Moroha and the others in Japan, she fixed upon them who were barely awakened students without doubting her strength, and belittled them. However, she was struck by an incantation by the disdained Moroha who could use both Light Techniques and Dark Arts and who was also no more than a “Jack of all trades and master of none” ; she couldn’t pierce completely the defenses of Satsuki and Shizuno that couldn’t be considered something like D-Rank.


  If she had known that Moroha could use incantations, she wouldn’t have allowed Edward to have such a dangerous one-to-one fight. If she had known that Satsuki and Shizuno could do that much, she would have brought more subordinates.


  It was as Moroha said, this disposition would lose before fighting.


  That was the same for Bernard. When he met Moroha alone, he should have escaped.


  Even the person in question seemed to fully realize.


  He grinded his teeth out of anger as if chewing thoroughly so, lying face down.


  – Did I enlighten you enough?


  Moroha kicked his muzzle into the air with his toes.


  Bernard’s head jumped up moments later and fell down in the same way.


  His large nuisance body had the shape of the character 大.


  And fainted with his eyes opened wide.


  That shouldn’t have been a strong kick because his nose wasn’t broken and there was no blood coming out. However, he probably fainted due to the Light Technique Saturn that mowed consciousness.


  – Shall we get going?


  Moroha had a carefree smile.


  AJ suddenly couldn’t reply. She couldn’t keep up with his sudden change.


  She fixedly stared at him, wondering if this guy was truly the very same person who stabbed Bernard.


  – Is there something on my face?


  Moroha came out of the warehouse quickly as he tilted his head to the side.


  He wasn’t joking, Bernard seemed to be left alive. He showed no regret, he looked quite indifferent.


  AJ looked back at Bernard many times as she followed Moroha helplessly.


  His fainted look as he bit his tongue looked mortifying, it made a terribly lasting impression.


   


  They went back on foot to the hotel.


  Moroha was humming unconcernedly.


  His nerves couldn’t be understood by AJ.


  – Hey… what was with that attitude of yours minutes ago…


  AJ glared at the back of Moroha who walked first and who looked like he walked leisurely with half-opened eyes.


  I was scared! I was startled! 


  ――But she wouldn’t say anything no matter what.


  – An acting, it was an acting. I didn’t want to be treated with contempt.


  Moroha stopped his feet, turned around and smiled radiantly.


  – … You’re a great actor.


  AJ was sarcastic, but that wasn’t transmitted with her tone of voice.


  – Tell me. Why did you make him report you? Why did you keep him alive? Why is that it’s not good to be treated with contempt?


  – There are various reasons, but… well, the best reason is the one I said before. Since we don’t know Lightning Empress’s whereabouts, it’s faster to make her come for me, don’t you think?


  – I don’t get it. These aren’t Bernard’s words, but I don’t think Lightning Empress will get off her backside.


  – She will――


  Moroha moved his head to the left and right full of confidence.


   


  – ――Because I’ll beat the branch heads one after another.


   


  Cold sweat gushed out from the whole body of AJ.


  – … Don’t tell such a preposterous thing as if it were extremely easy.


  – It’s not easy. This is the only way to do it because it’s the fastest one.


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders.


  But AJ who heard so thought deep down.


  ((This guy may do it…)


  Bernard was factually strong.


  He defeated such a warrior easily and ended him by breaking even his mind.


  If it’s Haimura Moroha.


  – … But will that really lure her out? Lightning Empress doesn’t think of her subordinates as subordinates. She always abandons those who suffered damage by someone.


  – She abandons her subordinates, but she’s not going to overlook me.


  – What do you mean?


  – To put it simply――she’s strong and also famous at the White Knight Organization, isn’t she?


  – Huh…? That’s because it’s an ability-based organization.


  AJ nodded as she thought with suspicion.


  Powerful Saviors were revered by their surroundings.


  They wouldn’t listen to the orders of those who weren’t strong.


  Namely「being recognized by the one’s surroundings as very strong」was nothing but the authority and power of the White Knight Organization.


  – So, first I have to prove that I’m stronger than any of the Russian leaders.


  Moroha declared with a fearless expression.


  – If I defeat 5 or 10 of them, then everyone should have no choice but to acknowledge me. They should realize that Lightning Empress isn’t the only one who’s terrifying. When that happens, what will it be of Lightning Empress’s authority? Will it shake as it should? That’s why I’m going to destroy Lightning Empress’s political power from the base.


  AJ caught her breath.


  Certainly. Certainly it was.


  – … It’s highly unlikely that Lightning Empress can let pass how you’ve acted. The Empire would surely collapse, especially if there are rumors saying that she’s running around, trying to escape from you. Sooner or later, the governor herself will have to come and choke the life out of you, huh.


  – My plan can successfully lure her out, don’t you agree?


  Moroha wanted her approval, but AJ just became disappointed, and sunk into silence.


  She made her mouth have the form of the character “へ”and glared at him with disgusted-looking eyes.


  Then, after she lamented,


  – When I think “what the hell you’re going to do?”, you have the guts to come up with something outrageous. The joke of a brat saying something like “war” which resulted to be too much, abandons it on the way and goes home, and yet.


  She attacked him with abusive language.


  Actually, she thought「This guy can probably end up doing something」before she came to Russia, but she had resentment to say so honestly.


  – Ahaha, Angela-san laid her fangs bare.


  But Moroha wasn’t worried about it, he laughed it off cheerfully.


  – It’s because of a reason like that I can’t be underestimated by Bernard.


  – I got that…. But was it necessary to keep him alive? Wouldn’t it be a trouble if he joins other guys, goes back to his normal state and fights again? He’ll do this forever.


  – No, I don’t feel like he’ll contact other Russian branch heads. Because the instant he failed, his death was determined. If he were to go shamelessly, he would be purged.


  – Ah…


  In other words, whether he was left alive or killed, it was calculated that Russia would lose strength anyway.


  – It would be ideal if there was a comrade of his, a person that sheltered him and this guy advertised『Haimura Moroha is scary』though. Well, I don’t expect such a selfish thing to happen.


  Anyhow, Moroha continued as he laughed.


  – The style of Lightning Empress is “to kill immediately”. That’s why I won’t kill anyone in this war.


  – … And not because of naivety?


  – Nope. Mine is absolutely better. Angela-san will understand so soon.


  – I hope that’s the case.


  AJ hit him with abusive language, but as expected, that didn’t go through.


   


  A war without killing anyone.


   


  When she heard of such a pipe dream, she didn’t feel like laughing at all.


  When Moroha started fighting against Bernard, she never stopped being surprised by everything he did and everything he said, her senses were paralyzed.


  She bent her mouth into a “へ” character and looked up at the sky as she walked.


  The clouds had cleared up before she became aware of it.


  The nights of Vladivostok were equally to London’s, there was no person in sight and the stars were clearly visible.


  She relied on the constellations to search for the west, to look at a certain direction of England.


  (… “Jack in the box”, huh…? There’s no more fitting name for this guy)


  The person who named him as such was Edward.


  As expected of my lord, AJ was impressed by him once again.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Moroha, who continued surprising AJ with his deep thought, wasn’t an omniscient God.


  Only one thing was out of his predictions.


  Rather, it could be said that he couldn’t read through the innermost thoughts of the man called Bernard.


  After he woke up on the cold floor of the grain warehouse, Bernard returned to his private residence at full speed.


  There was a large room in the basement.


  Bernard called it “the audience room”.


  With the exception of a deep crimson carpet, there was only one furniture.


  A magnificent silver-rimmed mirror installed on the upper part of a wall.


  A large mirror that could be used to reflect the giant body of Bernard without sparing anything.


  He kneeled politely in front of it.


  He bowed his head and addressed someone with dignity.


  – It’s Bernard. Are you listening, Darko?


  Absolutely no directly-controlled subordinates or anyone else was allowed to enter into the room or be in the wide room.


  Nevertheless, there was an immediate response.


  A response through the mirror.


  『I hear you. It’s this about the last email, Bernard?』


  The voice of a young man muttered.


  Bernard, with his head still hanging down and in an immobile position,


  – Yeas. I want to report this to Your Majesty Lightning Empress directly by all means. I want to be given an audience with Your Majesty Lightning Empress.


  『You can be glad. Your Majesty has been waiting for you from not long ago』


  – Oh, what a surprise…. I don’t deserve such an honor.


  Bernard shut his eyes as if reflecting upon it.


  This means of communication was truly allowed in case of real emergency.


  It was the whimsical Lightning Empress herself who allowed this. He was prepared to be rejected.


  In the meanwhile, a strange phenomenon happened to the great mirror.


  The mirror surface that reflected the kneeled giant distorted as if oil scattered in water.


  How much did it take? 10 seconds? ――


  The disarrayed mirror surface recovered its perfect condition once again and reflected the figure of a person.


  However, what was reflected wasn’t the giant body of Bernard anymore.


  But the figure of a luxurious, beautiful woman who leant coquettishly against a splendorous, gorgeous sofa.


  She wore a bloodstained-looking, deep crimson dress, and in that posture she had, a deep valley was distinctly peeking through from her breasts that were greatly distant from each other. It seductively emphasized her voluptuousness.


  She wore an arrogant smile suitable for such a magnificent beautiful face and glared at Bernard.


  『Raise your face, Bernard. I allow it』


  She, the very master of Bernard, ordered sounding annoyed with an amorous husky voice.


  That person was Lightning Empress Vasilisa.


  – Yes!


  Bernard responded lively and raised his face, still kneeled.


  What he saw in the mirror was a reception room that concentrated luxury.


  It had an unappealing presentation, it felt like a video call was being used.


  The close aides and big leaders waited respectfully behind Vasilisa’s sofa.


  A person, one of those members, was not present.


  A man who was always blindfolded, Kondrat, wasn’t there.


  Instead of him, a half-oriental, exotic beautiful girl was in wait.


  They didn’t have a close relationship, but if they met, a conversation to the degree of coworkers would spring.


  While she was a girl with an unyielding personality, why was that she had a face like she was trying not to cry now?


  She had folded her arms as if holding her body below her ample chest, and had turned her face away, trying to not make eye contact with him.


  She was a leader just like him, she was the branch head of Yekaterinburg.


  Her name was Katya Eschkevna Honda.


  (Why is she near Her Majesty? Did she get promoted instead of Kondrat?)


  Bernard asked himself and immediately self-replied “no”.


  (Maybe Her Majesty is now staying in Yekaterinburg?)


  He had never heard that Katia wanted to stand high in Her Majesty’s favor and trust, so that would explain it adequately.


  Together with that, he felt relieved.


  Yekaterinburg was far from Vladivostok.


  Even if Haimura Moroha were able to head there without hesitation, it would take him several days.


  In the meanwhile, the Empire would be able to formulate a perfect counter-attack.


  When Bernard turned his head quickly, Vasilisa commanded, sounding annoyed.


  『Greetings are unnecessary. Go straight to the point. I’m sleepy, you know?』


  – Y-Yes!


  Bernard obeyed respectfully and replied.


  – Although I already reported this to the throne by email――


  Bernard spoke verbally about the person named Haimura Moroha again.


  That he was able to use Light Techniques and Dark Arts at the same time, and how terrible it was that he changed them at will in combat.


  In addition to how powerful the prana and mana themselves were.


  Was he an enemy that would attack and take care of the A-Rank Saviors that Russia was so proud of without stint?


  – A brave enemy who should never, never be looked down on.


  He emphasized as he thought back upon the terrible, angry expression of Moroha he saw in the grain warehouse.


  – These are the grumblings of a loser after all.


  Bernard heard slanders revealed with low voices by the close aides, but those didn’t worry his thoughts.


  It was fine if a person walked along the wise Her Majesty Lightning Empress.


  And so, in order to fulfill his last loyalty, he pressed one hand and one knee against the floor and petitioned, throwing out his chest.


  – I was defeated by Haimura. And so, I shamelessly exposed myself to ridicule. Originally, under Russian law, I should commit suicide by the sword immediately. That is the loyalty I shall offer to Your Majesty Lightning Empress. However, I daringly beg you to ignore that. At any rate, if my life will end, then it will end by sacrificing myself in order to kill Haimura next time. Forgiveness is unneeded. I want you to grant this Bernard the imperial command to be part of the vanguard of Haimura counter-attack network.


  He risked his life with that wish.


  Bernard reported to the throne with a sincerity out of this world.


  As it was expected, Vasilisa was――


  Hiding her mouth with a folding fan as she yawned like when one listened to a lullaby.


  Then she stifled the yawn and,


  『I won’t』


  The folding fan was thrust at Bernard in the mirror.


  Vasilisa’s reply was clear and concise.


  『I don’t tolerate failure. Die. There are no exceptions』


  – Guh…


  His report to the throne was dismissed.


  Bernard reflexively bit his lips to the point blood came out.


  However, he was also resolved for this.


  Since it had come to this, there was another way in order to fulfill his last loyalty.


  He stopped biting his lips and smiled open-heartedly.


  He finally noticed the gaze of Katya who turned her eyes towards himself unexpectedly.


  (Why didn’t he escape?)


  The pouting-looking, blaming-looking eyes of hers seemed to say.


  “If you had ran when you were defeated, then you wouldn’t have to die”.


  (I’ll tell him that now)


  Bernard threw out his chest again and stood up bravely.


  He readied a thing he fetched before coming to the audience room.


  A spare glass shield.


  『Bernard, control yourself!』


  『He stood up without permission!』


  『You’re being disrespectful in front of Her Majesty!』


  Angry roars of criticism immediately flew from the close aides, but Bernard didn’t listen to them as expected.


  The only thing he considered was Vasilisa, to whom he devoted his loyalty.


  This was his last performance to the master who folded and unfolded the folding fan as she got irritated.


   


  – Haimura Moroha’s Lightning Helix could not kill me.


   


  *Closed aggressively*, Vasilisa closed the folding fan.


  『Ho! Hohoho, ho, ho, ho, ho! Everybody heard it, no? That is splendid indeed, no?』


  She started to laugh charmingly.


  The intention of his words were properly transmitted to her, who was wise.


  『I understand your loyalty very well. I’ll use your life to my heart’s content, alright?』


  – I am extremely delighted.


  『Well, it’s justice』


  That was a farewell.


  A finger of Vasilisa began to put ancient magic characters into written form in the empty space in the mirror like an icefish.


  She started chanting comfortably like a requiem to bid farewell to Bernard.


  One line. Two lines. Three lines. Four lines. Five lines. Six lines――


  The written characters got even more complicated and mysterious. If it were a 6th Rank, then A-Rank users would be very limited, and even if it could be used, it would be a next-to-impossible task to do it to completion in several minutes, but Lightning Empress put it into written form easily.


  Bernard burned with prana again, held the impregnable shield and stepped firmly on the floor with both feet.


  Seven lines. Eight lines――Nine lines.


  Vasilisa finished spelling and chanting at the same time and finally hit him.


  An instant.


  The huge magic characters drawn in the empty space sparked, giving off sparks.


  The brilliance produced felt several times higher than the hundred thunderclaps created by Moroha.


  Hard blue light gathered and twisted like a string made from twisted paper and formed a thick current.


  And turned into a monster.


  Vasilisa gave birth to a blue lightning dragon.


  It raised a roar named thunder and rampaged.


  The power that destroyed everything was released only to attack Bernard.


  The blue dragon charged as it ran through the air, flashing, undulating.


  Through the mirror――no, from Yekaterinburg to Vladivostok¸ it swooped down on Bernard transcending the concept of space.*


  *TN: Yekaterinburg and Vladivostok are furigana readings for “the other side of the mirror” and “this side of the mirror” respectively.


   


  The French Division had concluded that the research of Dark Arts was the most popular, it was a stated fact.


  The Dark Arts, which started from 1st Rank, existed only up to 9th Rank.


  It was out of common sense beyond that point. A 13th Rank was――nothing but an incantation.*


  *TN: This “incantation”, as every other word “incantation” used by me in previous chapters, it’s formed by 2 kanji that indeed form charm/incantation/spell. However, if read separately, it can be read as “prohibited spell”.


  Therefore, all Dark Saviors should aim for the ninth.


  Those who reached seventh were less than ten.


  The person who learned an eighth one was one, Lightning Empress.


  And that power balance was broken in succession by two Saviors tonight.


  Moroha became the second person who used an eighth one,


  And now, the Dark Art that released Vasilisa was undoubtedly a ninth one.


  Later on, the White Knight Organization would name it.


   


  The Origin of Vasilisa, Lightning Dragon.


   


  The fangs of the lightning dragon approaching before his eyes were so dazzling they were difficult to see.


  Bernard was so delighted he seemed he ended up becoming strange.


  There it is….


  There it is!


  “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa Yurievna Mostovaya! 


  This mana will end up being seen by Haimura Moroha, a man that is「the Jack of all trades and master of none」! The most profound of the Dark Arts!


  He was glad to serve this lady.


  He was glad this lady could use his life for this reason.


  He returned to a childlike innocence and shouted in delight from the bottom of his heart.


  – Hurraaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!*


  *TN: The first part of the scream is the furigana reading for “Glory to Her Highness Lightning Empress”.


  Be delighted!


  Be delighted!


  Be delighted!


  Bernard was filled with supreme bliss until the moment he was swallowed deeply by the blue lightning dragon, his impregnable shield was bitten and destroyed and lastly he became scraps of seaweed of light.


   


  And then, on the other side of the mirror――


  Katya, the branch head of Yekaterinburg, averted her gaze from the execution done in front of her,


  She couldn’t see such a repulsive scene.


  (Bernard… you’re a stupid man…)


  Even though she cursed him in her mind, sadness was greater than disgust.


  With the exception of offering a fanatic loyalty to Lightning Empress, Bernard was, was… a hero with very good feelings.


  His brokenness was somewhat the less objectionable in the Russian Division full of broken guys.


  He was truly a reliable fellow who protected his motherland from the metaphysical, and yet.


  (A valuable person died again)


  It was very regrettable.


  It was absolutely irritating. Therefore, she averted her gaze.


  If she were to look at Vasilisa in the eyes, she surely wouldn’t be saved from her disrespect.


  (Fuu…)


  Without making her emotions be highly worked up, Katya thought about something practical as much as possible and decided to sort her feelings.


  She pretended to be dazzled because of the blue lightning dragon and turned her face away to Vasilisa,


  – Haimura has made a declaration of war against us, Russia, but since this is an aggression done by the Japanese Division, should we consider him as the vanguard?


  – Let’s see… I don’t think that the nothing-but-cowardly Japanese Division has the guts for this… you know? Wouldn’t this probably mean that Haimura has become desperate?


  Vasilisa hid her mouth with the folding fan and laughed in a stifled manner.


  Her close aides approved immediately.


  – Kuhahahaha! He has gone too far that it will bounce back at him!


  – Perhaps he’s out of his mind because “man-eater” gave him judgment?


  – And maybe he saw the opportunity to kill Her Majesty Lightning Empress with that momentum and take over Russia…? He’s stupid.


  – The brat was worshipped as an S-Rank, so maybe he’s getting worried now that he reached an elevated place just like Her Majesty. Hmmm.


  – What a presumption of his! And arrogance! And disrespect!


  – He can only regret this misunderstanding being buried in the ground.


  No one doubted the thinking of Lightning Empress.


  Or tried to think for themselves on purpose.


  Katya meditated as she looked at such crafty courtier with cold feelings.


  (Certainly, this is the situation one gets when one thinks about the arbitrary actions of Haimura. That’s okay. But the question is why Haimura thought of such an absurd thing like going to war alone…)
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  She analyzed it from multiple angles, but she couldn’t come to a conclusion.


  (Is he really just a fool? Or is this a big thing that the thinking of ordinary people can’t reach …?)


  Her interest welled up all of a sudden.


  Towards the man called Haimura Moroha.


  Katya raised the following question as she decided that she would try to investigate him on her own later.


  – According to Bernard’s report, Haimura pretends to crush Khabarovsk next, so should we send a notification to that branch office?


  – Who’s the guy I left Khabarovsk to?


  – Bulat, Your Majesty Lightning Empress.


  A muffled voice resonated faster than Katya could reply the question.


  It was Darko’s voice, one of the close aids.


  A short young man dressed in a strange outfit.


  He was entirely and absolutely covered with a cloth, just two holes were made so his eyes could peek through it.


  Every time she saw his appearance, Katya recalled the「Teru teru bouzu」that her Japanese father suspended by the window on rainy days of her childhood.*


  *TN: Teru teru bouzu is a paper doll to which children pray for fine weather.


  – Bulat has already been made to wait in front of the “mirror”. Is it possible that the beautiful voice of Your Majesty Lightning Empress give him an order?


  Darko said so and bent at the waist next to the big mirror hanging on a wall of the room.


  This large mirror was a magic mirror made by Darko’s Dark Arts.


  A large mirror was installed in the private residence of all branch office heads, including Katya.


  Darko was a magic user who transcended space, he connected mirrors with mirrors.


  He had a The Origin similar to the soundly famous Japanese “Shimon Mari”.*


  *TN: Shimon Mari is the furigana reading for “witch of gates”.


  When this magic mirror was connected to another magic mirror, all inorganic substances could be sent bi-directionally.


  If light and sound was sent, then it was possible to use them like a video call. Not only that, they could be used to attack the other side with Dark Arts like Vasilisa did moments ago.


  If people could be sent, this wide Russian movement would have been easier, but unfortunately that was impossible because people are organic matter.


  – If the voice has encouraging words of Your Majesty, there is no doubt that Bulat will be encouraged by it and he won’t hesitate to push forward to subjugate Haimura without minding his life.


  – That may be…


  Vasilisa contemplated as she was satisfied with the virtue of preparation of her subordinate.


  – No, that won’t happen.


  However, she yawned immediately and rejected it plainly.


  – Are you saying that… it’s not good to notify Bulat about Haimura?


  Katya wondered strangely and confirmed.


  – Hoho, if we tell Bulat that an S-Rank came to attack him, wouldn’t he just run away, tucking his tail between his legs?


  – ……


  When it came to Bulat, those words did have some true in them. Nevertheless….


  The cold-hearted judgment of Vasilisa who didn’t consider her subordinates as subordinates.


  Katya felt sick again.


  – Haimura will aim for the branch offices of Chitá and Ulán-Udé after Khabarovsk, correct?


  – Well, as long as he doesn’t know my whereabouts, that’s the only thing he can do. Don’t you agree?


  – In that case, should we head there?


  – The same as before. Don’t say anything. … Oh, that’s right. The guy with some grit was Dmitri from Irkutsk, yes? Tell him only. To get the achievement of defeating Haimura. I should expect that he takes at least an arm with him, hohohohoho.


  – All the east except Siberia will be abandoned!?


  – Hoho, anyway, even if I order them to encamp to siege Haimura from this moment, they won’t be in time for it.


  Even though they had lost Bernard, this meant four more branch office heads would be sacrificed.


  Even though Russia had a huge number of talented people, how many of them was she…?


  The power and status of the leaders, who were made to fight in something similar to hell as they were commanded by Vasilisa, were earned in exchange for surviving from a verge-of-death condition while also being startled of being purged because not even a single mistake was allowed.


  But also they were blood crystals.


  Carelessly and easily tossed.


  (From this woman’s point of view, we are… tools that have somewhat good usability at best, but that doesn’t mean she has no choice but to discard tools with no value)


  Katya couldn’t help but feel indignation.


  – As expected of Your Majesty Lightning Empress! That is a good idea!


  – In the meantime, the “Haimura interception network” with the people that remains.


  – Let’s get them to prevent Haimura from leaving to buy some time.


  – Yes, let’s have a decisive battle in west Siberia!


  The close aides, including Darko, praised highly the cruel plan of Vasilisa unanimously.


  All of these guys weren’t fanatical like Bernard. They were scared, they just obeyed. They were a self-interested lot that, if they wanted, would take care of the leftovers as well.


  – Hohohohohohohoho.


  Vasilisa listened to such excessive flattery and laughed very pleasantly with good humor.


  A laughter impossible to listen to, they wanted to plug their ears. Katya felt uncomfortable that her own house, which was swept clean every day, was slowly being contaminated.


  She endured it as her body trembled.


  (Still, these guys are comrades who protect their motherland…. That’s for sure…)


  She told herself so many times as if reciting a spell in her chest.


  If she weren’t to believe so, she wouldn’t be able to stand there.


   


  And so, it only took nine days for the last line that believed in Lightning Empress to be betrayed.


  Chapter 4 - Travelling in Siberia


  The Siberian Railway.


  The so- called aorta that connected the long country from east to west.


  A railway of a scale unthinkable in Japan, it travelled over 9,000 kilometers from Vladivostok to the capital Moscow in the course of seven to eight days.


  On September 13, the day after he crossed weapons with Bernard, Moroha boarded the Siberian Railway「Russia」with AJ.


  The first schedule of his trip was to visit Khabarovsk, then Chitá… and each major city where a branch office was established to bring the office heads down one by one.


  Although he wasn’t that familiar with the history of the Siberian Railway, the darkened body of「Russia」that came to the platform of Vladivostok Station seemed to tell the length of the years it kept running. Its coloring was the same as the Flag of Russia: white, blue and red. The simplicity and elegance of design of the deformed route map drawn on the side of the train looked quite stylish to Moroha. The people who were able to see the state of「Russia」 travelling when it was just newly made were undoubtedly happy. That must have been an exciting sight for sure.


  The interior was considerably tattered, but the charm of travelling could be felt anyways.


  When AJ presented the tickets, the female conductor guided them to a first-class cabin.


  A room in which they would spend the night until they arrived in Khabarovsk tomorrow morning.


  But when they opened it, they were surprised.


  It was a compartment room for two people, but it was considerably small than what they had heard beforehand….


  There were seats-cum-beds facing each other to the left and right, there was a space to drop their feet between them, but even if all of that was added, it wouldn’t be bigger than a king bed.


  If they extended their hands, they would end up being able to hold even the waist of the person sleeping on the bed next to them according to their sense of distance.


  Rather, one would say that the situation was a bit better than sleeping together in a kotatsu.


  (I’m going to spend the night in this place? With Angela-san?)


  He ended up being dumbfounded. As an adolescent boy.


  – Enter quickly, you dullard.


  He was kicked in!


  Moroha glared at AJ when he reclined on the seat of one side with a falling beat.*


  *TN: AJ is the furigana reading for “culprit”.


  – Huh. Sorry for being so slow.


  AJ closed the door of the cabin with a bang after she put the hand baggage on the top shelf.


  The reproachful eyes of Moroha weakened.


  AJ sat down on the opposing seat rudely and grimaced because they were too close.


  Moroha sat facing her, but it seemed that their legs would touch each other if they were careless.


  – Are we seriously going to be in such a narrow space just the two of us?


  – What? Are you saying that you wanted to use this whole room yourself? Are you an extravagant guy or something?


  – No, I didn’t mean that. We are a man and a woman, aren’t we?


  – Humph, don’t make me laugh. Since when did a boy like you fall into the category of a man?


  I don’t give a damn about you, AJ laughed mockingly and showily.


  – But Angela-san is a splendid woman, isn’t she? I don’t feel that I can sleep…


  When Moroha felt exhausted, AJ was completely delighted.


  As if to say that the defeated face of Moroha was her favorite food. Furthermore, she put an evil look full of pride on her face,


  – If you like, do I hug you so you can sleep? Will Moroha-chan fall asleep if I change to a pillow〜? Are you missing Japan already〜?


  She grinned, making fun of him.


  – Oh, can I do so? Alright then, I avail myself of your kind offer tonight.


  – Don’t take it seriously you horny braaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat!


  AJ screamed as she clung to the wall.


  Even though her pride was at its peak until just a second ago.


  (Look, even Angela-san is embarrassed)


  Moroha decided to take revenge without hesitation, but he couldn’t feel delighted with it.


  – You better don’t cross that line. I’ll kill you if you come.


  AJ, who was completely startled and extremely alert, drew an imaginary boundary line between the beds.


  Was she a child?


  – How are we going to change clothes?


  – Turning our backs on each other and plugging our ears is enough, right? I’ll kill you if you see me or listen to me.


  – But it’s narrow.


  Moroha hung his head, heartbroken.


  However, since this was the way of travelling of the Siberian Railway, it couldn’t be helped. As AJ said, he didn’t want to waste money like using a double room alone.


  When he thought so, he finally could maintain his composure.


  Or rather, he gave up.


  On the other hand, AJ was still at her wits’ end with her eyes looking up,


  – I-I’ll tell you this: my body, from a single hair to one of my nails, everything belongs to my lord. If you do something strange, your tongue will be immediately――


  – Bitten? That is an old-fashioned thing to say, don’t you think?


  – ――your tongue will be immediately cut off!


  – Uwaa, that’s scary.


  Moroha trembled with fear, seeing AJ making her right hand be clad in a hard emerald-green prana similar to an edged tool.


  He imagined the moment his tongue would be cut off in a single blow with AJ’s edged tool, so he stepped back.


  – I understand, I’ll keep it in mind.


  When he swore, raising a hand in the air, AJ finally killed the dangerous prana.


  – Humph. Don’t provoke me too much!


  – No, that’s not my intention. It’s just that Angela-san’s angry face is so, so cute that I’ve been getting accustomed to it little by little lately. It’s highly addictive.


  – Why did your rotten brain spill that oooooooouuuuuuut!?


  AJ made her sword-hand be clad in the finally killed prana again and swung it, doing buzzing sounds, but Moroha kept avoiding it.


  He had a hard time because he had to dodge it just by moving his upper body as he remained sit down.


  Well, just a bit.


  – Zei… zei…


  The utterly enraged AJ threw down her body on her seat in a groggy state.


  And breathed heavily.


  – I got tired of being with you…


  (But I’m having so much fun with Angela-san)


  He said nothing because it seemed that she would cut the train and all if he were to blurt that out this time. On the other hand, AJ, who caught her breath limply,


  – It’s okay to get angry, but isn’t showing off your Mars way too much? Isn’t that like the trump card of a Shirogane?


  – Humph. It’s not necessary to hide it when my companion is you, is it?


  – Oh, me? It’s so nice that you trust in me.


  He was a bit happy.


  – W-w-w-who said something like that!?


  – Didn’t Angela-san say so just now?


  – T-t-that’s that! That was a figure of speech!


  – The figure of what?


  – My bad, it was a slip of the tongue!


  – In other words, it means that you trust in me from the bottom of your heart, hmm?


  When he spurted that out funnily, AJ stood up and grabbed him by the collar.


  She thrust at him the sword-hand in which prana was made to dwell and threatened him like a robber.


  – Tell me your trump card. What I’m saying is, the skill I revealed doesn’t mean I trust in you at all, rather, it’s the groundwork for information exchange. *


  *TN: Trump card is the furigana reading for Mars.


  She brought up an extremely forced far-fetched argument….


  – Err. It looks like I can’t use it…


  – You’re lying.


  – I’m not lying. I don’t feel the need to hide anything from my companion Angela-san.


  Moroha, who was threatened at point-blank range, recoiled.


  – I never saw, not even once, that I used Mars in my dreams.


  – You, who perfectly manipulates both Light Techniques and Dark Arts, is unable to use an Ancestral Arts…


  AJ had been glaring at the weakened Moroha with scary eyes for some time now, but in the end, she released his collar and,


  – Well, it’s because only Mars ends up being influenced by the nature of the soul. But it seems that you carelessly do an unclear interpretation of it to the phenomenon of the soul.


  – It hurts when you say it like that…


  Despite Moroha being disheartened, it saved him that AJ seemed to understand so.


  – That’s why I jealously think that being a person who can use Mars is convenient.


  Akane Academy’s Strikers had the lightning user Isurugi and the thread user Taketsuru. Both of them had troubling abilities and couldn’t be confronted straightforwardly.


  – From my point of view, I envy you because you can use Dark Arts.


  AJ voiced a different opinion as she sat down on the seat.


  Moroha objected once again.


  – Mars can be used without spelling or chanting, and I think it’s useful to use it whenever possible.


  – Even so, I’m… how should I put it? It would be nice if I had another sword, a substitute, and that it does its work.


  – That’s the opposite, no? As for the Shirogane, while their strength is awfully influenced whether they have weapons or not, isn’t their forte to fight without weapons?


  – I-I guess so…?


  AJ suddenly became modest and asked nervously.


  – I think so.


  Moroha assented greatly and stamped a seal of approval.


  – Fu… fufufu…


  AJ smiled broadly all of a sudden, appearing to not be as annoyed as he believed,


  – Weell, when I’m praised by a guy like you, I end up believing so.


  She was in an extremely good humor.


  As for Moroha, he just frankly said what he thought, he didn’t intend to exhaust his flowery words, but why does that seemed to be such a pleasant thing for AJ?


  He saw her in great delight for the first time.


  – However, Haimura. Since you don’t know how truly terrible that thing called Mars is, you can’t say so.


  She said so with her usual abusive language, but her way of speaking was soft.


  It had a friendly feeling.


  – For example?


  – Like a guy controlling gravity?


  – Uwaaa. That looks troublesome, doesn’t it?


  – I know right? Even you would struggle if you were to fight a guy like that, kukuku.


  – I’ll try to not involve myself with a scary person like that.


  – Unfortunately, that guy is Russian Savior.


  – Why are you so happy about this? You’re so mean.


  – Her name is Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov. She’s the branch office head of Novosibirsk. She has a lavish yet sweet face, but don’t be tricked by her outward appearance, kukuku.


  – … You sure know her well, don’t you? Was that also gained by the intelligence power of the British Headquarters?


  – You don’t know how easy it is to get the combat data of guys of other branches, to say nothing of their trump cards. About Yuri, she came to see our Savior training school because she wanted to enroll in it. That’s why we know. That the Russian Division also conducted an internal investigation of our country.


  That meant this year was her first year in high school.


  A branch office head at that young age――did that mean she was an A-Rank with an Isurugi-level outstanding talent?


  As expected of Russia, trouble was everywhere. *


  *TN: Russia is the furigana reading for “the worst and most sinister”.


  – But in the end, she didn’t enroll there because she’s a branch office head?


  – After she competed with third-year students at that time by pretending to study by observation and destroyed the confidence of those guys in a week, she derogatorily said『Their level is too low for me to learn』. When we thought it was an internal investigation, it was actually a demonstration of the Russian side *Gigigi*…


  Even though he couldn’t see it, AJ grinded her teeth, looking vexed.


  – … No way, are you telling me that… you’re using me so that a retaliation for that time can be done?


  – Honestly, that’s how I feel!


  – Wow, even though I believed in the provision of information that you were worried about me somehow.


  – T-t-t-t-there’s no reason for me to be worried about you!


  The moment AJ shouted in anger and her face became red, the train began to decelerate suddenly.


  When Moroha looked outside the window, they had arrived at the next station, Ugolnaya.


  Then, how much time would it take for the train to depart?


  He was talking with AJ, so he didn’t even notice it.


  And yet, he was anxious, he took out the timetable from the bag and calculated that the distance between Vladivostok and Ugolnaya was of about 40 minutes.


  Incredible, we were talking so absorbed in it? A bitter smile escaped unintentionally.


  – Hey hey, the next is a long one. Don’t worry about time all the time.


  AJ, who looked at Moroha spreading the timetable, made an irrelevant point.


  – Is that so? Then I’ll forget about it.


  But Moroha agreed as he showed a bitter smile on his face and put the timetable in the bottom of his bag.


  – M-more importantly, about the misunderstanding that I’m worried about you――


  – Will we still continue that? But Angela-san will be bothered if we don’t let it go, won’t she?


  – I-I-I-I-I’m not bothered at all.


  The train departed while they squeaked at each other.


  Whether they had a friendly chat or a quarrel, they ran at full speed to the next station without care for others.


  The journey of Moroha on the Siberian Railway began lively like that.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  However, only the beginning was lively.


  Actually, the 13-hour train trip from Vladivostok to Khabarovsk, the first place of destination.


  It took way too much time, more than what they could talk alone.


  Since they got tired of each other and the number of words spoken decreased gradually, Moroha realized keenly.


  It didn’t matter how much the scenery seen from train window advanced, it was just wetlands covered with white birch. He lost interest in it immediately.


  There was a TV in the passenger cabin, but he gave up viewing it because he couldn’t understand Russian.


  The service was unbelievably inferior judging it from Japan’s feeling of domestic travel, he was semi amazed because money was required to rent a bed sheet he needed to sleep.


  The narrowness of the room and the uncomfortableness of the seat-cum-bed felt more and more agonizing.


  On the way, every time they arrived at a station in a small town, the train stopped for a few minutes, so the passengers stretched themselves by going outside as if valuing their moment’s leisure.


  Moroha went outside to breathe in air to make his mood refresh then returned to the passenger seating.


  When he put his hand on the door knob of the compartment, he could hear AJ’s loud voice from inside.


  She kept yelling at someone with belligerence.


  (A phone call… but with whom?)


  Moroha, without being a hindrance, opened the door gently and tried to step in quietly.


  – Nuwaaah!?


  Then, the horrified AJ raised a strange voice and rapidly hid the cell phone behind her bottom.


  Moroha blinked in surprise.


  (There was no problem to continue the call though)


  He pretended he didn’t see that as he smiled wryly on the inside and sat on his seat.


  With whom was she speaking to? Why did she hide it? It would be a lie if he said it didn’t weigh on his mind, but it wasn’t a pastime of his to pry into the private stuff of other people.


  To begin with, AJ was a reliable guide dispatched by Edward, and not a spy he didn’t know whether she was an enemy or ally.


  However,


  – I-I wasn’t on a phone call.


  AJ said, becoming serious and with a bright red face.


  – Even if you’re not worried, I didn’t hear anything.


  – M-my monologues are increasing as I get older, t-that’s regrettable, isn’t it? Ah, I don’t want to be old!


  AJ continued doing clumsy excuses.


  This person truly couldn’t lie. Moroha endured what he was going to spout out.


  (This is all her fault)


  An awkward air flew into the train cabin.


  Even though the train departed, that air didn’t disappear, and since the seats were constructed in a position in which they faced each other, they inevitably met face to face.


  When Moroha thought what’s the deal with her?,


  – I-I’m going to sleep.


  AJ threw herself down, turning around in a violent manner and covered herself with a bed sheet.


  – Even when we still don’t have dinner?


  – I became sleepy all of a sudden. Now leave me alone.


  AJ became irritated and raised hell.


  And then, *growl*, the sound of her stomach rumbling was heard.


  – It wasn’t me!


  – Then who did that? A ghost?


  The poor “I didn’t do it on purpose, alright?” level timing was great, the child-like excuses done by AJ were great; Moroha ended up laughing this time.


  – Don’t be obstinate, let’s go to eat.


  He invited her as he kept the laugh ongoing without calming it down, but AJ ignored him from below the bed sheets.


  She became sulky and looked so cute because she rolled into a ball like a manju that Moroha ended up spouting out again.*


  *TN: Manju are steamed yeast buns with filling.


  – If there’s something I can get you when I get back, then I’ll go and get it.


  Moroha left his seat and left behind the obstinate-person-sulking-in-bed manju.


  – Piroshki is fine.


  – So in the end you are still hungry, aren’t you?


  – I-I-I-I do not get a bit hungry in the middle of the night, okay!?


  The sleeping manju transformed into a trembling manju.


  – Piroshki is delicious even if eaten later. Now shush.


  Manju explained furiously and the ignored Moroha headed to the dining car.


  It was relatively wide, he could relax there.


  When he ordered borscht, a unique red soup was delivered. Steamed potatoes were also in it, the dish had a perfect substantial quantity.


  At first glance, it looked like a tomato soup but the taste was completely different. When he decided to eat it, he received a surprise attack somehow. Moroha wasn’t that surprised anymore because he had eaten piroshky that Satsuki prepared when they visited Leshya the other day.


  It was something like a consommé soup with a sweetness that was provokingly effective.


  This redness and sweetness came from the group of the sugar beet that Russians liked very much.


  They were also used abundantly in the salad he ordered together with the piroshky, and the beet salad was called「vinegret」 in Russian. This one also had a great amount of mashed potatoes accompanying it, and Moroha was happy for that.


  He bought piroshki and when he returned to the passenger car, AJ was truly sleeping.


  Moroha decided to do the same.


  Since the arrival schedule in Khabarovsk was at 4am, they had to go to bed early.


  However, he couldn’t sleep at all.


  AJ’s snoring and bruxism were terrible.


  And, she sleep-talked.


  – Fufufu… Ed-tama has his necktie twisted again… you are so helpless…


  It looked like she poked her nose into another’s business even in her dreams. As always.


  – Listen up, can you guys get married fast…?


  Moroha grumbled with half-opened eyes and covered himself with the bed sheets instead of plugging his ears.


  A wife that wielded cutting edged tools right away and a husband who had a veeery hard armor. Surprisingly, the compatibility of the couple was good. No, it was beyond than a well-matched couple.


  Moroha gazed at the scenery outside from the bed as he lamented.


  The land of Siberia with absolutely no lights.


  A darkness so deep that his soul would be sucked up by it.


  When he gazed absent-mindedly at that, his consciousness slipped out from his head.


  Thanks to that, he learned the secret to sleep in the train.


  They arrived in Khabarovsk, waited for the night to come, attacked the house of the branch head and fought with a man called Bulat.


  He was a hybrid-type Shirogane with magnificent speed and attack power, but he was a coward who tried to run away as soon as he saw Moroha.


  It didn’t matter how strong or weak a man was, there was no use fighting back.


  Honestly, he wasn’t an enemy.


   


  They stayed in a hotel in Khabarovsk for one night, then boarded「Russia」 at 4:30am and arrived in Chitá past 8pm.


  The branch office head of Chitá was a Kuroma.


  A careless man, he was attacked from behind when he enjoyed himself with a woman that was serving him in a nightclub without guards.


  The battle speed was very different between Shirogane and Kuroma. The Kuroma couldn’t do anything against the Shirogane that ended up getting in the range of the sword. He quickly surrendered.


  A useless stupid man who was always on the side that hunted and couldn’t imagine turning to the side he hunted. Next was the branch office head of Ulán Udé, he was also a Kuroma.


  But this guy was exactly the opposite, he was afraid of being assassinated so gruesomely.


  He was always protected and surrounded by 10 golems.


  Naturally, the battle became a Dark Arts contest in which they exchanged shots from a long distance.


  The mana of the opponent was significant, but there was a chance to take advantage of his spelling techniques. Moroha’s shots were always completed faster, he overwhelmed him with the difference in power of rotation.


  His human nature thought about hardening his defenses first, and this made him be negligent to practice offensive Arts. Moroha, who looked at the well-known Baikal Lake from the train window, indulged in meditation.


  He had fought with four people, all of them were easy to defeat except Bernard.


  All of them were captured alive, however, he gave up asking about the whereabouts of Lightning Empress, and because they looked like they really didn’t know, he just put an end to it by threatening them thoroughly as usual and let them go.


  However, while the trip was getting better, he felt like his mind was becoming tense.


  Bulat and co. were good examples of what not to do: they taught him that there was no meaning in having strength that didn’t go hand in hand with determination and heart.


  In fact, the next one made him have trouble.


  The branch office head of Irkutsk was the user of a special Ancestral Arts that was neither Shirogane nor Kuroma.


  A rare Savior just like the Japanese Division Head and Kondrat who possessed Leshya.


  He had a weird ability that turned his body into sand, no matter how much he slashed at him, his attacks were all absolutely ineffective. Also, he disappeared by making his body scatter in all directions, then reconstructed just his gathered arms and attacked him from a blind spot, at any rate, he was formidable enemy.


  Indiscriminate ranged attacks couldn’t be done because of AJ who got in the way, unable to just watch without doing anything just when he thought of blowing up the whole area around him with a Dark Arts of wind.


  Moroha unavoidably spotted a chance somehow and chanted a Dark Arts of ice as fast as he could, the reconstructed part of the body was frozen in ice, he couldn’t scatter anymore and eventually he could capture him.


  This man was a battle enthusiast who loved fighting above all else, breaking his fighting spirit that looked like madness wasn’t easy, he made him have lots of difficulties until the very end.


  A man who surely was like the natural enemy of Leshya. If he was dispatched to Japan as an assassin, she would have fallen into an extremely dangerous situation.


   


  They stayed in Irkutsk for one night then boarded the train departing at 13:47 going towards Krasnoyarsk.


  The calendar was September 20th.


  9 days had already passed since he came to Russia.


  He got used to train travel, and when he arrived at a station, he knew for how many minutes they would remain there by the ambience and his experience.


  He felt that the stopping of the train at the station called Zima was long, so he went outside to inhale air.


  – You are not coming again, Angela-san?


  – Humph. Who would get along with you?


  – But it’s great, isn’t it? Let’s see the setting sun shoulder-to-shoulder.


  – Brats don’t banter with adults.


  – Ahaha. Then speak on the phone at ease〜


  – I told you I wasn’t speaking to anyone on the phone.


  Moroha, who paid his respects to the charming face of Angela who bared her canines, got off the train with satisfaction.


  The air outside was so cold, that it refreshed his mood with an intensity that seemed to clean the inside of his lungs.


  But it wasn’t really that cold. Aside from the night, the image of an all-year-round extreme cold that embraced the territory called Siberia was already dispelled inside Moroha.


  When he shifted his attention to the sky, the evening sun was leaving.


  The sun looked lonely in Russia since there were few mountains and high buildings, it was natural to see the horizon.


  It floated alone, very unreliably and very small.


  An optical illusion only reflected in high-latitude areas, but in reality it was because it kept an astronomical amount of heat to itself.


  Moroha became free from obstructive thoughts for a moment and stared at the sunset with clear mirror-like eyes.


  The harsh north wind blew fiercely as if signaling, telling the arrival of the night.


  Moroha, who took a gust of wind, came to his senses.


  And turned to the left as his body shivered.


  (Since the setting sun happened here, then it also happened in Japan…)


  Now he looked up at the south sky.


  The place where Satsuki and Shizuno were waiting.


  He was sure that now they were getting along with everyone while protecting Leshya.


  When he imagined so, he could forget about the severity and coldness of the north wind.


  – I’ll be back soon.


  Moroha stuffed his hands into the pockets of his pants and talked to himself as he stared at the madder-looking southern sky.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  There was no time difference between the vicinity of Irkutsk and Japan.


  At the time Moroha was staring at the sunset, Leshya was in the locker room of the academy with Ranjou Satsuki.


  – Just me! The『little sister』of Moroha in our previous lives, in the present age, in the next world and for the eternity is nobody else but me!


  – I think that’s unfair. I also like being Moroha’s『little sister』.


  The unproductive argument continued.


  They forgot to change clothes and remained in immodest underwear.


  After Strikers’ special practice had ended, their senpais were amazed and returned home long ago.


  – I’m not kiiiiiiding! Why would Leshya be Moroha’s little sister!?


  – I thought I replied that earlier. Because Moroha said『I’ll be your family』to me.


  – Just『family』right!? Did he say something about you being his『little sister』!?


  – Since I’m a woman, I can’t be his『little brother』.


  – I’m not saying that, I’m saying that you can be his『older sister』! In that case, I can approve it even if that were true! But I can’t give up the position of『little sister』!


  – I refuse. I like『little sister』 better than『older sister』.


  – You sure have some nerve! Are you trying to steal my position!?


  – No, but I think there’s no reason about why both of us can’t be his『little sisters』, is there?


  – There is! It’s against the divine providence of this world that there is『little sister』 other than me!


  – Ranjou Satsuki. You’re being selfish.


  – Then why don’t you just take the position of『older sister』!?


  – I won’t. If I’m the『older sister』, I can’t depend on Moroha. I want to depend on Moroha with all my heart.


  – See!? Aren’t you being selfish as well!?


  – … Since I admit I’m being selfish, I want you to recognize me as a『little sister』too.


  – This and that are different! First, what day were you born on?


  – … I don’t know.


  – Okay, so maybe you were born before Moroha, huh!? Doesn’t that mean that being his『little sister』is impossible?


  – Mu…


  Leshya faltered before the sharp tongue of Satsuki.


  At times like this, she resented her own defective speech. Though she didn’t have the opportunity to improve her conversation skills.


  She trembled, and from a corner of the locker room――


  – How can you two quarrel eternally for such an insignificant thing?


  Urushibara Shizuno said with an exasperated tone of voice.


  She finished changing clothes a long time ago as she played with her smartphone.


  – This isn’t insignificant! This is a big problem affecting our identity!


  Satsuki protested loudly and Leshya greatly agreed in relation to this matter.


  – Yeah yeah.


  Shizuno replied carelessly without even trying to raise her face from the smartphone.


  This “other people’s affair” attitude was unappealing for Leshya. Well, in fact, because it was other people’s affairs.


  – Urushibara Shizuno.


  – Yes?


  Shizuno carelessly asked a question in return without even trying to raise her face from the smartphone.


  – I want you to help me. I would like you to persuade this obstinate person in place of me.


  – Why would I do such a troublesome thing?


  – A-as things are, I’ll be at a disadvantage. I want you to not let me die without helping me.


  Leshya requested her help while being confused.


  The Japanese were kind to everyone, and yet, Shizuno had been nothing but coldhearted to her since their first meeting.


  – You owe me one when you attacked me all of a sudden. I want you to pay that back immediately.


  – Oh my, you still bear a grudge against me?


  Shizuno raised her face from the smartphone for the first time.


  – Mu…. If I bear a grudge against you?


  Contrary to her, Leshya hung her head.


  She glared at the floor and meditated for a moment.


  She recalled the matter of that time. She was attacked by a terrible Dark Art by Shizuno, and Leshya suffered with those wounds after the battle had ended… but thanks to the nursing she got from Moroha….


  Now that she thought back upon it, it was a nice personal experience, she felt like her chest ached.


  – If I think very carefully about it, I don’t bear a grudge against you anymore.


  – Then I have no obligation to do a proxy war, do I?


  – W-what an insensitive person…


  – Foo〜〜〜〜foo foo foo! You saw it! Urushibara is my friend!


  Satsuki argued just because it was precise to do so and laughed loudly, getting cocky.


  – Ranjou-san gets carried away easily.


  And Shizuno said with irony, but the prideful Satsuki didn’t hear her.


  And Leshya couldn’t hear her either.


  (Even though I came to the paradise called Japan, I’m so lonely when Moroha isn’t here…)


  Tears overflowed.


  – I’m depressed, I should die.


  She turned her rear on Satsuki and Shizuno and sulked in a different bench.


  She was clad in a dark prana similar to a cloud on her shoulders.


  *Sniff* *Sniff*, the bench got wet and,


  – Well, since you’ve become a friend of Moroha, I kind of want to get along with Elena-san.


  Shizuno said something unexpected.


  Leshya raised her upper body only, turned around and glared at her with eyes full of suspicion.


  – Umm, Elena-san? 『Family』doesn’t mean just『older sister』or『little sister』, you know?


  – … what do you mean?


  Leshya, who was unable to see Shizuno’s intention, glared at her with eyes full of wariness.


  – For example, isn’t 『married couple』a splendid『family』?


  Leshya was taken aback by what Shizuno had pointed out.


  She did a seiza on the bench with a momentum as if jumping.


  *TN: Seiza means kneeling with the tops of the feet flat on the floor and sitting on the soles.


  – *EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEK*!?


  Satsuki raised a voice in disarray with a desperate face because she hadn’t enter in such a field of vision.*


  *TN: Meaning that she didn’t see that possibility.


  – N-no way…. Was that what Moroha meant when he said『be her family』…?


  This was a completely unexpected point of view.


  Her cheeks got hotter than ever.


  She couldn’t think of anything.


  She messed up her hair in feverish haste and ended up fixing it without understanding.


  Moroha with a shining-looking smiling face came to her mind, and the conveniently, very well altered lines saying「Leshya, let’s get married」were replayed many times in her brain.


  – No… that’s t-too fa-fast, being told that, it troubles me… no, it doesn’t! … Actually yes, it does.


  She became incoherent and let her eyes go free.


  Anyway, she couldn’t face anything.


  This experience was too scary as it was her first time.


  – Awawawawawawawawa…


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Satsuki accumulated tears as much as possible and eyeballed with greedy-looking, envious-looking eyes.


  And then, Shizuno clear her throat with a *cough*,


  – Well, we are talking about Moroha, so I don’t think he said so with that in mind.


  – I’m depressed. I should die.


  Leshya fell prostrated on the bench again.


  Isn’t a deed of the humans to pretend help someone then pull the ladder away after it was raised? She cried seriously because of that.


  – Fuu〜, you frightened me! You’re right, it’s impossible that Nii-sama makes a proposal like that! I agree with you!


  She was a woman who took it seriously here. She wiped the sweat on her forehead as if saying she was sincerely relieved.


  – Mo〜〜〜, stop with your jokes that make me worry, Urushibara〜.


  – I strongly agree with that.


  – I’m sorry. But since you’ve learned your lesson, will you stop this worthless quarrel? Don’t you think that Moroha will feel very disappointed if you two are hostile to each other when he comes back?


  「「Oh…」」


  Leshya and Satsuki faltered in unison and reflected.


  – Let’s do a handshake, a handshake.


  – Since you are Moroha’s『little sister』, then that means you’re also a『family』for me.


  Given that Satsuki reached out both hands, Leshya shook both hands. And waved them.


  – Well, then I’m going? I’ve been summoned by Nii-san.


  *TN: Nii-san is the furigana reading for board chairman.


  – Today he also had a conference with the higher-ups of the Japanese Division?


  – Yes, another one. He was unable to get reinforcements for Moroha, so he was lobbying to various people, but…


  – The Japanese Division is a den of cowards when Russia is mentioned.


  – Aren’t you being harsh? I’d like you to call them pacifists, but… I totally agree with you this time.


  Shizuno sighed, looking depressed, then because the smartphone began to ring the incoming bell, she turned around and left.


  That must have been the summoning call of the board chairman.


  The locker room, which was quite noisy until just now, became quiet as if putting out a fire.


  Satsuki looked up at the sunset from the window as she got nervous.


  Leshya corrected her posture on the bench and focused on her thoughts as she watched the sunset.


  – Will he come home soon?


  – Yeah…


  Leshya replied vaguely and continued focusing on her thoughts.


  The next morning after she fought against Moroha.


  Leshya, who had determined to leave the city stealthily and alone, was stopped by Moroha’s Giga Drowse. 


  When she woke up, Moroha had already gone to Russia alone. Leshya tried to follow him, but she was stopped by Satsuki and Shizuno.


  – Nii-san told me to protect you!


  – If Elena-san were to go after him, then the purpose of Moroha who went to Russia would lose its meaning, no?


  She was persuaded by their serious faces, she had no choice but to admit it.


  With the intervention of Satsuki and the others, the principal of Akane Academy accepted Leshya.


  She vacated the apartment and was told to live in the women’s dormitory.


  Not only the teachers, but also the huge number of students who didn’t seem to be strong Saviors promised her unanimously that「No matter what assassin comes, you’ll be alright」「We’ll protect you」.


  She was moved by the kindness of those who told her so free from worry, to whom they didn’t know.


  Moreover, even the Japanese Division dispatched several excellent Saviors.


  The Japanese Division concluded that Moroha, who went to Russia, was a selfish and declared that they were「unrelated」to him, but on the other hand, they were keeping a watchful eye on the entry of assassins into the country and guarded Leshya, saying「Russian Division’s way of doing things is not allowed in our country. To say nothing of assassins」.


  The reputation of those guys was of fools and cowards in Russia, but in fact, Leshya knew that they were strong-hearted people who could decide by themselves the reasons they fought for. In this case, the Russian Saviors simply fought following the words of Lightning Empress, but….


   


  And more than that, more than anything else, Leshya thought about Moroha.


  – I wish for you to come home alive… please. I want you to show me your smile again.


  She hung her head and talked to herself with a feeling like praying.


  – That’s obvious, isn’t it? There’s no way that Nii-sama will lose.


  Satsuki put on her clothes in front of the locker and turned around, looking stern.


  – To tell you the truth, I’m worried. Moroha doesn’t try to hide his location in Russia, but it seems he’s confidently crushing branch offices one by one…


  – What the!? Why didn’t I hear that!?


  Leshya replied coldly to Satsuki who opened her eyes wide.


  – I didn’t say anything because you didn’t ask me.


  – Mo〜〜〜! Is there anything that can be done to that ineffective adaptability of yours!?


  Satsuki stamped her feet in frustration.


  Leshya had a question mark floating on her head, and sighed greatly.


  – … So? How is that you know about him?


  – I heard so from a Russian leader named Katya by email.


  – Is she your friend?


  Leshya moved her neck to the left and right slowly. No person in Russia was like that for her.


  – Well, an email from Katya suddenly arrived at my email address the other day, it surprised me. Instead of telling me the situation of Moroha so that the Russian Division could understand it, she wanted to ask me about Moroha’s personality.


  – Did you tell her!?


  – I ignored all that was related to Moroha’s battle data. However, since she told me she wanted to hear about his personality, I felt it wasn’t necessary to hide it.


  – I-I guess so〜. You unconsciously wanted to be proud of him〜.


  Leshya assented deadly serious.


  – But he’s not hiding his whereabouts…. I certainly thought that Moroha planned to infiltrate till he get to Lightning Empress like in Metal Gear…


  – I don’t know what Metal Gear is, but I thought so too. However…


  – Since he’s moving publicly like that, won’t he be surrounded and be completely knocked down?


  – I think so. Russia is gaining time in eastern Siberia and is preparing in the west. And by spreading out an interception group around Krasnoyarsk, they’ll attack Moroha with all they have――that’s the scenario that comes into my mind.


  – We have to tell Moroha!


  Leshya shook her head slowly with the shriek of Satsuki.


  – There’s no way that the intelligent Moroha won’t hit upon something, especially if even I was struck with an idea.


  – But if he knows, then why didn’t he infiltrate stealthily? Is there a reason why he’s not doing so?


  – I fear that it’s likely that.


  Leshya spoke ambiguously.


  But, in reality, she knew the reason.


  Moroha was doing such a dangerous thing for Leshya.


  Just like everyone at Akane Academy was protecting Leshya, Moroha also protected Leshya as he was in the distant land of Russia.


  (I heard from the principal that there were no signs of Russian assassins coming to Japan)


  That seemed to be correct.


  Right now, the Russian Division should be concentrating all their strength to try defeat Moroha.


  There shouldn’t be room to care about Leshya.


  In the distant Russian territory, Moroha: “By telling them I’m here, I’ll draw all the dangers to myself and I’ll fight them all, alone”, was certainly protecting Leshya more than anyone else.


  She felt regretful, her chest hurt, her worried chest was about to burst open,


  But,


  More than anything, her chest ended up aching a lot…


  (I’m such a sinful person)


  If Moroha were to come back safe and sound, she vowed to try making up for all the things he did.


  Satsuki said to Leshya who focused on her thoughts in that manner again as she looked outside of the window.


  – It got completely dark, huh.


  – Shall we go back?


  – Yeah…


  Leshya replied vaguely this time as she kept her head hanging down.


  Then, her head was suddenly and forcefully raised and her cheeks were tightly held by Satsuki who came to her side.


  – We’re talking about Moroha, so don’t worry about it!


  Her eyes were at point-blank range.


  They were full of radiance and strong force.


  – Because, in my previous life, Nii-sama promised me.


  – … What did he promise?


  She asked and Satsuki told her, imitating Moroha.


   


  It doesn’t matter how difficult the battlefield I head to is, how strong the enemies I face are, how great the distance between us is, or if my fate is tore off by God――


  I will always win and return to you. 


   


  – I believe in Nii-sama! That’s why I’m not worried at all!


  Satsuki showed a daring laugh.


  That smiling face was stiffened.


  In the first place, the hands that held the cheeks had been trembling since a while ago.


  But Leshya was,


  – I want you to share your strength with me.


  She put both hands on Satsuki’s back and buried her face on her abdomen as if trying to embrace her.


  – Because I decided to believe in Moroha as well.


  As if responding to Satsuki’s encouragement.


  Leshya bluffed as she also made a stiffened smiling face.


  Chapter 5 - 8 VS 1


  Septermber 21st, 7:51 am.


  「Russia」, boarded by Haimura and AJ, arrived in Krasnoyarsk 13 minutes late.


  Krasnoyarsk was a megacity that represented Central Siberia; they got off together with a great number of passengers.


  He disappeared into that stream, walking next to AJ.


  They advanced from the squared Neo Russian-Architecture Station, through the station premises built with a single purpose, to the outside.


  Now, where was the hotel where they had a reservati――


  – Did you notice them?


  AJ, with eyes sharpened like a blade, said with a voice only Moroha could hear.


  – They’re 8, right?


  – 7, maybe?


  – No, 8.


  They circumvented the roundabout, feigning ignorance as they whispered to each other.


  They were being watched.


  They felt 8 piercing-like gazes immediately after they left the station.


  Moreover, they felt an uncommon pressure from all of them.


  – Kukuku, see? I told you so. You brought this situation on yourself because of that declaration of war. Well, this was a problem that could happen sooner or later after all. And that resulted to happen in Krasnoyarsk.


  According to AJ’s unkind comment, there was an interception network in this city.


  That Lightning Empress planned to kill Moroha here.


  – I warned you, didn’t I? You spread this yourself.


  – I know that already.


  – If you die, it means nothing to me.


  – That’s why I said that I intended to fight alone from the beginning.


  Moroha, as he scratched his head,


  – Is there a place where I can fight showily without bothering anyone?


  – Hmm… it’s a little far away alright?


  – Of course. Not having anyone mixed up in this is my maximum priority.


  Moroha nodded to AJ who looked up the map in her head.


  – There’s a vast forest over there. It’s what you’re looking for, and I think there’s no one there.


  When AJ pointed to the west side of the station, Moroha showed agreement.


  He wore white prana on his body in an instant and,


  – I’ll head there for a moment. Stay here, Angela-san.


  – W-what!? Are you really going alone!?


  – Please take care of my luggage.


  Moroha dashed with Godlike Movement.


  He became wind and ran through the quiet metropolitan area like cutting off the morning mist.


  Because he ran the roads faster than the cars and crossed over the crossings by jumping like a bird, he surprised the pedestrians he encountered occasionally.


  Showing the strength of the Saviors to ordinary people was fundamentally forbidden, but now he couldn’t solve a problem without making some sacrifice (proverb).


  All the eight gazes followed him without delay.


  Moroha was relieved that this didn’t appear to be interesting for AJ.


  Eventually, he could see the forest he headed for.


  A vast green space in the middle of the metropolitan area.


  Wasn’t the opposite? Incredibly different worlds that felt like they couldn’t allow the other to come near.


  A white birch labyrinth that anyone could set foot into it from anywhere, but it seemed that those who entered couldn’t return to the city again.


  Moroha stepped into there without fear.


  The eight gazes ran after him.


  Moroha kicked the ground covered with moss and moisture and trespassed deep into the forest until the town wasn’t visible even if he turned around and stopped his feet as he turned over.


  The wind awakened by Moroha ceased.


  And then, he said to the direction he came.


  – Why don’t you show your faces already?


  He scanned the shade of the white birches one by one, looking for presences.


  Then all of a sudden――


  The sound of an explosion reverberated.


  Something like a meteorite came down from above to around 10 meters in front of Moroha.


  A shock flowed, the white birches bent.


  Moroha evaded it as he stood straight with Natural Stance.


  The only thing that swayed were his bangs.


  After the shock had completely flowed, there was a person that stood up relaxed at the center of the explosion.


  And he also came down from the sky.


  A reasonably big man, but not so much as Bernard.


  But his body shape looked more keen and nimble instead.


  He carried a solid-looking iron spear in his hand that was longer than his height.


  He introduced himself with a heavy voice.


  – I’m Kirsan Romanovich Pavliuchenko, branch office head of Krasnoyarsk.


  – I’m Haimura Moroha.


  Moroha confidently gave his name back.


  As Kirsan looked to be displeased with that,


  – … You noticed, didn’t you? Right now, the branch office heads from various places are surrounding you―― and all of them are A-Rank Saviors.


  – So what?


  – I’m not telling you to give up. Why don’t you return to Japan quietly?


  Moroha raised an eyebrow in response to the unexpected offer of Kirsan.


  – Haimura… you scare me. You know that, right…? That if we fight, most of us will go down with you. There’s no guarantee that one of them won’t be me. I can’t go against the command of Her Majesty Lightning Empress, but I don’t want to fight if possible.


  Since it was an offer he couldn’t accept at all, his fighting spirit weakened――he felt miserable.


  NO! Turning it down was easy, but it was too sad to turning it down bluntly, so he thought how to deal with it for a bit.


  Then,


  – Why don’t we put an end to this, Kirsan?


  The voice of a man was heard from somewhere.


  It was a strangely muffled voice, was it covered by a hood, perhaps?


  It continued scolding Kirsan without showing their appearance or making their presence perceived.


  – If you’re thinking something along the lines of wanting to talk to Haimura first… then throw away your foolish thinking and cowardice. The imperial command of Her Majesty Lightning Empress is to slaughter this monster. There are no exceptions.


  – Kuh…


  Kirsan seemed to agree as he gritted his teeth.


  Those glassy eyes he had glared at Moroha.


  He opened his mouth in a big way, breathing in and,


  – HUUURRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!


  *TN: Like before, the first part corresponds to “Glory to Her Majesty Lightning Empress”.


  He came charging, raising a war cry that sounded like a hysteric scream.


  His tall figure clad in prana ran with an intensity as if he could hear fake rumbles in the ground.


  He rotated his long spear overhead, hoping to inspire himself and to intimidate his enemy.


  Moroha meet the enemy and his attack.


  (Come, Saratiga――)


  He grasped his ID Tag and manifested his partner in his hand.


  Sword in hand, right foot slightly forward, chest thrown out with pride: a peculiar and triumphant stance.


  Kirsan held the rotating iron spear as he charged.


  He wasn’t holding it to the side horizontally, rather, it was an unusual way to hold it, as if swinging the tip of the spear downward from overhead.


  (I think I’ve seen it somewhere…)


  Kirsan came with a strange behavior faster than Moroha could associate it with something.


  – Funnuaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!


  Together with the shout, he stabbed the ground with the iron spear.


  The long-handled spear with more than three meters in length and covered with prana fell forward, bending with a metallic sound.


  Moroha got the answer to what he was associating it with.


  Pole vault in track-and-field events.


  With the iron spear as a power spring, Kirsan’s tall body flew up high in the sky like a rocket.


  It was a funny but thrilling scene just like in a manga. Moroha was dumbfounded as expected.


  He wanted to look at it forever, but this was an 8 VS 1 battle.


  As soon as Kirsan with a spear sprung into the sky, an attack descended on him from three sides.


  Diagonally right, diagonally left and behind.*


  *TN: The whole sentence is the furigana reading for: southeast, northeast and west.


  White shining cold winds blew as they frosted every tree.


  Moroha found out at a glance. Those were 3rd Rank Dark Arts of Ice, Frozen Shade.


  Moroha, in this “there’s nothing more that can be done” dilemma, surrounded by wide range Dark Arts attacks with a mana that felt as powerful as the ones used by Shizuno, raised his sword overhead calmly,


  – This is poor at best.


  And cut deep into the southeast.


  A gale arose with a single slash.


  A white shining wind of destruction fully loaded with prana. It was a high-class Light Technique, Jupiter.


  The white gale mowed down the trees, collided right in front with the white blowing cold wave from the southeast and crushed it.


  Moroha’s prana overwhelmed the mana of the opponent.


  A way out was opened.


  Moroha sprinted to the southeast direction and escaped from the Frozen Shades that blew from the northeast and west.


  He stepped over the countless white birches mowed down with Jupiter, slid into the still safe forest and took the place of the windbreak to face the cold wave coming from behind.


  All of a sudden, a thirst for blood came from the left and right!


  Two young women slashed at him with short swords as they made sure to weave their way through the space between the white birches.


  Their faces were two peas in a pod.


  A clone attack done by Donrou?


  No, if they were copies, one should disappear in an instant.


  What if this was an arranged technique to maintain Donrou like Bulat?


  That wasn’t either――


  The sharp power of concentration and power of observation of Moroha discovered that the girl who sprung at him from the right had a mole under the eye.


  In other words, they were different persons. Probably they were rare twin Saviors.


  – Die, Haimuraaa! The foe of Bernard-samaaa!


  – We are the Beletskaya sisters, we’ll destroy you even if we have to sacrifice ourselves!


  The figures of the sisters doing a pincer attack were split into two.


  This time, they divided themselves using Donrou.


  Combined, four blades danced, aiming at the right side of the torso, the right leg, the left side of the neck and the left hand of Moroha.


  The characteristic of the sisters was their perfectly coordinated and united breathing and their connected attacks.


  Moroha opened his eyes wide suddenly.


  A piercing prana burned in his pupils, his power of concentration was drawn to the limits and his sense of time was stretched larger like a candy.


  He grasped the trajectory of all four blades by looking at them extensively.


  The slash that aimed at his right leg was lowered to the heel, and touched the air. At the same time, he turned to the right, and the slash that aimed at his left hand, touched the air. At the same time, the attack that approached his right side of the neck because he changed places was received with Saratiga. At the same time, the slash that approached from the left side of the torso was――


  – Wha, that’s Sun!?


  He stopped the blow by condensing prana at the tip of his left hand’s index finger which surprised the girl with a mole.


  – This is! Even a defensive technique that is on par with White Knights!?


  – Who was the guy who summarized his data as『His offensive ability is worthy of special mention』!?


  Moroha stole the opportunity when the sisters opened their eyes wide in surprise and their movement stopped for an instant,


  – No matter how you look at it, isn’t Edward making fun of me?


  He broke free from the pincer attack stance speedily and without delay.


  – Shut up and die! Die die die die die! You’re going to atone for Bernard-sama who was killed!


  The girl with no mole came to her senses and came slashing at him as she divided herself into two.


  – But I don’t remember that I killed him?


  Moroha avoid it in one go with a back step, landing on the trunk of a white birch behind him then kicked it, trying to counterattack with a wall-jump trick. *


  *TN: Triangle jump is an alternative for wall-jump.


  But,


  – Don’t excuse yourself so disgracefully! You’re the man who tortured the loyal Bernard-sama to death!


  The girl with a mole came attacking the routed Moroha by dividing herself without a moment’s delay, and because of that, he gave up the counterattack and kicked the trunk of a tree to escape.


  – Those are false charges. Who’s saying that?


  – Those are the words of Her Majesty Lightning Empress!


  The girl without mole divided herself again shortly after she landed, but… this was going on forever.


  Donrou was a powerful technique that replaced superhuman explosive power with attack power, but in the end, a 「slow moment」 after a「sudden moment」when speed exploded with all one’s strength was made. As for Moroha, he wanted to hit that gap, but his opponents were aware of that. The sisters covered each other’s gaps, moreover, they started attacking in waves.


  It was a rather annoying combination.


  From Moroha’s point of view, he was caused to fall into an optical illusion as if he were fighting against four swordswoman with identical faces.


  – The imperial headquarters announcement comes to an end here.


  Moroha kicked the ground, then kicked the trunk of a white birch, repeating a three-dimensional trajectory like a wire fu and continued avoiding the attack in waves of the sisters x 2.*


  *TN: Original term is “wire action” but Google quickly related it to “wire fu” which is an element of action movies.


  In cooperation with watchful and vigilant eyes, he guessed the moment a fray would born.


  And just right there, there was a second wave of a Dark Arts attack!


  Flame orbs flew at a high speed from the northeast and west directions.


  Genuine red flames that didn’t exist in nature.


  Moroha, who looked at them, shuddered. Those were 6th Rank Dark Arts, Pyroclasm.


  Since they would explode the instant they hit him, they would transform the whole surrounding area into a burning hell.


  (It’s going to kill their allies by burning them to death!)


  Because this was for the sake of victory, while they had to use any means for it, this went too far.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  – I truly dislike your way of doing things!


  Moroha raised the corner of his eyes and roared as if baring his fangs.


  His consciousness seemed to turn somewhere else for an instant――


  「「You’re the foe of our dear person!」」


  The sisters slashed at him, sparing the time to divide themselves at the critical moment as they say the same words in unison.


  The girls, who were Shirogane, weren’t aware of the dreadfulness of Pyroclasm.


  And so, they didn’t notice that Moroha wasn’t a fool who felt like he was worrying about something in the middle of the battle.


  Faster than the slashes of the sisters,


  – Oooooo.


  Moroha yelled and sent flying the girl with a mole with a heel of his left palm and kicked flying the girl without a mole with his right foot.


  He escaped from the two people and from the devastating range of the 6th Rank Dark Arts with Strength.


  With that same momentum, he drew ancient magic symbols, as if his left hand cut through the air and as if his right foot cut into the ground.


  – Gohou, allow me to come near any kind of heat.


  Two Red Wards fell as flowers do, building up a two-layered barrier around Moroha, becoming red lights.


  He multiplied his heat-resisting defense with mana and also multiplied his defense with prana and Taimatsuu.


  The two fireballs impacted immediately.


  Deep red flames blew violently which made hell manifest in this world.


  A corner of the forest disappeared, his field of vision ended up being dyed all deep red.


  It became dangerous, there was no time to be relieved.


  The triple-layer protection wasn’t enough, the heat tasted the surface of Moroha’s body, teasing him.


  – Ooooooo.


  Moroha mustered his prana and mana together with a shout and went beyond his limit.


  He would just disappear unless he went beyond his limit.


  The unnatural fire caused by Dark Arts and that completely trampled down everything around him, disappeared suddenly like magic.


  Inside the scorched earth where the ground was covered fully with pitch-black ashes――


  Moroha showed he could endure it, although he sustained burns all over his body.


  But still, he couldn’t be relieved yet.


  An intense pressure came from above this time.


  Kirsan, with spear in hand, fell upside down with a force and speed of a meteorite.


  Moroha avoided it by jumping with all his strength, but when the swung-in-the-air lance attack of Kirsan crashed into the ground, this made a shockwave spread together with a roaring sound.


  Moreover, he was close to the hypocenter this time.


  Moroha was blown away like a splinter.


  – Guh…


  Moroha endured it, standing the pain well as he was shaken by the shock wave in the air.


  This was an 8-VS-1 battle!


  Not only he hadn’t laid his hands on the beginning of a counterattack, they didn’t even give him time to rest!


  At least, just before he was thrown violently against the ground, he recovered as if jumping properly and performed an ukemi.


  *TN: Ukemi is the art of falling safely.


  A fog hung over after he was blown away by Kirsan’s meteor impact.


  Was this the morning mist?


  How thick it was. Was it because he ended up getting deep into the forest? However, he had no time to think so leisurely.


  The suspicious masked man was lying in wait in the white hazy mist.


  – You bastard, they say you defeated “man-eater”, didn’t you? In that case, if I kill you, then I’ll become “man-eater”.


  The mysterious person chuckled to himself with a voice muffled by cloth.


  He thought about defeating him while he had room for it――when Moroha crumbled right there.


  His body became rapidly heavy, he was unable to keep standing.


  He could barely raise his upper body by supporting himself with the sword planted in the ground.


  (Angela-san said he was a gravity user, right?)


  The entrance of the protagonist came here?


  He used Strength with all his might to try fight against gravity, but he couldn’t even stand on his knees.


  (What a terrifying Mars this is…)


  He could no longer clasp his dear sword, his hands drifted away from the grip.


  ――Thanks to that, he noticed. 


  His dear sword Saratiga, which was thrusting into the ground, making up for a cane.


  It was inclined diagonally.


  That was odd. If the force that restricted Moroha was because of a gravitational anomaly, it was strange that it didn’t fall as soon as his hand separated from the sword that stood diagonally.


  Moroha searched for a presence in his surroundings. This was odd indeed. Despite this opportunity, neither Kirsan nor the Beletskaya sisters came pursuing him.


  As if they hesitated to get in this mist.


  (I see…)


  His head cooled down in this dilemma, and Moroha, who forgot about Natural Stance, discovered with his powers of observation.


  (This isn’t gravity… the Mars of this guy is fog. A poisonous fog!)


  Moroha held his breath, interrupted Strength and made Naikatsutsuu flow in his body instead.


  – Iiidiot! That’s too late!


  The masked mysterious person pulled out a knife and tried to finish him off as he scorned.


  He glared at that foul smiling face that peeked through the gaps at his eyes,


  – Kaaaaaa.


  Moroha rebuked.


  At the same time he exhaled, which had been stopped, he made Jupiter spread in the surroundings and blew all the fog away.


  It was the same move Bernard used to clear away the fine particles of asphalt.


  Although Moroha’s Jupiter’s spread some of its power, his negligent nose was flooded with it and the masked man tottered.


  – You’re the idiot!


  Moroha, who recovered a 70% of his body’s freedom and extracted the toxin with the flowing Naikatsutsuu, stood up, took the sword, brandished it and made the masked mysterious person faint by reaping his consciousness with the Light Technique Saturn.


  Certainly, it was a dangerous poison, but the person in question was in a predicament by his opponent Moroha at his 70%.


  In addition, he trusted too much in Mars that not even his companions could enter, this produced isolation and gave Moroha the start to crush everyone. Who would be able to say that this wasn’t stupid?


  (Leshya never felt like she was proud of the power of the cursed sword if I remember correctly)


  With this, he now was 100 years earlier to try carrying the sign of “man-eater” on his back.


  Moroha, who gave a glance to the mask in a coma that wouldn’t wake up even if he attempted to hit him or stab him, turned around to the remaining assassins.


  – What was that just now, Haimura!? You intended to save us!?


  – Are you trying to atone for your sins? How naïve!


  The Beletskaya sisters chased him once the fog cleared away,


  – Funnuaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!


  Kirsan tried to jump high in the sky in the form of a pole vault again. The third wave of Dark Arts was surely in preparation.


  What should be his next move in this situation? Moroha found an answer to that question immediately.


  – The wings of the great bird shall flutter and flutter   Like sparks that feel lightly nimble   They immediately release me from the constraints of gravity.


  He brought his weight down near zero using Dark Arts and jumped with a Light Technique.


  He flew far into the sky at the same time as Kirsan.


  He didn’t ascend vertically, but diagonally.


  A trajectory that intersected and merged with Kirsan.


  He closed in on the enemy in the skies and cut at him with the sword.


  Kirsan desperately stopped the severe slash of Moroha who was completely free from the effect of the poison with the grip of the spear.


  – Im-impossible.


  – Is this your first time fighting in the air? It’s the same for me.


  They opened hostilities once, twice as they kept ascending due to inertia.


  Moroha was still in Natural Stance. Kirsan was evidently panicking.


  – Dammit! Dammit! If only Yuri was here at least… dammit! That damn traitor!


  The spear was turned completely to defense, as if forgetting how to counterattack.


  Moroha kept swinging his sword with his right hand without consideration and knitted a new Dark Arts with his left hand.


  – That unshaped blade   That invisible inscribed sword    Come and tear this person off! 


  The 1st Rank of wind, Fracturing Gust.


  When it struck Kirsan, he couldn’t stand in the air and fell.


  – Hiiiiiiih.


  Because he burned with prana, he saw that he was trying to withstand the impact of the fall with High Durability.


  However――there were Kuroma in a battle formation to the northeast in front of where Kirsan was falling.


  Moroha, who took the opportunity to jump to a high altitude, confirmed the location of three Kuroma with an overhead view.


  The very moment Kirsan fell there, the Kuroma from the northeast cancelled the great magic that was being prepared as the third wave and spelled a short defensive Dark Arts in panic.


  The protective Ancestral Arts of each other met and collided as if they were fellow boxers who received a double-counter and fainted, lying on top of one another.


  He killed two birds with one stone? No, three birds.


  Moroha, who made sure of Kirsan and company’s end, was also falling to the surface.


  He propelled himself with Fracturing Gust that he had thrown violently in a straight line, soaring the skies, then descended soundlessly next to the Kuroma in a battle formation on the southeast side.


  She was a girl with a charming black hair and determined-looking spirit.


  However, she had turned pale now, and panicked.


  – Only your first Frozen Shade was properly done, but why the second wave wasn’t good enough?


  He asked in a calm voice to not make her be afraid of him more than she was, and,


  『B-because you saved the twins. But why?』


  Hmm? A reply in Japanese came back.


  That sound he heard for the first time in a while was a dose of refreshment he encountered in this brutal battlefield.


  『I dislike the idea of anyone dying, you know?』


  Moroha softened his cheeks a bit and answered in Japanese.


  Then――the girl suddenly changed her facial expression.


  As if she was able to meet the person she waited for and the one she yearned for.


  Or as if she had discovered a spider’s thread hanging from the heavens in hell.


  She stared at him with craving-looking eyes, showing delight on her whole face.


  It wasn’t a face that faced an「enemy」 in the battlefield. Moroha felt that strong impression.


  But, there was no time to talk leisurely like this.


  The bloodlust of the twins was approaching from behind. The black-haired girl suddenly came to her senses and,


  『I, I also don’t want to die yet』


  『Got it』


  Moroha agreed right away and lightly poked the glabella of the girl with his index finger.


  He made her faint with a light Saturn without giving her pain.


  – Four more…


  When he turned around, he could see the figures of the Beletskaya sisters running after him.


  It looked like the Dark Arts from the position of the Kuroma camping on the west side wouldn’t get here.


  He could focus to defeat the sisters.


  「「Don’t run away, foe of Bernard-sama!」」


  The sisters, who made their words synchronize perfectly, swung four short blades as each of them divided.


  – I told you already, I didn’t kill him.


  The figure of Moroha, who engaged the approaching enemies, was divided into four.


  This was a master’s Donrou.


  4 VS 4, a total of 8 swords danced.


  Since their numbers were the same――then it was logic that the side with a greater swordsmanship would win.


  The divided-into-four Moroha slipped through the swords of the sisters and successfully carried out a nukidou.


  The twins, who were struck with Saturn, fell on the spot.


   


  Kirsan started the war as he yelled hurrah, but so far――


  They had a bit of time, but not enough.


  The Russian branch office heads had prepared a perfect interception formation, but they were defeated by Moroha alone one by one.


  There was no glance or sign of the Kuroma in a battle formation to the west.


  Maybe they realized they were no match for Moroha and admitted defeat.


  Seven people were out of combat.


  In that case, then this battle was,


   


  – Dammit, it was true that 8 people were here! So you were hiding here, huh!?


   


  If he defeated the remaining one――this voice was!?


  Moroha turned his face to the direction of the voice he heard with a bad presentiment.


  – Like I thought, it’s none other than Angela-san!


  AJ, who followed him stealthily once again, was rushing with a pair of swords at the ready in front of the forest.


  A strange person was even more ahead.


  An enemy completely and entirely covered with a cloth like a teru teru bouzu.


  AJ had found the one concealing himself and was heading to defeat him.


  – Even though I wanted to fight alone…


  How far did her meddling nature go?


  Moroha was about to scratch his head and――stopped that hand.


  The teru teru bouzu, ahead of where AJ was heading to, took off his cloth completely.


  Moroha sharpened his eyes.


  What came in sight from below was a short young man and,


  A large mirror enough to be held with both hands.


  The young man turned it towards AJ, but the appearance of AJ wasn’t reflected in the surface of the mirror.


  Instead, a sumptuous beautiful woman with her voluptuous body dressed in a bewitching dress was reflected in it.


  *Struck*


  A spark sparked in the back of Moroha’s head, like raising the alarm.


  This was an awful foul.  A surprise attack.


  The number of the enemies wasn’t eight, but nine.


  The enchantress smiled as if raising the corners of her mouth in the mirror.


  It was his first time watching that beautiful face.


  But Moroha didn’t mistake her for someone else.


  That one was the Russian “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa Yurievna Mostovaya!


  The sparks that kept bursting open like alarm bells sounding in the back of his head, were telling him.


  This pain ever since he met Edward. His body occasionally felt pain when he moved.


  Hurry up.


  Straight, with all your heart, straight, faster, faster, faster, to where AJ was――


  Faster, as if a cloud of dust rose up later than a step, as if the sound of a footstep was left behind by a step.


  He caught up with AJ with Bukyoku with an absolute straight way of running and thrust her away.


  That was the best Moroha could do.


  In the mirror, Vasilisa completed a complicated and mysterious spelling that spanned 9 lines.


  A blue lightning dragon manifested and jumped out from the mirror like in a fairy tale.


  That was the embodiment of Lightning Empress’s mana, said to be the strongest in the world.


  Sparks instead of fangs clung, attacking Moroha who replaced AJ.


  Moroha, who reached a momentum with Bukyoku¸ couldn’t stop or avoid it horizontally.


  He had no choice but to reduce damage even if it was a little with Taimatsuu.


  He prepared himself for the worst and burned with prana.


  As was expected――


   


  Vasilisa’s Lightning Dragon opened its jaw and planted its lightning fangs in the ground.


   


  Moroha, whose resistance was in vain, was knocked down with a single blow. His consciousness rapidly faded away.


  Until the last piece of it was swallowed deeply by darkness, in the duration of an instant.


  Moroha searched for AJ with his eyes.


  She swung the sword with an angry look, and the eighth person was cut down together with the magic mirror.


  She was safe.


  Since at least Moroha could confirm that much, his consciousness could no longer think of anything else….


  Chapter 6 - Signs of destruction


  Haimura Moroha suffered damage.


  He was directly showered with the fearsome Dark Arts of Lightning Empress, his consciousness was blown off and his entire skin was hideously and ruthlessly burned.


  It wasn’t to a half-dead level. It was crazy he was alive, to the point of being mysterious.


  One could grasp that Naikatsutsuu was made to flow, lightly covering his whole body with prana while being unconscious like Bernard did.


  An amazing self-defense reaction.


  Still, to the degree of barely surviving.


  Thin, fine and unreliable like a thread.


  AJ made every effort to carry Moroha on her shoulder. She couldn’t go to the hospital because they would be tracked immediately. She found out a house on the outskirts to give shelter to them even if it had its special circumstances, then put him on the bed and checked his condition――


  He groaned again.


  – You fool… you fool… you fool…


  Tears and mean words began to overflow.


  – You’re doing this war on your own, aren’t you!?


  She resisted the impulse of wanting to beat him.


  – You’re protecting “man-eater”, aren’t you!?


  She resisted the impulse of wanting to beat him.


  – Then why did you save me… why me… when this stupid woman keeps standing in your way!?


  The fact of the matter was that AJ endured the urge of wanting to disappear, strike, hit and punch herself recklessly with a thought that felt like spitting blood.


  Self-reproach and suicide could be done as much as she liked afterwards.


  Right now, the only thing AJ should do was――


  – To think you made gone this far, and that Edward-sama will not be the only one!


  AJ took off her clothes as if tearing them off in half. Her outerwear, underwear, everything.


  The time when the outside finally began to be well-lighted.


  The thin light that shone through the gaps of the curtain illuminated the stark naked figure of AJ.


  AJ had no time to be timid and put herself on the only bed in the room still naked.


  She lay down next to the almost dead Moroha and embraced him with all her heart.


  Then, she pumped up prana from the seven gates of her whole body and burned with shining emerald green flames.


  If AJ were a Dark Savior, she could heal Moroha directly with Healing the Scars.


  However, while Light Techniques had a self-healing ability, that act didn’t allow the recovery of other people’s wounds.


  – This is… the best I can do…


  She burned with prana.


  The A-Rank Savior AJ mustered her prana to the limit of the output she could hold.


  No, she surpassed the limit, she went beyond that.


  And gave it to Moroha.


  The 100% of the produced prana couldn’t be poured into others. Because the efficiency was terribly bad.


  10% maybe? 5%?


  But, did she know that?


  There was nothing else AJ could do to not let the light of Moroha’s life go out.


  In that case, she had no choice but to do this.


  AJ held the head of Moroha on her rich chest.


  She brought it very near the gate of her heart where she could pump up the most prana.


  To not make even the smallest gap between the two, and to increase the area where skin and skin touched each other even if it was a little more, she practically was glued to him.


  Even by 1%. She tried to increase the efficiency even by 0.1%.


  Even if my prana is completely burned here, please.


  Even if my prana dries up completely here, please.


  – Open your eyes…. Wake up, please…! Wake up…. Come on, wake up…


  If his consciousness returned at least, then the output of Moroha’s Naikatsutsuu should increase.


  She believed that her voice would reach his consciousness in a coma state and so, she continued praying and calling him.


  She didn’t know when the Russian pursuers would come, she couldn’t neglect being on guard.


  She had to sharpen and strain her nerves.


  It was extremely difficult to do those things at the same time, but she couldn’t complain about it.


  – Wake up… wake up… wake up…


  She raised Moroha’s chin, thrust her fingers into the hideously burned lips of his and opened them.


  Then, kissed him.


  She sent a long breath fully loaded with prana in the lungs of Moroha.


  She didn’t intend to do artificial respiration, and she wasn’t sure if this had any effect.


  But she was already desperate. She did everything that came into her mind.


  – Wake up!


  She blew long breaths into him, took a breath and called out to him over and over.


  For how long did she repeat that?


   


  The eyes of AJ had a serious and very scared look in them, but――


  That figure of hers was full of a dedicated and tender motherhood.


   


  Eventually.


  A voice came through the lips of Moroha.


  – A…… u…… a…… o……


  It was just a groan with no words in it.


  But, a voice still. This was an evidence that his consciousness was returning.


  – Wake up, sleepyhead! My lord will laugh at such carelessness of yours!


  AJ raised a loud voice as if that was the true moment for it.


  She eagerly tried to pull in the consciousness of Moroha that had surfaced.


  『A…n…ge…la…sa…?』


  That worked!


  Moroha called her name!


  – Yes, it’s me, Angela! Are you completely conscious? Who are you? Tell me.


  『Mo…ro…ha…』


  – Alright, let’s keep going! What is Moroha’s family name?


  『Hai…mura…』


  The voice of Moroha was becoming more and more clear.


  AJ seemed to shout “Yes!” with exultation.


  – That’s right, you’re Moroha Haimura. So? Where are you? And what are you doing now?


  『I’m in Russia, doing war』


  The response of Moroha was in Japanese.


  AJ couldn’t understand him. So, she thought that his consciousness became distant for a moment again.


  『I have to fight…. I have to win…』


  But when she heard that Moroha kept talking, she finally realized that this was Japanese.


  His consciousness was still cloudy.


  So he just talked in delirium in his native language.


  『I have to fight…. I can’t sleep eternally…』


  And yet, she didn’t understand the meaning of his words.


  Moroha distorted his facial expression as if he was being tortured by the flames of hell, but AJ, who saw him complaining fervently, made her chest tighten.


  He was going to try to fight, and his heroicness would go along with it.


  – Why are you doing this, going this far…? It’s different when it’s about Urushibara, but is “man-eater” that important? Isn’t she practically a stranger?


  『I promised… to save him…』


  – I don’t understand Japanese.


  『――I… promised, to rescue, Leshya’s young, brother. She didn’t have a younger brother, but, I said, that I would save him』


  How much in pain was he?


  Moroha gasped, but he continued talking. Now, it seemed to be difficult, impossible to make him say nothing.


  At the same time as his tone of voice became clear, the brightness of Moroha’s prana got stronger little by little.


  It was necessary to make him speak a lot to make his consciousness clear up.


  AJ hardened her heart.


  – Continue.


  『――Saving people isn’t easy. It’s difficult and painful, and no matter how hard I try… I may not be able to save them, perhaps my strength is not enough… that’s the way it is』


  – Okay, keep going. I don’t know what that means, but I’ll listen to you earnestly.


  『──That’s why I’m not thoughtlessly saying “to save someone”. That’s plain arrogance』


  A sharp pain ran, and because of that, the face of Moroha distorted noticeably.


  『──But when I saw Leshya, I had to say it. … I… had to』


  He took deep breaths as if gasping, wishing for oxygen again and again.


  『──That’s why I keep fighting. … Even if it’s painful or difficult, I’ll accomplish it without fail. … To take responsibility for what I said』


  She didn’t understand his words, but there were things that reached her.


  There were things that went very close to his facial expression, his tone of voice and his fighting but suffering appearance.


  AJ was impacted by that and hugged him even more strongly.


  Then, the rough breathing of Moroha began to calm gradually.


  His prana shone much more dazzlingly.


  AJ was intuitive. Moroha was trying to get through the most difficult part.


  He was trying to live with a steel-like strong spirit.


  AJ also mustered her prana more and more, pushing it from the back.


  There’s no way she could let him die here. No――she didn’t want to let him die.


  To save not the world, but just one girl.


  The Saviors around the world feared him, and antagonized Russia that treated him like a tumor.


  He continued fighting all by himself.


   


  How was she going to let such an exhilarating man die when he was capable of enduring it?


  AJ embraced Moroha.


  As if she treated a younger brother with tender loving care. Like a mother who protected her own child.


  He fell asleep again, but she was relieved, seeing the sleeping face of Moroha who had a completely calmed respiration.


  A smooth skin like the one of a baby peeked here and there from below the burns that covered his whole body.


  There was no sign at all of the pursuers.


  They didn’t think that a person showered with Lightning Empress’s ritual would manage to survive?


  AJ didn’t lose her guard, however, she continued rubbing Moroha’s head with a permanent tender look in her eyes.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  – ……Ra……sha……


  Moroha’s consciousness slowly headed towards awakening.


  He felt like he slept for a very long time.


  And felt like he had a terrible nightmare the whole time.


  He was ostracized as a monster, as a grotesque thing until he became stronger――


  And still, he couldn’t protect or save the ones important to him――


  A nightmare.


  But Moroha didn’t let his heart be destroyed, he didn’t let it be painted over with despair, he kept struggling.


  The voice of a strict and gentle woman continued encouraging him all along.


  Such a vague memory went away somewhere else quickly because he woke up.


  But instead, the five senses regained perception. He was embracing something soft.


  His cheeks were near something even softer.


  What is this? It has an amazing good smell. 


  He opened his eyelids to confirm it.


  He vaguely adjusted his focus.


  It was the breasts of a woman.


  – !?


  Moroha, who knew the identity of the one his cheeks were glued to, was stunned.


  He tried to jump up by reflex, but he couldn’t do it due to the intense pain!


  He listened to what his body said properly. The pain of the injuries lessened when he kept still as he lamented, but the oozing pain tormenting his whole body couldn’t be contained. He received Lightning Empress’s Lightning Dragon directly, but life was all that he had, he had an unbelievable good luck, but….


  Anyways, he didn’t know what happened after that.


  He took his eyes away from the voluptuous breasts,


  (C-calm down. Now, Natural Stance. Grasp the situation calmly)


  He looked around, moving just his neck and eyes.


  AJ’s beautiful face jumped into his eyes.


  The line of AJ, from her beautiful back to her buttocks, jumped into his eyes.


  AJ’s beautiful thighs jumped into his eyes.


  (Why does she have no clothes on?)


  Moroha averted his eyes that were like getting glued to her and shifted his attention to his surroundings.


  They were in a shabby bed of a small and run-down room with almost to no furniture.


  The only thing placed on a table was a digital clock and he could see that it was a bit past 3 pm. The date hadn’t changed. He calculated that he had been sleeping for about 6 or 7 hours.


  Probably AJ brought Moroha here to nurse him as he was in a critical condition.


  She was able to confirm that they were in a momentary safe-looking place and examined his body.


  He seemed to be burned with Lightning Empress’s Dark Arts and that could be confirmed well because he wasn’t wearing clothes. Burns going from light to severe could be found here and there. Since his body didn’t move with normality, the damage to hidden parts like the nervous system and inner muscles should be very bad. Delicate operation was impossible, so he couldn’t use Heal the Scars by himself. He didn’t cut Naikatsutsuu for now.


  He used his head and analyzed these things composedly…


  But in the end, he wasn’t entirely sure why AJ took off her clothes, moreover why they were embracing each other and slept like that.


  He grimaced, cold sweat ran down and,


  – It’s cold, Ed-sama… *mumble mumble*.


  AJ hugged his head tightly.


  His face was buried in her cleavage, directly in her boobs!


  He was pushed against them.


  – Stop, Angela-san! This is bad, this is very bad!


  Being able to speak made him happy. He advised her desperately.


  – Hmmm…?


  AJ let out a sexy long breath and rubbed her eyes.


  Moroha, whose head was set free, was relieved as he averted his eyes from her breasts.


  AJ fixedly stared at Moroha for a moment, but,


  – Did you wake up, Moroha!?


  – Yes…. Thanks to you.


  – I’m glad! I’m really glad!


  She embraced him as she was glad, free from worry.


  – Err, umm, Angela-san…?


  – Why are you speaking so depressed? You can be more delighted, you know?


  – Yes, but, your boobs are touching me…


  Because she embraced him defenselessly, a soft, fluffy-like feeling was pushed against Moroha’s chest and collapsed.


  In a sense, this was probably an even more pleasing situation.


  – Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah


  Could people get this red?


  AJ made her whole body be completely boiled and jumped out from the bed.


  (Oh, that scream is unexpectedly cute)


  If he were to say that inadvertently, AJ would end up jumping through the window as she was, so Moroha held his tongue.


  – D-don’t get the wrong idea! What happened after isn’t at all that thing between a man and a woman!


  AJ screamed with teary eyes as she hid her important parts by holding her knees in her arms, in other words, by crouching.


  – I-I understand.


  – I reluctantly did it to cure you!


  – I-I don’t get the process but I understand.


  – You understand that this wasn’t something erotic?


  – Of course, I don’t think it was that, not even a millimeter of it hahaha.


  – And not even a millimeter of wicked feelings when I was embracing you now?


  AJ was angry, she fixedly stared at him.


  – … Of course?


  – Then why did you avert your eeeeeeeeeyes!?


  – Uwaaa, It can’t be helped, you know? I’m a man too.


  Moroha screamed.


  AJ sprung at him, and straddled him and strangled him.


  – This is dangerous. This posture is dangerous more than my life being in danger.


  – Uwaaaaaa, I’ll take my life after I’ve killed you; I’ll protect my faithfulness to my loooooooooooord.


  – I don’t want to die for that reason!


  His body didn’t move even when he tried to shove her and push her.


  Moroha seriously felt a premonition of death because he had no way to get out of it.


  Help!? There’s no way it would come.


   


  『Hello!』


   


  Someone came at the thought of it!?


  The entrance door was suddenly opened.


  『Hmm, it has no key, isn’t that too careless? Well, it’s meaningless to lock the door against us』


  The ice-cold voice of a woman was suddenly heard.


  Moreover, in Japanese. In Kansai dialect.


  『I’ve come to talk! I’m terribly sorry if you are in the middle of something, but it will be just a minute!』


  A liveliness that kind of added even more fuel to this insane situation with AJ.


  Moroha and AJ stared that way with surprised eyes.


  A girl with a beautiful black hair stood there.


  The corner of their eyes pointed upward to her ample chest, to the girl with determined-looking spirit.


  She noticed that Moroha and AJ were dumbfounded and,


  『Hmm? My Japanese is that weird? You don’t understand it? I’ve been using it a lot since my dad died…』


  No, that wasn’t the issue.


  AJ, who was still straddling Moroha, separated her hands from his neck and said.


  – Who… are you?


  Moroha also nodded and *ah!*, he noticed.


  His head recovered from the quarrel and the confusion and recalled that her face was familiar to him.


   


  Her name was Katya Eschevna Honda.


  From what he understood, she seemed to be half Japanese and half Russian. She was 18 years old.


  She was a Kuroma of the Russian Division and her rank: the branch office head of Yekaterinburg.


  Yes, she was one of the 8 people who fought against Moroha this morning, she was the Kuroma deployed to the southeast side.


  – I was hit by Moroha-han’s Saturn, then I opened my eyes not long ago and came here. The twins still don’t wake up, which means that Moroha-han went easy on me, didn’t he? Thank you very much for that.


  Katya laughed, looking blank.


  By the way, because AJ got mad, saying「Japanese is prohibited!」, Katya changed to English.


  Moroha had no obligation to be able to say that her Kansai dialect was mixed with her intonation, that it was a poor English, so a「Kansai dialect in an English-speaking world」ended up being heard by Moroha.*


  *TN: You could interpret what is in「」as “English with a touch of Kansai dialect”.


  Without being able to get up on the bed, he put a sheet, covering up to his chest and listened to her explanation.


  On the other hand, the already dressed AJ questioned her oppressively with her back leant on the wall.


  – How did you know we were here?


  – I allowed a confidant of mine to watch you during the battle this morning. And after it finished, I allowed them to shadow you all this time.


  – In that case, why didn’t you attack us?


  – Ahaha, stop joking. You were releasing a bloodlust that went outside of the room. There’s no way I can catch you unguarded. As if a fierce animal throbs inside you; I felt insignificant, you know?


  Then after Katya laughed for a moment,


  – Besides――


  Both her face and tone of voice calmed a little then continued her explanation.


  – I really don’t want to fight against Haimura-han.


  – Because this guy is a frightening S-Rank?


  – I wasn’t scared by that. Do you know how many times I fought have against Metaphysicals? That’s like having a meal for me.


  Katya, who was ridiculed by AJ, got offended by her and roughened her breathing.


  – Did you know? That most of the Russian Saviors are orphans? There’s no room for objection, even if you refuse it bluntly.


  He had heard from AJ, in a conversation during a break of this trip, that Leshya wasn’t the only one.


  It looked like there were 700,000 orphans just「officially announced」in Russia.


  It was a very deep problem. No, the expression named「problem」smoothed over it neatly.


  A lot of people hadn’t the discernment to clearly think of it as a「burden」and as a「trouble」.


  – It’s said that the socialist state has been opening a lot nowadays. If you think you have a decent job in this country, then it’s important what your parents do. We, the orphans, live life in very hard mode. Since we exterminate Metaphysicals, we get to live in luxury. When we look at the smiles of the people walking on the streets, it makes us feel a bit proud, we think “how are we not going to protect them?”. If so, why do I think if that “boosted my enthusiasm?” That I can bet one or two souls.*


  *TN: Aside from being a hard text to translate as Katya speaks in Kansai dialect, souls is the furigana reading for lives.


  Although Katya’s tone of voice became affable, he felt the weight in her words.


  Moroha, who was still in the bed, straightened his attitude as he listened to her.


  – But Lightning Empress scares me, I can’t disobey her, and I truly hate killing people. My heart is about to crumble.


  It looked like she was happy that a person with such a balanced mentality was truly in Russia.


  – It’s not just me, you know? There are a few others, other ones like me in Russia. Those guys feel like real comrades at least, and we have a horizontal relationship.*


  *TN: horizontal relationship means that there are no statuses or ranks differentiating people, they are all equal.


  – In the end, you’re in a position described as “moderation faction”, huh. That’s why you didn’t attack us even though you got our whereabouts?


  – That’s right. The other branch heads that fought this morning are still unconscious or already ran away as Lightning Empress’s purge scared them. I came here secretly by myself.


  – You were saying you… have something to talk about, right?


  When Moroha confirmed so, Katya put both hands and feet vigorously on the ground.


  Then, she stared in puzzlement towards Moroha all of a sudden and,


  – Please――I want you to save my friend!


  She appealed to him in a shouting-like manner and kneeled down on the ground.


  – Wait wait! I got that you don’t want to be hostile, but isn’t strange to ask this to the enemy?


  AJ hit, but,


  – I know I have no place to ask this to Haimura-han. But there’s no other person I can rely on.


  Katya didn’t move as she rubbed her face against the dusty floor.


  – It doesn’t matter how much you tell us about it, it has nothing to do with us! To begin with, Moroha has something he must do. He doesn’t have time to help people. Isn’t that right, Moroha? Don’t be silent, say something.


  – That’s right. Katya-san, can I listen to what you have to say in detail?


  – Did you listen to him? That’s Moroha’s repl――eh, whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat!?


   


  AJ raised a hysteric voice.


  – Hey… what are you thinking…?


  She immediately glared at him with eyes filled with anger.


  – You’re protecting “man-eater”, don’t you? You’re not in the position to make a detour, are you?


  – No. This is probably the development I was looking forward to. If that’s the case, this is the fastest shortcut rather than detour.


  – What do you mean…?


  – I’ll explain it later. Anyway, let’s listen to Katya-san now.


  When Moroha implied the nuance when they were alone,


  – Tch.


  AJ gave up with a reluctant attitude as she clicked her tongue powerfully.


  Moroha turned about to Katya again.


  – Please raise your face. I’m sorry that I’m still in the bed though.


  – Thank you, thank you!


  Katya raised her face energetically. Those almond-shaped eyes of hers were a bit wet.


  – So?


  – Yes! The friend I was talking about is Yuri. She’s the branch office head of Novosibirsk.


  – Yuri? The gravity user Yuri Olegvich?


  AJ bent herself forward slightly.


  – That girl sure is famous, isn’t she? Anyway, Yuri is in a tough spot!


  Katya stopped talking for a short time.


  Her throat got thirsty with what she had said, she gulped down saliva and moistened her lips.


  In what type of danger had the gravity user, who was a particularly outstanding subject in the Russian Division, fallen into?


  Katya told them with a slightly trembling voice.


  – Last night, a terrible Metaphysical appeared on the outskirts of Novosibirsk.


  AJ, who heard that, laughed.


  – So? Are you telling me that that Metaphysical is beyond your powers and it has to be exterminated by Moroha?


  – That’s right! That’s why I came to rely on him!


  – A Metaphysic appeared just right in time, huh!? Hey, Moroha. This is a trap. If you get along with it nonchalantly, the Russians that are on alert will be ready to jump at you, you know?


  – I’m not lying. The timing is certainly unexpected, but whatever you think of me, it is true!


  – Hmm. It’s more suspicious that you’re getting desperate.


  – Angela-san…


  – Huh? You think so too, Moroha?


  – Angela-san… can you be silent for a bit please?


  When Moroha asked with sincerity, AJ stared in wonder.


  As soon as she began to tremble all over,


  – Y-you bastard… how far do your good-naturedness pretend to go…!? Learn to doubt people a little!


  – I know. I’m not so broad-minded. I’ve been thinking about it and concluded she’s being honest.


  – How!?


  Moroha, who was flared up by AJ who bared her canines, responded with a giggle.


  – If they were lying in wait and ready to jump at me leisurely, then they could have attacked me with all their strength here and now, am I right?


  – Uguh…


  AJ immediately clogged her throat.


  Although Moroha didn’t press her for an answer, he did talk to Katya without hesitation.


  – As you can see, I’m not in a state where I can fight against a Metaphysical. And for that, can I request you to heal me with Dark Arts?


  – I’m the one asking you for that, so of course I’ll do it!


  As if to show immediate results, Katya replied immediately.


  – Right? Since I feel that Katya-san is leading me to a trap, there’s no reason for her to cure me, don’t you agree?


  Moroha winked at AJ.


  He didn’t say it, but if he were to say it more candidly――


  Anything was fine, as long as this immobility of his body was cured.


  If a trap awaited him, if the leaders of the Russian Division encamped to siege him again and if with that Lightning Empress tried to come out after that――


  None of that mattered.


  Rather, it could be convenient as it would save him the trouble of searching for her.


  – … I, get that.


  AJ consented with an extremely disappointed face.


  She seemed to get that no matter how this turned out, it was nothing but an advantage for Moroha.


  – However… don’t think about this so calmly when you’re in this critical state. If we are attacked now, it will be the end of the line, you know? Usually one would be flustered. Aren’t you scared, panicked or something? I look stupid being the only one getting agitated like this…


  No sooner than she pouted her lips, she threw a complaint.


  – is that so…?


  This question made Moroha think a bit about it.


  Because he always aimed to be in Natural Stance――speaking of that, the answer was easy, but it appeared that for him it wasn’t just that.


  – … Because… I’m safe when Angela-san is near me… you know?


  – Wha-wha-wha…


  AJ ignited her face suddenly.


  – W-what are you saying!? Y-y-your flattery is so obvious! There’s no way I can be deceived by such frivolous words.


  She waved both hands and complained.


  Moroha did nothing but give a bitter smile.


  AJ folded her arms and faced away,


  – Humph, I understand! I understand. It’s your destiny. It’s fine as long as you judge everything.


  She declared she would withdraw completely.


  With her face still red.


  She hid her embarrassment, but to Katya, with a blunt tone of voice,


  – Hey. For the time being, I’ll assume that what I’m listening to is real, so keep talking.


  – I don’t know who you are, and why you look so self-important since a while ago… but whatever.


  Katya cleared her throat and looked straight at Moroha only,


  – Yuri has subordinates monitoring that Metaphysical. The town and the villages haven’t been attacked yet, but it’s a matter of time. When push comes to shove, Yuri and the others will put their lives on the line to stop it.


  – You’re saying that they haven’t battled against it yet?


  – Correct. The opponent is terrible, we can’t do nothing against it.


  – But I had heard that Yuri-san is a very strong Savior, isn’t she?


  – No matter how strong Yuri is, it’s impossible…. It’s impossible when it’s a Dreadnought….


  – Today of all days, it had to be a Dreadnought?


  At such a time like this, the unexpected became even more unexpected.


  Moroha was at a loss for words due to the shock.


  Immediately after, AJ,


  – These idiots! These… complete idiots!


  She hit the wall with her backhand and shouted at Katya.


  – You should immediately summon all the A-Rank Saviors if you’re going to destroy it. This is a disaster, isn’t it!? What is Russia doing? How are they having Moroha as their opponent in this situation!?


  – I think the same! I said so to Lightning Empress! But Lightning Empress… she ordered us to postpone such a thing and to defeat Haimura-han first!


  – Stupidity has its limits…


  AJ hit the walls many times because it was impossible to suppress her anger.


  – We also were all disgusted with it. It’s not like I’m obeying her only because I fear her even now, but because I thought that tyrant is an indispensable woman to protect our motherland from the Metaphysicals, so I worked for her, controlling myself. But I can’t follow a woman who prioritizes her power more than exterminating Metaphysicals.


  Katya put a strange look in her eyes and stared at Moroha.


  – I beg you, Haimura-han. I want you to take the lead of our moderate faction to defeat the Dreadnought.


  With eyes as if a person wandering in the desert had at last found an oasis they had craved and craved and craved for.


  – I want you to help Yuri.


  With eyes of a person at their wits’ end.


  Faster than Moroha responded to it――


  – Hmm. Since Lightning Empress is unreliable, you’re convincing him to accept his position as the new S-Rank?


  AJ felt annoyed.


  – I’m conscious that what I’m saying is very selfish!


  Katya immediately objected.


  – But we’re not asking just for Haimura-han’s strength, we’re also counting on his personality. If it’s Haimura-han, is it enough if I entrust him with my soul? If Haimura-han helps Yuri, I’ll do anything, alright? I’ll even cooperate fighting against Lightning Empress, you know? *


  *TN: Soul is the furigana reading for life.


  – Hey, Moroha. You’re not being fooled by this obvious flattery, are you?


  – It’s not flattery! I’ve been investigating stuff about Haimura-han all this time!


  – Stuff about me…?


  – Please don’t think bad――


  Katya nodded and started talking.


   


  The seventh S-Rank Savior that assaulted Russia alone.


  Katya knew about that news in an email that Bernard reported to Lightning Empress.


  Together with that, she felt strongly interested in Moroha.


  Such recklessness, is he just pretending to be a hero? 


  Or is he the heroic figure that normal people can’t comprehend like the great bird that flies in the sky? 


  She used the personal intelligence network of the moderate faction, and what she investigated, had surprised her.


  Moroha not only had started a war, he also hadn’t killed anyone.


  None of that makes sense. What kind of person is him? 


  Her interest grew stronger and stronger.


  Maybe this person would become a Russian Savior in a true sense――


  Perhaps even more than Lightning Empress.


  She sent an email to Leshya in Japan because she had nothing to lose, she asked for his personality and she got a fantastic answer, more than what she expected.


  But in the end, she wanted to make sure of it with her own eyes.


  She discussed it with Yuri and went off on her own. Yuri violated Lightning Empress’s order and didn’t join the Moroha Interception Network and headed towards the monitoring of the Metaphysical. Katya pretended to comply with the order purposely and joined the Interception Network.


  What she saw there was Moroha’s gallant figure who protected the Beletskaya sisters, his rivals, while being sandwiched between 6th Rank Dark Arts.


  She also got the chance to exchange words with him on the confusion of the battlefield and was able to touch his personality directly.


  ――This person is worthy of my trust.


  Not only his personality was superior, but he combined it with the strength to carry out justice.


  Katya believed so, and at that moment.


   


  – I’m very serious…


   


  Katya fixed her eyes on him with craving eyes.


  Moroha couldn’t help but think back upon that.  Even though they were on the battlefield this morning, Katya suddenly showed a smiling face in front of Moroha and now she was facing him with that same strong look. He memorized it well because it was striking.


  And, Moroha’s answer was decided long ago.


  – Let’s help Yuri-san.


  – Really!?


  – Of course.


  Moroha nodded.


  – ……


  AJ said nothing more. She turned away with a sour expression on her face.


  – Thanks a lot! Now that Haimura-han is supporting us, our strength has increased a hundredfold.


  – Humph. You said it well, woman. Don’t forget the promise in which you said you’ll do anything, understood?


  – I know that. First of all, I’ve healed those wounds. Do you feel better than before?


  – Hou, they’re almost gone. Your mana is almost something worth seeing.


  – Are you really going to act self-important like you’ve been doing since a while ago?


  – Ah. I’m sorry. But I’m pretty sure there’s no time to quarrel?


  – You’re right!


  Katya jumped, checked the clock and left the room hurriedly.


  – I’ll go and get the tickets of the train first!


  – While you are at it, bring something to wear to this guy!


  – I agree.


  Those footsteps noisily went away just like when they came.


  The Siberian Railway, when foreigners made use of it, had complicated procedures, so it was better to leave it to Katya of the Russian Division who had a lot of influence.


  The lively person disappeared and the mood rapidly fell completely silent.


  That made Moroha become aware of the narrowness of the room as he took a breath.


  Nevertheless, AJ fixedly stared at him with a scary face.


  Like she was thinking about something.


  – Is there something on my face?


  – I don’t feel like wanting to get along with your sweet talk.


  AJ begin to talk with a heavy tone of voice with the same scary look in her eyes.


  – This… is no longer your own war, huh.


  – Indeed, we can say that.


  – Whether it’s you or Lightning Empress the one that gets the victory and carried on shoulders in a Mikoshi, a great war will divide Russia. Hmm. That’s very flashy, don’t you think? *


  *TN: Mikoshi is a sacred religious palanquin.


  – But I want to live plainly and in peace if possible.


  – This was as you said, it wasn’t a detour. Those who were initially supposed to stand in the way as your enemies will change to your side. This means there’s no better shortcut to get to Lightning Empress than this.


  AJ asked, looking uninterested.


  – You said you are looking forward to it, right? You knew that this would happen? From the beginning?


  – Well, the Metaphysical stuff is a bit surprising, but I thought that someone would get in contact with me sooner or later.


  – Did you know the existence of the moderate faction?


  – No, that’s something new for me. But the Russian Division not being a monolith is easily imaginable, isn’t it?


  In the first place, monolithic organizations were rare.


  They were impossible if the top wasn’t full of charisma.


  Like Edward.


  Many people gathered under his strong will that wouldn’t want to kill any subordinates.


  Lightning Empress was the opposite.


  How many people would think of truly wanting to accompany her to that extent?


  This was the biggest opportunity for Moroha to take advantage of that and use that to wage war with the Empire.


  That’s why he had decided to not kill anyone.


  He decided to continue proving with a yokozuna sumo* that he was a different person than Lightning Empress who killed right away.


  *TN: Yokozuna sumo means “facing one’s opponent head-on and winning via overwhelmingly superior strength or skill”.


  And above all, the fighting style was――


   


  The existence called「Moroha」, who had never thought of wanting to kill people, agreed to it.


   


  Of course, it was easier said than done.


  His side put his life on the line, becoming a handicap he carried on his back, and her side, the one that killed, was the worst and most sinister by far.


  Still, he disliked to ignore his own feelings for a reason like「because it’s complicated」.


  He definitely disliked it so.


  The righteousness of Moroha went beyond a simple “whitewashing”.*


  *TN: Righteousness is the furigana reading for stubbornness.


  He let his “resolved non-killing” sublimate until it was a strategy.


   


  Even if they didn’t talk about all of that, AJ seemed to get that.


  – Edward-sama finds himself in inescapable situations, and what protects us is the strong spirit of the king.


  She crossed her arms and said so with a stern face.


  – As for you, it rather should be called the strong spirit of the supreme ruler.


  – No, that’s too fancy. You’re embarrassing me, so please stop.


  – Are you saying my words are clumsy!?


  Moroha gave up and shrugged his shoulders to AJ who bared her canines.


  AJ, without a moment’s delay, made a cynical remark.


  – Since I’m seeing you being this energetic, I don’t need to keep worrying about you anymore. You can go all out to at best exterminate the Metaphysical, right? Otherwise I’ll end up killing it without you having the chance to participate?


  – Eh? Angela-san is going to fight too?


  – Humph, naturally.


  AJ threw out her chest with her arms still folded.


  Because she didn’t hear anything idiotic, she behaved like a spoiled child.


  – The situation between you and Russia is of no concern to me, but killing Metaphysicals is the duty of us, the Saviors. If I leave it carelessly, then I will end up betraying the ideals of my lord.


  Why do you say things that aren’t so honest? He was unable to control himself and ended up spurting that out.


  The laughing AJ became dejected.


  But Moroha couldn’t help but think that she looked just like her.


  She became what he was looking forward to.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov was prepared to die.


  By the side of the Obi River around 10 kilometers southwest from Novosibirsk.


  It had been two nights since she was in a battle formation in a wetland where no locals could get in and set foot on it, and started standing watch with her subordinates by turns.


  The date was September 22nd, past 6am.


  Yuri had the feeling that the air was changing rapidly while looking up at the morning glow. It was getting terribly suffocating.


  According to the reports of the scouts, the Dreadnought was slowly going upstream the Obi River towards the city.


  The monster had finally reached a distance that could be seen with the naked eye.


  A grotesque silhouette appeared in the backlight of the morning sun.


  A half-round body appeared from the surface of the Obi River and something that had the appearance of countless tentacles wriggled on its whole body.


  That uncanny silhouette got bigger and bigger.


  An ominous sign of death felt in Yuri’s chest got bigger and bigger.


  Her subordinates also looked confused,


  – Katya-sama is still not here!


  – We should get in touch with her and check the situation. There’s nothing we can do even if we intercept it now.


  – Or maybe abandon this place and retreat the war front to where――


  – … That’s impossible.


  Yuri rejected the withdrawal plan before the subordinate said everything.


  – … We can’t allow that to get closer to Novosibirsk than this. If the people of the city were to notice it, they’ll panic, won’t they?


  She lamented while pulling the hem of the miniskirt held between her fingers.


  An expression of sorrow appeared on her graceful face.


  It was too ephemeral and beautiful, her subordinates were simultaneously taken aback by it.


  Yuri, without being aware of the look of her subordinates, made a decision.


  – …. Everyone will escape. I’ll manage it to keep it at bay until Katya and the others come running here.


  Screams were raised by her subordinates all at once.


  – We must not leave Yuri-sama behind!


  – We’ll have no face to meet Katya-sama!


  – We are Saviors! The resolution of that moment, we can show it!


  – What we polished our strength for, doing it until we vomited blood if we aren’t going to fight now!?


  Yuri stared at each person’s face as she listened to several shouts.


  – … You guys are so reliable.


  She muttered and her subordinates got their cheeks dyed in happiness.


  – … Alright. Let’s keep it at bay, everyone.


  Yuri stretched her hand and pulled out a large sword that stood on the ground.


  An unusual and huge large sword that resembled the ones that the White Knights had.


  The strangeness was even more prominent when it was held by such a gaudy human being and by one with such a short stature like Yuri.


  No matter how one looked at it, that was heavier than Yuri’s weight, and still she shouldered it lightly.


  She let the prana put on her whole body burn up――and started the assault.


  They ran on the water that flowed eternally in the Obi River.


  They put the seventh trick Godlike Movement to use and changed any kind of place to foothold with the supernatural way of walking Mongyoku.


  All the ones she brought with her were Light Saviors, so all the subordinates followed her on the water.


  They ran at full speed towards the demon, striving to be the first to get the most honorable achievement.


  – Let’s meet in the next world!


  Someone shouted.


  No one laughed at such miracle or showed signs of that happening.


  – … It’s wonderful, isn’t it?


  Yuri muttered and released her greatest specialty, the secret technique of Mars.


  She transformed her own prana into a shape that was her foundation.*


  *TN: Shape is the furigana reading for phenomenon.


  In the case of Yuri, it was gravity.


  She dispatched a number of invisible hands, stretching to the Dreadnought.


  The distance between her and her opponent was already no more than 50 meters.


  When she looked at it from there, it was truly gigantic! It was 8 meters long.


  It looked round like a skull.


  Like a freshly severed giant head that went upstream the Obi River.


  A loose and disheveled hair grew on it even though it was a skull, and that hair looked like tentacles that wriggled at will.


  A zigzagging and disgusting manner of using its hands that was unbearably noisy as if countless of them beckoned, or as if they rubbed the empty sky.


  Why were those things called Metaphysicals so gross that all of them felt nauseous?


  Yuri grabbed the Dreadnought with her gravity hands as she endured the physiological unpleasant feelings.


  – … Stop.


  She apprehended and constrained it.


  As they were invisible to the eye, there was no sound.


  However, the giant that was going upstream the Obi River didn’t advance at all from that place.


  – Attack!


  The subordinates, who were well aware of it, slashed at the Dreadnought from all directions.


  The monster stretched countless hairs and tried to capture each person surrounding it, but his movement was clearly slow due to the gravitational anomaly originated by Yuri.


  The dexterous subordinates cleared them away easily, opening a way out and attacked its head with a severe Venus.


  Everyone fought safely, they were doing strenuous efforts against their opponent, the Dreadnought.


  The gravity constraint by means of Yuri’s Mars had a great effect on it.


  However,


  – … Guh… u… ah… aaah… aaaah…


  Yuri herself was drenched in cold sweat, she was having a hard time, and was breathing hard.


  An extraordinary prana was required to restrain the Dreadnought for 10 seconds, and she was squeezing it out, and yet, she was completely devoting herself to it.


  Since she was restraining this object, which was larger than a detached house, with gravity, there was no choice but to do this.


  Metaphysicals were essentially a mass of energy called Satana.*


  *TN: Satana is the furigana reading for magical power.


  One could say that a more powerful energy was necessary to pin down that energy.*


  *TN: The first energy is the furigana reading for mysterious power (in the story, prana is the furigana reading for mysterious power).


  – … It’s… strong….


  The Satana of the Dreadnought was that much powerful.


  A real demon that seemed to laugh at the concept, understanding and so forth that it was「a Metaphysical stronger than normal ones」.


  Yuri realized that the resolution to die, the one she had embraced, was not enough in front of the real thing she was fighting for the first time.


  (… It’s no use. This isn’t doing it at all)


  The smiling face of her close friend in her mind was fading away.


  Would it be possible for her heart, which was revered together with “man-eater” and Bernard, both distinguished persons praised in Russia, to not be affected by the sediments of arrogance accumulating in it?*


  *TN: Russia is the furigana reading for empire.


  – Yuri-sama! Please remove the restraints for a moment!


  – Please take a rest!


  – We’ll be okay!


  Yuri, who was encouraged by her subordinates that worried about her, became obstinate and continued restraining it.


  If she were not to tighten it, someone would end up dying; that was the sort of obstinacy she had.


  She distorted her cute face in anguish and clenched her teeth to draw prana.


  The Dreadnought appreciated that look of hers.


  Despite not having eyeballs, she felt a gaze that licked all over her skin.


  While restrained, it showed a broad grin of composure, an expressive face unimaginable for a skull and a posture as it was being chopped up by the subordinates.


  Yuri hallucinated so.


  She was squeezing out prana to restrain it, but, far from that, that hallucination felt like something very important for her was being dragged out from the core of her body, like it was being sucked up by the skull.


  A discomfort that ran with fear and that felt like it contaminated her body from the inside.


  (… It looks like I can’t have a proper death)


  She seemed to go insane in despair.


  If her subordinates weren’t there, she would have bit her tongue right now.


  – … Ah.


  The body of Yuri sunk unexpectedly.


  When she noticed it, her right foot was immersed in the water up to the ankle.


  The depletion of her prana started, she could no longer maintain Mongyoku.


  She couldn’t stand decently. She couldn’t put a bold front.


  (… I don’t want to die… Nobody wants to die)


  She sobbed as she glared at the Dreadnought.


  Those eyes were――opened wide in amazement.


  Not only Yuri, but all the subordinates stopped what they were doing, they were overcome with surprise.


  They stared, with their mouths wide-open.


  At something that fell from the sky.


  It was a person. It was beyond incredible.


  It was clad in a white prana and black mana, leaving a trail like a meteorite.


  Or like spreading their black and white wings.


  A boy descended from the heavens.


  Brandishing a single-edged long sword.


  A sword of right-and-wrong chaos in which a white light and a black flame fought each other on the sword blade.


   


  Yuri didn’t know.


  That this boy was Haimura Moroha.


   


  As soon as the urgent news arrived on the mobile telephone of Katya, he jumped down from the train in motion and ran, making free use of his Light Techniques and Dark Arts. He left AJ behind who insisted, saying “I’ll go too”, at a speed with which he  crossed over 10 kilometers of Siberian wetlands in just 10 minutes on foot and the seventh S-Rank――


  Came running.


   


  – Ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!


  A dragon-like roar was emitted from the mouth of the boy that shook the atmosphere, tearing it to pieces.


  Yuri’s abdomen felt it noticeably.


  The Dreadnought that was smiling broadly changed its look all of a sudden.


  It turned exactly into a demon and glared overhead.


  But the boy had an even more terrifying look.


  So terrible to the point the demon was fascinated by it that it forgot itself.


  In reality, it looked like there was a moment it thought so.


  The boy assaulted the area at the top of the head of the Dreadnought.


  And, that was it.


  Flashes of light, sounds of explosions and storms burst like a local tempest.


  When the shockwave flowed, the water of the river surged like a tsunami, tossing Yuri and her subordinates.


  They withstood it somehow, stared at him with soaked eyes and saw an unbelievable scene again.


  All the water of the river around them had dried up completely….


  Naturally, the giant body of the Dreadnought disappeared without a trace. It disappeared with just one blow.


  Only the boy remained.


  Because his body drew the gaze of the dumbfounded Yuri and the others, he scratched his head.


  As if his look scarier than the demon’s a moment ago was a lie, he showed a plain smile according to his age and said.


   


  – Oh! I think the water will close in from the upstream again, so why don’t you escape immediately?


  He had an ordinary face that seemed to be found everywhere, and said strange words that no one could say.


  Nobody could reply to him right away.


  What happened? They should have witnessed that in detail, and yet, their heads didn’t try to understand the situation.


  Yuri and her subordinates, all the ones who were there, hardened. But, that was unmistakably the reaction of ordinary people.


  Yes――


  Yuri, one of the best Saviors in Russia, was nothing but in the category of an ordinary person when compared to Moroha.


  Chapter 7 - Decisive Battle in Yekaterinburg


  Lightning Empress was in Yekaterinburg.


  Moroha, who learned that from Katya, decided Yekaterinburg as the place for the decisive battle.


  At 19:42 he got on board of the railway train「Russia」departing from Novosibirsk and headed there the same day he killed the Dreadnought.


  His companions were AJ, Katya and Yuri, those three people.


  They spent the night in the train and arrived in Yekaterinburg on the following day, on September 23rd at 15:37 as planned.


  The 12th day since he came to Russia.


  A four-seater compartment.


  Narrow seats that faced each other.


  AJ sat in front of Moroha with her hands and feet crossed and with an ill-humored face.


  Katya was sitting next to him. She held an arm of Moroha in her arms, more like clinging to him. She had a glamorous body shape, meaning her seductiveness was the best.


  Yuri was sitting to the opposite side of hers. She also held an arm of Moroha in her arms, but a shy feeling of distance was felt compared to Katya. She had a cute and lavish body, and the bare legs stretching from the miniskirt were pure white.


  – Excuse me… aren’t you troubled by clinging so much to me…?


  – This place’s so narrow that it can’t be helped.


  Moroha appealed gently, but Katya dismissed it flatly.


  She closed her eyes partly like a cat and slid her face on Moroha’s arm.


  Then, AJ said with a thorny tone of voice as she looked outside of the window, looking displeasured.


  – Who would have thought that it’s incredibly narrow because three people are forcibly sitting in two seats?


  –  I do. Yuri, what if you sit over there?


  – … Nope. I’m fine next to Moroha. What if Katya sits there?


  – I absolutely refuse to sit next to such a brutal woman. She’ll try to make treacherous teasing on me from the side.


  – Who would try to do such a thing!?


  When AJ bared her canines and yelled,


  – Kyaaa, I’m scared. Save me, Haimura-han.


  – … I’m scared too.


  Katya and Yuri clung even more to him as they frolicked and giggled.


  AJ ended up looking daunted and spat out.


  – Isn’t it splendid to be popular, Moroha?


  – No, don’t you see that my face is stiffened?


  – This womanizer, this is what Urushibara complains about again and again.


  – You’re wrong, I’m not like――.


  – It’s fine, it’s totally fine. After all, when it comes to men, this degree of dependability is great, isn’t it?


  – … Don’t feel shy about it.


  – Or more precisely, I would like to hear this from you now, but why do you like me so much? We barely know each other, don’t we?


  – Don’t ask a tasteless thing like that, Haimura-han. If you’re a man, be quiet and let women fawn on you as much as they want.


  Katya laughed happily and kept sliding her face.


  – … If I’m a nuisance, then I will stop, I guess?


  On the other hand, Yuri asked moderately with deadly upturned eyes.


  Those eyes made an appeal to him, saying「Don’t tell me I’m a nuisance」.


  – It’s not that clinging to me is a nuisance, but…


  Moroha gave up, mixed with lamentation.


  – Kyaa, we got the permission of Haimura-han. We are officially recognized.


  – … It’s a bit embarrassing, but I’ll stop holding back.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  – Haimura-han has no need to hold back, alright? That’s right… if you’re going to sleep, tell me, alright? You can lay your head in my lap.


  Katya, who smiled sexily, rubbed her perfectly fleshed thighs against Moroha’s legs.


  – No, that’s too much…


  – I said I’d do anything, didn’t I? Tomorrow is the decisive battle, so with this, I’ll get Moroha-han to rest at ease and to recover his energy, no?


  – … Katya’s thighs feel good? I recommend mine as well.


  – Yeah yeah, but when it comes to my thighs, a good sleep is guaranteed, isn’t it?


  – No, my energy is okay already, so I don’t need to raise it anymore.


  Moroha became overwhelmed and tried to escape from the bewitching thighs, but because Yuri rubbed her pure-white legs against him, he was now at a dead end.


  On the other hand, Katya, who heard the shout of Moroha, stared seriously and yet in puzzlement,


  – So that was enough?


  – More than enough.


  Moroha nodded mixed with cold sweat.


  After he killed the Dreadnought, and nearly 10 hours while waiting for the train, Moroha was invited to Yuri’s private residence and was warmly welcomed by her subordinates who were also part of the moderate faction.


  A lively drinking party, an enthusiastic welcome-ish lead by Katya and Yuri happened there.


  The luxurious hospitality was so much for Moroha that he felt all the more awkward, but since AJ demanded him like it was truly natural, thinking (even though he hasn’t done nothing yet), he succumbed little by little.


  Well, putting the fault on AJ was cowardice. Because Moroha also ended up enjoying to his heart’s content the deliciousness of the real caviar he ate for the first time.


  It had a devilish flavor that even melt Moroha’s self-control.


  And above all, since he took into consideration the feelings of the moderate faction’s people, the ones he had saved, barely escaping alive, and for protecting Novosibirsk, they reconsidered that there was no choice but to make one or two revelries.


  Katya had no idea about such feelings of Moroha,


  – Haimura-han is an S-Rank, right?


  – So a thing like that became public, huh…


  – To think that level of hospitality was enough… the Japanese Division treats Haimura-han so poorly?


  – … If you defeat Lightning Empress, then you’ll become the head of the Russian Division?


  Moroha, who was sandwiched between the completely conjecturing-looking faces of Katya and Yuri, grimaced.


  – No, I’m still a student and I’m happy in Japan. What you said is way too much.


  Because he explained in confusion, he peeked at AJ, saying「Aren’t you going to help me in this?」


  – If I take a picture of you now and send it to Urushibara, she’ll be even happier, don’t you agree?


  AJ readied the camera of her cell phone!


  – Guh…. I-I don’t mind? I don’t feel guilty, about it?


  – Did you say Ranjou-san? Are you telling me to forward it to your little sister too?


  – Please, forgive me! Please, please, forgive me!


  The desperate expression of Moroha was so funny that AJ held her sides with laughter.


  At last, she cheered up.


  After that, the friendly chat never stopped.


  AJ joined them, and the four of them talked together, forgetting about sleeping.


  The decisive battle would be waiting for them tomorrow, and the feeling that today could be the last day they could fool around raised the anxiety of everyone.


  Moroha, who slept as if he collapsed early in the morning, woke up in the afternoon.


  As he waited to get near Yekaterinburg, he changed his clothes while looking at the sleeping faces of Katya and Yuri.


  With just the two people that joined them, the tedious Siberian railway trip became so bustling to the degree he thought back upon last night together with a smile.


  Both of them were sleeping soundly.


  As soon as he got up, he induced them to sleep profoundly with Giga Drowse. With this, they would wake up at the last station: Moscow.


  It was regrettable to say goodbye, but this would be for a short time.


   


  And so, Moroha buttoned his collar and straightened it.


  He put on the combat uniform of the Russian Division he got from Katya. The design was different, but its defensive ability was no inferior to the one provided by Akane Academy.


  – Let’s go.


  Moroha told AJ once the railway train arrived at the railway station of Yekaterinburg.


  – Sorry, but my preparations are taking a bit longer than expected. You go first.


  However, AJ still rummaged around the luggage provided by Katya.


  That was something unusual.


  She had the tendency to be impatient, but she always did her preparations way before his during the trip.


  – Understood.


  Moroha agreed as he cocked his head in puzzlement and got down the railway train.


  The speedy AJ finally caught up with him right in front of the ticket gate.


  They walked side-by-side with a semi-quick pace and left the station.


  – Is it really okay to not bring those two along with us? They seem to have a decent fighting power, no?


  – I can’t do that. They are necessary for the Russia of tomorrow. Even if by any chance they were needed today, we can’t afford to lose them.


  – How can you have the nerve to think even that about another country?


  – Why wouldn’t I want to fight feeling good? Motivation is important if I truly want to win. Am I wrong?


  – Tch. Good boy.


  They went through the streets of the modern Yekaterinburg as they quarreled with each other.


  They walked straight to a rental car shop, following the map in AJ’s head with firm steps.


  Then, AJ suddenly fell silent.


  – Are you okay?


  Moroha asked, but he was ignored.


  She thought for a moment, putting a face as if she had swallowed a bitter bug,


  – Is my sword even necessary?


  She whispered.


  Moroha fixedly started at her face in profile.


  AJ waited for Moroha’s reply without trying to make eye contact with him.


  – If something were to happen to Angela-san, how am I going to face Edward?


  – I can at least protect myself!


  – Let’s stop putting on a brave front. I don’t have the confidence in myself to fully protect someone while fighting against Lightning Empress, alright?


  – …


  AJ remained silent again, she grinded her teeth, looking vexed.


  – If it develops near the palace where Lightning Empress is, then I’ll have to part from Angela-san for a short time.


  – Damn… don’t end up right back where we started! In just two days you ended up going back to your war!


  – That’s not true. Thanks to Katya-san, I got the whereabouts of Lightning Empress and thanks to the existence of the moderate faction, I’m able to fight without worrying about the postwar. Just because I’m the only one standing on the front line, it doesn’t mean it’s just my war, does it?


  – Hmm. My lord agrees with you. He’s not interested in politics, but he understands politics well. I dislike that insolent thing about you.


  Moroha stepped firmly on the brick walkway as he listen to AJ’s abusive language.


  Their shoulders aligned, they walked in the foreign country for both of them.


  Even when the eleventh hour came, their opinions didn’t agree with each other at all.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  – A report from the scout. Haimura has appeared.


  Lightning Empress listened to the telling of her close aide coolly.


  – Moreover, it seems he is alone. It is said he is walking slowly towards the palace.


  – Oh? So the traitors aren’t with him?


  – It is as you say. Katya and Yuri are not in sight. We are taking into account the possibility of an ambush, so we will not shirk the vigilance around Your Majesty.


  Satisfied with the appropriate decision of her close aide, Vasilisa stood up in annoyance.


  – In that case, let’s go.


  Accompanied by her close aides, she formed a line and came out to the balcony on the third floor of the palace as she dragged along the long skirt of the dress.


  Although it was called a balcony, it was so wide that one could even dance waltz there.


  Vasilisa wearily leant her back on the already prepared throne.


  The surveying view from the balcony was so open to the point of being refreshing.


  Originally, this was Katya’s residence, as it was an isolated house built on the vast plain on the suburb of Yekaterinburg.


  However, the dimensions of the residence weren’t common, it even had 3 heliports on the rooftop.


  The surrounding garden was several times larger. The lawn pruned in geometrical patterns continued to the ends of the earth, it could be said it was even magnificent.


  Vasilisa, who could have an unbroken view of the landscape from the balcony, was extremely pleased with it.


  Katya’s pastime wasn’t bad.


  This residence and garden were just like the spirit world――isolated from the land of death, like a paradise.


  Now that she was sitting there, she thought “this paradise is mine”, she was immersed in a feeling of satisfaction of being a special person living in a different world, and that tickled the terrible superiority complex she had.


  And if that was the case, then the vast plain surrounding the garden and the residence were like hell.


  And Haimura Moroha came from there.


  – Hohohoho, so he certainly didn’t die and crawled up from the realm of the dead, hmm? His whole body took my ninth and survived quite well.


  Vasilisa magnified her eyesight with the 1st Rank Dark Art Far Seek and captured the figure of a boy coming from the horizon.


  He was clad in prana similar to white flames and walked in Natural Stance as if taking a stroll.


  That carefree demeanor and the unrefined sword in his hand looked like a mismatch, creating an eccentric effect.


  He was using Clairvoyance as well, so he evidently stared at Vasilisa’s face.


  It felt like his gaze and her gaze collided.


  In the presence of Lightning Empress, the attitude of Haimura Moroha was bold and arrogant.


  At first glance, Vasilisa decided to not forgive him.


  – Are the preparations for the welcome ready?


  She consulted to her close aids without looking at them as she folded the folding fan.


  – Yes, they are. A mass of troops has already been gathered on the first floor.


  – Good.


  Actually, Vasilisa, who felt the presence of a crowd of people prepared to flee from downstairs, showed agreement.


  – Will such type of guys really be useful?


  Then she turned around to the back and glared at one of her close aids.


  – O-of course they will!


  The one who went down on his knees without a moment’s delay was the man named Darko who covered his whole body with a cloth.


  He participated in the Moroha Interception Network in Krasnoyarsk, but he made a mistake and was slashed by AJ together with the magic mirror before Moroha was finished and scurried home shamelessly as he healed himself.


  He did nothing but rub his forehead on the floor and answer the question.


  – I do not have the slightest idea about what his reason is, but Haimura seems to terribly hate casualties. Moreover, this goes both for enemies and allies. He hasn’t killed any office branch head from different places, protects the woman that accompanies him and even protected the Beletskaya sisters in Krasnoyarsk by risking his life and dealt with his own wounds. Haimura’s possibility of crushing us here is but a dream.


  Darko showed a flattering smile while still prostrating himself.


  – I returned to Your Majesty Lightning Empress’s side not because I was defeated and scurried back to the palace, but to present a report, this useful and reliable information to Your Majesty that I saw with my own eyes. And for that, please, please, I would like you to spare my life――


  – I won’t.


  Lightning Empress slew the long talk of Darko who explained earnestly with two words.


  – To begin with, if you and the mirror hadn’t been cut off in Krasnoyarsk, then I certainly would have killed off Moroha. You’re not going to evade the offense of that mistake. Therefore, you’ll die. There’re no exceptions.


  She waved her hand as if driving a dog away.


  With that much, two of her close aides walked Darko off who lost his voice in despair.


  This was fine. This was the expectation of Lighting Empress’s reign way.


  Code of blood and absolute fear raised the quality of her subordinates and stole their willpower to try going against her.


  Vasilisa satisfied herself by doing so and proceeded to the next question.


  – How are the negotiations with the government going?


  – As Your Majesty ordered, it is reported that the Dreadnought left Novosibirsk and is now heading to Yekaterinburg. They didn’t have a suspicious attitude.


  – Ho, ho, ho. That’s the good result of making good relationships habitually, isn’t it?


  – They requested and hoped for the immediate extermination of the Dreadnought before the city is trampled down.


  – Any kind of means will do it then?


  – Yes, that is correct.


  Vasilisa raised the corners of her mouth in response to the answer of the polite close aide.


  When the Russian government said「Any kind of means will do it」, it implied their approval.


  In other words, she had the very last word to decide the use or not use of incantations.


  – Hohohohohoho! This Dreadnought, how admirably of it to appear in this country at this moment. I feel obliged to thank it, you know? If it really were here, I’d be glad to pat it and say “good boy, good boy” to it. You know?


  Vasilisa hid her mouth with the unfolded folding fan and laughed with a pleasant, high-pitched sound.


  Thanks to it, she had the excuse to use incantations freely.


  And of course, she would use them against Moroha and not the Dreadnought.


  – We’re backing up the will of Heaven and Your Majesty, aren’t we?


  – Yes! We have to make him know what a real S-Rank is like and that is the divine heaven-sent child Your Majesty Lightning Empress!


  – That is no doubt the heaven’s decree!


  Vasilisa continued laughing completely in a good mood due to the adulation of her close aides.


  She told haughtily as she squinted, looking down on Moroha in the distance.


  – Haimura, it’s no surprise you’re an incomplete S-Rank. Well, you did go all out well. That was truly admirable, you reached my pace, you know? I’ll give you a reward, so why don’t you become one with Yekaterinburg?


  Then, she stretched her index finger like an icefish.


  She put ancient magic characters into written form and put complicated and mysterious spellings on top of another.


  She chanted and recited with a voice full of an unearthly atmosphere.


   


   


  Dance  dance  soldiers of thunder


  Thunderclaps, one thousand lightning, ten thousand lightning, heed my call.


  No one lives eternally in this world, crave for moments, instants and pleasures 


  Abandon everything in the blink of an eye


  Those who are late, don’t call for repentance  Tonight is the once in a millennium festival 


  End, end, end, end


  Dissolve and end life and everything  The liberation of the soul is not easy.


  Completely take off the weight of the fine feathers  This feeling of soaring the world!


  Kill, kill, kill, kill


  Share with everyone this easiness, this throb, this freedom, this happiness


  Oh death  How delightful it is!


  End, end, end, end  Kill, kill, kill, kill


  Tonight is the once in a millennium banquet of slaughter. 


   


  The spelling ended and the finger of Vasilisa stopped.


  The recite ended and the voice of Vasilisa vanished.


  Now, the evil ritual was completed.


  The greatest and strongest 13th Rank Dark Arts with a plot of land as a compensation.


  Therefore, an incantation.


  The Origin of “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa, Celestial Crusader.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Moroha, who was on the way on the vast plain, looked up at the sky.


  Darkish clouds began to swirl abruptly from everywhere.


  They twisted and gathered, covering the air.


  Together with that, a heavy air hung over between heaven and earth.


  No, was that a killing sensation? Or should it be compared to a bewitching sensation?


  Vasilisa’s mana, famous for being the strongest on earth, filled the space between heaven and earth, creating a shuddering-like atmosphere.


  This was the prologue of the battle.


  The crash of a thunder reverberated.


  Near him.


  The shock that made the atmosphere quiver went through Moroha’s body, a burnt smell that heated up the atmosphere hit the nose of Moroha.


  But, he couldn’t help but be mixed up with such a thing.


  Something was crouching on the scorching remains of the ground that the thunderbolt burned.


  At first glance, it was a beast. The subspecies of a tiger or a lion, perhaps?


  Its body was made of lightning.


  It glared at him and instead of making a sound with its throat, it threatened him with a deep thunder.


  Moroha put strength into his hand that held Saratiga.


  *TN: Saratiga is the furigana reading for dear sword.


  His fingers moved with a twitch.


  As soon as the lightning beast brandished its claws, he approached to attack it.


  It was swift――but not as fast as Moroha.


  He slipped through the claws made of electric heat, mowed down the trunk made of lightning mass with his sword, remained alert and immediately ran past from behind the armpit and executed a movement called instant flash.


  The lightning beast, struck by Moroha’s Venus, scattered behind him and vanished like a mist.


  The first of many.


  Thunderbolts rained one by one from the dome of clouds covering up the sky.


  Each time a thunderbolt fell, a four-legged lightning beast was born.


  That number increased endlessly.


  As if overwhelming him in swarms.


  Every last one of them made thunders resound, those echoes produced a bizarre feeling of oppression.


  Moroha, whose path was obstructed, scratched his face. He felt an illusion as if the residence of Lightning Empress, which was about one kilometer away, ended up getting outrageously far away.


  It was as he had heard from AJ. This was Vasilisa’s incantation. A tactical class magic that gave birth to an army of lightning beasts.


  In fact, Moroha, who witnessed this personally, was trembling with excitement.


  – I give up, this is out of proportion.


  The memory in which he fought with 8 branch office heads just the day before yesterday was rapidly fading.


  It was natural, wasn’t it?


  The strength of the lightning beasts――which he felt when intersecting with one of them seconds ago――was approximately between a C-Rank and B-Rank Shirogane.


  Those things completely covered his field of vision; and this meant.


  That their numbers were probably between 500 and 1,000?


  In short, his calculation exceeded the whole fighting power of one division of the White Knight Organization.


  Since incantations ended up being called that way, then that was it, but how nonsensical they were!


  Not that the Empire and not the Russian Division were the ones in charge of incantations regarding Vasilisa?


  He shook Lightning Empress’s influence foundation and intended to shave it off, but maybe, as a matter of fact, he didn’t damage it at all? Even such an idea ended up sprouting.


  – This is bad. I want to escape.


  Moroha smiled daringly then tried to jump about 5 meters up with Godlike Movement as an experiment.


  Then, and immediately, a lightning hit the ground in front of him, it changed into a beast in the air and approached him, trying to bite at him.


  – Oops.


  When he cut it down before he was bitten, a thunderbolt fell before him this time and changed into a beast.


  – Tch. She’s fully equipped with anti-air counterattacks.


  He brushed it off by cutting it off diagonally as he rotated to the back before he was attacked by it and landed in free fall.


  If above him was inadequately defended, then advancing to the front, ignoring them with continuous big jumps, or a technique to strafe above ground, spelling a big magic from a safe zone was a possibility, but they didn’t seem to be easy to do.


  Be that as it may, Moroha didn’t know about a technique to fly at will in the air and he could hardly move in mid-air.


  If he had suffered a concentrated fire of lightning strikes shortly thereafter he had flown even more greatly, then everything would have come to an end.


  – I think I have to go seriously.


  If so, he strengthened his resolve.


  He fixed his gaze on the pack of lightning beasts that closed in in swarms.


  He went towards them and started to charge with dauntless courage.


  One VS An army.


  If he had waited, he would have been surrounded and pulverized.


  He absolutely had to take the first move.


  He looked to the left and right, searching for lightning beasts within reach and instantly spotted a slightly isolated animal.


  He drew near it in a moment with Godlike Movement and slew it with a single stroke.


  As Moroha moved, a non-negligible number of lightning beasts were forced to change their course and stopped their legs.*


  *TN: Moroha is the furigana reading for target.


  Moroha searched for another isolated animal near him from among them, ran up to it and cut it down with a stroke.


  Then searched for another animal and killed it.


  Since their numbers were to this extent, there was always an animal that didn’t cooperate and that its distance with other lightning beasts was long.


  Namely, the weak spot of the enemy line.


  Moroha’s tactical eyes selected those instantly. That was why the feat of looking like he crushed them all while being surrounded by a great number of them was possible.


  Just when he finally killed 54 of them, another lightning beast ran from a flank and attacked him.


  He immediately confirmed this one was alone and cut it down with a counter without feelings in between.


  The sword speed of Moroha was like the speed of light. Therefore, he easily attacked depending on the movements of the enemy.


  The sword attacks of Moroha were like the might of Heaven. Therefore, he could slaughter animal after animal without difficulties.


  He was no longer in the places that got flooded with animal after animal that came late.


  Then went to hunt another isolated animal once again.


  Without ever stopping, without letting the aim of his opponents exploit a spot.


  It became a defense that didn’t allow a perfect encirclement, and coincident with that, since it perturbed their battle formation, making the lightning beasts move about in confusion, the encirclement began to open and weak spots were created in succession.


  Moroha took the first move and struck those.


  His speed to move, speed to run, speed to slash, speed to kill, speed, speed, speed――


  Everything was joined together, the cycle of「always take the lead and hit the weak spots」was accurately constructed.


  Now.


  When looking down at Moroha’s appearance from above, he looked like the first magnitude star at the center of innumerable piece-of-trash stars.


  Moreover, this star kept gulping down the piece-of-trash stars like a black hole.*


  *TN: Piece-of-trash stars is the furigana reading for lightning beasts.


  Naturally, this was clearly reflected in the eyes of Vasilisa who viewed the battlefield from the third floor of the residence.


  She grasped the folding fan tightly and grinded her teeth.


  – What’s the meaning of this…?


  The close aides trembled violently due to her threatening voice.


  – My Celestial Crusader is invincible, isn’t it? When I used it on a Dreadnought before, I slaughtered it in a matter of minutes. Even the Fortress that appeared in Japan last month should follow the same end before my incantation. Don’t you agree?


  – I-it is as you say.


  Her close aides agreed.


  Not particularly because they just pandered to the tyrant. In fact, among the six heads, Vasilisa, Edward and even Charles were deemed as the ones who had the best firepower.


  – If that’s the case, then why am I having a hard time with Haimura? What kind of magic trick is this?


  The close aides looked at each other’s face because of Vasilisa’s question.


  If there’s anyone who knows that, answer fast. Otherwise, we’ll be purged. Then, their gazes flew past each other and as a result, a person who knew the answer stepped forward fearfully.


  – Your Majesty, with all due respect. It is not a magic trick, but a war tactic.


  – A war tactic, you say?


  – Let’s assume so. If all Your Majesty’s lightning beasts stand in a line and Haimura defeated them one by one, then which one would get the victory in the end?


  – In that scenario, then Haimura, I presume? Well, that’s not something that will happen in reality, and actually, Haimura is being surrounded by my lightning beasts, isn’t he?


  – It is as you say, this is an impracticable theory. Nevertheless, a perfectly homogeneous and watertight encirclement is nothing but theoretical as well.


  – Hmm…. I see, I understand that. So?


  – When army and army fight, the fellow generals try to get close to theoretical logic even a little bit by using war tactics. Numerically superior armies aim for perfect encirclements, while numerically inferior armies aim for the perfect dispersion and elimination. In short… that’s what Haimura is doing now.


  – Are you saying that this kid has the experience to stand on the battlefield as a general?


  – I am not saying that he is a Savior who spearheaded an army in his previous life. However, it feels as if… that thing about Haimura is not to the level of someone like a general…. As if he is used to accompany entire armies by himself…


  The close aides gazed at the expected very small boy on the battlefield with eyes filled with fear.


  The ones who were there didn’t know.


  That Moroha――that him, antagonizing the world and fighting alone――both as Flaga and as Shu Saura, were certainly his everyday occurrence in his previous lives.


  However, and even if they didn’t know, there was something they felt when they saw Moroha’s way of being furiously vigorous.


  – … This Haimura… he’s stubbornly insolent.


  Vasilisa spat out hatefully and,


  – … Release them.


  She ordered with a threatening voice.


  A close aide became ghastly pale and headed to dispatch the order right away.


   


   


  When the number of the hunted lightning beasts was more than one hundred, Moroha stopped counting them.


  At any rate, he hunted them more than what they multiplied, and by disrupting the encirclement, using this pace, he persevered until an opening, a gap resulted from it, as if a breakthrough  was made in one go to the residence where Lightning Empress was.


  Was he worried because it took time?


  Moroha’s stamina could fight even all night long thanks to Naikatsutsuu, and luckily, the lightning beasts stood out in the dark.


  His head aimed for a breakthrough to Lightning Empress’s location with eagle eyes and his body did routine work to「always move first and hit the weak spots」with innocence.


  Maya made a dangerous statement before, saying「Human beings are amazing desu. They can drive a car while concentrating on their thoughts desu」, but Moroha was several steps beyond that state of mind.


  Even if his body got burned with the heat of the battle, his head was cool-headed and clear.


  And his sharpened five senses, the sense of hearing, picked up strange noises.


  – HURRRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA――


  They were numerous shouts.


  Voices that seemed to be half desperate, with no braveness in them, rather, they felt pathetic.


  When he realized, hundreds of pitiable Shiroganes surged forward to the battlefield from the mansion.


  They seemed to be the Saviors of the Russian Division. However, most of them were young boys and girls of the same age as Moroha. They didn’t look strong at all.


  That company mixed with a group of lightning beasts came to attack him, becoming one.


  Moroha was pressed to deal with them while slaughtering the lightning beasts.


  The first person fell.


  A boy in his early teens and who could only open 5 gates came to thrust him, sticking out the sword from the hip.


  『Dieeeeeeeeeeeee』


  A hysteric cry. Although it was in Russian, Moroha got the meaning of it.


  Because the boy spread a strong and blunt feeling.


  This didn’t mean he got drunk on murderous impulse. A feeling of tragic heroism that felt like a cornered person snapping back at it.


  But Moroha didn’t suffer damage from the greenhorn who lost his cool, he gracefully cleared the sword away.


  The sword of the boy was cut right in the middle of the sword blade quietly and with a low resistance.


  『Hi, hiiii, hiiiiiiiih』


  The boy immediately turned his face pale and ran away as he fell into dyspnea.


  A lightning beast attacked his back.


  Then two, three animals bit him, and thrust their electric heat fangs into him as if devouring him greedily.


  He heard the agonizing death of the pitiable boy who was unable to suppress his emotions and the smell of his flesh burning.


  After that, only a partly burned charcoal was left, which was the boy until moments ago.


  – Wha…


  Moroha was surprised, his sword grew dull, he was on the verge of being bitten by the lightning beasts but cut them down, feeling uneasy.


  What the hell happened? 


  The boys and girls who entered the battlefield are the subordinates of Lightning Empress, aren’t they?


  Why did they kill him?


  Someone raised a loud voice faster than Moroha conjectured.


  The adults he rapidly grasped at a glance――a minority blended with the boys and girls――seemed to be the bodyguards of Lightning Empress and said unanimously.


  – You people are just greens picked out as splendorous Saviors that joined the Russian Division!


  – We’re sure it was explained to you before, weren’t you? The ones who run away will be killed!


  – Her Majesty Lightning Empress commanded these beasts to devour him!


  – Kill Haimura, unless you want to be eaten alive! Get him with your life!


  – Whaaat? You don’t need to worry. Haimura seems to be a gentle Savior, you see? Now that he knows that you’re novices and that you’re only made to go to war with him without opposing the imperial command of Her Majesty Lightning Empress, he’ll have to go easy on you.


  They purposely ordered so to the boys and girls in English.


  Moroha realized.


  The purpose of the bodyguards wasn’t to enforce the orders to the children thoroughly, they wanted to convey their circumstances to Moroha himself.


  『Die alreadyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy』


  Another girl came slashing while trembling.


  Given that the brilliance of her prana wasn’t sufficient, the form of the slash was completely inadequate.


  Like the previous one, she was an opponent Moroha could easily deal with.


  – Kuh…


  However, Moroha escaped with a back step.


  He couldn’t counterattack carelessly.


  And killing her was out of the question. Then if he mowed her consciousness with Saturn, she wouldn’t「run away」? There was no guarantee that the lightning beasts wouldn’t attack the fallen girl.


  That was why Moroha had no choice but to escape.


  Another boy came charging with a spear. He ran away.


  Another boy came brandishing an axe. He ran away.


  Always turning around reactively. The cycle in which he hit the weak spots of the battle formation was severed.


  The encirclement of lighting beasts and boys and girls was narrowing rapidly.


  They got way too clustered together, and as a result, pushing and shoving sprung forth between the allies. It didn’t matter when lightning beast and lightning beast bumped into each other, but when one of the two was a youngster, then people dying by electrocution appeared one after another.


  Moroha, who saw that miserable and disastrous scene, felt as if his stomach became cold.


  – Youuuuu…


  He bared his fangs, scowled at the bodyguards as if stabbing them and roared fiercely.


  – Aren’t these kids your comrades!?


  – Well, if they can endure this test, then we’ll openly recognize them as comrades.


  The leader, who obviously commanded this force, said bluntly and with arrogance.


  – You’re saying that it’s fine that a guy who can’t endure it has to die? How do you have the nerve to think such a thing about human lives!?


  – We have more than 700,000. A hundred less, a hundred more, it’s not a big deal.


  – !? Even when you’re also orphans!?


  – You’re wrong. We’re the worst and most sinister of Russia, chosen by the heaven and polished to endure tests. Neither my worth nor the one of those guys can be established, but I’d rather have this lot dead rather than parasitizing the country.


  Even when he was pressed a question, the commanding officer smiled with a grin, without paying attention to him.


  The adults, who hurried up and urged the boys and girls forward, never tried to draw near Moroha.


  They were proudly sitting upright, seeing off the weak to an extremely dangerous place from a safe place.


  The word「disgusting」wasn’t enough to express their wrongdoing.


  Moroha roared as if being stimulated by the fury.


  – That’s not right!


  He cleared away the lightning beast that came jumping from the side without moving his eyes.


  – It’ isn’t, it isn’t!


  He mowed down a lightning beast that assaulted him from his back without a moment’s delay as if turning around.


  He blocked the sword of the boy who came slashing at him without a moment’s delay with his sword without escaping anymore.


  He was a power-type Shirogane who had a sturdy body. And took it into a sword lock, hoping to squash him from above by capitalizing on his tall figure.


  – Stop! Why’re you going all out!?


  Lightning beasts came leaping upon them from the left and right faster than Moroha’s shout reached the boy, thrusting their claws and fangs of lightning into them, without caring about the boy.


  These magical beasts brought forth by incantation.


  Their electric heat was tremendous, not even Moroha’s Taimatsuu was of use whatsoever. His body got scorched from both sides, he was tormented by an indescribable sharp pain.


  The boy, with whom he was in a sword lock, became a lump of carbon in an instant, just the sword remained, which then fell.


  Although Moroha was burned, but alive still, he didn’t let his anguish reveal at all.


  – Even though I’m saying “it isn’t”…


  This amount of electric heat, compared to the flames of fury he yearned for――was like a gentle breeze.


  He quickly spelled Hydro Blast and pulverized the left lightning beast to atoms.


  And bisected the right lightning beast with his sword.


  Without a moment’s delay, new lightning beasts came swooping down on him, three, four of them at the same time.


  – … Even though I’m saying “it isn’t”, dammit!


  Moroha slew one with a basic sword stroke, but his body was burned by the remaining three, his right knee that supported him was about to collapse.


  During that time, more lightning beasts flooded the place.


  The other boys and girls stood stock still, surrounding him at a distance, they weren’t attacking him anymore, probably because of the violent death of the boy that happened in their presence just now.


  But their role was over.


  More than enough now that they made an encirclement with the lightning beasts to the point of being impregnable, and that made the war tactics of Moroha, which hit the weak spots of their battle formation, collapse.


  Now, as Moroha slaughtered an animal, the fangs of the lightning beasts thrust into him and the claws tore him off three, four times.


  Be that as it may, unless there was space to make the best use of his speed, it was impossible to keep evading them while being outnumbered.


  He was being driven into a corner.


  At last, Moroha, the seventh S-Rank, is going to die――the bodyguards were eagerly waiting for that moment.


  For this reason, Moroha didn’t cave in.


  He hadn’t to complain of the pain at any cost.


  – No, no, where’s your persistence from moments ago, Haimura? Did you go insane due to the pain? Huh?


  – I’m pretty sure guys like you don’t get it…


  Although Moroha was being showered with blows by the lightning beasts, his eyes weren’t lifeless.


  Rather, they had a trace of ghastliness, they were shining glaringly.


  He stared intensely at the commanding officer with those eyes, making him totter with his powers of observation only.


  He roared with all his heart.


  – I’m saying that there’s no human life in this world that deserves to be treated without respect!


  That was why Moroha didn’t collapse.


  The pride of Moroha, that wasn’t going to yield to the lot that didn’t get that, wouldn’t tolerate it.


  He swung the sword raised overhead with all his body.


  A white, shining long sword-wind blew violently.


  However, he didn’t do just that. He put all the prana he amassed, amassed and amassed together with his rage into Jupiter.


  He blew away the lightning beasts in front of him in one go, a spot similar to a passage was made in an instant.


  A straight line to the commanding officer.


  – Ooooooo.


  Moroha dashed.


  He charged at the commanding officer faster than the opened way out was completely filled by the lightning beasts flooding it again.


  – Hiii.


  The man, who treated him with contempt until moments ago, distorted his face in fear.


  He tried to escape as he was, but he rapidly stopped doing so.


  Probably he remembered on the spurt of the moment――


  – If you run away then you’ll die, right!?


  When Moroha pointed that out, attacking the weakened enemy,


  – S-shut up. Who’s going to run away from you?


  The commanding officer caught the attack of Moroha with his sword as his face got red and blue with anger and fear.


  Without a moment’s delay, lightning beasts came attacking from the front and rear.


  As usual, they didn’t care about the commanding officer.


  – Fight.


  – Hi, hiiiii.


  Moroha and the man turned around at the same time and killed the lightning beasts approaching from their respective backs.


  They killed the lightning beasts gathering more and more one after another as if they had divided their roles.


  – Is it alright for you to kill the pets of Her Majesty Lightning Empress-sama?


  – S-shut up. Shut uuuuuuuuuuup!


  The commanding officer, who wholeheartedly wanted to survive, protected Moroha’s back.


  Oh yes, he was very reliable.


  But, the man didn’t feel alive. Even if he survived here, he would probably be purged for dealing with the lightning beasts approaching in succession.


  In reality, his companions thought that possibility, the boys and girls didn’t step in to help even the bodyguards as a matter of course.


  The ones who easily let someone die without helping were easily killed without getting help.


  – How does that feel now? Are you valuing life a bit now that you know how it is?


  – Shut up. You brat, don’t come preaching me. Remember that this doesn’t mean at all that you’ll escape from this dilemma, gyahahahahaha!


  The commanding officer became desperate and burst into laughter.


  – To begin with, there’s no way you bastard can win against Her Majesty Lightning Empress! An amateur who can’t kill people while standing on the battlefield. You’re a hypocrite. A fool.


  He laughed to scorn him with a completely ridiculous tone of voice.


  Moroha was amazed, he had no words to return――


   


  – Moroha is neither a hypocrite nor a fool!


   


  ――He heard a voice that objected instead of him from somewhere.


  Moroha slaughtered a lightning beast and looked around with surprised eyes.


  The wind blew.


  A sharp wind that felt as if one would be cut if touched.


  She used the chance when all the lightning beasts were facing Moroha with nothing but intent to kill and came running to Moroha’s side, opening up a path as she slashed and slashed and slashed them from their backs――


  That was the wind raised by the dual sword wielder female knight.


  – I’m Angela Johnson, I belong to the British Division! Under the rules of my ruler, of the well-known “White Knight” Sir Edward Lampard, I join as the assistant of Moroha from this moment onwards!


  AJ wielded the pair of swords like a windmill, slaughtering the lightning beasts surrounding Moroha and declared, raising her voice as she lightened his burden.


  – Even though I told you to not come…


  – I know! If you’re going to protest, then protest to my lord! Never mind, don’t do that! Shouting objections to my lord is extremely disrespectful!


  AJ announced in an impetuous-dash-forward way, exchanging glances with all her strength as she stated like a loyal dog as usual.


  Moroha had no choice but to fight and come together while being cautious to not weaken his sword with agitation.


  AJ, without stopping her swords, laughed maliciously, looking at his state fleetingly.


  – Do you feel responsible because England ended up getting involved?


  – T-that’s…


  – You idiot! I’ve been telling you that “going to war alone” is like a brat’s delusion, so it turned out like this because you’re showing off!


  – Being forthright even at times like these. You’re really making me cry.


  – Engrave this in your head, Moroha.


  Moroha cut the lightning beasts down as he turned his head to AJ whose voice suddenly became serious.


  – No matter how much a man like you asks me to leave you alone, no one will leave you alone!


  AJ pointed to the other side with her right sword.


  To the end of the battlefield.


  Way outside the encirclement of the lightning beasts.


  On that corner, a large-scale battle was developing.


  A group of Saviors that suddenly appeared was fighting, taking on the lightning beasts.


  – It’s as Angela-san says, Haimura-han isn’t a hypocrite! We, all the branch office members of Yekaterinburg, will now fight under the flag of Haimura-han! We’re burning with the feeling of living, we’re more than fed up with Lightning Empress’s reign of terror!


  The one who took command was Katya.


  – … You’re cruel, Moroha. How could you leave us behind?


  The one who fought as hard as she could at the head of the group was Yuri.


  – How… despite putting you two to sleep satisfactorily…


  – Yeah, I woke them up, so what?


  AJ said shamelessly as she cut two animals with her two swords at the same time.


  – What you did is so unfair! We couldn’t wake up so easily because of Giga Drowse, so she beat us vigorously!


  – … My butt hurts.


  The resentful complains of Katya and Yuri were directed at both Moroha and AJ as was expected.


  – At any rate, even if I’m accompanying you, we just argue back and forth, that’s why I did something separately and made their troops gather.


  AJ said proudly.


  (I see, that time when she let me got off of the railway train first, huh)


  Moroha got that right away.


  – That’s how it is, Haimura-han!


  – … Please take care of us once again.


  – What? Are you saying that you might not be able to protect us? That’s no good, no good! Because we have already fell in love with Haimura-han, so take responsibility! You have to absolutely protect us!


  – … Show us your guts.


  The words of Katya and Yuri went this far! How selfish their remarks were, but they seemed to give vitality to Moroha.


  – What do you think? Am I still a nuisance?


  – I love you, Angela-san!


  They crossed each other; Moroha cut the lightning beasts coming from AJ’s back in half and AJ cut the lightning beasts coming from Moroha’s back in half.


  – H-humph. Offer your thanks to my lord. And, to them as well.


  – Eh…?


  That happened before he asked “who?”.


  Moroha opened his eyes wide in surprise.


  Excitement ran through his spine.


  – This is too much! I… don’t look cool at all now, do I?


  He ended up spilling a smile while complaining.


  Moroha’s gaze was at the end of the battlefield on the opposite side where Katya and the others were.


  *Drops falling* ――


  A pale light was born at one point of the ground.


  The light gradually became stronger, stretching in a circular shape.


  Like a spot that eroded the world, it drew a geometrical pattern that in the end created a pale magic circle with a diameter of nearly 100 meters.


  Two girls appeared from within as if jumping out from the bottom of a deep hole.


  While one of them disheveled her side tail.
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  While the other fluttered her long black hair with grace.


  How many days have passed since then――Moroha said their names.


  『Satsuki! Shizuno!』


  He called out to the two girls who showed up from the Erratic Portal with a loud voice.


  『Nii-sama!』


  No sooner than Satsuki jumped out from the portal, she ran towards him without looking aside.


  『Wait! It’s dangerous!』


  She decided to not listen to him, even if Moroha stopped her.


  She let a little smallish sabre manifest, made it wear gold prana and came around him at full speed while mowing lightning beasts down.


  She spread both hands and jumped at him.


  Her eyes had tears running in them.


  『You’re alive…』


  She threw her sword away, put both arms around Moroha’s back and clung to him as hard as she could.


  『You’re alive, you’re alive, you’re alive』


  She shouted while sobbing.


  『Why wouldn’t I be alive? As if such solid ghosts exist』


  Moroha smiled wryly while catching the sabre of Satsuki in the air.


  That wasn’t why his happy-feeling wry smile was like this.


  『Stupid! Don’t joke about it!』


  Satsuki held him so tightly that it hurt.


  She came to grope his back as if confirming the safety of Moroha’s body.


  『Urushibara is heartless! She kept in touch with Angela-san all this time and knew in detail what Moroha was doing now, and yet, she said nothing to us! Before… when I heard that Moroha was about to die… for the first time, I… I…』


  Satsuki rubbed her cheeks as if shaking her head in refusal while still having her head buried in the chest of Moroha.


  『I promised it a long time ago, didn’t I? That I’ll always be alive and that I’ll return to your side』


  He wanted to make her calm down by patting her head, but unfortunately, his hands were blocked.


  However, Satsuki, when she heard the words of Moroha, the trembling of her body calmed down gradually.


  『Still, I was very, very worried…. Once we got the news from Angela-san that the decisive battle started now, I unhesitatingly came flying』


  『The Japanese Division properly sent a permission of use of the Erratic Portal?』


  『Urushibara and the board chairman appealed to them, saying「now that it has come to this, we should participate in the war」. Even Sir Edward from England gave his suggestion, saying「I made up my mind but what are you going to do?」』


  As soon as they knew they could get on the winning horse, the back of the Japanese Division rapidly became lighter.


  The components of the smile and bitterness of Moroha increased.


  (Now I get it….  The one with whom Angela-san was stealthily talking on the phone was Shizuno)


  Moroha gazed at Shizuno standing next to the Erratic Portal while Satsuki still clung to him.


  (Was I helpful?)


  Shizuno asked with an eye contact.


  (Yeah, you saved me)


  Moroha returned with an eye contact as well.


  Then,


  – How long are you guys going to flirt!?


  The angry voice of AJ, that felt like it ruptured their eardrums, hit them from the side.


  Satsuki became aware of it and Moroha returned her sword.


  AJ, who had been protecting Moroha and company from the lightning beasts all this time,


  – Is this the situation to be leisurely delighted for meeting again!? Look around!


  She came warning them while being mad.


  The battlefield was a living thing――


  The bodyguards, who recovered from the surprise, seeing the reinforcements of the British Division, the reinforcements of Katya and the moderate faction and even another Erratic Portal that connected this land and Akane Academy, moved to deal with them.


  – Leave Haimura and the British girl to the beasts! Half of you will come with me! The other hall will defeat the traitors! Let’s get rid of them first!


  The commanding officer, who was protecting himself from the lightning beasts while shouting so, suddenly became energetic and issued instructions. He started running towards Shizuno with a face that looked like he had a narrow escape from death. If he did this, then it wouldn’t be deemed as “he escaped”, meaning the lightning beasts wouldn’t attack him.


  He urged forward the dead-looking boys and girls, took half of the bodyguards with him and charged, aiming at the Erratic Portal.


  – Dammit…


  Moroha tried to run after them,


  『We told you already there’s no need to worry, Nii-sama』


  He was confidently restrained by Satsuki.


  In fact, the momentum of the commanding officer who charged at full speed was so fierce that he was about to come close to Shizuno. She was being attacked by lightning beasts now, the restrained Moroha wasn’t in time for helping her.


  The commanding officer laughed with a voice wishing for blood.


  – No matter how you try to make me lose my nerve, it’s useless; you get it now that you’ve seen it, right? You, you’re not a regular Savior of the Japanese Division, are you? This I will teach you what happens when the likes of you students interfere in my battlefield!


  He fanned his fear and wielded his sword overhead to intimidate her.


  He showed a pathetic figure moments ago, but he was a rotten tough Russian guy. A Shirogane that pretty much was put in charge of a force, of the bodyguards of Lightning Empress.


  Shizuno, who was flooded with such intense murderous impulse, didn’t get a thing what he was thinking about.


  And so, a third person appeared from the magic circle, made bold and composed sound of footsteps in front of Shizuno to intercept that murderous impulse.


  『You jumped out from inside without being prepared, we’ll just have a hard time unless we stick together guys』


  A man with a tall and lean figure and with a serious-looking face.


  He stood with an imposing air in front of the Russian tough guy.


  His name was Isurugi Jin.


  – Did you say “the likes of you students” now, didn’t you?


  This was confirmed by the commanding officer with a rusted voice.


  – Yeah, I said it! You didn’t hear me? Or maybe your need to study more English?


  – I think that’s for sure a thing Japan needs to put more effort into it?


  – Huuh!? Cheeky brat, this silly talk will send you to the next wo――


  The commanding officer couldn’t say his words to the end.


  Isurugi discharged electricity from his whole body to the front while in a motionless stance with both arms hanging down languidly.


  The commanding officer completely and directly ate the counter, collapsing on the spot due to the electric shock he received and in the same pose he was, that is, assaulting with a sword.


  Only one blow settled it.


  – Certainly, we may be students, but we are Strikers――an actual fighting force.


  Isurugi said with a voice full of self-confidence, without giving a glance at him.


  The bodyguards and the boys and girls who were following the commanding officer stepped on the brakes all at once.


  As if an invisible barricade was made in front of Isurugi.


  Everyone shuddered before the captain of Akane Academy Strikers Isurugi Jin, they couldn’t draw near him.


  In the meantime, reinforcements arrived one after another from the Erratic Portal.


  The demon vice-captain Tokiko, the unrivaled strong Sophia, the multi-technique user Taketsuru, the doubly fast Haruka, and 12 senior members of Strikers including Kamekichi lined up.


  『All Shiroganes to the front! Deploy a defensive battle formation in a line! All Kuromas will do fire support from behind!』


  13 people, including Shizuno, quickly assembled a battle formation with demon vice-captain’s command.


  Their transition speed was splendid, the battle formation was in perfect order. This was the fruit of their daily extra-hard training.


  Moroha, who looked at them, grasped the meaning of Satsuki’s words he had just heard.


  I see, I didn’t need to worry about them.


  『The children are only made to go to war! If they run away, they’ll be eaten by these beasts!』


  He stopped to get their attention only.


  『――Yes, that’s right. Can you deal with them, everyone』


  The troops responded, saying in unison to the unashamed question of Isurugi.


   


  We are the “Saviors”!


  We are the “Strike” for our people, our peace and our justice!


   


  As if they hit the heavens with their energetic feeling.


  Furthermore, Shizuno, who didn’t participate in the cheering, had completed a Dark Art of barrier.


  – ――Those without a soul  Prostrate yourself before my power.


  She drew magic characters on the ground with the butt end of the manifested staff and ultimately planted it in the ground as a pillar.


  At that moment, the staff shone brilliantly and released a wave of light in all directions.


  The wave of light spread throughout the battlefield widely and finally it fused with the air like an illusion.


  The effect was immediate.


  It weakened the strength, weakened the agility and quickness and weakened the brightness from the bodies of all the lightning beasts which were less than a thousand.


  If they were compared to a Shirogane, they were weakened until around between C-Rank and D-Rank.


  Ancestral Arts’ Dark Art Suppression Field.


  While active, the caster was unable to do the slight movement or use another Dark Art, but in this situation it was a great magic that’s worth its cost.


  Katya, who was on the opposite side of the battlefield, was so amazed that she said「W-what!? How can such an amazing barrier Dark Art exist!? 」


  The girl, Shizuno, who completely controlled the battlefield to that degree, while she was unable to do the slight movement in this situation, her standing figure was extremely elegant that she admired her.


  On the other hand, the ones who couldn’t tolerate it were the bodyguards.


  『T-That woman is a caster! Bring her down no matter what it takes!』


  A person discovered and pointed at Shizuno who couldn’t move and raised hell.


  – NO! I won’t let you lay a finger on my cute kouhai!


  However, the one who constructed a wall in front of Shizuno was Sophia.


  She made her fists struck against each other, her huge bust shook suddenly.


  She was a Shirogane endowed with one of the best toughness and the best power in Akane Academy with which she protected what was necessary like the iron gate of a fortress.


  And so, the battle situation changed completely.


  The Russian battle formation, which was encircling Moroha, was now receiving a pincer attack by the moderate faction and the Strikers.


  The bodyguards, who tried to finish her before than the S-Rank, intended to do so but they were struck by an extreme resistance which left them confused.


  *TN: S-Rank is the furigana reading for “the formidable Moroha”.


  The brave fighting style of the moderate faction was, in a single word, tremendous.


  The level of their morale, which felt as if they vented their anger of being frightened of Lightning Empress’s reign of terror day after day, overwhelmed the bodyguards who could only follow Lightning Empress with terror. To say nothing of the lightning beasts weakened by Shizuno’s Supression Field, they were no longer a threat.


  The fighting style of Strikers was beyond theirs, it had even more presence.


  They were students while not being students.


  Because they hunted much more metaphysicals than Japanese Division’s established Saviors, the main force the Japanese Division was proud of so to speak.


  The Shirogane forces led by Taketsuru rendered the boys and girls useless using Saturn while protecting their allies by cooperating with each other. The lightning beasts that tried to eat them were cleaned up by the Dark Arts of the Kuroma forces led by Tokiko.


  The one who took on the bodyguards was Isurugi.


  Curiously, he entrusted the command of the forces to Taketsuru and the others and conducted himself as a lone warrior.


  『I shall say with honesty! I, as a senior, as a captain, as a man, was unable to ask Haimura-kun for advice, I was pathetic!』


  I’m here.


  I’m not a drag. 


  Notice my strength more. 


  The lightning and gust he spread in such a bloodcurdling state trampled the bodyguards down and scattered the lightning beasts with just the aftermath of those as if they were wood chips. *


  *TN: Lighting and gust are the furigana reading for Mars and Jupiter respectively.


  Then――one last person arrived on the battlefield.


  『Listen, children of Russia…』


  The appeal she made in Russian, filled with a painful-like feeling, resounded on the battlefield.


  The one who came in sight from the Erratic Portal was Leshya.


  She clenched her fists in front of her chest and addressed to the boys and girls who still were forced to fight with a tender expression.


  『I’m Elena Arshavina. For you, I’m the woman known as “man-eater”…. But I’m no longer that “man-eater”. That one died when I went to Japan and fought with Haimura Moroha…. I was born again just as Elena…. Moroha told me to make a fresh start in life…』


  She was a completely different person from the former Leshya, whose gestures and tone of voice closely resembled a machine.


  『So, I’ll share with you those feelings this time. You’ll also make a fresh start in life. You don’t need to worry about anything. Moroha and all the Japanese who are here will protect you. I also wish for you to become people who will only fight to protect someone』


  Plain, single-minded and direct words. A speech.


  But, for this reason, they were moved.


  The boys and girls, who were throughout the battlefield, threw their weapons.


  Or started fighting with the bodyguards and lighting beasts to protect their fellows.


  *TN: Fellows is the furigana reading for boys and girls.


  『D-damn youu. Even you’re betraying uuuus? Die. You’ll set an example by dyiiiing』


  One of the bodyguards went into a frenzy and raised a nata hatchet overhead, turning it towards one of the boys who threw his weapon.


  『… I won’t let you』


  Yuri turned her opened palm toward that bodyguard.


  The man, as if he was instantly squashed by an invisible hand, was put down to the ground having the shape of the character 大.


  By means of the gravity user’s Mars.


  In fact, Yuri’s real strength couldn’t be conjectured, because she easily swung a sword larger than her stature and mowed down the bodyguards and lightning beasts in one go.


  Among the Saviors crowding the battlefield, she particularly stood out alongside Isurugi.


  The numbers of bodyguards and lightning beasts decreased steadily.


  The boys and girls, all of them, abandoned the battle or joined their side.


  Moroha, who took a view of those sights, was overwhelmed with gratitude and great joy.


  Thanks to the crowd of people who came running, the siege offensive of Russia weakened drastically and there was even more room for doing so.


  – Hey, isn’t time for you to do so?


  A scolding, without being soaked in deep emotion, hit him from behind.


  There was a warrior here, similar to Isurugi and Yuri, who showed a fighting style similar to a fierce god――


  AJ pointed her chin at him with a sour look.


  He understood without being told the thing he had to do.


  『Shizuno told me to come』


  『We also got permission from vice-captain-dono. We’ll cover Moroha』


  Fortunately, Haruka and Leshya came to his side.


  Moroha winked at Satsuki,


  – Let’s go.


  He said that line, and AJ said to him.


  – Go and punch that woman hard, that heartless one. I have a good feeling you can do it this time.


  AJ nodded once.


  I leave the rest to you――Moroha advanced first.


  To the residence where Lightning Empress was.


  He ran, opening and slashing the completely defenseless encircling battle formation with his sword.


  Three girls followed him.


  When Leshya did one stroke with her cursed sword, the lightning beasts were eaten by it, then disappeared.


  Haruka put her speed to good use and kept the bodyguards in check. She assaulted them with the tip of the tip of the sword, she let her sword be caught on purpose to take them into a sword lock stance and Moroha hit their defenseless torso with Strength, knocking them to their feet. A way made quickly by their combination.


  The one who he should be gazing at in wonderment was Satsuki.


  Golden prana drifted about from her whole body, put it on her sword and slew the lightning beasts indiscriminately.


  Since the enemy was of this degree, he could watch her with no worries.


  In what moment did she get that level of sense of stability? Moreover, when did she learn Venus? As far as Moroha knew, the practices she was doing weren’t going smoothly.


  – Are you surprised? This girl got suddenly quite stronger in one week.


  Haruka, who noticed the dubious-looking gaze of Moroha, said while pouting her lips.


  – Foo〜〜fohfoh! That’s because my talent has finally bloomed!


  Satsuki got shrewdly cocky while running, her nose looked like Pinocchio’s.


  – Shiroganes’ Ancestral Arts is intuitive, isn’t it? Like martial arts, its end is the world of sense. That is to say, getting the hang of it and growing rapidly one day isn’t something that happens often.


  Moroha deeply agreed to the depth of meaning of Leshya’s words.


  – Because I’ve been fighting with Sophie-senpai all this time〜 I can say that my self-confidence has increased somehow〜


  Satsuki put the hand that didn’t have the sword on her face and wriggled her body, cheering herself nimbly.


  A lightning beast came to attack her, but Moroha protected her, making his sword flash.


  He took back what he had just said. Like he thought, she couldn’t see she was getting in danger.


  – But I truly think that the first cue is the main point of Natural Stance that Moroha taught me. Ufu ♥.


  – Eh? What’s that!? I want to hear it too, if I become stronger with it, then I want to hear it!


  – We’re in the middle of the fight, so leave the chat for later you two.


  Satsuki and Haruka, who were scolded by Leshya, had their eyes as an X.


  In the meantime, the four of them cut through the encirclement formation and run through to the outside of it.


  The lightning beasts turned around to chase them, but they shook free from them with Godlike Movement.


  There were no more than 300 meters to the residence where Lightning Empress was.


  They signaled each other with their eyes and continued running in unison.


  However.


  Suddenly, the voice of a slender woman heard from ahead stroke Moroha’s earlobe.


  That startled him.


  An alluring husky voice. And what was this chill that felt like it crept on him? His whole skin felt something, it got the chills.


  Moroha ended up stopping unconsciously. That was the same for the other three.


  The voice of the woman became louder and louder.


  A song.


  They could hear even there the singing voice of Lightning Empress who got up from the throne on the balcony of the mansion.


  As her voice became louder, the atmosphere, on the other hand, fell completely silent.


  The tumult of the battle went away somewhere.


  Even the lightning beasts that were approaching from behind stopped chasing them, they were restless right where they were as if they were scared of something.


  A disgusting singing voice. An alluring singing voice. Exactly like the singing voice of a witch.


  Only the singing voice of Vasilisa reverberated bewitchingly on the creepy and almost completely silent battleground.


  The atmosphere rustled and the clouds floated to match that melody. A cloudy weather swirled above their heads again.


  Like a witch slowly stirring a cauldron.


  There was a big hole in the dome, the surrounding clouds were swallowed by it.


  An extraordinary number of lightning flickered and ran about inside the hole, just like a nest of snakes.


  – W-what on earth is that?


  Haruka rubbed her arms full of goose bumps while looking up.


  – T-that woman, she’s just bluffing!


  Satsuki pretended to be tough while trembling.


  Leshya stared at it with a gaze full of wariness, without saying anything.


  – It’s coming…


  Immediately after Moroha warned――a mana equal to even the heavens exploded inside the hole.


  Their visibility was burned.


  The light that descended from the heaven’s hole and that felt as if burning everything on the ground to nothing, broke the retina of Moroha and the others.


  The four of them endured the radiance by making prana run in their eyes and by covering their faces with their arms.


  It was such an ardent light that, if they were normal people, they would have probably lost their vision.


  Moroha squinted his eyes protected with prana and peeked at the torrent of light.


  The light stagnated on the ground as if going against the natural phenomena, then it solidified and began to transform while making countless sparks explode.


  Like a thunderbolt that fell from the sky, it transformed into a beast with claws and fangs――


  The torrent of light that descended transformed into a giant that surpassed ten meters in height.


  It bent forward and glared at Moroha and company with a face with no eyes or nose from a far height.


  「「Hii」」


  Satsuki and Haruka embraced each other without enduring it.


  They looked up at the giant with intense concentration, their bodies trembled, and their teeth didn’t come together.


  *TN: The “teeth didn’t come together” means that they trembled so much due to fear.


  – It’s very unlikely I can devour that with my cursed sword.


  Leshya concluded quickly because she kept her cool.


  – It’s completely equipped with anti-encirclement and anti-aerial counterattacks, it’s completely equipped just like the boss of a game. It has no flaws at all.


  Moroha once again realized the atrociousness and the worst of what was called “incantation”, he was disconcerted.


  This area should be just barely within the effect range of Shizuno’s Suppression Field¸ but it didn’t look like it was showing any effect on the lightning giant. Or maybe its fighting strength weakened from 10,000 to 9,990.


  The giant of the incantation began to move without caring about the feelings or consternation of Moroha and the others as if there were no humans who were worried about each and every thing like ants that moved about in confusion on the bare earth.


  There was no sound of footsteps going their way, maybe its body had no weight because it was made of lightning?


  Even though it was so big.


  Apart from that, they didn’t know what it was thinking about due to its featureless face.


  Those things produced a bizarre impressiveness, they had a strong impact on them, even on Moroha who had steeled himself by seeing many Metaphysicals.


  The faceless giant, instead of howling, made a thunderclap reverberate to tear off their eardrums.


  Suddenly, it mowed down the empty sky with its thick right arm.


  That was enough to cause a storm, to shower them with a fast gust of several tens of meters; Moroha and the others had to stand firm using even Strength.


  Moreover, this was no more than a mere bonus!


  The giant waved its arm easily, a colossal amount of thunders and lightning surged from it, which barely ran straight through the ground like a straight ball thrown by the underhand throw of a pitcher. Those were thrown in the opposite direction with a roughness suited for a giant, and a storm blew violently around Moroha with just the after-effects of that.


  The shell of the thunders and lightning soared even more vigorously, the side where the moderate faction was lined up became hazy, Katya and the others fell down noisily even though they weren’t hit by it. Their battle formation collapsed.


  If they were hit directly by it, how much powerful would that be…?


  The momentum of the shell, without knowing when to stop, pierced and trampled down, acting as if it owned the place to the other distant side.


  Everything on its way was burned to nothing.


  The taiga, which spread out on the outskirts of Yekaterinburg, was easily cut open, it made the lakes and marshes evaporate, and when it directly hit the Ural mountain range, it finally stopped.


  Some of the mountains were cleanly pierced, creating tunnels.


  If by chance the extraordinary wall of mass of nature called Ural mountain range weren’t there, how much damage would that thing have spread? He couldn’t get to imagine that.


  Moroha decided――while shuddering.


  He couldn’t leave this thing as is.


  He must not postpone it any minute longer.


  Then, something cheered his will, like a spark in the depths of his head, burst open many times.


  – I’ll deal with that guy. Can I leave the rest to you?


  Moroha asked the girls with an overbearing voice.


  He fleetingly peeked at the back, the lightning beasts livened up and rushed around as if the blow of the giant of moments ago struck them with a whip. They resumed their pursuit towards them.


  Satsuki and Haruka quickly realized and stopped embracing each other.


  – O-o-of course, leave it to me!


  – I-I’ll give it a try.


  – Understood.


  Satsuki and the others gave answers different from the other two and engaged the lightning beasts chasing them from behind.


  Moroha relied on them because he believed in them.


  No, Satsuki and the others weren’t the only ones who deserved to be believed in.


  AJ, Shizuno, the people of Strikers and the guys of the moderate faction who started to recover their posture, they attracted almost all of the remaining lightning beasts.


  Moroha thanked the men and women, all of them, once again and――


  Concentrated on what he ought to do.


  He devoted himself to what only he could do.


  – You’re the one who used it first. I’m not going to accept a complaint, alright?


  He thrust his left index finger at someone.


  At Vasilisa who continued singing bewitchingly beyond the giant on the throne of the balcony.


  That fingertip drew a line of pale light in the empty sky.


  – Write――


  The fingertip of Moroha drew ancient magic characters accurately.


  One line increased to two lines in the blink of an eye.


  With each new line, the difficulty level of the Dark Arts increased in a factorial-like manner.


  Extreme powers of concentration, extreme skill and extreme mana.


  Moroha now harmonized all that he possessed.


  Something like sparks sparkled intermittently in the depths of his head and combined like a synapse.


  He breathed in and spat out together with a well-projected voice.


  To squeeze his concentration more, to make free use of his skill more, to refine his mana more.


  He sang,


   


   


  Everything started from water


  Everything returns to water


  That is, water is life and yet death


  A mother that gives birth, a snake that swallows deeply


  All things keep changing  Not even time can go against the current


  Like a large river trifling with a floating boat  In the end is nothing but equally gulped down


  Yes  The divine providence that is called heartlessness


  But that heartlessness, that transiency, have already forgotten


  The face of their beloved mother


  This body becomes a snake and I open my mouth  I shall eat up completely billions and billions of lands*


  An unsatisfied eternal emptiness


  A tireless eternal pleasure 


  All things keep changing  They shall return to my belly


  *TN: The kanji for “billions and billions of lands”, if reordered, means “paradise”.


   


  There was an enormous formula-like magic characters spreading out in front of Moroha.


  And swung it downward as if throwing it violently.


  Together with that――an enormous deafening sound reverberated in all directions like a cascade.


  The ground-splitting water current gushed out, hitting the heavens like a spear in all directions.


  Some of them kept gushing out copiously like a solemn pillar that supported the heavens.


  Furthermore, the surrounding area submerged all of a sudden.


  While the ground sank.


  A natural disaster that surpassed the limits of natural disasters.


  One would get that if seen from above. There were dozens of pillar-like reversed waterfalls standing towering over the surroundings, concentrated around Moroha. The area around the water current that gushed out became ponds, spreading as a lake. At an abnormal speed like a fast forward video. On top of that, the dots connected to each other, forming a line, becoming a ring-shaped river that also eroded the inside and outside, appearing the same to an inland sea.


  The legs of Satsuki, who was confused about something, were submerged near to their knees in the twinkling of an eye.


  Moroha stood on the water surface using Mongyoku.


  The waves were noisy, and stood upright calmly while wriggling like a living thing.


  Neither the sunken ground nor the newborn ocean were something to be concerned about.


  He fixed his gaze on the faceless giant as if he faced a transcendental godly enemy like Wadatsumi who ruled the oceans.


  The giant headed towards Moroha while rising sea spray with every step.


  And once again, it tried to throw a shell of thunder and lightning with his thick arms.


  The shriek of Satsuki and Haruka. The gasp of Leshya.


  Moroha in Natural Stance to the end.


  He lightly tapped the surface of the water at his feet with an aloof attitude with the tips of the toes as if knocking it twice.


  That, was it.


  A part of the water surface swelled heartily and stretched like a snake made of water.


  It twined around the arm of the giant like a tentacle and restrained it. He didn’t make it mow it down.


  Then again, another tentacle made of water twined around the neck of the giant.


  Then two, three, four tentacles stretched from the water surface in succession――wrapping around the giant many times.


  The giant struggled without enduring it, but the tentacles restrained it firmly.


  On the contrary, they tried to drag it into the water.


  The resistance of the giant became much more violent.


  The living water multiplied the tentacles to restrain it indifferently like a mollusk.


  Just like a scene of a monster movie. A faceless giant and living water fought each other.


  That essence was a tug-o-war done by Moroha’s mana and Vasilisa’s mana.


  Lightning Empress sang, disheveling her hair on the balcony.


  She tried to squeeze out as much mana as possible, she was already at her limit.


  Moroha only gazed at such expression of the demoness detachedly.


  The situation gradually became clearer.


  Like the water flowing from high to low――


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  As the amount of tentacles restraining it increased, the resistance of the giant weakened steadily; the giant sunk into the water while making sad thundering sounds as a substitute of an agonizing death.


  There was more, yes, there was more.


  As if the living water wasn’t satisfied yet, the tentacles extended even more towards the sky. The dome of thunder clouds, which was supposed to eternally close this place by Vasilisa’s incantation, was thoroughly gulped down like eating a cotton candy with one’s fingers.


  On the balcony, Vasilisa sat down on the throne as if sitting down hard on it.


   


  A fight between a grimoire holder and grimoire holder,


  13th Rank Dark Art and 13th Rank Dark Art clashed, none of the contenders suffered damage, but one of them was clearly defeated,


  A historical case regarding Saviors.


  The incantation of water was declared the winner.


  Namely, the second The Origin of Haimura Moroha.


  Later on, the White Knight Organization would call it――


  The demon-water  creature Uroboros.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  Vasilisa let out a few words with a husky voice.


  – No way…


  She threw her heavy body on the throne and stared at the battlefield with stiffened eyes.


  She trembled as if having the shakes.


  Her retainers, who were supposed to be the worst and most sinister.


  Her incantation, which was supposed to be the strongest among the strongest.


  In order to win, she prepared even a plan to sacrifice greenhorns.


  And yet, what were the results?


  What was this unsightly scenery spreading before her eyes?


  Both the bodyguards and the greenhorns surrendered to the traitors and the lowly students.


  All the monsters brought forth by the incantation were engulfed by the sea of incantation created by Haimura Moroha.


  The landscape seen from there, and that she liked, ended up turning into a hideous ocean.


  If anything, even this mansion would drown due to land subsidence.


  Vasilisa realized.


  Just about everything――yes, just about everything ended up being suppressed by just one person, by Haimura Moroha….


  – R-run away.


  – This is beyond salvation…


  – The empire is done for!


  Vasilisa came to her senses, listening to the voices of the confused close aides. She straightened her own mind and body,


  – Wait! Where do you think you’re going!?


  It was a raging roar, but not a single person answered the question of Her Majesty Lightning Empress.


  They escaped like baby spiders scattering in all directions.


  – What riot is this!? Don’t you value your life!?


  – Shut up! Stay quiet!


  One of the close aides shouted back, Vasilisa was startled.


  Her thought couldn’t catch up with what she was told for a moment.


  She was suddenly and roughly verbally abused by a mouth that talked any kind of excessive flattery to put Her Majesty Lightning Empress in good humor until just now.


  Vasilisa trembled out of humiliation, dyed her face dark red and grasped the folding fan so tightly that it broke.


  – Just… just who do you think I am!? Respond carefully!


  – I know who you are! But to be honest, I’m more scared of Haimura than you!


  Vasilisa let the folding fan she was grasping tightly fall on her lap.


  The anger and the trembling of her body didn’t come to a stop.


  – Even though I’ve always supported you! And that I favored you! These ungrateful ones!


  The insults didn’t stop.


  She abusively ranted and raved to the backs of the fleeing close aids until the last one disappeared.


  There――


  『The end of the tyrant is a miserable thing, isn’t it?』


  She heard the detestable voice of a man.


  Vasilisa sternly scowled at the front of the throne.


  Haimura Moroha, who still was 20 meters in front of her, came walking to her calmly.


  While making small ripples on the water with every step as if he were above ground.


  The water level was already nearly the same as the balcony and the height of her gaze hadn’t changed.


  『Shut up! This doesn’t mean I have lost yet!』


  Vasilisa shouted in anger in English and began to spell a 9th Rank Dark Art, relying on her disfavor.


  Moroha saw that but he didn’t disturb his calmed manner of walking.


  What an arrogant fool! 


  It’s good you’ve realized it once again! 


  Vasilisa created a blue lightning dragon by knitting a Dark Art and released it to Moroha.


  Moroha saw that and didn’t try to avoid it.


  (No, he can’t avoid it!)


  Vasilisa drew a brutal and extremely gruesome smile on her mouth.


  She dreamed about Moroha becoming charred and dying gruesomely.


  However, the blue lightning dragon was gulped down from the side by a big water snake that suddenly emerged from the surface of the sea before it buried its fangs into Moroha.


  The fantastic big snake, whose body was made of water, dissolved into the sea just like that.


  After that, just silence remained, as if nothing had happened.


  Vasilisa opened her mouth wide, it made her feel free of worries for a second.


  Moroha flashed his sword without minding it, cut open the handrail of the balcony and went up from the water to the floor.


  With that, Vasilisa regained her sanity and,


  『… That was… your incantation, huh? … It’s not insignificant at all, it seems that you took the prize instead of an entrance fee』


  She asserted highly and proudly while trembling.


  She picked up the folding fan on her lap and tossed it lightly.


  The folding fan spread out by itself in the air, then burned and expanded and took the form of a phoenix.


  The eerie bird clad in a shimmer of hot air emitted an authority that the atmosphere distorted and got burned with it.


  『My The Origin ――is a treasured Golem that is made of and use the soul of a magic bird that destroyed three villages. This is such a great thing to see, isn’t it? Don’t you agree? This is your reward, take this and go have fun in hell!』


  Moroha, who got out of the water, had no protection from the incantation of water.


  Vasilisa warned herself.


  If this wasn’t effective… then nothing else that she had would do it at all.


  The phoenix flapped its bright red wings, carrying her feelings as if it was the hope of Vasilisa.


  It attacked with a speed no inferior to even Godlike Movement.


  Nonetheless, Moroha saw that treasured Golem and didn’t disturb his calmed manner of walking.


  Just three living Moroha appeared behind him.


  The three swung their swords as if dancing, cutting down the phoenix into three parts, making it burst and scatter abruptly.


  Ancestral Arts’ Light Technique Donrou.


  His clones disappeared immediately, only the real body, who didn’t stop his walking, remained.


  And then, he finally arrived in front of the eyes of Vasilisa.


   


  He crossed over the Sea of Japan, crossed Siberia, surpassed the counterattack of the lined up branch office heads, was more than all the trump cards of Vasilisa and arrived here.


  『Ah, well done…. Well done…』


  Vasilisa made even her voice quiver and put on a bold front as much as she could.


  『T-take your r-reward…. This time, it’s a real reward…. I can’t give enough praise to the true hero… I-I’m not a narrow-minded monarch, you know?』


  She looked up at Moroha with unknowing and toady-looking eyes while still being cocky on the throne.


  『W-what reward is good? Modesty is unneeded, alright? Hmm…?』


  She asked, but Moroha didn’t reply.


  He just looked down on her as if despising her.


  『Hmm? Excuse me…? Can you say something? I won’t know if you say nothing, don’t you think…?』


  Vasilisa behaved modestly while trembling like a little girl on the throne.


  She didn’t know when the sword of Moroha would fly.


  She didn’t know when he would make her neck fall.


  She was desperate already.


  She forgot she put on a bold front so much that the coating peeled off and fell.


  The thread of tension was cut, she was unable to endure it and burst into tears.


  『I swear that I’ll never lay my hands on you. On the contrary, I’ll be happy to become your supporter. So please, don’t go more than this, don’t do it…』


  She supplicated while crying, becoming small on the throne.


  Moroha, who saw and listened to her, opened his mouth.


  『You, who never tolerated the failure of your subordinates, and who ended up purging them, is begging for her life?』


  He said with a completely scornful tone of voice.


  『……』


  Vasilisa was at a loss for words.


  She hectically thought of whatever excuse, but without being able to think of anything,


  『Y-you’re right. It’s as you say. Everyone but me is innocent…』


  She admitted fault, being dejected.


  Moroha sighed lightly and turned eyes of even more contempt towards her.


  Vasilisa continued supplicating, turning her eyes upward.


  『You probably aren’t a demon, are you…? You can understand my feelings, right…?』


  Nobody wanted to lose their life.


  No, if one were to name that, it would be the power to be able to behave as much as she liked, the retainers who listened to anything they were told to do, the luxuries she wished for and obtained as many as she wanted, the empire that became the foundation of all that――


  Because everything, everything was irreplaceable, she didn’t want to lose it.


  Vasilisa alone wasn’t strange.


  There was no way a human like that existed, right?


  『I beg you… please, understand me…. Forgive me, please…』


  That’s why Vasilisa begged, without keeping up appearances.


  But,


   


  『Please, don’t steal from me what is important to me…』


   


  That line.


  The line that Vasilisa said.


  As soon as that was said.


  The looks of Moroha changed.


  A drastic change.


  Vasilisa opened her eyes very wide and shrunk her body so, so much that she couldn’t breathe.


  A raging powerful deity manifested where the young of tender years should be standing――


  Moroha had such a misreading-looking expression.


  Moroha grabbed the armrest of the throne with his right hand.


  – Hiii.


  Vasilisa became even more suffocated due to the pressure that felt like she was being roasted by the flames of anger.


  Then Moroha grabbed the other armrest of the throne with his left hand.


  – Uu… uh… uuuhh.


  Vasilisa, who lost her refuge, was about to faint.


  Moroha bent forward, and his terrifying face, which felt like it was coated with the rage of the world, approached slowly.


  『Why?』


  The whispering question, scared Vasilisa more than any angry voice.


  『Why don’t you guys get such a simple thing?』


  Even though she wanted to answer, even though the answer would mean she would be able to escape from this place, Vasilisa didn’t do it because she didn’t get the meaning of the question.


  Moroha sighed.


  He said as if admonishing, as if teaching a stupid child who couldn’t understand the obvious reason that anyone could understand.


   


  『If you don’t want to be stolen――then don’t steal』


   


  Vasilisa touched the cold floor with her backside as if slipping down from the throne.


  She lost her strength like a dog exposing its belly and sobbed.


  『Don’t kill mee… I don’t want to lose my empire…』


  She comprehended that the values of this man and that the deeds she had been doing all this time were certainly incompatible like oil and water; she comprehended that if that was the case, then she wasn’t going to be forgiven, and so, no more words came out.


  She waited for her last moment while trembling.


  How long had she been doing that?


  Vasilisa’s consciousness, which became frightened of his judgment, felt like it lasted for a very long time.


  But, in reality, that lasted for a moment.


  The flames of anger, which even scorched her soul, died away abruptly.


  Vasilisa strained her eyes and checked with her soggy visibility due to the tears.


  The wide back of Moroha was slowly going away just like when he came.


  She couldn’t believe it.


  『Are you… forgiving me?』


  She really couldn’t believe it.


  If she were him, she would have absolutely killed him.


  Hope and despair mixed equally, staring at the back of Moroha with servile eyes.


  『I don’t feel like there’s anything in particular I have to forgive you about, do I?』


  Vasilisa made her body become stiff due to the colder-than-Russian-winter tone of voice of Moroha who kept her back on her.


  『I think apologizing to Leshya should be enough, but I guess it’s a waste to expect such good faith from you all? If you don’t do that at least, then I won’t forgive you』


  『Is that… all…?』


  『Yeah. What will I do if you meddle with what I cherish? If you have deeply sunk that into your mind, then this conversation is all that I need. So, start over』


  The words of Moroha, which were said as if being spitted out, were heard by her like there was nothing strange or lies in them.


  How sincere was this person to be able to do such a thing?


  Vasilisa hadn’t the slightest idea.


  『You said that you don’t want your empire to be stolen, right?』


  『Y-yeah… that’s right…』


  『If so, protect it earnestly. If you really don’t want it to be stolen, then think seriously about what it means to protect your country』


  『My reign… you mean that my way is incorrect…?』


  『If you don’t get that, then it’s impossible for you』


  Moroha declared flatly.


  『Throw your obstinacy away and ask Edward to teach you, for instance』


  Vasilisa, who was lectured by a boy 12 years younger than her, couldn’t even return a single word.


  『Bear in mind. If you don’t change anything and I feel that your empire is simply being harvested like I expected, then I’ll come to steal it next time』


  Finally, Moroha stopped his feet only once, turned just his neck around and,


  『You’re an S-Rank, aren’t you? Then show me you’ll protect what’s important to you』


  He glanced at her with penetrating cold-like eyes and left.


  Vasilisa sat down hard where she was.


  Even though she had barely escaped alive, she had no energy to be delighted.


  Not only her arm was twisted with force by Moroha, even a righteous government was explained to her right after that, she had lost face.


  『This is… my utter defeat…』


  She had no choice but to admit it.


  The exhausted Vasilisa reflected upon the taste of defeat she experienced for the first time while biting her lips.


  Epilogue


  Moroha was scolded with no mercy.


  She made him sit on the floor.


  Even though there were banquet dishes on the table in front of his eyes, she made him wait.


  Sophia and Kamekichi started to eat as if devouring it greedily; Moroha looked at them with a grudge.


  – Don’t look away!


  Then, his head was hit.


  – Hey, what’s wrong, Moroha? You’ve been silent from a while ago. Why don’t you say something? Oh? Isn’t it time to give an explanation already!?


  The one who scolded him was a beautiful maid.


  However, her mouth was super undesirable.


  The impressiveness of her eyes peeled and how she stared at him was already at a professional killer level.


  Of course, she was the intimidating British mad dog AJ-san.


  – … I have nothing to explain.


  – You bastard, you think that if you are admirable then you’re going to be forgiven? That as long as you reflect on that you’ll be able to receive my pardon? You’re thinking such an overly optimistic thing, aren’t you? Huuh?


  – Kuh…


  The sharp reprimand of AJ seemed to hit right in the mark.


  By literally holding the left and right shoulders of Moroha,


  – Hey, Angela? Moroha regrets it, but can I ask you to forgive him in that regard?


  – Since even Lightning Empress used an incantation, it was inevitable for him to pay her with the same coin!


  Shizuno and Satsuki came to defend him.


  Furthermore, the combined defective speech of Leshya and Haruka came to watch them over anxiously afterwards.


  – Hey, Moroha-san. Isn’t it pathetic to be protected by four people who furthermore are women?


  – Kuh…


  AJ was that much relentless.


   


  The secondary residence of Katya in the city of Yekaterinburg.


  Since he defeated Lightning Empress’s party, and that none of his allies resulted injured or dead,  Katya invited all the members with a smile on her whole face, saying「Let’s celebrate grandiosely tonight!」.


  The Erratic Portal of the school principal was at the bottom of the sea (or rather, they presumed the other side cancelled it, as it became quite a great deal) and there was no way to return to Japan until tomorrow anyways.


  They had been decided to deepen the Russo-Japanese friendship via Strikers and the moderate faction.


  Things were going great until….


  Yeah, until It reached the “it’s time to party!” stage――


  「Wahoo! You were the MVP today」AJ, who for some reason wore a maid outfit, said bashfully――


  Then Satsuki said「Yup, Moroha’s incantation was amazing! He was able to create a sea!」――


   


  That ended up exposing him, and the result of that was the current situation….


  – I’ll show my appreciation for your efforts today.


  The beautiful maid, who said so gently,


  – Today is the day that I’ll take it out on you!


  She raged, showing her bared canines.


  – I thought it was strange! A sea appearing in the vast plain out of nowhere! But I thought “no way”! To us, to your allies! The reinforcements that hastened to join you and help you! I believed in you, that there was no way you would do something like almost making us drown! I believed that it was surely a trap of Lightning Empress who was trying to eliminate both enemies and allies without discrimination!


  – … Well, that water doesn’t attack anyone who isn’t hostile towards me.


  – You’re saying it’s my fault because I can’t swim, you bastaaaaaard!?


  – In that case, you should have been okay if you used anything but Mongyoku, right?


  Moroha turned his neck to the left and right, saying “No! No!” to AJ who waved her hand overhead, snapping back at him.


  The angered AJ didn’t realize that she carelessly blurted out a thing she was poor at. She didn’t even notice the ones around giggling at her.


  While she endured what Satsuki spurted out,


  – Come on, please forgive him! There was no way he could leave that giant as is, was there!?


  – I don’t want your retorts!


  For some reason, Moroha was slapped.


  – … But you told me to explain moments ago.


  – Huuuh? The one who continues talking even after losing the argument is me now? Huh?


  AJ bent forward and pressed both cheeks of Moroha from their sides with turning movements.


  The drooping bust of AJ shook in front of him first than the pain, he was troubled by the place of refuge of his sight.


  – Do you know why incantations have that name? Because they’re prohibited to use without permission, right? Didn’t you learn that at school? Did you know that the map of Russia ended up changing because of you!? When I got in contact with the Russian government a while ago, they were indignant, you know? How are they going to explain to the mass media that an inland sea increased all of a sudden? I guess they’re going to name it『Haimura Sea』?


  – … Please forgive me that much.


  – Reflect seriously after I show you a satellite photo later!


  – … Yes. … I’m sorry.


  Moroha became gloomy.


  Then AJ glanced at him with one eye and peeked at his attitude.


  After that, she cleared her throat with *ahem* *ahem*.


  – We-well, it seems you have reflected enough. I’ll forgive you this time. So, if it were to occur something like taking the blame to the Japanese Division later on, then I’ll intervene once you’ve been scolded enough. I’m sure my lord will kindly put in a good word for you.


  – Yes…


  Moroha looked up at AJ and admired her as if seeing a goddess.


  To think this sermon had such a deep consideration!


  It wasn’t just bullying!


  – I’m glad she’s a reasonable person, don’t you agree, Nii-sama?


  – To think Angela is so kind like this… I thought that maybe she ate something strange, but in any case, this issue is settled.


  Satsuki and Shizuno embraced the shoulders of Moroha from the left and right, they were delighted to come together with him.


  – I didn’t eat something strange!


  AJ got in a bad mood again but she was having fun.


  – If we’re going to eat, then let’s have a feast. I’m quite hungry actually.


  – I haven’t seen a single dish in all this time. I look forward to enjoying them.


  Haruka and Leshya pulled the hands of Moroha from the left and right.


  Furthermore, Katya, who left to do business, came back and,


  – That’s right, because the Russian government is acting like we expected, Haimura-han doesn’t need to be worried about anything. So eat to your heart’s content.


  She gave him reliable words.


  – Thank you. And thanks for the meal.


  – Now that it has come to this, it’s kind of sad that we had to leave Maya behind because it was too dangerous.


  – But it’ll be fine if you wrap up some as souvenirs, don’t you agree?


  While they talked about things like that, he surrounded a table with Satsuki, Shizuno, Leshya and Haruka.


  Everyone picked up and ate what they liked at the buffet-styled party.


  All the rest of the Strikers looked like they satisfied their bellies already, and were getting in the mood to have a pleasant talk with the people of the moderate faction. Particularly, the number of adult women surrounding Taketsuru-senpai was amazing. Only Sophie showed an inexhaustible appetite, and Kamekichi, who competed with her, was crouching with a pale face. Takenaka was looking after him.


  They also felt a bit sad for Isurugi and Tokiko. They wouldn’t go back while leaving their duties as is. They, who haven’t finished the report phone calls to various Japanese related parties as their duty of captain and vice-captain, hadn’t started to enjoy the feast yet.


  The banquet hall had a good atmosphere on the whole.


  The blossoming of lighthearted talks here and there.


  And, among them, AJ and Katya still continued an uncomfortable conversation.


  – What about the situation of Lightning Empress?


  – She’s somewhat dispirited, and became something like an empty shell. Haimura-han scared her to a large extent, didn’t he? 『What am I doing wrong?』When he heard those words, she shouted “so creepy” and got the goose bumps.


  – He’s not eager to be creepy. Isn’t that a good sign though?


  – Aha, I’m joking. Well, her humanity does have problems, but regarding her abilities, she’s necessary for Russia. If a Dreadnought were to appear again, we’ll be at a loss without the incantations of that person, so it will be the very best if she mends her ways, I guess.


  – Anyways, you guys, the moderate faction, are going to operate the Russian Division and become its core, right?


  – Yeah, from my point of view, Vasilisa is still the head of the Russian Division, but we grasped the real power. We got her consent. Can you report so to Sir Edward as well? Let’s forget all that happened until now; we’re glad to be able to get along with you from now on.


  – Sure thing. I’ll convey so.


  The representatives of the Russian Division and the British Division shook each other’s hands tightly with regards to this situation.


  Applause burst simultaneously with that.


  Moroha gave vigorous applause.


  – Thanks a lot, thanks a loooot! ――Ah, Haimura-han is the key figure and yet, why is he clapping as if it were other people’s affairs!?


  Katya came to his table in a flash and flatly pointed that out.


  Moroha practically felt he saw a person who pointed that out for the first time. And that person was a Russian.


  – No, I’m not that grandiose or anything like that.


  – You’re a humble person, aren’t you?


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders and stopped eating as Katya stared in wonder.


  – You may say so, but I won’t feel good unless I give my thanks to Haimura-han at least.


  – It’s not like I fought to get someone’s gratitude. I already achieved my goal.


  Moroha wore a smile and turned his gaze towards Leshya.


  Leshya stared back at him and felt embarrassed for a moment, but eventually, and as if making up her mind, she softened the corners of her mouth just a little bit and showed a reserved and bashful smile.


  Yup, if that meant she was grateful, then this was more than enough.


  – It’s okay if Haimura-han says so, but…. Can I take the opportunity to depend on you for another favor?


  – What is it?


  – We aim to do our best to exterminate Metaphysicals as the new Russian Division and we intend to aim for a stronger organization than before, however… since probably there’ll be disputes for a while, especially if unavoidable internal conflicts or something like that were to occur, then those would be beyond our control, don’t you agree?


  – Yes, I agree. If Katya-san and the others resulted to be in trouble, then I’ll come running as soon as possible, but――


  He carefully thought what he should do in specific and Shizuno, from the side,


  – When that moment comes, please call the Japanese Division for help first. If what you say is true, then the Japanese Division should approve the deployment of Moroha. In that case, we’ll use Erratic Portal right away.


  She answered instead of him smoothly.


  Shizuno-san was as reliable in this sort of things as one would expect.


  (Thank you. You saved me)


  (Don’t mention it)


  When they communicated with their eyes, Satsuki, who was next to them, got jealous. Although it was fine to not worry about it.


  – Alright, thanks a lot! When push comes to shove, we’ll take the liberty to do so.


  Katya clapped her hands with great joy,


  – But, can I depend on you a bit more?


  She grabbed Moroha’s arm with her hands and twined them around as if clinging to him.


  「「Heeeeeeeeey!?」」


  Satsuki and Haruka peeled their eyes like twin sisters.


  Leshya had written「Honestly, that’s not funny. Don’t say anything」on her face.


  The face of Shizuno was scary, he couldn’t see it.


  – Ka-Katya-san? Isn’t this too bold for a Russo-Japanese friendship?


  – Allow me to say something even bolder, but Haimura-han――why don’t you really become the head of the Russian Division?


  Moroha backed out of such unthinkable request. But Katya held his arm strongly, she didn’t let him escape.


  – Eh? You’re serious?


  – Very, very serious, super serious. Actually, I said that Vasilisa-han was isolated moments ago, didn’t I? If Haimura-han does it, then she can give up her seat. And I can be the vice-branch head.


  – ABSOLUTELY NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOT!


  The scream of Satsuki felt like it pierced their ears there.


  – W-what a lively girl…


  Satsuki thrust her index finger at the bewildered Katya.


  – Moroha left a special someone in Japan! He’s destined to be tied together with that person in Japan! That’s why becoming something like the head of the Russian Division is absurd!


  – Is that true, Haimura-han?


  「It is true!」Satsuki shouted, without giving Moroha the time to answer.


  – His important, lovely little sister who loves him dearly is waiting for him! By the way, that one is m――


  – What? Just his little sister? You surprised me, you know?


  Katya laughed off.


  – Don’t say “just”!


  Steam blew from Satsuki’s head, but Katya laughed, without paying attention to her.


  「Idiot」was written on Haruka’s face. That was also written on Leshya’s face.


  – Little sister, aren’t you too old to not be independent of him? Hey, Haimura-han, become our division head～. No one is more appropriate than Haimura-han～


  – N-no, I told you it troubles me.


  – Come ooon, you see that Moroha is also troubled, isn’t he!?


  – In that case, I have the whole night to persuade him～.


  – *Eeeeeeeek*, what’s this stupid debauchery!?


  Satsuki put her hands on her cheeks, her face looked like “The Scream” of Munch.


  Katya looked at her face, then looked at Satsuki’s flat chest,


  – Fufun.


  She laughed scornfully, elated with success. As she pushed her ample chest against Moroha like showing it off.


  – The size of the chest isn’t the value of a woman! Come on! Say something, Shizuno!


  – Ara? I think it’s important too?


  – Y-you traitor.


  Satsuki cursed at Shizuno who lifted up the lower breasts by folding her arms to emphasize her chest was voluptuous than Katya’s.


  – Is that so? I think there’s something more important than breasts size.


  Leshya rubbed her squishy big breasts and inclined her head to the side.


  – Say it properly! Say that with much more impact! Fight with this woman so that Moroha doesn’t end up going to Russia!


  – ? But if Moroha becomes the head of the Russian Division, then I’ll just return to Russia?


  – Y-you traitor.


  Satsuki cursed at Leshya who inclined her head to the other side.


  – Momo-senpaaaaaai.


  – Ah, don’t appeal to me. I don’t particularly have any reason to restrain Moroha.


  – I don’t need your masochism right nooooooooooooow!


  Satsuki was stamping her feet so much from some time ago that it looked like a new type of dance somehow.


  A person of the moderate faction saw that and misunderstood she was performing a Cossack dance.


  Loud cheers from everywhere happened in response to her excellent skill. They joined her rhythm by clapping their hands, she seemed to dance more and more happily.


  – Hey, Ranjou-san. Why is that you can’t lose the name of “Dance Queen” that you have?


  – I don’t have that kind of thing, you know? Or perhaps I should say, Urushibara hasn’t been acting with composure from a while ago, so think of a plan to defeat that Russian woman thoroughly with that crafty brain of yours!


  – I’ve been given the hard shoulder like that…. I’m depressed, I should d ――


  – I’m talking of a different Russian woman, so relax, Leshyaa.


  Satsuki, who was out of breath, stretched her hand for a glass of juice.


  Shizuno, who looked at her, took an aggressive attitude as if saying she was hopeless and,


  – Even if you don’t worry, Moroha won’t go anywhere, don’t you think?


  She clung to the arm to the opposite side of Katya.


  Despite confirming with Moroha with her mouth without looking him at all, she expressed an incendiary gaze to Katya on the other side.


  – It seems like the one who’s really formidable isn’t that stupid young girl.


  Katya caught that gaze with dignity.


  The gazes of the two beautiful girls who held Moroha’s arms gave off sparks.


  A not-so-straightforward terrifying female battle aura.


  An intensity so strong that overwhelmed not only Haruka and Leshya, but also Satsuki.


  – If you know that he won’t go, then why are you arousing him…?


  Even though she expressly didn’t decide to make things worse, Moroha was heartbroken.


  Thanks to this, Katya became more determined and the strength that held his arm got stronger.


  Furthermore, by being glued to her, a good smell came from her hair.


  – Ara? Isn’t there a war tactic of displaying the difference in status from the beginning and thoroughly strike it ?


  Shizuno stuck firmly to him determinedly, her hair also smelled good.


  Moroha was already at a loss due to this and that seductiveness.


  – That thing is called “the victory goes to the one who makes the first move”. A hobby that seems to match this young girl.


  Katya was more and more decided.


  – Do you think we could have had a good friendship if Moroha didn’t exist?


  Shizuno was more and more determined.


  What a Russo-Japanese breasts confrontation.


  – Certainly, if Haimura-han didn’t exist.


  Katya was more and mo――how long would this battle continue?


  – Somehow, it sounds like I’m the source of evil…


  If his arms were free, Moroha would have held his head in his arms.


  This could be stopped if the honest Isurugi was there, but he had little hope for another person with honor…


  A goddess didn’t abandon Moroha who had given up so.


  A cold roar reverberated.


  – That’s enough, you lasses!


  Shizuno and Katya, who were showered with it, got frightened and released Moroha’s arms.


  All present, including Satsuki and company, turned their eyes to the direction of the voice.


  The one who spoke from her core, with her arms folded, was AJ.


  – Moroha is tired, do you get that at least? Give him a break.


  How kind those words were!


  Moroha was involuntarily moved to tears.


  – Even Angela-han was nagging the tired Haimura-han not long ago!


  – That was a necessary reprimand. Is your lover’s quarrel necessary now?


  – Uh…


  Katya was at a loss for words.


  – It’s my defeat.


  Shizuno raised her hands and withdrew graciously.


  (But, I’ll get Angela to explain to me why she became kind towards Moroha so fast afterwards)


  Moroha was drenched in cold sweat due to the whisper of Shizuno into his ear when she separated from him.


  – Come here, Moroha. You won’t feel rested if you’re surrounded by little girls, will you?


  – Well, if everyone behaved normally, I wouldn’t be particularly troubled to that extent…


  – Since they weren’t behaving normally after I left you alone, I did what I just say, didn’t I?


  – Yes, you did.


  Moroha, whose nape of the neck was grabbed by the beautiful maid, was taken along to a conflictive mood.


  – You’re violent, Angela-san! Who do you think you are!?


  Satsuki barked, but AJ had the look in her eyes, feared as a mad dog in her motherland,


  – Me? I’m this guy’s pilot. I’ll take responsibility for this guy while he’s in Russia.


  She silenced her with a sharp look.


  Moroha apologized by pressing the palms and fingers of both hands together to Satsuki and the others as he was dragged away with his nape of the neck still seized.


  Then――


  – Somehow, I feel like every time Angela-san interferes, I experience something unpleasant.


  He grumbled in a half-joking manner while being dragged slowly.


  – Is that a trouble?


  – Well, it depends on the time and situation…


  – Hahaha! Good to know. Then I shall triumphantly report this to my lord once I return to my country. 『I did a great job in causing trouble for Moroha Haimura』. How’s that?


  AJ was so cheerful, laughing loudly like that, that he couldn’t hate her.


  – Yeah, please convey my words to Edward――


  Because of that, Moroha showed a wry smile on his face and replied, putting many thoughts into it.


   


   


  “My thanks to the best guide there is”.
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