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  Prologue


  What is the percentage of a person’s bad luck created by the malice of a third party without the person concerned being aware──


   


   


   


   


   


  Haimura Moroha was talking on the phone while walking around the city.


  What he heard from the ear speaker was the voice of a very lively girl.


  『And, and, and although it was quite far away, the ball came flying to our seats──』


  She was so excited that he could picture it.


  Of course, the person on the phone was Ranjou Satsuki.


  『──My mom and I screamed “Kyaa”, but my dad is really slow! It hit his face directly as he was. It was a pretty good hit, the sound it made was amazing, but the ball returned to the sports ground with a whizzing sound, reaching even the player who shot it! Did you know what my dad say? 「Today, I exchanged a direct pass with Giroooooooud! 」, he was pretty fired up. While nose bleeding』


  – Hahaha. Your father is a tough man.


  『At home, he usually only says 「I’m tired」. It’s the first time I see my dad acting like a kid』


  – It was worth the trip to London as a gift.


  『Totally!』


  Satsuki replied with energy.


  Her figure wearing a big smile seemed to come into his mind.


  Satsuki, the obedient daughter, gave her parents an overseas travel with the scholarship from Strikers she steadily saved up. She had told him that they would enjoy Great Britain for two weeks as much as they could. This was possible due to Akane Academy’s spring break and the off period of her father’s work happening at the same time.


  『It would have been even better if Nii-sama had come with us』


  – You’re asking too much. I’m not impudent enough to thrust my face into a family-only, 『It’s our first overseas travel』 mood.


  No matter how much they were siblings in their previous life, they were complete strangers to her parents.


  No matter how much family they were, it was forbidden to talk about their previous life, so they couldn’t explain it.


  Uncle, Auntie, I want to go see Tower Bridge next! … and things like that were on another level.


  『But, but, someday you’ll meet my dad and mom, right?』


  Satsuki pleaded with a strangely anxious tone.


  – Well… if there’s a chance, then at that moment, I’ll greet them properly, alright?


  I’ve always been indebted to your daughter. Or something like that.


  『That’s definitely a promise』


  – I know, I know.


  They continued having such a silly conversation for a while,


  – Anyway, have fun.


  『Yup! You too, Moroha, look forward to the souvenirs!』


  They ended the call like that.


  Satsuki was called by her parents.


  Moroha had arrived at the destination.


  A small run-down shabby house erected as if being buried in a very ordinary residential area.


  A hedge riddled with holes as if being eaten by moths. A tiny garden. A two-storied building built over 40 years ago.


  When getting dyed bright red by the setting sun, the feeling of declination became stronger.


  But it was a special house for Moroha.


  A nostalgic air. The smell of evening meal.  A somewhat warm appearance from which he would hear the voice of harmony at any moment.


  He knew that there were no 「walls」 in this house because it was small.


  He stood in front of the entrance, which had no gate, and passed through it, a distance almost inexistent to say he crossed it.


  The plastic cover made the buzzer full of cracks sound.


  Immediately, a sign inside the house moved.


  Loud footsteps came around.


  The entrance door, which didn’t fit well, could be thrown open from the inside,


  – Welcome back, Moroha!


  – If you had called me, I would have picked you up at the train station.


  He took a quick look at the two nostalgic faces.


  A beautiful platinum blonde woman who jumped down to the hard-packed gravel barefoot held down the front door and left it open.


  And behind her, showing a gentle smile, was a middle-aged man wearing thin glasses.


  Nothing had changed in the face of his aunt and uncle.


  They were Moroha’s foster parents.


  For about eight years, he lived with them in this small run-down shabby house.


  The nameplate said:


   


  - -  Haimura Shigeki


                             Erika Mustermann


                             Moroha


   


  Moroha answered while scratching his head.


  – I’m home. It has been a while since I came home, so I wanted to walk. It was worth seeing things here and there.


  – Is that so? But nothing has changed?


  – There are three conveniences stores I didn’t know.


  – Oh, now that you mention it, I think that’s the case.


  Erika, his aunt, laughed. It doesn’t feel like that to me, she said composedly.


  Reaching even her waist while undulating, her beautiful platinum hair swayed with her movements.


  Despite being a foreigner, she was fluent in Japanese, she almost didn’t speak with an accent.


  Even though she was very close to hit 40 years of age, his beautiful aunt, who was his pride, looked 10 years younger.


  – Well, come in. Let’s talk about everything during dinner, alright?


  His uncle Shigeki beckoned.


  Although he wasn’t a popular writer, Moroha loved his always calm tone of voice and his intellectual manner of talking.


  He was 38 years old.  There were no wrinkles on his face, but there were a couple of gray hair mixed in his hair. He had heard that he wore glasses since he was young.


  His aunt and uncle were about to invite Moroha into the house, but they changed their expression into one of surprise.


  They finally noticed.


  Their gazes went beyond Moroha, they were fixed on something further behind him.


  Moroha also turned around towards them,
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  – I’m sorry. I’m not saying that I thought it would be faster to actually meet them… but I’d like you to accommodate them during the spring break. I’ll introduce them──


  – I’m Shimon Maya nanodesu. I would like you to call me Maaya, it’s cuter when it’s stretched desu.


  – My name is Elena Arshavina. Everyone calls me Leshya.


  They introduced themselves before Moroha did.


  – They don’t have a home. The dorms don’t close, but it sounds lonely, don’t you agree? It’s that sort of thing.


  That’s why I brought them all the way here, Moroha explained plainly.


  His aunt and uncle couldn’t react for a moment, but eventually the couple looked at each other, made eye contact and showed a bitter smile on their faces as if to say “it can’t be helped”,


  – Welcome, young ladies.


  – I’m sorry for the cramped space. There’s no need to be modest.


  They welcomed them without making any complaints.


  Following Moroha, Maya and Leshya came inside.


  The front door closed.


  Thereupon, the inside of the Haimura residence became even warmer.
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  Chapter 1 - The gathering and happy conversation of the Haimura family


  The Haimura family also had a table in the small kitchen, which was where they ate.


  Although cramped, the distance with the family members was close.


  Maya and Leshya were now at his home, sitting down at the dinning table with his aunt and uncle.


  He had planned to be here before the spring break, but when witnessing the scene now, a strange deep emotion filled Moroha’s chest.


  It felt strange that Maya and Leshya were in the place he got used to living in.


  He was able to introduce this important place that only he knew to them, and when being told they felt at home again, he was happy and proud somehow.


  – I’m glad I made meat and potato stew. If I had made hamburgers, I wouldn’t have been able to have portions for two people all of a sudden.


  Erika dished out the meat and potato stew from the stockpot on the plates while muttering.


  Moroha received the plates and gave them to everyone while apologizing earnestly with 「It’s my fault」「I should have contacted you first」「I was too slow to tell you」.


  – Young ladies, is Japanese food to your liking?


  Shigeki looked at Maya and Leshya and let his imagination run wild,


  – I may give that impression, but Maaya is Japanese nanodesu.


  – I’m not picky when it comes to food. I’m just delighted to have food today too.


  – You’re unique, young ladies!


  Maya and Leshya were somewhat oddball, but Erika, far from being surprised, laughed it off.


  Was she broad-minded or stout-hearted?


  – But that’s Maya-chan’s real hair, yes? I believe Leshya-chan had a very hard time, but where was she born*?


  *TN: “That” in “That’s Maya…” is the furigana reading for blonde hair.


  Shigeki, who seemed to be encouraged by his profession or curiosity, immediately got into it.


  Maya replied 「My great-grandmother was a British desu」 in an awfully honest manner, and Leshya replied 「In Russia」 in an extremely blunt manner (Without evil intent).


  – I see. Auntie here was very surprised because Moroha suddenly brought a blonde girl and a silver-haired girl. But that’s expected of a super high-level school. Student exchange has improved a lot as well.


  Erika hadn’t been told the truth about Akane Academy. She had only received an explanation from the class teacher when he was in middle school that he was in an amazing, high-level school with boarding system where talented people from all over the country were gathered.


  However, thanks to that, she interpreted on her own that it was also the case for Maya and Leshya, making it seem that she accepted the situation smoothly.


  – Maaya was also surprised by the fact that Moroha’s aunt is a foreigner desu.


  – I also heard about it long ago, but you are just like a Japanese.


  On the other hand, Shigeki explained the natural statement of Maya and Leshya.


  – Erika was born in a small country near Germany.


  – Yes, it’s a super small country.


  – But she has lived a long time in Japan, she’s practically a Japanese.


  – Near Germany nanodesu? I found it strange, given that I couldn’t hear any accent desu.


  – Even if she speaks a few words in German, there’s so much in them. In fact, even in Russia, the dialects of the west and east are quite different.


  – Oh! Certainly, Maaya only knows the standard German language.


  – Oh my, you’re really smart, young ladies.


  – Is Moroha keeping up with classes…?


  Erika and Shigeki suddenly turned a worried face towards him.


  – Everyone pretty much gives me a hand.


  Moroha smiled wryly and answered frankly.


  Erika and Shigeki seemed to sigh with relief for the time being, and returned to having a friendly conversation with Maya and Leshya.


  The main topic was the detailed self-introduction of the four people──of course, Maya and Leshya weren’t allowed to tell everything candidly──but because everyone had unique backgrounds, the conversation got exciting.


  The four people who had just met quickly opened their hearts.


  Since Maya was a well-behaved child, her charm was the best. Leshya was a bit unfamiliar with Japanese culture, but she had neither a timid nor shy personality.


  Not to mention the broad-mindedness of the aunt and her husband, who took Moroha into their care and raised him with great care.


  (Bringing them along was certainly the right answer)


  Moroha ate the home cooking of his aunt for the first time in a long while with relish while watching over them with a smile.


  Today’s main dish, potato and meat stew, was his favorite food.


  Whether it was better to steep the potatoes in the broth well or slightly was a matter of taste, Moroha was part of the group that thought 「Each one has its own merits」.


  Because of that, Erika always made an extra effort and divided the potatoes into two and threw them into the pot so that they were steeped in broth both well and slightly.


  Erika’s special broth, which had been boiled patiently and whose scum had been cautiously skimmed, had an extremely luxurious taste, even though she didn’t use particular high-quality items such as soy sauce, alcohol or sugar. Of course, even the dashi (although cheap) was made from dried bonito and kombu.


  When he ate the potatoes steeped to the core, they melted and permeated his mouth fully while making umami overflow.


  He bolted down the white rice before the taste ran away.


  Mixing them together, he enjoyed an exquisite taste.


  The lightly steeped potatoes were great too. Their unique warm and soft sensation and light and moderate taste were the best entremets. They didn’t need a meal.


  Moroha and the others could continue to eat 「Steeped potatoes + white rice」 > 「Lightly steeped potatoes + white rice」 > 「Steeped potatoes + white rice」 endlessly just by eating them alternately; this meat and potato stew was truly fantastic.


  It was the ultimate luxury because it even had meat.


  In the case of Erika style, what was simmered for a long time was beef tendon. It was the wisdom of her life style to make things even cheaper, but Moroha thought that it was much more delicious than the regular version.


  When the lightly steeped potatoes and the beef tendon, which was simmered masterfully and gently, were thrown together, their taste exploded in his mouth. The marriage of the two contrasting textures was beyond cheating.


  (Yeah…)


  He sighed from the bottom of his heart.


  Strictly speaking, it didn’t have the taste of his mom’s cooking, but the meat and potato stew that Moroha was most nostalgic for was the one made by Erika.


  After having his fill of it for a long while, Moroha, who had been eating food in silence and with devotion, turned his face towards his aunt to express his gratitude and said 「It’s delicious!」.


  Thanks to that, he finally noticed.


  Even though he thought Erika looked that way, she already had a complacent smile.


  Moroha immediately knew the meaning of that malicious smile.


  – So? So?


  While leaning forward, Erika threw a certainly devilish question at Maya and Leshya.


  That is──


  – What kind of relationship do Maya-chan and Leshya-chan have with Moroha?


  ──A sticky question, like a parent carrying out their obligation when their son brought a girl home!


  Having the chills, Moroha immediately signaled them with his eyes.


  He signaled them not to speak.


   


  – Maaya is a vital member of Moroha’s future harem nanodesu.


  – Moroha and I are family.


   


  It was too late.


  The happy circle froze instantaneously.


  Erika kept her complacent smile and Shigeki kept his face full of curiosity, they didn’t move like a photo.


  Moroha wanted to flee, but he couldn’t because he was in the middle of dinner, and it would be waste.


  – W-well….


  As expected, the head of the Haimura Family, Shigeki, recovered quickly.


  – I didn’t hear you well, but can I ask you to──tell us more details about it?


  While repositioning his glasses hurriedly, he rebooted his mind and asked Maya and Leshya again.


  Moroha made a begging gesture without caring about the stare of his aunt and uncle.


  – Since Maaya has an age handicap, I’m planning to become the fourth or fifth bride of Moroha nanodesu.


  Maya ignored him while wearing an angelic smile.


  – Although Moroha had just met me, he embraced me passionately and told me he would be my family. I will never forget the joy of that time.


  With a spellbound expression, Leshya was completely unaware of him.


  Moroha’s face was covered in sweat.


  – … It looks like you’re enjoying school life, isn’t that right, Moroha?


  – Isn’t “enjoying” an obsolete word, aunt?


  – Shut up!


  – Fuo!?


  Having his nose strongly pinched by Erika, Moroha was taken aback.


  His nose pulled as he was, he was forcibly taken out to the corridor.


  Of course, he couldn’t oppose because of the pain.


  Moroha thanked his aunt and uncle for having taken him into their care up to now. He got to live without any inconvenience somehow. He imposed on himself that he had a good conduct. He believed that becoming someone his aunt and uncle would be proud of would be something that he would be most proud of.


  For that reason, he never got scolded, and for the first time, he grasped how angry Erika would get.


  It hurt so much he was about to weep, but that made him happy in some respects, and while not knowing what face he should make, his nose was pulled and taken to the front door.


  He was set free, but Moroha’s nose probably looked like that of a reindeer.


  Erika lowered her voice so that it wouldn’t reach the kitchen, but her tone was scary,


  – Care to explain?


  – Maaya is a precocious child, she likes to poke fun at me with silly jokes. Leshya has no relatives, so I just said that I would take the place of her family, it wasn’t a proposal or anything like that.


  – You make excuses so smoothly that it looks fishy.


  – Then if I was confused, would you believe me?


  – It is fishy because it looks like you’re talking while thinking.


  – Either way, I’m not guilty without a trial.


  Moroha complained like a political prisoner opposing the dictator.


  – Can I believe you, Moroha?


  – I’ve never been a bad boy, right?


  – Would a serious, honest and mature child always appear in the news about incidents in which he snapped as soon as he left the nest?


  – What always appears in the news is a child turning to delinquency because of their parents who believe what the world says more than their son in front of them.


  – Well. I wonder if Moroha thought I was such a parent. How sad.


  – Even I’m sad to know that you actually had 0 trust in me.


  Moroha didn’t care if they were heard from the kitchen, he retorted with all his strength.


  – Ufuh.


  Immediately, Erika’s mouth loosened.


  She looked like she was enjoying it. Like she was happy.


  – … What?


  – It’s the first time I’ve had a quarrel with Moroha, but it’s pretty interesting.


  – ……


  I’m fatigued, Moroha swallowed such words.


  – You went to Akane Academy and became gentler, didn’t you? Moroha.


  – Is that good? Or bad?


  – Very good.


  – Did my past self give such a bad feeling? Was I obstinate…?


  – It’s not like you were self-aware of it, alright? You imposed on yourself to have a good conduct. Moroha thinks that becoming a Moroha we’ll be proud of is the proudest thing for Moroha himself──right?


  This damn ghost, Moroha swallowed such words.


  Then, while scratching his head,


  – It’s not like I have to feign friendliness and overdo it, do I? It’s the truth.


  He said while being aware of the uncomfortableness.


  – I know. Around that much at least. However, I’m glad that Moroha remembered that he’s more of a spoiled child than before.


  Erika hit his chest with a bump.


  Moroha had no choice but to keep scratching his head.


  With Erika cheering up completely, they went back to the kitchen.


  Moroha also cheered up, then, feeling that he hadn’t eaten his fill yet, he remembered that he had meat and potato stew left, so he quickened his steps.


  Maya and Leshya continued chatting with Shigeki in the kitchen.


  Cheerful voices could be heard all the way to the corridor.


   


  – Moroha has two other girlfriends at school desuu.


  – My classmates also testify that 『Moroha is a two-timer』.


   


  Moroha quickly turned to the right.


  His neck was grabbed by Erika violently.


  – Do you have an excuse?


  – A-aunt, it’s a misunderstanding.


  – Yes, you better don’t leave anything unsaid.


  – Not an explanation but a thorough declaration!? Did we skip one step and settled the execution!?


  Moroha took the liberty to scream.


  He made excuses with an earnest apology and explained with all his energy, but Erika’s misunderstanding couldn’t be resolved because he was interrupted by Maya the little devil and Leshya the unsociable again and again.


  Lastly, Shigeki intervened with 「It just means that the girls around Moroha are close to him. It’s not good to tie anything to love affairs」, saving him from death.


  Erika left her eyes half-closed for a while.


  After a long while,


  – This kid has always had a ‘seeming’ of ill fortune concerning women.


  Coming out with such a terrible thing,


  – That’s right nanodesu! He’s the one who makes girls cry a lot and suffers greatly from girls nanodesu.


  Even Maya said such a miserable thing,


  – Maaya-chan has kept a good eye on him.


  – That is correct nanodesu!


  With them understanding each other, Moroha cried in his mind: They do as they please.


   


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


   


  After dinner, Shigeki had a beer and Moroha and the women had cake.


  This was an unimaginable scene for the Haimura family during his middle school era.


  He saw a number of beers being cooled in the fridge, and similarly, the cake was almost as cool as them, even with the surprise visit of Maya and Leshya.


  In other words, today wasn’t the only thing that was special, now this had become the daily life of the Haimura family.


  Moroha had been sending them an allowance from his 「scholarship」 without fail, but their living standards didn’t seem to have improved, so he was terribly worried.


  However, Moroha felt satisfied when he learned that he was able to show devotion to his aunt and uncle, even if a little.


  One beer and a piece of cake every night.


  More than that was excessive. And a waste.


  A heart and mind that came across as the core of the family tradition of his aunt and uncle.


  The moment when he was a child raised by them, he felt a bond.


   


  The bath was small, so they could only take a bath one at a time.


  He thought that Leshya, who entered after Maya, would change into her sleepwear and return──but she was in her combat uniform, not in her sleepwear.


  While not emitting prana, it didn’t cover much, and its design was lascivious, so Erika and the others were taken aback.


  – Is it possible that you don’t have pajamas?


  – Correct. With the exception of this and my uniform, that is virtually all that I have.


  If they knew Leshya’s upbringing and her circumstances of studying abroad, they would understand it….


  – If that’s the case, let’s all go shop all sorts of things tomorrow.


  – Oh, that sounds great.


  Erika suggested, joining her hands, and Shigeki immediately nodded.


  They made eye contact with Moroha, 「That’s not a problem, is it?」.


  No matter how much allowance he sent, his aunt and uncle, who only indulged themselves in beer and cake, had no intention of being frugal for the sake of Leshya.


  Moroha broke out into a smile, and at the same time he replied 「Of course」 with his eyes while shrugging his shoulders.


  – B-but I’m a complete stranger, getting you to do that is unjustified. You have already given me food and a place to stay.


  On the other hand, while not appearing to feel good, Leshya stopped them while being confused.


  Looking like a mother, Erika,


  – Listen, Leshya-chan. Our home is small, there’s only one place to sleep for my family members.


  Looking like a father, Shigeki,


  – That’s why every child that stays at our house is a member of the family for us.


  Both of them showed a carefree smile on their faces.


  Leshya stiffened as if shocked, but eventually made a completely troubled expression and turned her eyes towards Moroha.


  「I’m so happy, can I really have this!?」 was written on her face.


  – Sure, why not.


  Moroha authorized aloud.


  It would clearly be a mistake not to allow this charming girl to even accept such a small happiness.


  – B-but I might rob Moroha’s uncle-dono and aunt-dono. Like a brood parasite!


  – That’s an exaggeration.


  When Moroha retorted, Leshya appeared to be overcome with emotion.


  She hung her head, blushed, and as she timidly entwined her fingers,


  – … I want to buy clothes too.


  She begged with a voice that was about to disappear.


  Erika and Shigeki smiled more and more.


  Immediately,


  – We have to buy clothes for Maaya-chan too.


  – I’m fine nanodesu. Maaya has gotten Mari-onee-chan to buy her clothes, so she has a lot of them desu.


  – Really? You’re being too modest.


  – Rather than that, if we go shopping tomorrow, I’d like to eat outside.


  – Hahaha. I see, you got me there.


  Shigeki and Erika patted the head of Maya who was a well-behaved child in a lot of meanings.


  Maya, who had just gotten out of the bath, was flattered and got her half-dried hair all disheveled.


  Since the disappearance of the principal, she often made a face that hid her loneliness, so Moroha agreed that bringing her along was truly the right answer.


  Then, as they discussed where to go tomorrow, Moroha and the others finished taking a bath and decided to rest early today.


  In the bedroom that was 6 tatamis wide, and also the only one in the house, they spread out three futons and slept together.


  The only kanji suitable for a metaphor was 「川の字」, but the order was Shigeki, Moroha, Erika, Maya and Leshya*.


  *TN: The kanji is read as Kawanoji and it’s a formation of three people sleeping side by side.


  He immediately heard the breathing of the sleeping Maya and Leshya.


  They seemed to be tired of the long trip from Akane Academy, but he was glad they didn’t mind changing pillows.


  The unguarded atmosphere of this house calmed everyone, it seemed.


  Moroha couldn’t help thinking about the strangeness that the five of them, who weren’t tied by blood except Moroha and Shigeki, were together like this and he fell asleep, feeling at ease.


  The next day was good too, the weather was nice, and they all went out as planned.


  To the shopping center of a major supermarket chain that was much ordinary than a department store, but their product lineup didn’t lose to theirs.


  So Leshya became Erika’s dress-up doll!


  – Even though there are many mothers with daughters of your age around the world, I’m sure I’m the only one who has such a slender yet curvy, silver-haired fairy-chan as a daughter across Japan!


  The merry voice of Erika roared in the area of the women’s clothing on the 2nd floor.


  She dragged Leshya into the fitting room, which was large enough for two people to enter, and made rummaging sounds.


  There was also a bench in front of the five fitting rooms, and Moroha, Maya and Shigeki sat down and waited.


  A great tumult happened beyond the curtain of the fitting room.


  – See? Leshya-chan’s beauty is something out of this world, you get to dress yourself mysteriously and stylishly even when having such a striking, flashy and dumb appearance, don’t you agree?


  – I see….


  – Your waist is so slender that you don’t need a corset, your chest stands upright, even clothes that emphasize your chest so vulgarly end up looking neatly and stylishly on you, don’t you agree?


  – S-stylishly….


  – On the contrary, an over-the-top young lady like you can try attacking. You’re so breathtakingly beautiful that having adult-like features and that hair color is cheating…. I may be a little jealous.


  – I don’t see myself that way even when looking in the mirror.


  – Are you okay with trying to see how short the skirt can be? You have great legs; we can quickly go with a miniskirt.


  – If it’s too short, I’ll be really embarrassed, I won’t be able to stand in front of others.


   


  – Then you don’t have to stand in front of others, so let’s show it to Moroha.


  – Eh?


  In front of Moroha, the curtain of the fitting room suddenly opened.


  The standing figure of Leshya wearing a mini-length dress came jumping into his retina.


  How admirably was the fact that he couldn’t see her panties, a mini among minis to a remarkable extent.


  – Fuah!?


  Leshya moved reflexively and vigorously held down the hem of the skirt with her right hand.


  And made her inner thighs rub together.


  Her shy behavior was more lascivious than dignified; Moroha had trouble were to look at.


  – Yep, time’s up～.


  Erika closed the curtain right away and Moroha was saved, but Leshya wasn’t calm.


  – H-how mean of you, aunt-dono. I was humiliated! I’m depressed.


  – You don’t have to glare at me with such teary eyes, you’re so cute～.


  Erika cackled and dodged Leshya’s angry protest.


  – Hey, Moroha! If you bring a bride in the future, it has to be this girl. I think it’s definitely a bargain.


  – Hyah!?


  Because she began to say something truly preposterous, the gasping Leshya ended up sinking into silence as she was.


  – I’m completely being toyed with….


  Moroha sympathized with Leshya while touching his forehead.


  – Indeed desu.


  Maya, who was sitting next to him, showed an angelic smile while making her legs sway to and fro.


  – You evaded this very well, Maaya-san.


  – You need to be careful when an adult woman tells you she will buy you clothes nanodesu.


  – I see….


  It was the first time Moroha saw Erika speak in such a high-spirited way, and honestly, he couldn’t deny losing his bearings, but as expected from Maya-san’s point of view, it seemed to be in the category of common opinion.


  Shigeki appeared to be amused by her not-so-innocent philosophic view.


  His aunt and uncle had no children. He took the place of their son, but maybe Erika always wanted a daughter. For a number of hours, Leshya became her plaything. Perhaps her desire, which had been building up for decades, was simply not satisfied?


  As that happened, Moroha and the others, who got tired of waiting, at least enjoyed a parfait combo at a coffee shop tenant.


  But ultimately, Leshya and Erika, who had their hands full with paper bags of the clothes they bought, looked happy.


  Moroha thought that Leshya having such a face was beautiful no matter what she looked like.


   


  They had dinner on the restaurant floor on the top floor and went home before it got dark.


  The five of them walked along the dusk road where a madder red color shone on the asphalt.


  The women walked in front of him. It was really charming to see Erika walking at the center and joining hands with Leshya and Maya.


  Lured by Erika, who was a good talker, Maya and Leshya laughed from the bottom of their hearts.


  It was truly rare to see this little devil-chan show such a defenseless smile, not to mention the always cool Leshya.


  – They’re good girls, aren’t they?


  Shigeki, who walked next to Moroha, said with a broad smile.


  Moroha was about to scratch his head, but he couldn’t because his hands were occupied with Leshya’s shopping, just like his uncle.


  – If they weren’t, I wouldn’t have brought them along.


  – Your two girlfriends surely are great girls, too.


  – Forgive me, uncle….


  Shigeki laughed aloud as Moroha became dejected.


  After doing so for a while, his serious look returned slowly.


  – Erika and I were always worried.


  – … About what?


  – We felt uneasy, wondering if Moroha was having a hard time at school. Since you weren’t mailing letters every month, we thought you surely had entered school.


  – That goes beyond being worried, you were being too overprotective. Why so much?


  – The amount of that allowance isn’t too normal for a scholarship.


  Wisdom and rigor cohabited in the overly perceptive gaze of his uncle who kept facing forward.


  Moroha was struck dumb.


  – “Isn’t that a ridiculous school?” We wondered. But we were relieved when we saw the girls.


  The gaze of Shigeki, who stared at the back of Leshya and Maya, softened abruptly.


  What would his uncle and aunt think when they learn the truth about Akane Academy?


  Shigeki’s concerns were spot on. Akane Academy was a ridiculous school.


  But──


  – We were relieved to see the face of our son, our pride, who returned home during spring break, being brighter than before.


  Shigeki’s words, his relief, wasn’t a small thing, and whether it was ridiculous or not, it was a reference to the essence that 「Akane Academy is a school worthy of entrusting Moroha with」──


  Moroha could understand it too.


  – Of course, it’s not like there’s anything terrible about it. But we’re rooting for you. Moroha.


  – Thank you. … Thank you.


  His uncle raised his hand that looked heavy due to the shopping bags held in it and bumped his chest.


  He did the same thing Erika did yesterday.


  The place he was hit was hot and unbearable.


   


  But it was truly a shame.


  He wanted to immerse himself in this feeling for a while.


   


  Leshya, who was walking in front of him, suddenly realized and stopped walking.


  She seemed to have noticed it too.


  Maya and Erika, who didn’t understand the situation, peeked at something while joining hands.


  Leshya seemed to be so tense that she couldn’t afford to worry about that, and glanced at Moroha behind her.


  (We’re being followed by someone, Moroha)


  Her eyes appealed so.


  Moroha assented a little, saying 「I know」.


  Where and when?


  Even if he made a mistake, it wasn’t like a local acquaintance had noticed Moroha and followed him with half nostalgia and half mischief.


  This tail had more than a certain amount of training.


  This meant it couldn’t be an ordinary person.


  The reason was that Moroha and Leshya could detect them.


  – I’m sorry, everyone.


  Moroha came to a stop and raised his voice.


  He waited for the eyes of his family to gather,


  – The guy who just passed by, I thought I saw him somewhere, but he was in my middle school class. He changed so much that it took me a while to notice him. I’ll go greet him quickly.


  While telling them so, he gave all the shopping bags to Leshya.


  – Can you look after my uncle and aunt until I return?


  – Even if it changes my life.


  Probably because she found Leshya’s exaggerated words funny, Erika, who was next to her, burst into laughter, but it was a reassuring reply for Moroha.


  – Then, I’ll see you later.


  With a light foot, he gave a sidelong glance to Shigeki, who was still confused, and started running.


  The chances of the target being Moroha, Maya or Leshya were high.


  So, first of all, Moroha would separate, get the attention of the tail and try not to get his aunt and uncle dragged into it.


  Even if the target wasn’t Moroha, Maya and the others were perfectly protected because Leshya was there. In case Moroha wasn’t followed, he would take a search-and-destroy pattern, and if someone followed Leshya and the others, he would follow the tail instead.


  – I’m not good enough to be mild-mannered when my happy time with my family is being interrupted….


  Turning his back on his aunt and uncle, Moroha muttered in a form that it would never be shown to them.


  Chapter 2 - The gathering and happy conversation are over


  A Shinto shrine was in a small mountain not far from Shigeki’s house.


  While the flight of stone steps in front of the torii was long, the building and the grounds of the shrine were small.


  There was only a narrow rear garden, and the area around it was a thick forest that was completely unmaintained.


  There was no permanent Shinto priest living there, it was almost always uninhabited except on festivals and meetings.


  He couldn’t deny the feeling of loneliness.


  Still, holy grounds surely became decent places of exploration for children in the neighborhood due to their unique atmosphere. Even Moroha was once one of those adventurers.


  Even when separating from the group, the presence of the tail didn’t disappear, and Moroha, who was convinced that he was the target, thought a little and lured them here.


  It was about to get dark, the lightless grounds wore a solemnity and tranquility which let people come near less and less, and since this was the case, he was not going to be disturbed by passers-by.


  The presence of the tail following him increased to two on the way, the situation was getting more and more treacherous.


  Moroha turned around in the middle of the grounds and waited there.


  – Show yourselves.


  He told them with a subdued voice.


  There was no reply.


  Were they going to approach him with a surprise attack?


  Moroha was already wearing prana, and further sharpened his superhuman senses.


  As if signaling him the arrival of the night, a chill wind blew.


  Countless branches and leaves of the forest surrounding the grounds rustled.


  He heard a voice under the cover of those sounds.


  Soft at first, it gradually got louder. Eventually, it got too showy.


  A singing voice echoed in the dark grounds.


   


  Kaagoomee Kaagoomee


  Wheeen wiill thee biird 


  iin thee baaasket coome oout? 


  Iin thee niight oof daaawn


  The craane and the tuurtle sliipped


  Whoo iiis beehind yoou noow? 


   


  As soon as the song came to an end, the wind ceased as well.


  The grounds fell silent in a creeping manner.


  If he had lacked courage, he possibly would have hallucinated that cold air crept on the ground and crawled up from his feet.


  In such a dreary atmosphere, Moroha said without hesitation.


  – Whoo iis theere? Oh, is it you, Nelly?


  – You noticed?


  From behind the torii pillars, a woman quickly showed nothing but her face.


  A 「vague」, elusive and hard-to-read facial expression.


  She wore a headband with rabbit ears, she looked as playful as usual.


  That person was Nelly aka Shiroi Usako.


  – Well, your voice told me so.


  – You aren’t surprised at all, Haimoro. You’re boring. And a party pooper.


  – You’re way too humorous though. What’s that on your head?


  – Since the crane and turtle slipped, the rabbit-chan came out instead.


  Nelly came out from behind the pillar completely.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  In a bunny suit.


  Police, she’s a female molester. 


  Moroha let out a sigh of disappointment from the bottom of his lungs.


  Like that, he turned off the switch of his consciousness,


  – Sorry, does that even suit your mood anymore?


  He intensely glared at Nelly──at one of the 《Demons》 of the Six Wings.


  – You’re scary, Moroha. Are you in a rebellious period?


  Nelly simply cracked a joke, but he didn’t go along with it.


  He said clearly to Nelly who tilted her head to the side.


  – I don’t know what Shiba is scheming. That’s something for Edward to think about. I don’t know what the relationship between you and Shiba is. You can’t leave him alone, and you’re free to do so. But you see. I don’t forgive the fact──that you attacked my friends and kidnapped the principal.


  Moroha put his right foot forward a little and threw out his chest triumphantly.


  He didn’t unsheathe his sword, but he adopted a posture he was strong at.


  With that, he showed his intention.


  – Where is the school principal?


  Moroha asked a question with an extremely cold tone of voice.


  – In our stronghold.


  Warmth vanished from Nelly’s tone.


  – Where is the stronghold?


  – Nowhere in this world.


  – There’s no way that’s true. Take me there.


  – I can’t do that.


  – Then just tell me how to get there.


  – No.


  As the questions and answers continued, their voices became several times colder each time.


  The playful aura had disappeared from Nelly.


  Getting serious, they stared at each other.


  – If you’re not going to tell me, then I’ll make you do it.


  – What are you going to do? Kill me?


  – I’m willing to do so if necessary.


  With absolutely no hesitation, Moroha pulled out the ID Tag from his breast pocket.


  He unleashed an Asura-like rage from his entire body.


  Seeing that, Nelly didn’t move at all.


  She didn’t run away, she didn’t protest──she didn’t confess either.


  Her attitude seemed to say “If you have to do it, then do it”.


  When Moroha crossed swords with Shiba before, he caught a glimpse of that fiend’s facial expression. His facial expression was identical to the face of the martyr-like, decisive woman.


  Asura and the martyr glared at each other: “Answer” “I’m not going to answer”. 


  While scattering sparks with their eyes, Moroha advanced slowly, sliding his feet.


  The pebbles covered all over with weed made clinking sounds.


  A critical situation.


  The air was torn.


   


  – Stop, both of you nanodesu!


   


  By Maya’s sorrowful scream.


  Moroha’s legs stopped.


  – If you kill Nelly-onee-san, it doesn’t matter if it’s Moroha, I won’t forgive you desu!


  With a serious look, Maya clung to Nelly’s hips as if to protect her.


  The hand of Moroha grasping the ID Tag went down.


  The corner of the eyes of Nelly, which were twitching upwards, went down「vaguely」.


  Moroha once again let out a sigh of disappointment from the bottom of his lungs.


  Of course, he turned off the switch of his consciousness again.


  Give me a break! He had no choice but to scratch his head heavily.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  – Why is Maaya here? Isn’t it dangerous to be separated from Leshya?


  Moroha asked with a scolding look.


  – I wondered if Maaya’s mystical barrier would be needed, so I followed you desu.


  Maya hit the swollen pouch.


  I see, so the other tail following me right after separating from my aunt and the others was Maya, huh. 


  – But it’s good to know that it wasn’t needed at all desu (Happy face).


  Moroha became disheartened and glared at the brazen smile shown by angel-chan.


  Now, Moroha and the others were in the rear garden of the Shinto shrine.


  It was cramped and weather-beaten, but there was a wooden bench, so he sat with Maya and Nelly, the former sitting between them.


  Moroha didn’t have the intention to sit down happily, but when he saw Maya’s smile and Nelly being relaxed, he gradually became confused.


  It got completely dark, and the rear garden surrounded by a dark forest was by no means a place with a good mood, but because of them, the gloomy air was blown away. He configured Maya’s smartphone so that it wouldn’t go into standby mode, making it a substitute for light. Because he was in this situation in which he relied on the night, the forest, and the small light, Moroha even felt a camp-like atmosphere.


  Now that things have calmed down like this, what should I do? As Moroha grumbled so in his mind,


  – If we denounce Nelly, we might know where the school principal is….


  – For Maaya, both of them are important nanodesu. It’s not easy for me to make a choice desu.


  – But she’s evil, isn’t she?


  – When Satsuki-onee-san and Shizuno-onee-san run on the path of evil, will Moroha be able to easily cut them down desu?


  – In their case, that will never happen──ah, I will say that I’m not so sure about Shizuno.


  At that time, he would never cut them down.


  Moroha held his forehead.


  It was difficult to defeat this little devil-chan who feigned to be an angel with words.


  Moroha became dejected and Maya turned around in the direction of Nelly.


  – Why did Nelly-onee-san come here desu?


  It was an awfully interesting topic for Moroha.


  However, in the case of Nelly, who brazenly declared she was a woman men fell for, gave the feeling that she would unscrupulously say 「I came because I wanted to see you」. But,


  – Marishiten wanted to talk with Haimoro, so she begged me, and I couldn’t say no.


  Contrary to his expectations, the errand of Nelly was something serious.


  At least it was something Moroha seriously longed for.


  – Are you going to do so?


  – Yes, I will. However, you are prohibited from asking any questions, Haimoro. If you do so, I’ll end the call. Marishiten won’t say what she doesn’t have to say either. If you promise that, I’ll do my part.


  – Got it. I agree with those conditions.


  Anyway, it was valuable to be able to know that Mari was safe and the things she had gone through, even if it was a part of it.


  – Then, I’ll connect you.


  Nelly took a hand-mirror out of her breast pocket.


  It was an antique-looking, silver-rimmed mirror.


  When he looked into it with Maya, what they saw in the mirror wasn’t their faces, but the face of Mari.


  It could be said it was a kind of magic item.


  『Haimura-kun… and Maaya too! I’m so glad it’s the two of you』


  Wondering if she could see Moroha and Maya well from there, Mari smiled while looking around them.


  Moroha also closely observed Mari’s appearance.


  Her complexion and skin color looked well; he didn’t have the feeling that they had done something terrible to her.


  – The school principal being safe is the most important.


  『Yes…. This will sound weird, but I’ve been allowed to live a comfortable life. I don’t have to work as a principal, however, if I get too carried away, I’ll end up gaining weight, and that’s my greatest concern』


  The school principal adorned with a joke, and Maya chuckled.


  That didn’t seem to be the truth, but she wanted to reassure Maya above all.


  『However, I’m not allowed to go out alone, and even when they let me breathe in the outside air, when the door is open, there’s a field in front of me, so I have no idea where I am now. And since I can’t use Dark Arts, I gave up』


  Mari actually made the gesture of raising both hands.


  Then, looking at the golden device put on her left hand, Moroha groaned with an 「Ah」.


  It was Kinkoji, a bracelet that completely sealed prana and mana of its wearer.


  It was a hidden treasure of the Chinese Division used by Takanashi Kyouko and Lu Zhixin to restrain Moroha in the past.


  (Come to think of it, Zhixin disappeared while holding, right?)


  That explained why it was in the possession of the Six Wings now.


  Indeed, by using 《Transportal》, he fully understood and agreed that Mari would have no way to escape on her own.


  – If so, we’ll help you out. … It’s impossible to do so right now, so wait, please.


  Moroha declared powerfully every time he encouraged Mari, and Maya clenched her fists and nodded.


  『Speaking of which….』


  However, Mari suddenly darkened her face.


  『I’ll be acting together with Shiba-kun for a while』


  Why?  ──Moroha barely swallowed that word.


  “Questions are prohibited”, said the agreement.  Maya also held her mouth with both hands at once.


  Mari read their complexion,


  『I can’t tell you the circumstances. I’m sorry. But it’s for that sort of thing… that I’d like you not to come to rescue me…』


  She said with a painful look.


  Moroha pierced Nelly with a stinging gaze.


  – Is she the real school principal?


  He asked in a whisper.


  Wasn’t this mirror a kind of trap that projected a false image?


  Either it was the real Mari but she was talking while being threatened by someone behind her.


  … Or more directly, yes, for instance, she was being manipulated and brainwashed by a special 《Ancestral Arts》 that even Moroha knew nothing about.


  Moroha glared at Nelly, but she just ignored him with a blank facial expression.


  He increased the pressure of his gaze, but Nelly didn’t move as expected.


  – She is Mari-onee-chan nanodesu.


  It was Maya who replied instead.


  – She’s not a fake desu. She’s neither being threatened nor brainwashed desu.


  Her face seen from the side full of conviction.


  That was something she understood because they had been living together for many years and because they were family like close sisters.


  The words and action of Mari made no sense for Moroha, but Maya could understand them.


  – If Mari-onee-chan wants to do so, then Maaya will support her desu. Maaya is on the side of Mari-onee-chan nanodesu.


  She encouraged Mari in the mirror.


  In the case of this well-behaved child, she wasn’t saying this impulsively, not at all.


  If she acted together with Shiba, she would inevitably be conspiring in crimes. Reading and understanding even that meaning perfectly, she guessed her feelings and cheered her up because she was the only one who would be on her side no matter what.


  Without hesitation.


  『… You make me happy. … Maaya』


  Mari was also sad──no, she showed a somewhat sad smile on her face.


  『I thank you as well, Haimura-kun. For taking care of Maaya while I’m away』


  – … Yes.


  Moroha suppressed his unsatisfied thoughts.


  Mari looked truly apologetic, but smiled as if being relieved. And then,


  『Alright then, if this goes for too long, someone will get suspicious and that will be bad news』


  The conversation ended there, then she broke the ice.


  – Eh?


  『Shiroi-san is also doing this behind their backs, she’s just cooperating with me』


  – I’m treading on thin ice. For my friends, for Haimoro and for Maaya. Ahem.


  Nelly threw out her chest and said condescendingly.


  『That’s how it is. Alright, see you later』


  Mari in the mirror disappeared, leaving those words with them.


  Returning to a simple hand-mirror, it reflected the peeping faces of Moroha and Maya.


  – Did the school principal say “see you later” just now…?


  – You’ll see her again and I’ll let you talk to Marishiten. I’ll be dropping by from now on.


  – Really?


  It helped him to be able to confirm the safety of Mari each time.


  – I’m serious, very serious. I can see Haimoro, too. It makes me happy. It’s a nice excuse.


  – You….


  – The communication fees for this hand-mirror are pretty high. Every time you make a call, you’ll have to take me on date me.


  – Youuu!


  – I-it cannot be helped desu. I would like you to have a date with Nelly-onee-san desu, Moroha.


  – ….


  Because even Maya requested so with a smiling face, Moroha grimaced.


  He was being stared at with teary eyes.


  A clinging-like gaze hit his face. It hurt.


  – … As for the dates, it’s okay for Maaya to be with us, right?


  – Okaay. You got a deal.


  The negotiation was closed.


  Moroha shook hands with Nelly while dropping his shoulders in disappointment, and got his hand swung around with vigor.


  Maya applauded while being all smiles with joy.


  Anyhow, Nelly stood up as if being satisfied.


  – Today was a trial so it’s free. I’ll go straight back.


  – Oh right, it got dark already.


  – Even if it got dark, we can have an adult date until morning. What do you say?


  – You promised Maaya will be with us, did you forget?


  – No… way…. A morning chirping date with Maaya…??? Are you a savage, Haimoro…*?


  *TN: morning chirping date means kissing and hugging closely in the bed after a “wild night” if you know what I mean. It’s used in manga and anime when the ardent night scene is skipped and then the next scene is about birds chirping early in the morning and the characters wake up and do what I said at the beginning.


  – Go home! Go straight home at once!


  Moroha shooed her away.


  – I’m satisfied to see Haimoro going back to his usual mood.


  As stated, Nelly quickly stood up from the bench with a somewhat satisfied face.


  And immediately went away into the forest at night.


  – See you later. Haimoro. And Maaya.


  – Yeah, see you later.


  – I’m looking forward to the next date desuu.


  Maaya waved her little hand, seeing off Nelly who went away into the forest at night.


  Waiting for her presence to disappear completely,


  – Thank you nanodesu, Moroha.


  – For what?


  – For listening to Maaya, Mari-onee-chan and Nelly-onee-san nanodesu.


  – Oh…. I mean… I’m the one who thanks you. If Maaya hadn’t stopped me, I’m sure I would have regretted it.


  After all, he couldn’t completely hate Nelly.


  Besides, having an ally who would go as far as crossing a dangerous bridge to get near Mari was a blessing in disguise.


  He felt relieved, thinking that he was glad that he didn’t have to accompany Nelly by brute force.


  – My pleasure nanodesu.


  The voice of Maya, who said so, was as cheerful as if being possessed by some evil spirit.


  Probably because she was able to talk to Mari. Moroha wasn’t the only one who felt relieved.


  Maya looked up at him with an immaculate, 100% angelic smile for the first time in a long time.


  Suddenly, she pulled the sleeve of Moroha as if she had noticed something,


  – Look, look nanodesu. The stars are beautiful nanodesu.


  – Eh? Yeah. They really are beautiful.


  Even from the middle of such a hill, the stars were much clearer than when viewed from the city.


  Even in his hometown where he had lived for a long time, there were still many things to discover.


  With an innocent gesture, Maya pointed to the locations of various constellations on that spring night, but the adult Moroha was truly astonished by her extensive knowledge.


  – That is pretty hard to see, but it’s the Antlia constellation nanodesu.


  – Y-you know even that one…?


  He honestly felt like he couldn’t keep up with her, she was knowledgeable.


  – I didn’t know that Maaya was a star expert.


  – Mari-onee-chan likes them, and that influenced me nanodesu.


  – Is that so…? Then the school principal may be seeing the same stars as us now.


  Moroha gently grabbed Maya’s hand.


  – When I think so, don’t you have the strange feeling that our hearts are together even if we’re apart?


  – ….


  Maya didn’t reply.


  She just fixedly stared at his face.


  Moroha shrunk back. He put himself on guard, wondering if a scientifical retort such as 「If the latitude and longitude are apart, the constellations will not look the same desu!」 would come, which was like the retorts that Kamekichi usually got from Maya.


  But it wasn’t the case.


  Maya began to tremble from fear.


  Immediately after, and all of a sudden, she stood up while holding Moroha’s hand and cried “banzai”.


  – That’s it! Nanodesu!


  She shouted loud enough to create an echo in the Shinto shrine at night.


  Moroha was bewildered, wondering what was the deal with her.


  Maya began to explain at a fast speed.


  – The summer training camp that happened three years ago nanodesu. Because Maaya participated in it to spread a mystical barrier, she got separated from Mari-onee-chan desu. Worried, Mari-onee-chan called Maaya at night desu. At that time, we both looked at the stars together and searched for the constellations together. Maaya thought it was strange even though we were far away desu.


  – T-thank you for this heartwarming episode….


  Still, he didn’t know the reason why she was so excited.


  Moroha recoiled at Maya who drew her face near rapidly while talking.


  – Mari-onee-chan taught me so desu. I had forgotten about it all this time desu.


  – Is, is that so? (I don’t really get it though) That’s a good story, isn’t it? (Just a guess) I’m glad.


  – I will teach Moroha desu.


  Maya suddenly wore an adult-like face and smiled impishly and devilishly.


  Then, she whispered with her mouth close to his ear.


  Moroha listened attentively for a while──and he spontaneously realized.


  He pointed to Maya,


  – Nice.


  – Moroha is nice nanodesu.


  – Hahaha, you think so?


  Maya clung to him with great joy and Moroha also clung to her with great joy.


  – Now to do intense training at once nanodesu.


  – It’s too late today and the others may be worried. Let’s go home.


  – Yes nanodesu.


  Moroha and Maya climbed down the flight of stone steps of the Shinto shrine.


  They simultaneously clasped their connected hands even stronger.


  He felt that the walk had gotten much lighter than when he climbed up the road.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  Such an accident occurred on the second day after returning home, but without nothing serious happening after that, Moroha was able to spend a laid-back lifestyle at his home.


  However, just having a laid-back lifestyle would end up making his body grow stiff.


  For that reason, and when he found the best moment, he decided to go out with Maya and Leshya.


  They went to the Shinto shrine where he confronted Nelly, made sure that it was deserted, and used the rear garden and the forest as a special training ground. Without permission though.


  He had bouts with Leshya every day to polish each other’s swordsmanship.


  Leshya’s enthusiasm, which was like cold flames, was fierce.


  The frustration after being defeated by Zhixin for a second time seemed to drive her slowly.


  In the meantime, Maya didn’t lose her time doing nothing, she put a lot of work on the special training of Dark Arts.


  They went home with their stomachs empty, were greeted by Erika’s warm dinner and the family of five indulged in happy conversations.


   


  On the day when the spring break had reached its second half, Moroha had a special sword training with Leshya and then took out his cell phone.


  He sat on the bench in the rear garden and made a phone call.


  The other person on the phone was Edward, the British Division Head of the White Knight Organization.


  Since the attack on Akane Academy, they had been calling each other frequently. Because Edward had promised to inform him if anything happened right away, and even if that wasn’t the case, they always got in touch with each other once every 10 days.


  Mari had just begged him 「Don’t come to rescue me」.


  He respected her wish.


  On the other hand, Moroha had the firm feeling that, in the end, he couldn’t forgive the Six Wings and he couldn’t leave them alone.


  Because of that, he never stopped having exchanges with Edward.


  『Still no clues, Edward?』


  『There’s nothing certain yet』


  His pronunciation was extremely beautiful, yet he could hear English without a sense of urgency from the phone call.


  It didn’t mean that he was unmotivated. This sly dog was usually like this.


  『It has been decided that the intelligence agencies of America and other countries will also lend a hand, right?』


  『By intelligence agencies you mean the security departments in each country, don’t you? But this isn’t a Hollywood movie. Neither the NSB nor our country’s MI5 are as almighty as they are in fiction』


  『… Well, that’s because the terrorist organizations are kind of extinct from this world』


  『That’s the truth. Moreover, the number of sympathizers and members of the Six Wings is very small, our estimations say it’s 100 or less. They’re hard to catch. Moreover, due to the fact that they are users of 《Ancestral Arts》, they’re different from what one is used to. And I got to hear headache-inducing words from Charles about a guess of their hideout』


  『His words always give me a headache──as silly as his words may be, what did he say?』


  『Do you remember that top brass of the Six Wings that called herself Louise Saint-Germain?』


  He had heard from Edward long ago that she was the PSG two generations before Charles,


  『It appears that she can construct a building-type golem completely hidden in a different space』


  『In short, it’s a hideout that doesn’t exist anywhere in the world, huh…』


  Moroha remembered his conversation with Nelly the other day.


  It probably meant that she wasn’t dodging the question or making fun of him.


  『Wondering how they’re going to look for it, the MI5’s big shots are extremely angry』


  『I get how puzzled they feel, too much, I’d say…』


  『It’s just that they’re getting even desperate. After all, because the “Witch of the Gates” was kidnapped, the 《Metaphysical》 shock is about to hit the red zone, we’re in the countdown stage of the day when we’ll get into 《Metaphysical》 panic』


  『……』


  Moroha suddenly couldn’t reply. As a result of the Six Wings’ misuse of Mari’s 《Transportal》, they were able to instantly send 《Metaphysicals》 to a destination and perform a surprise attack.


  If they did this, not even the Japanese Division Head Suruga Andou and his clairvoyance would be able to sense the appearance of 《Metaphysicals》. To be more precise, he seemed to be able to sense them the moment they emerged from the portal, but as he sent the message, the attack was already ongoing. In other words, it was too late.


  So far, thanks to the great “Saint of the Far East”, the White Knight Organization, after making sure they were always fully prepared──with the Evil Spirit-class being the exception──they were able to be present and battle with the 《Metaphysicals》.


  Now they had completely lost such advantage.


  The one who became the first victim of their first surprise attack was the Russian Division Headquarters.


  First, a 《Metaphysical》 was sent in, and when the situation inside got chaotic, Zhixin and Leonard attacked, and “Lightning Empress” of all people was kidnapped.


  Also, the other day, the Chinese Division was also attacked by one 《Metaphysical》.


  Because the organization was weakened due to the betrayal of Zhixin, the main office was suddenly attacked, and Ba Tekka, the Division Head, had to bestir himself and beat it in person.


  Of course, the battle ended with Tekka’s overwhelming victory, but he ended up accumulating a lot of karma.


  Without knowing what the bespectacled Devil thought, it was truly a nasty strategy, and if this kept going and going, Tekka would be in a very bad situation.


  So far, there had been only two attacks that combined 《Transportal》 and 《Metaphysicals》, but the governments of various nations were most afraid of urban areas and the general public being suddenly attacked.


  A Dreadnought appearing all of a sudden in the middle of Tokyo or New York and rampaging indiscriminately.


  Wasn’t it a nightmare just by imagining it?


  Therefore, the governments of multiple countries turned pale and decided to mobilize their intelligence agencies.


  It was said that the cooperation system between the internal audit office of each country of the White Knight Organization was being completed.


   


  『After all, this is a world where steady continuation and human-wave tactics mean everything. There’s no other choice but to wait』


  Moroha also threw an interjection to Edward’s words to show he was paying attention.


  What cannot be done cannot be done. Both Moroha and Edward knew that they were neither Gods nor anything like that. They didn’t panic or lose focus.


  That was why Moroha said without exerting himself.


  『I’ve come up with something little regarding the surprise attacks using 《Transportal》』


  『Really, Jack!?』


  『Yeah. I’ve been making preparations for it since before. It wasn’t going smoothly at first, so it was frustrating, but there has been some progress lately. So I think I’ll be able to show what it is about before long』


  『Splendid! You Jack-in-the-box don’t have this thing called bottom!』


  『No, well, even if it’s a success, it’s not my achievement, so don’t compliment me. Stop it』


  Moroha informed him plainly, but Edward talked on and on as if being overcome with emotion.


  With words of praise coming out one after another nonstop, he became dejected and ignored him.


  He waited for Edward’s excitement to settle down,


  『There are other urgent businesses that absolutely need countermeasures, right? How are things over there?』


  He made him drink cold water with a cold tone.


  『Yeah… “there”, huh. We were attacked again』


  Suddenly and precipitately, the tone of Edward’s voice became dark and somber.


  A source of worry that made the Head of the British Division, who was known to have a firm character and a cheerful behavior, have this attitude.


  Currently, in addition to the critical situation of the surprise attacks by means of 《Transportal》, there were problems that the White Knight Organization had.


  The secret maneuvers of “Invisible” were increasing in activity.


  『I just got in touch with them. This time it happened in America』


  『Goddammit. Is this the 11th case already?』


  『There’s no discrimination, it already feels like it’s at random』


  『They’ve already declared war, they don’t need to restrain themselves anymore』


  They cursed together with a half-grumble.


   


  “Invisible”.


  A member of the Six Wings, a very enigmatic 《Savior》 who was once feared alongside “Man-eater”.


  Six years after the foundation of the White Knight Organization, 10 senior leaders from many countries were kidnapped by him.


  His modus operandi was the same every time. First, he issued a notice and abducted the target within a few days.


  No matter how tight the security was, it was useless. He kidnapped them successfully with ridiculous ability.


  Without showing his shadow or figure.


  Even that Charles Saint-Germain was outwitted and got his lover stolen from him.


  That quiet fiend was now exercising his power.


  Since the Six Wings had declared war at Akane Academy, the number of kidnappings, which amounted to 10 in 6 years, was brought to 10 in just over a month.


  Moreover, his modus operandi had changed.


  He suddenly kidnapped without issuing a notice.


  One day, a 《Savior》 disappeared, and when their boss and colleagues found it strange that they couldn’t get in touch with them, went to their home, examined it and found no one, instead, a letter written by someone was left behind.


  All the letters had the same handwriting and the same English text with a provocative message saying 『The next time the invisible wings fly down, it may be your turn』


  Previously, the targets he only aimed at were fearless fighters who were popular in many nations, but now he mainly kidnapped B-Rank people.


  He was already a terrifying individual, and despite this, it became a threat that one could defend against even less than before.


  Edward grumbled over the phone.


  『Will you able to do something, Jack? 』


  『If he targets me… I’ll tell you after it happens』


  『Me too, if only I were to become his target!』


  『There it is, your usual, ugly and bad habit. That bad habit of wanting to fight strong guys』


  『I don’t deny it, do I? It also benefits me, so it’s not like there’s a problem』


  『Don’t become defiant….』


  Moroha involuntarily separated his ear from his cell phone and glared at it with scornful eyes.


  But that was for a moment,


  『Speaking seriously, isn’t it possible to use something like criminal psychology to determine the next person that will be targeted and the time of crime based on the tendency of those who have been kidnapped so far?』


  『Isn’t that fictional too? Real-life profiling is very simple, it’s trial-and-error over and over. It’s not a magical and almighty means』


  『So it’s too good to be true, huh….』


  『However──』


  『However?』


  『Maybe… yes, it has a low chance, around 1 in 10. Next, I’ve heard information that “Invisible” may aim at a certain person』


  『What? Isn’t that too god to be true?』


  Moroha complained, saying such a thing first,


  『Tell me』


  『Alright, but it’s 1 in 10』


  『Now it’s time to hang onto even a straw』


  If “Invisible” really appeared, he would be able to intercept him, restrain him and get information about the stronghold of the Six Wings.


  Maybe he could go to rescue Mari.


  If the possibility was 1 in 10, or even 1 in 100, Moroha wouldn’t spare himself.


  『Where should I go? London? Paris? New York again?』


  『When you get serious, you’re not that reliable, you know?』


  Edward told him while laughing happily.


   


  Who was the person that was expected to be the next target of “Invisible”──


  Chapter 3 - The battle in the abyss that does not exist in this world


  “Tír na nÓg”.


  It had already been a month since Shimon Mari started living under house arrest in this mysterious mansion that existed in another dimension.


  She got pretty used to the mysterious rooms and facilities that existed here and there in the mansion.


  However, on that day, Mari was once again stupefied.


  Led by Shiba Akira, she walked down the hallway while being watched by Shiroi Usako.


  Mari, who was sealed by the hidden treasure Kinkoji, was no different from a normal person.


  Even if she wanted to escape, running away was impossible, and while she didn’t need to keep an eye on such petty things,


  – I hope you don’t get… lost.


  Shiba adorned with a joke like that.


  Or maybe there was about 10% seriousness in that, too.


  In fact, the corridor of this mansion was an endless labyrinth with intricate branches in which one didn’t have the slightest idea what kind of ominous place was in its depths.


  Shiba took her along to those very depths.


  After walking so much to the point of getting more and more uneasy, they finally arrived at the deepest part of the mansion.


  There was a double door that didn’t look particularly unusual.


  Shiba opened it calmly without being particularly eager about it.


  Mari followed him, stepped in──and had her breath taken away.


  It didn’t exist. What was called “end”.


  A pure-white world.


  Whether she looked at the front, the right, the left, or at her feet, it was all white, white and white.


  Mari felt sick because there was nothing that became the beginning of her vision.


  Turning around, she finally found the original corridor and entrance door that appeared like cracks in this white world──so, when finding that point that served as a reference for a sense of distance and a sense of balance──her dizziness subsided.


  – I remember… Louise saying that the concept of extent went wild in this room.


  – Even the absurd has its limits….


  Overwhelmed, Mari couldn’t say anything else.


  Shiba just smiled faintly, Usako replied coldly with an 「I agree」 and continued advancing to the back without delay.


  When Mari followed after them, she saw the preceding visitors.


  The 9th PSG Louise who built this mansion.


  “Flash Sword” Leonard van Percy.


  S-Rank 《Demon》 Lu Zhixin.


  They were the wings, the core of the Six Wings.


  And another person.


  Her age seemed to be that of a senior high school student. A young lady in a sailor suit.


  It was the first time Mari saw her face.


  No, she wasn’t sure if it was her first time meeting her because her face was so featureless that she would forget her the next time they met.


  Her facial expression was vague, she could not read what she was thinking. It was worrisome, as if she was sleeping while standing, which was different from Usako’s blank, hard-to-figure-out, feigning-ignorance face.


  – I shall introduce you. She is Amagi Utsuho, one of us.


  – It’s a bother to remember it, so just call her “Medium”.


  Shiba and Usako told her.


  Utsuho, the person in question, didn’t show any reaction when Mari or Shiba came.


  She didn’t try to look at them, she didn’t even greet them.


  Was she always like this? No one else seemed to think that was weird.


  – Now that we have gathered, let’s start, Medium-san!


  Leonard took the lead cheerfully and the ones around him seemed to agree.


  In such a lax atmosphere, Utsuho went further to the back without saying a single word.


  A tottering manner of walking, as if doing so while being not yet quite awake.


  Usako rushed out and accompanied her so that she could lend her a shoulder at any time.


  A beautiful woman was lying down on her back where the two were heading.


  There were no rugs or cushions, she was thrown down carelessly on the bright white floor.


  The beautiful woman clad in a scarlet dress was named Vasilisa.


  She was the well-known Russian Division Head. And the witch feared as Lightning Empress.


  Leonard and Zhixin kidnapped her about two weeks ago, but she was put to sleep in a place like this?


  – It takes an extremely amount of time for Utsuho-kun to prepare the… fruit, isn’t it? The ritual can finally be completed today.


  The meaningful words of Shiba.


  Mari could only watch over them silently while thinking “Is this…?”


  When Utsuho stood beside the dead asleep Lighting Empress, she raised her right hand and made a fist.


  Like squeezing fruit juice, black liquid dripped from it.


  It stained Lightning Empress’ abdomen and disappeared as if permeating instantly.


  Eventually, the fist got dry as if being completely squeezed, and suddenly, Utsuho’s body collapsed with a jerk like a puppet with cut threads.


  When Usako supported her promptly, was she already sleeping like a log?


  The unexpected strong Usako carried the Sleeping Beauty and returned where the others were.


  Meanwhile, Mari’s consciousness was turned towards them.


  Her legs had given out, she couldn’t stand up due to what had happened all of a sudden.


   


  – Oh… oooooooooooooooooooooooooohh.


   


  A cry of agony that didn’t seem to belong to this world echoed.


  What on earth was that?


  When she noticed──the cry was surging from the completely open mouth of Lighting Empress.


  At the same time, a darkish miasma was emitted from her mouth.


  A satana so dense that it could be visualized.


  The writhing-in-pain Lightning Empress.


  The satana spread into the atmosphere like black smoke.


  The Six Wings Demons watched over it in a state that could only be described as 「Relaxed」.


  Although Mari was turning pale, her eyes were glued to such a strange sight and evil ritual.


  – ────Kah!


  As soon as Lightning Empress squeezed everything out, she let out one final cry of pain.


  Her eyeballs turned and lost consciousness.


  She didn’t move or twitch.


  Was that what “substitute” mean?


  The scattered miasma began to move.


  The mist of satana, which had spread wildly, swirled and gathered in one place, solidified, and took shape.


  I see now.


  (This is the moment when a 《Metaphysical》 is born…)


  Mari held her breath and continued observing.


  Eventually, the mist of black miasma took the form of a doll with limbs.


  Its size was exactly like that of a human being.


  An Archfiend created from the soul of Lightning Empress as the source.


  (This ugly and bizarre monster is certainly strong…)


  Imagining how it would be used and what kind of disasters it would bring, Mari felt depressed.


  However.


  The miasma scattered in all directions all of a sudden as if being blown away and purified by the wind.


  And what appeared from inside was unexpectedly beautiful.


  To put it frankly, it was an incredibly beautiful woman, an exact copy of Vasilisa.


  A lifelike similar to a doppelganger was floating above the real Lightning Empress who was lying down on the floor.


  The lifelike didn’t wear any clothes, its whole body was clad in only a fleeting but shining brilliance similar to moonlight.


  A divine figure as if wearing a halo. A beauty.


  – … Fallen Angel*.


  *TN: Fallen Angel is the furigana reading for Angel-Class 《Metaphysical》.


  Someone whispered.


  It was Shiba.


  Leonard exulted, 「It has finally appeared!」, and Zhixin admired, 「Yes, yes. It is clearly reflected in these eyes which should have lost vision」


  Even Usako stiffened her vague face and called Mari’s attention, saying 「This thing is different from other 《Metaphysicals》. It won’t listen to what we say. And it will attack」


  Everyone who was relaxed suddenly became nervous.


  Knowing or not knowing the unrest, the exact resemblance of Vasilisa looked around while floating.


  – … Am I dreaming…?


  She──perhaps, the soul of Vasilisa which was transformed into a special 《Metaphysical》──also seemed confused because she couldn’t understand the situation.


  However, as expected of Lightning Empress.


  – Well, not that it matters. Not when I see your unpleasant faces from time to time.


  In the blink of an eye, she came to her senses and stabbed Leonard and Zhixin with a penetrating cold and terrifying gaze.


  – Die.


  She made the gesture of driving them away with her right hand annoyingly.


  Just that.


  With that alone, a thunderclap roared.


  A lightning flashed from Vasilisa’s hand.


  The fired lightning attack hit Leonard like a spear.


  – Like I thought, why me!?


  Clad in a sky-blue prana, Leonard let out something that was neither a shriek nor a shout of joy and jumped back at the last second.


  Vasilisa, on the other hand, stared at her right hand with a surprised look, wondering what she had done just now and why not even herself knew about it.


  However, just as you would expect from her.


  – Hohoho, interesting. Like this? Right?


  She turned her right palm up and pointed to Zhixin.


  With that alone, a purple lightning was born from the tip of her index finger and shot at Zhixin.


  Moreover, it was three of them this time, and in rapid succession.


  – Hohohohoho! This is convenient and amusing!


  As if quickly getting the hang of it, she kept firing lightning bolts while laughing loudly.


  Even if the aftermath of the violent lightning strike reached the true body of Vasilisa, which had become an empty shell and was lying down, she, who had become a Fallen Angel, didn’t care if it was set on fire at all. That was the way it was, she wasn’t concerned about things that were nothing but trash.


  Her appearance of playing with inexhaustible lightning bolts while laughing in a high-pitched tone was exactly that of the God of Thunder──and the Evil God and the Fierce God──themselves.


  – Good grief, you are truly a frightening lady!


  The intensively targeted Zhixin wore a jade green prana and kept dodging them with a light movement, but he didn’t look like he had room by any means.


  His facial expression was as frivolous as usual, and his forehead was slightly sweaty.


  – To play with boss and no one else, aren’t you actually being cold!?


  Leonard butted in there.


  During the moment the point of Vasilisa’s spears were pointed towards Zhixin, he got behind her at a flashing-like speed and decapitated her with a stroke of his sword.


  *Thud*, the head of Lighting Empress fell to the floor.


  Was it because she wasn’t actually a human that blood didn’t flow at all? But still, a freshly severed head rolling on the floor was a gruesome scene. When she caught sight of it, Mari drew back her body with an 「Eek」.


  On the contrary, the Six Wing Demons weren’t that much scared.


  – We haven’t won so don’t be self-conceited, Leonard.


  Louise warned with a malicious face,


  – Like… like I’m going to leave it as is!


  Leonard cut off not only Vasilisa’s neck, but also her arms.


  It was a ruthless attack on a weakened enemy that wasn’t necessary for human opponents, but the opponent was a 《Metaphysical》.


  Far from being soundly defeated to that degree, the wounds were quickly regenerated.


  The head and arms of Vasilisa, which were scattered about on the floor, floated by themselves, followed the trajectory they were cut off and sent flying in reverse order like the quick rewind of a video and tightly clung to the place they belonged to. If it were an Evil Spirit-class, it would consume satana from the core in the central part and grow a new head and arms from the severed areas.


  It was different from that regeneration method… should it be called restoration? Witnessing a more grotesque process, Mari lost the color in her face.


   


  – Iiiiiiya!


  Zhixin charged and assaulted Vasilisa who had just restored.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Destructive Fist》.


  It was a simple technique in which the fist of the right hand was thrust straight, but if it was used by an S-Rank Shirogane, its power was tremendous.


  It blew the upper body of Vasilisa into pieces with a single blow.


  Even if it was blown away, it ended up restoring perfectly immediately.


  It was as if her body getting injured didn’t fit the rules of the world, and an illogical phenomenon occurred impudently.


  It was so repulsive that all the small and scattered pieces of flesh returned to one place all at once, just like a swarm of flying ants gathering after founding a carrion.


  – Hohohoho, divine fate also does pretty smart things, huh. Surely this I have received the opportunity to atone, wouldn’t you agree? As thanks, I will slaughter you, that should count as atonement at least, no?


  Vasilisa laughed in a high-pitched tone without seeming to feel any pain or itching.


  As she hid her mouth elegantly with her left hand, she raised her right hand and swung it downward resolutely.


  No sooner countless flashes were born around her than lightning attacks were scattered in all directions.


  – This is too amaaaaazing!


  – Please do not be delighted, Leonard-sama.


  Leonard and Zhixin endured them, moved back and ran about trying to escape from the storm-like fierce attack.


  – D-do something!


  Shielded by the colorless and transparent golem that was made to guard her and the others, Louise herself turned tail and ran outside the corridor.


  The indiscriminate attack, of course, didn’t forgive Mari.


  Innumerable lightning bolts of various sizes traveled in the air like a bed of poisonous snakes and rushed while meandering.


  Without being a Shirogane, and without the golem who would be destroyed by Shiba, Mari had no way to avoid them….


  Picturing herself being burnt to death──the worst imagination crossed her mind.


  However, it wasn’t Mari who was burned down.


  A wall of flames suddenly rose up in front of Mari.


  Expanding in a horizontal line and covering a wide area like the Great Wall, it stopped, swallowed up and completely burned down the swarm of rushing snakes.


   


  If these were normal flames, this wouldn’t happen.


  It was impossible to burn lightning.


  It happened because the shape of Shiba Akira’s soul──was a flame that embodied the concept of combustion itself.


  – Thank you, you saved me!


  Mari looked back with relief.


  – I cannot afford to lose “The Witch of the Gate”… in this way.


  Shiba said like it was nothing.


  He protected everyone except Leonard and Zhixin who came to the front from the thunderstorm of Vasilisa with a wall of fire, he could afford this while pulling something that much off.


  Disgusting words matched his, they were rather really annoying.


  – Hoho, I remember you. You’re Shiba, the ringleader of the 《Demons》, aren’t you?


  The number of lightning bolts brought forth by Vasilisa were further increased, and attacked incessantly and fiercely.


  – Yes, that’s right. Four years ago, the ringleader of the demons was attacked and overthrown in a crowd… by you guys.


  While stopping the attack calmly with the wall of flames, Shiba quietly laughed at himself.


  Divine lightning and evil flames.


  The offense and defense were so fierce that neither Leonard nor Zhixin could step in.


  And yet,


  – I kept you waiting.


  Usako snuggled up to Shiba with a blank facial expression.


  She got the soundly sleep Utsuho to evacuate to the outside of the corridor and came back. Mari, who was once a member of Strikers just like them in the past, knew them well.


  If Shiba’s 《Mars》 were flames, then Usako’s 《Mars》 was something like gasoline.


  They combined their prana and the wall of flames immediately rose higher and higher.


  On the contrary, with a single swing of his right hand, Shiba made flames grow from the wall like red tongues and attacked Vasilisa.


  With the help of Usako, he not only protected everyone, he also had the reserve power to fight back.


   


  – Hoho, what a cheeky──and useless thing!


  With a swing of her right hand, Vasilisa made the offense pressure even more tempestuous.


  It was the first time Mari had heard about the existence of Angel-class 《Metaphysicals》, but didn’t the power of the destruction skyrocket?


  As if it were a modern battlefield, Shiba’s flames and Vasilisa’s lightning crossed fire.


  The level of the firepower was tremendous for both armies.


  In terms of defense, Shiba’s red wall didn’t shake in the slightest, and whether she was burned or reduced to ashes, Vasilisa restored herself immediately.


  Neither side gave up one step, it became an impressive, bombardment battle.


  That was something worth seeing.


  However, for Lightning Empress, who was known for having a hot temper, this seemed to be very unsatisfying.


  The smile clinging to her face disappeared, and deep wrinkles were carved between her eyebrows very fast.


  – Eeei!


  When she raised her voice with irritation, she stopped firing lightning bolts indiscriminately, added divine punishment to Shiba alone and concentrated the flashes of lightning there.


  In contrast, Shiba didn’t lose his composure while being light smiles like a demon.


  He quickly raised his right hand like a general and the wall of flames changed shape.


  It thickened the central part that protected Shiba and on the contrary, both ends stretched thinly.


  Like an army taking a Tsurutsubasa formation, it spread both wings and surrounded Vasilisa as if deploying from the back.


  Given the situation, Vasilisa would be hit by fire from all directions and would be subject to high-density attacks.


   


  Shiba’s 《Mars》 was rich in maneuverability and applicability, it had diverse variations and despite having a particularly high frequency of use, it had a move name.


  This thing that manipulated a large number of flames like an army was called 「4 Flame Feast, Wildire」.


   


  – I… I… II…!


  Encircled and dominated by the plane of the battlefield, Vasilisa raged while dying by fire and restoring each instant.


  In that case, she spread her power vertically.


  The lightning atmosphere around Vasilisa was stimulated, swelled and took the form of a giant human.


  The figure of the beautiful woman was nowhere to be found, it turned into a faceless giant whose whole body was made of lightning.


  Its strength was ordinary, and in contrast, the red wall of Shiba made by raging fire looked cheap.


  When the lightning giant let out a thunderclap roar itself, it raised its thick right arm overhead.


  It was as if it had smashed up Shiba from the top of the wall!


  However, even in the face of such situation, Shiba’s face kept smiling.


  He understood his comrades well.


   


  – Like I thought, it’s a lie that it’s not my turn!


  – Iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii──ya!!


  Neither Leonard nor Zhixin had the character to being kept out of the loop and behave.


  Leonard manifested a waterfall-like sword blade on the immaterial sword and carried it with his left hand.


  Zhixin carried pranayama and calm mind to extremes and wore the bluest prana in the world.


  They attacked the lightning giant from the left and right.


  Finisher, which was swung by Leonard, blasted away the upper part of the giant with one stroke, and the bare, open palm released by Zhixin pulverized the lower body of the giant with a single blow.


   


  After the dazzling explosion of light, all that remained was the small body of Vasilisa.


  Probably because her exhausted power was running very low, she put one knee against the floor to regain her breath.


  It was the moment when the 「Base」 of the Fallen Angel became clear to the eyes of Mari.


  The demons of the Six Wings were really terrifying.


  – I kept you waiting.


  Usako once again said with a blank face.


  The color of the aura worn by them who cuddled close together had changed brilliantly. To a red color. A redder color. Their prana, which was polished to increase its purity was further combined, painting and putting red on top of red, it was the most brilliant color in the world.


  It was nothing but the residual heat generated in the process, such as the flame used in the battle with Vasilisa.


  Saying nothing, Shiba raised the index and middle fingers of his right hand.


  And then pointed to shoot Vasilisa.


  That settled it.


  Suddenly, deep crimson flames erupted from the whole body of Vasilisa.


  It was different from a body covered with flames.


  She didn’t have a single burn on her skin.


  Yes, these deep crimson flames didn’t burn her body.


  It had been a while since Mari saw them.


   


  7 Flames Feast, Purgatory.


  Shiba’s 《Mars》──the concept of combustion itself──If mastered, there was no creation that could not be burned completely.


  Human souls weren’t the exception.


  No matter how many times it was burned to nothing or turned to ashes, the body of Vasilisa, which had been restored completely each time, slowly collapsed on the spot.


  – I’m not even able to take one person with me…? Forgive me… everyone…. Ka… ty….


  Her last words were cut short in the middle.


  She died without having a single wound on her beautiful skin and stopped moving completely.


  In other words, the container of the Angel-class was immortal, but that didn’t seem to be the case for the contents of the person*.


  *TN: Container is the furigana reading for body/flesh and contents is the furigana reading for soul.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  The collapsed body of the Fallen Angel Vasilisa still wore a moonlike, fleeting and clear brilliance.
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  Even though she knew in her head that it was impossible, Mari feared that she would open her eyes and attack at any moment.


  On the other hand, as expected of Shiba, Leonard, Zhixin and company, in other words, the demons, they had the courage to surround Vasilisa without fear and talked profoundly about something.


  – Ufuh, we can say that the experiment was a huge success. Finally, we were able to manifest the second Fallen Angel-class in history.


  – Vasilisa-sama, who has the soul strength──the mana of the highest class among《Saviors》 and a very deep-rooted delusion, seems to be the best base body for a 《Metaphysical》.


  – I have no different opinion when it comes to excelling as a base body. However, can that settle it as the manifestation requirement of an… equal Angel-class?


  – I support Shiba-san’s question. The first in history is Graham Gerrard, right? He wasn’t an S-Rank, he was a “phoenix” who was famous for being humble and manly. Like I thought, isn’t there another condition?


  – Wait. To be exact, he was just 『An A-Rank at that time』, was he not? Have you guys forgotten why we abducted Graham? To tear off the right-hand man of the eyesore Sir Edward. And yet, the other one didn’t feel like particularly interfering though.


  – Then what? Are you saying that if Graham was left alone, he would have eventually become an S-Rank?


  – The possibility is high.


  – No! That’s a big NO! Not to that extent!


  – Do not get so worked up, Leonard-sama. I certainly remember Graham-sama was called “The man closest to the White Knight” by some.


  – Boss, you’re being too humble! You said he wasn’t a match for us, didn’t you!?


  – Leonard. Aren’t you… deviating the conversation?


  – … Sorry. Please continue.


  – Ufufuh. Then, let’s proceed on the assumption that the manifestation requirement of an Angel-class is a soul strength of the highest class and both Lightning Empress and Phoenix meet that condition, shall we?


  – How does that very deep-rooted delusion relate to that?


  – Like I thought, only the regeneration ability of the Evil Spirit-class has something to do with it?


  – I feel … you have a point.


  A clamor of voices.


  Leaving Mari behind, Shiba and the others had serious discussions after serious discussions.


  It seemed to be that much of a great deal for them, but Mari was driven by a startling feeling of wanting to know the details of their conversation.


  However, Usako, who noticed Mari standing alone at a distance, approached her.


  She was a nosey parker.


  Even though she didn’t ask, she explained the situation by whispering into her ear.


   


  Four years ago, “Invisible” was able to abduct Graham Gerrard──the man known as the right hand of that well-known White Knight.


  Despite being an enemy, he was a powerful 《Savior》.


  Everyone expected and watched over him, believing that surely a powerful Evil Spirit-class would be born.


  However, what emerged was a completely different thing.


  It was the exact living image of Graham himself.


  Above all, he clearly had the will of Graham himself and didn’t accept the control of “Medium” at all.


  This new species of 《Metaphysical》 that had Graham’s sense of justice naturally bared its fangs at the Six Wings.


  He fought back with Shiba, Usako, “Invisible”, Leonard and “Blue Knight” Boris, but no matter how much they attacked him, the new species of 《Metaphysical》 would end up restoring immediately*.


  *TN: “Blue Knight” Boris is the furigana reading for “another person”.  


  It had an immortal special characteristic.


  When a mood of defeat hung over the Six Wings, Shiba, who made up his mind, used 「7 Flame Feast, Purgatory」 to burn Graham’s soul itself to nothing, barely achieving victory.


  If it wasn’t for Shiba, the Six Wings would have fallen into ruin back then.


  (In fact, while Shiba was imprisoned, the Six Wings, who were worried that this new species of 《Metaphysical》 might be born at any moment, went as far as not experimenting with the transformation of 《Saviors》 into 《Metaphysicals》)


  In any case, “Medium” had named this new species as Angel-class.


  To that extent, in order to produce and gather armaments, the Six Wings created 《Metaphysicals》.


  However, the discovery of this new species added another purpose.


  The research to attain Angel-class──


  If they were able to obtain immortal bodies, the annihilation of the White Knight Organization would definitely be an easy thing.


   


  – Ufuh. Zhixin is also an S-Rank, so why don’t we try transforming him into a Fallen Angel now? Maybe your dream will come true on the first try?


  – No, no, I decline. My reason is that a person can be transformed into a 《Metaphysical》 only once. I would like to have the privilege of keeping an eye on the situation a bit longer.


  – Hahah. Like I thought, boss sure is careful.


  – But that is a relief… for us, too. Your strength is still needed for the Six Wings.


  – Of course. Until the day I am released from the fate of death, I will make my best exertions to be useful to all of you.


  Zhixin folded his arms courteously.


  Why would a man who feared 「Death」 more than anything else abandon his training to attain immortality and change sides to the Six Wings──it was a mystery even among the White Knight Organization, but Mari now knew the answer.


  It probably was the existence of the Angel-class rumored by Shiba,


  – I got the feeling that he believes them a lot, doesn’t he…?


  Mari couldn’t help but be amazed, wondering if he was so pressed that he went completely contrary to his judgment.


  What would he do if Shiba and the others were lying?


  – Of course, I doubted at first, Shimon-sama.


  Even though they were apart, he heard her murmur, and because of that, Mari was frightened.


  She had forgotten that Zhixin, who lost his vision, had an extraordinary hearing.


  Mari was embarrassed, but Zhixin didn’t seem to be particularly hurt,


  – However, Shiba-sama let me see the hollowed Graham-sama and that convinced me that it was not a lie. The immortal body the Angel-class has and the halo it is clad in──both were things that I already knew for a long time. That is why I realized that the Angel-class is exactly the same existence that I call Shikaisen*.


  *TN: Shikaisen can be super roughly translated as “Corpse liberation immortality”. 


  – … Shikaisen?


  – It is a way to attain immortality which really differs from the method of my dear master. My mentor Pei Li calls it as such. Shimon-sama is now wearing a Paopei, but it was originally made by my mentor.


  Mari reflexively stared at the Kinkoji on her left hand without blinking.


  – However, I heard that my mentor Pei Li became immortal 300 years ago and that it was the result of his unique training. The power of “Medium-sama”, which converts others into Angel-class, is a completely different thing, so to speak, shall we call it an instant Shikaisen method? That is exactly what I was looking for.


  The smile that was always clinging to Zhixin’s mouth looked terribly evil.


  No, it wasn’t just Zhixin.


  – Ufufuh, calling it instant Shikaisen method fits it so perfectly.


  – Like I thought, boss also has a sense of humor.


  Louise, Leonard and Shiba were laughing at this topic in this place now.


  Mari truly couldn’t help but be scared of these demons.


  – So, since Zhixin has declined, and Akira-kun is out of the question, who should we experiment with next?


  – About that, like I thought, it’d be unwise if it’s not an S-Rank, right? We’ve come this far.


  – Apart from avoid running into my dear master and certainly stepping on the dragon’s tail, of the remaining Six Heads, who are your choices?


  – If given the choice, like I thought, I’d really like to have a bout with Sir Edward!


  – Re… jected. If we attack, it will be from a weak spot. Getting stuck-up is something that we should avoid.


  – Tch. I know, I’m sorry for getting carried away. Well, like I thought, there’s only one person then.


  – Ufufufuh. It’s decided.


  With the views of the demons taking shape, the meeting came to an end.


  Even Mari had a clue as to who that “person” was.


  A rare 《Savior》 who can only be called the natural enemy of the 《Metaphysical》.


  However, despite being at the top of the White Knight Organization, he was the Far East Saint who had no fighting power because he was neither a Shirogane nor a Kuroma.


  His name was Suruga Andou.


  The Head of the Japanese Division.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  No one but them knew the events in the depths of darkness──the battle between the Six Wings and the Angel-class Vasilisa and its conclusion.


  Of course, those were Moroha and Edward.


  However, Edward said in a low voice over the phone.


  『The next target of “Invisible” may be Andou』


  Fairly unreliable information obtained from somewhere.


  Still, Moroha had no choice but to grasp it.


  – Got it. I’ll go to Tokyo.


  『I thought Jack would say so. I’ll tell you the details』


  They arranged a few things and ended the call.


  Suruga Andou.


  A corner of the Six Heads whose face he didn’t know, whereas he had met all the other five.


  Was it too romantic not being able to help feeling that not meeting face-to-face with the man who was supposed to be the closest to him and who lived in the same country was similar to fate or something?


  At any rate, in for a penny, in for a pound.


  Or curiosity of fear.


  What kind of man was he really──


  If he were to say he wasn’t interested, it would be lie.


   


  Thus, Moroha decided to go to the capital.


  He told Maya and Leshya and prepared for departure.


  It was his aunt Erika who couldn’t agree because Moroha and the girls suddenly decided to leave.


  – What do you mean!? Didn’t you tell me that you were going to spend your spring break at home all the time? Just when I even happily scheduled where to go tomorrow and what to do to have fun the day after tomorrow!


  – No, I feel you, but you’re too lively…


  – As a result of wondering what food should I make for Maya-chan and Leshya-chan, I bought a whole mountain of ingredients, you know? What am I going to do with it? It’ll go to waste!


  – I’m sorry. That’s the only thing I can say.


  Moroha earnestly implored his aunt who got angry and dyed her face in despair.


  – It is not Moroha’s fault desu.


  Maya was the one who supported him.


  – A clue was found in Tokyo about Maaya’s lifelong separated Onee-chan desu.


  – I-I heard about that….


  While grabbing the sleeve of the recoiling aunt and wiping the tears that had accumulated in the outer corner of her eyes,


  – Moroha told Maaya, who cannot sit still, that she doesn’t have to be anxious by herself, and that he would accompany her desu….


  – T-that’s right. After all, I’m her only guardian. It’s said that Tokyo is a scary city, too.


  Moroha, who couldn’t act as realistically as Maya, clarified while sweating.


  (Well, it’s not a lie, but still…)


  He would go to Tokyo to “get a clue about her lifelong separated Mari-onee-chan”.


  – Don’t trouble them too much with what you want, Erika.


  – Shigeki-san….


  His uncle Shigeki put his hands on both shoulders of Erika and chided her.


  The eyes of his uncle and Moroha’s eyes met.


  The intellectual eyes of his uncle stood still quietly behind the glasses.


  His uncle nodded silently.


  Without knowing their circumstances, he understood them and encouraged them with “Have fun”.


  Moroha also showed his gratitude with a nod.


  Although Erika was still desolated, she yielded at the end.


  While gently stroking Maya’s head,


  – If your Onee-chan is found, come and visit us again, alright?


  – Thank you nanodesu.


  – You too, Leshya-chan, please come again next summer vacation. We’ll go buying summer clothes next time, alright?


  – That makes me very happy. However, is it okay to be spoiled over and over?


  – Of course it is. If you’re Moroha’s family, then you’re my daughter.


  Finally, Erika hugged Leshya and Maya.


  Then Moroha left the house.


  He got his uncle to drive them to the station.


  Maya and Leshya in the back seats waved back to the aunt who waved her hand and saw them off in front of the house.


  Moroha in the passenger seat also turned around as if hanging out the car and waved his hand to his aunt.


  (See you later, aunt)


  Moroha said so powerfully in his chest.


  It was no longer known when, where and with what kind of whim the Six Wings, who got their hands on 《Transportal》, would make the 《Metaphysicals》 attack.


  He could no longer take an optimistic view of when and what kind of disasters innocent people who had nothing to do with it would be involved in.


  Even this town where his aunt and uncle lived in might become a sea of fire.


  There was no way he would let the town where his aunt and uncle lived in become a sea of fire.


  As Moroha reflected upon what he wanted to protect once again──


  The short visit to his home came to an end and went to the battlefield.


  Chapter 4 - We the Urushibara are… 


  Land of despair   Bone-chilling sky   Lend me your breath   To make even their souls freeze


  Even the prosperous ones inevitably dying is the divine providence of the world   The law given by God is an inescapable karma 


  Like water flowing to a low place   Taking all heat away


  Show me the world where everything came to stop   As if even time was frozen 


  I am a person who refuses to understand   A person who seeks only the absolute


  Show me   The extreme point   The beauty of eternity that is not destroyed by anyone   And where not even those who destroy exist


   


  The cool voice of Urushibara Shizuno that resembled a singing voice.


  It intersected with the tempestuous sound of the stream running deep in the mountains.


  Written in the empty sky were the ancient magical characters that spanned six lines.


  With her breathtakingly graceful fingertips, she flicked them rather annoyingly and elegantly.


  In an instant──


  A hellish winter storm overran the beautiful spring valley.


  The raging stream of the steep river near the summit of the mountain froze in a wild and rampant form.


  That bizarre sight couldn’t be seen even in midwinter.


  As if invading the clear stream, the mana also froze the far upper stream.


  Covered by the source of the river, the only river there was dried up.


  The examiner who saw the unbelievable scale of the anti-natural phenomenon brought by Shizuno’s Dark Arts,


  – A, A-Rank….


  They groaned while trembling.


  There were two more examiners, but neither of them objected.


  One was absolutely dumbfounded and the other crouched down completely. They were speechless, stroking the frozen splashes in the shape of waves.


  – Ara?


  As Shizuno brushed up her long hair graciously,


  – I’m a D-Rank, aren’t I? That means I suddenly became an A-Rank, no? If there are rumors saying that I got an undeserved rank recognition backed by the influence of the Urushibara family, it is I who will be bothered.


  She confirmed with the three examiners.


  They were still trembling in shock; they couldn’t say anything right away.


  However, a fourth person, who was waiting behind them, snorted with disgust.


  It was none other than Kanzaki Tokiko.


  The former Vice-Captain of Akane Academy’s Strikers said in an overly familiar and pompous tone of voice.


  – Don’t make fun of adults, Urushibara. You can use 6th Rank Dark Arts, A-Rank ones──if not beyond that too, right?


  – Correct.


  – Although I know it, how dare you being so shameless. Tch. To become an A-Rank before me, you really are a cheeky kouhai.


  – Ara? The fact that even Kanzaki-senpai came to be able to use 4th Rank Dark Arts, doesn’t it mean that Kanzaki-senpai is catching up with me?


  – When you say it, the only thing I hear are sarcastic comments, so shut up.


  – Well, I said it so that it could be heard as a sarcastic comment.


  – You brat, I’m going to steal Haimura from you.


  – By all means, if you can?


  – … What a jerk. Humph. I’d love to see your tearful face someday.


  – If Senpai insists, may we scratch that here and now? It’s not a problem for me*.


  *TN: The verb used here is in hiragana and may have multiple translations given that it could mean so many things, but the point here is that whatever Tokiko wants her to do, Shizuno wants to do so at that moment.


  Shizuno kept poking fun at Tokiko.


  However, If Tokiko asked her to do it, she would really do it.


  At any rate, the former Demon Vice-Captain was one of the few people Shizuno took off her hat to.


   


  The facility was called a 「Training institution」 by the 《Saviors》 who worked at the main office of the Japanese Division.


  Despite being nearby, just over an hour by train from the city center, Okutama was endowed with nature that one could not imagine within Tokyo. On the weekends, such a harmonious nature was crowded with mountain climbers gathering, anglers appearing in its countless mountain streams and family cars enjoying a drive around the lake──and further back from its entrance, there was a training institute in the forest where no ordinary people could virtually get close to it.


  Apart from being isolated from the outside world and extremely deep in the mountains, it was a large, modern, all-electric, fully equipped, complete and recreation center-like building.


  Approximately 60% of the 《Saviors》 who worked at the main office lived there, they spent all their free time training in the morning and noon, also, in the event of an emergency, they had a system in which they could use 《Godlike Movement》 and bus and helicopter transportation to sortie.


  It was unclear where the site of the training institute started and ended, but the outside next to the building was an incredibly immense and virgin forest. There were tons of places to train.


  In one of those areas, in a stream deep in the mountains where anglers almost didn’t enter, Shizuno was taking a rank measurement test before three elites who worked at the main office as examiners.


  Normally, students didn’t have the authority to request a measurement. However, Shizuno was the daughter of the Urushibara. The examiners couldn’t turn her down, however, they stormed at her with 「You lass who borrows the power of her family. Someone like you who is just at the bottom among D-Ranks will be scolded」 and took part in the measurement.


  The result was what happened a short time ago.


  Shizuno showed her true strength by safely making 《Bright White Frost》, the 6th Rank of Ice that could only be used by Moroha, even though the Japanese Division was wide, a success.


  On the way back to the training institute, while ascending the animal trail with Tokiko who witnessed the measurement,


  – Good grief, when it comes to you, how much do you hide your nails? Huh? While you’re at it, reveal everything. Like this!


  Because the enraged Tokiko tried to lift up the skirt of Shizuno’s uniform, she sharply clapped and replied while counterattacking.


  – I’m not hiding my hand anymore. 6th Rank is my limit.


  She wasn’t lying.


  (Yes, my power hasn’t reached the prime of the Witch of the Realm of the Dead yet)


  Shizuno had acquired the ability compared to A-Rank just by lazily practicing Dark Arts for a little over a year after she was confirmed to be a 《Savior》.


  Before enrolling in Akane Academy, she was already one of the three most prominent Kuromas in the Japanese Division.


  Of course, it was bothersome to be elevated by her surroundings and to be forced to work in proportion to her competencies, so she hid them at all costs.


  Her situation had changed a little because she was able to meet Moroha again.


  She flatly refused to use power for the sake of someone else.


  But she wanted to assist Moroha with all her strength.


  She had to be the right hand of Moroha.


  For that reason, Shizuno made a serious effort to regain her former powers while continuing being a blockhead*.


  *TN: former is the furigana reading for “Witch of the Realm of the Dead”.


  Half a year after meeting Moroha, and by the time they faced 《Lés Élements》, she had become one of the top ten great magicians in the White Knight Organization.


   


  But that wasn’t enough.


   


  The attack on Akane Academy the other day made her realize that.


  Tokiko showed a lion-like courage and led the flock of sheep.


  Satsuki protected everyone from “Flash Sword” Leonard’s Finisher.


  Did she make actions that surpassed them?


  Was she able to prove that she was the best as Moroha’s assistant?


  No. Absolutely not.


  Therefore, Shizuno couldn’t forgive herself.


  If she couldn’t forgive herself, she had to change herself.


  For that reason, Shizuno stopped hiding her true strength.


   


  In front of the entrance of the training institute, she faced Tokiko.


  As of April, Tokiko was already part of the world of the main office, it was said that she was worked hard by her Senpais every day here.


  Well, this demon. She soon distinguished herself, on the contrary, it came to the point where she set her Senpais to work arrogantly.


  This Tokiko showed an impudent smile on her face and said.


  – The hidden hand is no more, huh…. In short, you don’t give a damn about it anymore, do you?


  Shizuno didn’t answer.


  There was no reason or meaning to answer.


  *Kufufu*, Seeing that bold silence, Tokiko smiled broadly.


  – It’d have been easier for you to show composure without revealing your real intentions to anyone. By exposing everything, isn’t it scary to show people that “Even if I have nothing, I can only do this much?”. I commend you──you made a good decision. You cute chap, Haimura is truly a lucky fellow.


  Tokiko wasn’t a fool, she just pretended to be one.


  The Senpai saw through all of Shizuno’s changes of heart and circumstances.


  – I’ll be looking forward to seeing how much you’ve grown the next time we meet.


  – Likewise, Kanzaki-senpai, you’ll be an A-Rank the next time we meet, right?


  – Shut up! I know that!


  They said nasty things to each other while parting.


  She made a car and a driver wait in the parking lot in front of the training institute.


  When Shizuno got into the back seat and looked back at the entrance from the window, Tokiko was no longer there.


  – It would have been nice if I had seen you with my eyes until the end.


  As expected of the way her Senpai was.


  Shizuno confessed in a whisper and chuckled to herself quietly.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  Shizuno’s parents lived in Mejiro.


  It was a funny story, but it didn’t feel like her 「Parents’ home」 at all.


  This was because all her ten brothers and sisters left home and grew up in the head house in Kamakura.


  Still, Shizuno chose her home in Mejiro as the place to return because it was more comfortable.


  Morning.


  Awakened by the long-serving housekeeper, she headed to the dining room as if dragging her languid body with sleepiness.


  The residence of her parents wasn’t that much of a big deal compared to the spacious and magnificent mansion of her older brother Tadanori. A 30-year-old, three-story, 10-tsubo land, very ordinary Japanese-Western style house. However, in the heart of the city where there had been a lack of land for many years, this was well enough in the category of a stately mansion*.


  *TN: Tsubo is a traditional unit of land area. 1 tsubo = approximately 3.31 square meters.


  The dining room was pure Western style, and the menu was pure Japanese style, which was also a common breakfast style in modern Japan.


  Shizuno sat at the table with her parents and silently moved her chopsticks.


  Things like conversation didn’t exist in the dining room.


  This was how her parents 「were by themselves」.


  Her father was an economic bureaucrat and machine that was only interested in work and competitions about climbing the corporate ladder.


  Her mother was a doll that simply never stopped smiling no matter the hour to be a demonstration of a good wife.


  They didn’t happen to have words in stock to talk to their daughter.


  However, Shizuno had no reason to resent them or feel that she hadn’t been treated fairly.


  Shizuno didn’t have even the slightest big of interest in any family members who were only related by blood with her.


  She didn’t have to play at being family with them. This house was really comfortable.


  Her father went to work and her mother went out to socialize with married ladies somewhere. After Shizuno took an adequate rest after breakfast, she went jogging.


  She shouldn’t forget the humiliation of falling behind during the attack due to the pitiful reason of “I, who’s better at mana than others and who exercises her great magic perfectly, have a lack of stamina”.


  It wasn’t like she needed the stamina of an athlete, not even Tokiko had that much.


  Since she had little stamina, Shizuno, who found out that she should do daily jogging quickly, kept doing so since that incident.


  She changed into a sleeveless shirt, skirt, and leggings for running and left the house.


  Mejiro was an affluent neighborhood, but the townscape was unexpectedly ordinary. As she walked down the side street, she sometimes came across residences with horrifying histories.


  However, the pedestrian and car traffic were so calm it wouldn’t seem that she was inside the Yamanote Line, and that was great.


  It was said that to not lose interest in jogging, it was better to change the course frequently, but because it was only during spring break, Shizuno decided on a fixed course.


  She headed east along Mejiro Street to the front of the famous hotel Chinzansou, turned back and returned to the road she came from. It was about 5 kilometers long; it was perfect for the weak Shizuno.


  Tokyo was a city with many slopy streets, but the road on this course was flat. If she avoided the commuting-to-school time, not even pedestrians would get in the way. It was a choice that emphasized peaceful running and so on.


  She didn’t need speed to build stamina.


  She ran slowly at her own pace.


  At first it was too low, but after doing so on and on, it was honestly fun to be able to immediately feel the effects.


  She arrived at the front of the Chinzansou, and as she stretched herself lightly, she watched the taxis coming and going incessantly every day, thought something trivial such as 「Is Japan really in recession?」and went back without delay.


  She passed in front of Japan Women’s University, crossed the Chitose Bridge that gave a retro feeling, the roadside trees that elegantly cloaked the grounds of Gakushuuin University, ran on and on and endlessly on her left──


  When she came back to Mejiro station, she found something amazing.


  A slightly empty, stone-tiled square in front of the station.


  There, a boy holding a map-like paper looked around restlessly, wondering whether to move to the left or right.


  There was a little blonde girl and a silver-haired girl beside the boy, and they were discussing while being at a loss.


  Shizuno ran up to them without hesitation.


  – Moroha… and Elena-san and Maya-san…. Why are you in a place like this?


  Because she was in the middle of jogging, she talked while being out of breath.


  – If it isn’t Shizuno. Why are you here?


  Moroha and the others were amazed.


  – My parents’ house is near here.


  – … Is it by any chance here?


  Moroha turned the map towards her and pointed to a red circle drawn on it.


  It was certainly the home of her parents.


  – What is the meaning of this…?


  – That’s my question….


  They looked at each other’s confused face.


  Anyway, they decided to talk about the situation along the way to her parents’ house.


   


  – I heard from Edward the other day that the next target of the Six Wings is the Head of the Japanese Division and “Invisible” may attack the main office.


  Moreover, they were able to predict the date of the attack, which would be in four days.


  – Yes… that’s why Moroha, Maya-san and Elena-san are in Tokyo, right?


  There would be another battle again.


  Shizuno’s blood stirred just a little bit.


  For Shizuno, who was aware of her apathy, this was rare.


  The premature opportunity of revenge, the feeling of getting what she hoped for and genuine apprehension were mixed, and this made her feel under pressure.


  – I got a call again yesterday. The day after tomorrow, we’ll have a preparatory meeting at the main office, so I was told to come to Tokyo today. I was told to go to this part of the map because it was arranged as a place to live, but to think it was Shizuno’s house….


  – I don’t think it’s a prank Sir made by himself. I feel that my older brother is involved in it, too.


  – Angela-san is hiding in that area, so she’ll try to take a photo of our startled faces….


  – At that time, shall we charge them an exorbitant price for the rights to be photographed?


  Shizuno lamented,


  – Moroha also has it difficult, right? Just when you were enjoying a slow life at your house.


  – I told him I wanted to volunteer for that, so I was prepared.


  – I see. Then, were you also prepared to tell me that Maya-san and Elena-san went to Moroha’s home?


  With a clear face, Shizuno poked the side of Moroha with her elbow.


  「Hahaha…」 Moroha glossed it over with a bitter smile, but that much was forgiven.


  What would Moroha do with Leshya and Maya who had no home to return to? Since she seemed to understand after thinking about it a little, what was unexpected was her thoughtlessness.


  First of all, he couldn’t help liking a possible tender and considerate place!


  – I-if you are going to blame Moroha, I’d like you to blame me instead, Shizuno.


  – We are also guilty nanodesu.


  Leshya and Maya argued vehemently in unison, and because Shizuno understood them, they calmed down.


  However, she whispered to Moroha.


  (I’d like you to introduce me someday too, alright, Moroha?)


  (I promised it before, didn’t I? I remember it perfectly, so one of these days, okay?)


  (Yes. That’s good)


  At the training camp last summer, they talked about wanting to come to that island someday. Next, Shizuno asked Moroha, who said he would like to take his aunt and uncle there, to let her accompany them.


  – What are you talking in secret nanodesu?


  – I-I’d like to join you too. You meanies.


  – Care to explain, Moroha?


  – Why a killer pass against me? So crafty.


  ──In that way, while the four of them talked and poked fun at each other, they arrived at Shizuno’s parents’ house.


  There were always free bedrooms in case of unexpected visitors, so accommodating three people, including Moroha, was no big deal.


  The parents who were indifferent to their daughter would show no interest in her friends staying for a few days.


  Moroha and the others seemed to feel a little uncomfortable, but they decided to bear with it.


  – Coming all the way here, please be welcome.


  Shizuno opened the front door and welcomed the unexpected guests.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  Even if she made Moroha meet her family, nothing would happen.


  Shizuno’s expectations were half hit and half miss.


  Her parents certainly gave him an apathetic greeting at first and treated him like air afterwards.


  Her father was on the principle of 「The problems related to 《Saviors》 and 《Metaphysicals》 were entrusted to Tadanori」, it didn’t matter how important Moroha was in the White Knight Organization, as long as he was entrusted with Tadanori. It was a completely unknown matter to her father.


  This way of thinking, which wasn’t so clear, made her father look more and more like a machine.


  While that was as expected──


  『It appears that the S-Rank Savior-dono is here. I’d like to meet him』


  The next day, the person who suddenly called her on the phone said with a hoarse, ingratiating voice.


  It was her grandfather, Genzou.


  Namely, the ruler of the Urushibara family.


  From the point of view of her grandfather, her father and whatnot were nothing but truly convenient machines.


  Shizuno, who was chatting with Moroha, Maya and Leshya in the living room after having lunch, put herself on guard against the unannounced phone call.


  Turning her head to the living room while answering the phone in the hallway, and making sure she wasn’t heard by them,


  – Wait, Ojii-sama. It’s not like Moroha came for fun, you know?


  *TN: Ojii-sama (old man/grandpa) is the furigana for grandfather.


  She made an effort and answered so that he wasn’t alerted by her voice.


  Why would her grandfather meet Moroha? It was hard to read his true hidden intention.


  If that was the case, it was faster to not let him meet him.


  『You don’t have to be so vigilant, do you, Shizuno?』


  But immediately after being laughed at by her grandfather, Shizuno put up with it by clicking her tongue.


  She intended to speak carefully, but he completely saw through her. Her grandfather’s laughter sounded like a carefree one. If she didn’t know him, she would have been flawlessly deceived by him.


  『I’ve been wondering, the people of the Japanese Division and Haimura-kun will have a meeting tomorrow, yes?』


  It contained the unspoken words “So he’ll be free today, right?”.


  (He saw through anything and everything!)


  She had heard that the central government agencies were nothing but abode of demons, but she didn’t feel like she could defeat this monster, who ascended to the top and became the director of the National Police Agency, with the force of her personality.


  Shizuno had already decided to play it straight.


  – Even I know the fear of going against Ojii-sama well. But I don’t allow it, not with Moroha. I can’t concede. Remember, if it’s for Moroha, I won’t even be afraid of God himself.


  『Oh my! What will you be so scared of in the face of such an old geezer?』


  – … Don’t dodge the subject.


  『To say nothing of the person you like, he’s not so untalented as to be afraid of an old geezer like me, am I right?』


  – ….


  Shizuno fell silent already and grasped the telephone receiver tightly and with all her strength.


  The ones who were elusive and had a comeback for every remark were those with the blood of the Urushibara, were they not?


  Or was her grandfather the originator, and everyone growing up and watching him the cause and effect?


  – What are you scheming?


  『I just want to try talking to him. It’s really just that』


  – … I’ll ask Moroha. If he refuses, will this conversation end here?


  『I’m fine with it. I’m looking forward to Haimura-kun’s talent』


  Her grandfather hung up and Shizuno sighed in a big way.


  The idea of not telling Moroha and say that Moroha declined crossed her mind.


  (No, that will bring all sorts of trouble)


  She should tell Moroha everything and then persuade him to refuse.


  Reconsidering that, Shizuno headed to Moroha who was in the living room.


  Two hours later.


  – Why didn’t you refuse…?


  Shizuno fell into a plight and complained.


  They had just arrived at the head house in Kamakura after borrowing a driver who served her father and got out of the car.


  Maya and Leshya were not invited, so Shizuno and Moroha were alone.


  Instead of going up to the mansion, they immediately detoured to the back of the hill and climbed the stony path that was set up as if weaving one’s way through the bamboo thicket.


  – Why? You’re being terribly threatened by your scary grandfather, aren’t you?


  Moroha, who walked next to her, answered without a care.


  In the car, no matter how many times he asked, she just kept beating around the bush.


  – If you think he’s a scary grandfather, isn’t it normal to want to meet him even less?


  – In short, is his personality around the same as the board chairman’s? If that’s the case, and if I say no, then you’ll have a hard time, right?


  – I’m astounded…. To think you’ll be my sacrifice, that’s the opposite, isn’t it?


  – I thought you would say so.


  Moroha shrugged his shoulders.


  So, with a bitter smile, he didn’t reply until they got there.


  – The compensation for this will be expensive, Moroha. When we return, I’ll kiss you a lot, okay?


  – You can’t just say thank you normally, can you?


  While having such an argument, they arrived at their destination.


  Even though they were in the back of the hill, they weren’t that far from the mansion.


  At the end of the stony path, in the bamboo thicket brimming with a quiet grace, was the teahouse of her grandfather.


  It gave a quiet feeling, as if it had been there for a thousand years.


  – It’s small, isn’t it? Like a toy.


  – That’s the idea. It’s to make the distance between the owner and the guest not too long, you know?


  – Oh, now that you mention it, when I was in middle school, a history teacher was chatting about it. What was it? The entrance is so narrow that you have to bow while getting in it, right?


  – Although that’s called nijiriguchi──


  Shizuno went ahead, touched the paper sliding door and politely opened the ordinary entrance that was neither narrow nor low.


  The old man who was waiting inside smiled broadly,


  – It’s not a hobby of mine to make guests bow their heads against their will.


  Since he didn’t know anything about him, he looked nothing but like a good-natured old man. He was sitting cross-legged on a tatami mat with a friendly demeanor.


  He was over 80 years old. The unusual number of wrinkles on his face was an extremely gruesome mark of his life, he always managed to deal with both friends and enemies with a smile and laughed at them when kicking them down.


  It was said that his body had shrunk considerably compared to ages ago, but his back wasn’t bent at all.


  His straightened spine created an atmosphere that, while being gentle, was never disdained by others.


  – I’ll introduce him. He is my grandfather Genzou.


  – Nice to meet you. I am Haimura Moroha. I am always indebted to your granddaughter.


  – You really came. That makes me happy. Come in, please.


  Her grandfather beckoned with an ingratiating voice and Moroha obeyed. He took off his sneakers, climbed the stepping stones and nervously entered the teahouse.


  Shizuno then closed the paper sliding door.


  Except for the protruding part of the tatami mat for tea-ceremony procedures, it was a cramped space of only 2 tatami mats.


  Moroha was already sitting on his soles, looking uncomfortable.


  – You can relax your knees.


  Her grandfather recommended to him while making preparations to make tea.


  – Ah. But there are etiquette and manners….


  – You don’t need to worry about those things at all. If the guest isn’t able to feel at home, then I will end up being ridiculed as an insensitive host.


  While saying so, the old man himself burst into laughter.


  He looked free from worries, but Shizuno couldn’t judge whether he had an ulterior motive or was currying favor with Moroha.


  On the other hand, Moroha turned in her direction and signaled with his eyes 「Is it okay?」


  Shizuno silently nodded.


  Moroha immediately sat cross-legged, looking grateful.


  「What the, he’s a nice grandfather. How anticlimactic」 was written on his face. He was relaxed.


  Of course, Shizuno was still alert.


  Her grandfather continued chatting about silly stuff with Moroha while making tea.


  They started with the topic that the school for 《Saviors》 had many parts that weren’t different from ordinary schools to topics such as the impression Shizuno usually gave and where he would go on a trip with Shizuno on holidays and so on. The topic kept changing casually, it never stagnated.


  Her grandfather had some skills when it came to the art of conversation. Moroha was somewhat friendly.


  The closeness of the only two tatami mats created a very amiable atmosphere.


  Moroha seemed to have gotten used to the amicable atmosphere of the teahouse created by Shizuno’s grandfather.


  The teacake served earlier put a smile on his face, it looked delicious.


  (It sure looks bad for me to act stiffy, right…?)


  Shizuno meditated while taking a surreptitious, sidelong glance at Moroha.


  It was foolish to blindly believe in her grandfather’s good intentions, but wasn’t it also foolish to build a wall without actually facing malice?


  She might have to follow Moroha’s serenity and Natural Stance.


  – Now, what you have been waiting for.


  The old man’s tea was presented in front of Shizuno and Moroha.


  A matcha filled with a beautiful dark green color.


  Shizuno received the tea of her grandfather, which she hadn’t been treated to in a long time, with a nostalgic feeling.


  On the other hand, Moroha wondered if it was okay to take the tea cup in his hands, they could tell he was confused because he said 「If I remember correctly, you turn it three times, right?」 and 「But if I just pretend to know that, it will be embarrassing, don’t you agree?」 .


  The old man immediately read the subtleties,


  – You can drink it as you like. There is another helping, and there is no need to be modest.


  – Thank you. Then, I will take the privilege to do so.


  Moroha lowered only his head lightly and took a sip.


  – Oh, it’s good….


  He lamented with a surprised face and the old man, who heard him, smiled broadly.


  Moroha, who ended up saying his impressions inadvertently and hid his embarrassment, became talkative,


  – I’ve heard that the tea in a location like this is bitter and terribly unpalatable, but that’s not the case at all.


  – It’d be pitiful if matcha is called bitter by the modern Japanese people who drink black coffee without batting an eyelid.


  – Aha, that’s right. As for that, when I grow up, I’ll be able to experience its sweetness too.


  Shizuno tasted such a cheerful conversation with her ears and tasted matcha with her tongue.


  (Has the flavor changed a lot from before, I wonder?)


  The old man wasn’t talking about things such as tea-ceremony procedures.


  The flavor of the tea had changed significantly, namely, the taste for tea of the old man had changed in a few years.


  Even at his age, his taste hadn’t settled yet, and the covetousness and liveliness of the old man as a human who was in pursuit of a new state of mind──in other words, Shizuno was deeply impressed by his spiritual youth.


  – How is it, Shizuno?


  – It’s tasty.


  Because it wasn’t a formal tea ceremony, her manner of speaking disregarded etiquette, but she answered with a candid feeling.


  – Can I get a second helping?


  – Of course. You’re probably thirsty after climbing the hill trail.


  – Oh… is that the reason why the teahouse was built on the hill?


  – Hahaha, I wonder about that.


  The old man feigned innocence, but Moroha seemed to have understood.


  (What a costly hobby…) was written on his sullen face.


  Shizuno felt the desire to cause a little mischief,


  – By the way, the tea cup that Moroha has now in his hands is worth 10 million yen.


  – Whaat!?


  Moroha screamed hysterically and panicked.


  He immediately turned into stone while holding the tea cup with both hands.


  Whether he wanted to return the tea cup or put it on the tatami mat, he was driven into a corner because he wouldn’t be able to take responsibility if he damaged it due to being careless.


  – Hahaha, you’re good at joking, aren’t you, Shizuno? It’s not like you have to do that, do you?


  – I, I agree. There’s no way such an expensive container would be offered to a kid like me.


  Feeling relieved, Moroha returned the container to the old man to get a second helping.


  (Well, it’s worth 5 million yen though)


  Knowing almost nothing about the things in the world made one happier.


   


  Having delicious tea served for him, Moroha opened his heart to the old man completely and the place became more and more lively.


  There was also a reason why Shizuno gradually softened her attitude and increased the number of words she spoke.


  So──


  – Haimura-kun. Do you like Japan?


  Shizuno inadvertently didn’t notice the word “fear” that her grandfather had slipped between topics for a while.


  – Hmm….


  Moroha hesitated to speak as if being taken aback.


  Unlike Shizuno, he wasn’t cautious of the old man, but he noticed that the question was truly crazy.


  – I’d like to know what you think. Time goes slowly in the teahouse. Can you give it some thought and answer me?


  Having been asked by the old man, Moroha began to ponder while scratching his head.


  (Are the tedious talks of the elderly this easygoing?)


  (No, I don’t think that’s the case)


  Shizuno gave him a signal with her eyes, but Moroha ended up showing his characteristic good nature amply.


  He didn’t stop thinking and answered stutteringly.


  – Even if it’s about the country, it’s too vague, I don’t know what I like or dislike, however──


  – Yes, yes? However?


  The old man squinted more and more and showed he was paying attention.


  Shizuno knew well that his smile, which was like that of a gentle grandfather to his beloved grandchild, and its true nature, were the exact opposite.


  When people appraise people, they showed their attitude in their eyes.


  He thought he was stealthily assessing the other party, when in reality the other party was also studying him.


  The old man was fully aware of it, so he mostly hid his eyes with his eyelids and turned on the habit of measuring the other party.


  Of course, Moroha continued his reply without taking notice of it.


  – I’ve been to New York for about two weeks recently. At that time, I really missed Japanese food. Immediately after I came back, I got someone to prepare tamago kake gohan, and it deeply moved me how delicious it was…. Ah, this isn’t an answer, is it*?


  *TN: Raw egg mixed with rice.


  – Don’t worry about it, and thank you. I’ve got to hear a good story.


  The old man nodded in satisfaction many times.


  – It was good?


  – Yes, it made me feel relieved a lot.


  The old man nodded as if clinging to it.


  And he began to talk in a calm tone.


  – I also love Japan. Although I say so, I’m the same as Haimura-kun. It’s not like the country loves vague concepts. We have produced many bureaucrats for generations and have established several companies by making the best use of personal connections on those occasions. We have deep roots in this country and we have built a solid foundation. To tell the truth, we’ve done a lot of things that cannot be praised. But there are many things we considered were for the sake of our country. We’re different from politicians who sell their country and wicked bureaucrats that I have seen here and there recently. We love this country. The richer this country is, the richer we become, and if our country is damaged, we’ll share the same fate. Is there something that represents more mutual love than this*?


  *TN: Almost all of the “we” above are the furigana reading for Urushibara.


  The words of the old man were incredibly frank.


  Moroha also had trouble reacting to them.


  Even Shizuno was about as surprised as him. It was different when it was a relative, but her grandfather never opened his heart to someone he met for the first time like this.


  – I’ve heard about those Six Wings. They can suddenly send terrifying monsters into any city, correct? We will be at a loss if such a thing were to happen in Japan. We’ll really be at a loss.


  – So, do you want Moroha to do something about them?


  – Of course, I know that Moroha-kun is not a god. There’s no way that I’ll believe it will be settled as soon as I beg him. However, I wanted Haimura-kun to know. We’re of the same mind, we both have an attachment to Japan.


  – Yeah. I like that expression. Attachment. It sits well with me.


  Moroha nodded in a relaxed manner while scratching his head.


  – Will Haimura-kun continue to fight the Six Wings from now on?


  – Yes. There are people that have to be saved.


  – Then I also have to show that I’m not just all mouth.


  Saying so, the old man gently presented what he had been hiding behind the large utensil stand in front of Moroha.


  It was a brand-new manila envelope.


  – What is this?


  Moroha picked it up to check the contents, and the old man told him first.


  – It’s a bankbook. There are about a billion in the account, so use it as you like.


  Moroha turned into a stone statue, his legs still crossed.


  This was the second time today.


  – A bi-biiiiillion???


  – If it’s not enough, please tell me. I’ll transfer more.


  – *Cough*….


  Moroha coughed with a force that could lead to hemoptysis.


  Shizuno hurriedly rubbed his back.


  – There are still many like-minded people who are attached to Japan. Those are the war funds from us. It appears that the battle will be fierce, will it not? When necessary, that won’t be a problem.


  – Still, isn’t it wrong to give such a large sum of money to a child?


  – You’re not a child but a Savior who fights the demons, no?


  – Isn’t it much more meaningful to donate it to the Japanese Division?


  – As a matter of fact, I don’t like that man called Suruga Andou.


  – Eh?


  – When you meet him, Haimura-kun, you will know. You’ll meet him tomorrow, right?


  – That’s… correct.


  Moroha seemed to show some interest in Suruga Andou, but what the old man told him killed so.


  It wasn’t the atmosphere he couldn’t tell in detail, but it seemed that he had given up on going any further.


  – I’ve heard a lot about Haimura-kun from Tadanori. You dislike pointless waste above all else. In that case, it’s okay. I can entrust you with this money.


  As expected, he had done a proper preliminary investigation.


  Shizuno calmly pulled out the manila envelope from Moroha’s hands and inspected the inside while throwing interjections.


  A bankbook with nine zeros printed on it and an ATM card of the same account.


  A memo pad with the PIN.


  「Haimura Moroha」 was carefully printed on the name of the contract and seal for bank transactions. It included everything; nothing was missing.


  When she returned it, Moroha stared at it nervously.


  – Even if I get it, can I really use it? The money will just rot away, you know?


  – I’m okay with it too. Please take it to the grave.


  – … I don’t understand what rich people think.


  Heartbroken, Moroha hung his head.


  When it came to money, why did he feel so wimpish?


  However, Shizuno thought that such aspect of him was cute, too. A new attraction she found in this world.


  Moroha ended up curling himself up completely while holding such an impossible amount of money. As Shizuno stroked his knees and thighs in a cross-legged posture and comforted him,


  – Is this the main reason why Ojii-sama called Moroha?


  – No, there’s one more thing.


  The old man was simply smiling, but that made Shizuno be frightened.


  She hunched.


  The story of how the money was a gambit to shake the mind of Moroha.


  Of course, she didn’t think that the discussion of the love for their country of moments ago was a complete lie, but when it came to this battle-worn old man, even making use of 「Sincerity」 and 「1,000,000,000 yen」 as small tools was a piece of cake.


  In other words, the next topic was the favorite of her grandfather.


  As was expected, the old man──


  – Are Haimura-kun and Shizuno dating?


  In that way, he pleasantly broke the ice.


  He made a face as if looking at truly innocent lovers.


  – Ojii-sama.


  Shizuno sharpened her tone.


  Her older brother Tadanori was planning to make Shizuno and Moroha get married.


  No way, did the old man have the same idea?


  No way, did this mean that the 1 billion was betrothal money?


  It was no joke.


  Moroha straightened his spine while thinking what Shizuno would say.


  – No. I got to be very good friends with her, but it’s not like we’re dating.


  Moroha affirmed with the freshness of a model of sincerity, which didn’t bear the slightest resemblance of the old man’s small tools.


  Shizuno also nodded powerfully next to him.


  She intended to slowly and densely bridge her relationship with Moroha.


  She didn’t feel like going all the way to the end all of a sudden.


  Shizuno enjoyed even this uncertain situation.


  She was savoring the sweet and sour to the fullest.


  She wanted to fully enjoy the experience of love that changed as she climbed the stairs step by step.


  Wasn’t it exactly fate to be able to meet a second time even though they were born again?


  It would be unbearable if it was boorishly interrupted and ruined by her older brother and grandfather.


  (This is unusual. Ojii-sama is being too hasty)


  Despite being on the side that always reproved Tadanori who was talented but had an “I don’t care” personality.


  Shizuno scowled at her grandfather with nothing but anger.


  However, she didn’t get through to her grandfather at all.


  Far from it, he wore the biggest smile of the day.


  – Yes, that’s a relief.


  He took a deep breath, he was relieved.


  (… What’s that supposed to mean?)


  With the conversation starting to roll in an unexpected direction, Shizuno suddenly felt chills.


  – Excuse me…. What’s a relief?


  Moroha made his voice have a tiny trace of caution.


  With an attitude that truly didn’t seem to be aware of the atmosphere, the old man replied quite indifferently but immediately.


  – Actually, I’m thinking of making Shizuno withdraw from the White Knight Organization.


  – You….


  Shizuno raised her voice for an instant because she was very upset.


  – I haven’t heard about that.


  – I’m telling you now.


  The old man still smiled.


  However, at last, his smile created a ghastliness like that of a specter.


  – Will you ignore the intentions of the person in question?


  And finally, Moroha changed his attitude.


  He had glazed eyes.


  The warmth towards the relative of Shizuno disappeared, and the wrath of the king who lived in the permafrost castle colored his eyes.


  – Hahaha, scary. Very scary. No 16-year-old child can make those eyes.


  Even though he was persecuted by Moroha’s gaze, the courage of the laughing old man was also unusual.


  – Among the many grandchildren, I don’t pay particular attention to Shizuno. The battles with the Six Wings will only get fiercer from now on, but I feel uneasy leaving such matter to her. Let this weakened old man worry about her. Fortunately, Shizuno is also sixteen. There will be mountains of marriage proposals coming. I thought this was the right time as well.


  The old man declared brazenly.


  – The fact that Haimura-kun and Shizuno aren’t together did save me the trouble.


  Shizuno was already making her face turn pale.


  (No!)


  She wanted to raise hell impulsively.


  She couldn’t think of anything other than refusal.


  But she couldn’t.


  The hands of Moroha.


  They were stretched gently to protect Shizuno and were hold out to hold back her emotions at the same time.


  – In other words──for you, I’m an annoying bug and a hindrance to your granddaughter.


  The tone of Moroha towards the old man was completely devoid of respect.


  – I like children who reach a quick conclusion.


  – In other words──this is a substitute for consolation money.


  – Yes. My granddaughter isn’t cheap.


   


  – Stop bullshitting me!!


   


  Moroha’s angry roar. A very loud voice.


  It was thrown violently with the manila envelope.


  A shock reverberated. Even though it was a small teahouse, the building was shaken from its foundation.


  Just like the roar of a dragon.


  Even the old man became speechless.
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  – “Such a paltry sum of money”. You carry your jokes too far. Even though you brought 1 billion, I won’t hand Shizuno over.


  Moroha, who knocked back the manila envelope, told him in a subdued voice while glaring at him and slowly stood up.


  – Haha… then collecting money from all over the world… isn’t enough, huh…?


  This old fox, this old man, made a hoarse voice.


  Struck by the anger and shout of Moroha, he swallowed his words completely.


  As expected, he could only respond with persiflage.


  Shizuno was taken aback somehow, she couldn’t say a word.


  She believed that Moroha would object, but to think she would get him to say it so powerfully. It was an unexpected end.


  A feeling of happiness spread slowly but steadily, making her chest ache. The antinomy of apology, which even made him, a mild-mannered man, speak sharply like this, became a very good spice and seasoning, and Shizuno couldn’t help but be aware of the immorality and sinfulness of her sex as her chest hurt more and more.


  – We’re going home, Shizuno.


  – Eh? Yes.


  Her feelings still rapturing, she gave a vague answer to Moroha.


  Lifted as she was, she was carried in his arms like a princess and taken away.


  Moroha was about to open the paper sliding door with his feet and leave as if replying rudely and impolitely.


  – P-please wait, Haimura-kun!


  The old man, who had regained his vigor, said in a loud voice, but Moroha couldn’t be stopped anymore.


  – The tea. It was delicious. You have my thanks.


  He thanked him for that in a logical manner and left the teahouse.


  He quickly went back to the way he came from.


  Probably because he still couldn’t suppress his anger, his stride was rough, and hard footsteps echoed on the stony path.


  Shizuno appealed to him while being held in his arms.


  – Wait, Moroha. I beg you to wait, please. Do it for me.


  – No. I don’t want to see the face of your grandfather anymore.


  – Don’t say such a childish thing.


  – My bad. In the end, I was the one who ended up offending your grandfather. I’ll think of something so that they don’t do something bad to you later.


  – That makes me happy, but that’s not it….


  – What?


  – The shoes. My shoes. I left them in front of the teahouse.


  – Oh….


  Moroha finally realized that he carried Shizuno in his arms and took her away without giving her time to put on her shoes.


  – Ooh….


  An embarrassing-looking face. How much did I lose my cool? He reflected.


  – Sorry. I’ll carry you to your house, so please forgive me.


  – Mejiro is about 70 kilometers away from Kamakura, no?


  – … I’ll carry you to the car, so please forgive me.


  – After I get off the car, will you carry me to the front door?


  – Of course, Ojou-sama.


  – Are you looking forward to seeing how Maya-san and Elena-san will react when they see us?


  – I-I’m just suffering the consequences of my own actions. I’m prepared, you know?


  Strangely, Shizuno couldn’t bear the fact that Moroha said so with a weak face.


  She didn’t think he was the same person as the man who silenced her grandfather with a roar.


  – Yes. Then you’re also prepared for what you’ve done for me, right?


  – Hmm?


  – Thank you for taking me away.


  Shizuno kissed Moroha.


  First his cheek. Then his earlobe. And then nape of his neck.


  Every time she kissed him as if picking at him, Moroha blushed, turned pale and got confused with 「Hey, wait」.


  She kissed his noisy mouth and silenced him.


  – Hmm～～～～～～～～～～～!


  Moroha let out a soundless scream, his mouth still blocked.


  What a cute reaction!


  (After all, there’s no need to hurry)


  Shizuno ecstatically brought her cheek near Moroha.


  When she met Shu Saura in her past life, he was already a splendid adult, and even after getting to the point of loving each other, he didn’t show such an innocent side.


  It was a waste to skip over this and that that could only be enjoyed in their current relationship and move forward.


  It wasn’t Moroha, however, who thought so.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  Leaving the paper sliding door open, Haimura Moroha had gone.


  Shizuno’s grandfather, Genzou, kept looking out silently while sitting on his soles in the teahouse.


  Then, the door of the host’s entrance in the back opened, and a young man who was waiting behind it appeared.


  – What do you think about Haimura-kun?


  The man showing a flattering smile was Tadanori.


  He was the grandson of Genzou, the older brother of Shizuno, and the board chairman of Akane Academy.


  – I think of him as the husband of Shizuno, I should say?


  – Considering it’s you, that’s a good choice.


  Genzou, who didn’t have a high opinion of Tadanori, admitted while saying so ironically.


  He closed his eyelids and ruminated about the caustic words of Moroha.


  That dignity and manliness at his age.


  In his long life, Genzou had met only one boy like him.


  Namely, the Japanese Division Head Suruga Andou.


  Genzou recognized that Moroha was of the same rank as Andou. Moreover, unlike Andou, he didn’t have an unknown side, and his honest personality was satisfying.


  – Above all, grandfather-sama seems to be pleased by him, too. It’s only a matter of time before some large city is attacked by the calamities of the 《Metaphysicals》. If that happens, it will be difficult to hide their existence, and so will the White Knight Organization. Sir Edward will be compelled to do an official announcement at any time, so we are making preparations for that matter. And at that time, Haimura-kun, who is an S-Rank, will attract the attention of the world as a hero.


  He half paid attention to the speech of Tadanori who talked about minor and cunning calculations eloquently.


  He didn’t feel like preaching him with a “How can you only see people that way?”.


  He didn’t want to throw cold water on this refreshing feeling that he got from meeting Moroha face-to-face.


  Instead of that, he ordered.


  – I feel that Haimura Shizuno sounds better than Urushibara Moroha, don’t you agree?


  – I agree.


  Tadanori bowed briskly.


  He immediately tried to turn around,


  – Take this.


  Genzou picked up the manila envelope on the tatami mat and presented it to Tadanori.


  The thing Moroha threw violently.


  – Please give it to Haimura-kun.


  – But he didn’t accept it, did he?


  – Haha, what are you talking about? It’s a mere apology fee for summoning him all of a sudden and being rude. It’s a “paltry sum of money”, so I’m sure Haimura-kun will accept it without reserve and without grumbling about anything.


  Being deceived wasn’t part of his nature.


  Genzou laughed with a smile.


  Despite being over 80 years old, his ability to think and his memory weren’t clouded in the slightest, but──


  He couldn’t remember how many years had passed since he didn’t pretend to smile but actually did so from the bottom of his heart.


  Chapter 5 - Tokyo Main Office of the Japanese Division


  After lunch the next day.


  Moroha visited the Tokyo main office with Shizuno as his companion.


  This was because he wanted to have an advance meeting in preparation for the attack of “Invisible” that was expected to happen tomorrow.


  Actually, Moroha had something else on his mind, so he thought of proposing that without fail.


  He asked Maya and Leshya to stay at home today as well.


  Additionally, he got the driver of the Urushibara family to give him a ride after yesterday.


  From the Gokokuji interchange, he got on the Tokyo Metropolitan Expressway, got off at Kasumigaseki IC, and headed straight to Tameike-sannou──


  It was said that the Tokyo main office was located in a neighborhood that didn’t have a particular impression on Moroha who was an outsider.


  (It’s a neighborhood with a vast sky)


  It was the first impression of Moroha of Tameike-sannou seen from the window of the back seat.


  A wide road with many lanes.


  The buildings here and there were big, but not very tall.


  In addition, it was so deserted that he didn’t believe this was in Tokyo.


  Those things made Moroha feel relaxed.


  – It’s a business district after all. Saturdays are like this.


  The driver politely told him.


  It was said that the road was more crowded on weekdays. Moroha was lightly interested in whether the population density would change so much on weekdays and besides that.


  However, even if it was called “business district” in two words, Kasumigaseki and Nagata-chou were very close, and so where the prime minister’s official residence and the American Embassy, so there was a unique atmosphere that made it difficult to approach even if he had nothing to do there.


  (I wonder if the Tokyo main office feels as ridiculous as these…)


  Is it overly authoritarian? Or ceremonious? And so on.


   Moroha felt annoyed──but when he actually arrived, to be honest, the Tokyo main office was a considerably deserted building that had seen a number of winters.


  Moroha asked Shizuno with a look of amazement.


  – The White Knight Organization has been going for… 6, 7 years already? Did they build it before that?


  – It would cost a lot more to build a new building in the city center, no? That’s why they’ve been using office buildings for rent.


  – I see. That’s great.


  Moroha was impressed while understanding.


  No matter how magnificent the headquarters were, they were of no use whatsoever when eliminating 《Metaphysicals》.


  Their spirit of valuing wasted money was wonderful. Moroha’s local city hall was meaninglessly large, it had a shining and artistic exterior appearance, but he hoped to see those who threw that hard-earned tax money to follow the WKO’s example.


  (I don’t recall the New York main office. The Japanese Division Head may also have an unexpected and rational personality)


  Moroha looked up at the building that gave even a wabi-sabi feeling, and carefully thought*.


  *TN: Wabi-sabi is an aesthetic sense in Japanese art centered on the acceptance of transience and imperfection.


  When they got off at the small roundabout in front of the entrance, they were immediately welcomed.


  The woman who ran towards them while panting was familiar.


  Takanashi Kyouko.


  The ringleader who teamed up with Zhixin, trapped Moroha and locked him in the mansion of the “Witch of the Prison”.


  Honestly, Moroha couldn’t care less about it anymore, but the temperature of the air Shizuno wore had dropped by several degrees.


  Without seeming to notice the grim gaze of Shizuno, Takanashi,


  – Thank you for coming, Haimura-kun──no, Haimura-sama.


  Changing her tone to a flattering one in the middle of her words, the beautiful woman showed an undermining and flattering smile.


  – We had heard from Sir Edward that you would come, so we have been looking forward to it! How should I thank you this time?


  – It’s not necessary, I came because I wanted to.


  Certainly, he didn’t feel like making her feel grateful.


  – Hmm, I would like you not to tell me something so unsympathetic! If you protect Suruga-sama from the evil influence of “Invisible, I, Takanashi Kyouko, will always be in your debt.


  – No, actually, concerning that matter, there’s something I have to tell you too….


  – We will talk about it later. Now, please go inside first. Everyone is looking forward to it, did you know? Everyone knows that Haimura-sama is now the strongest 《Savior》 in the world. Moreover, everyone is impressed by your courage and justice to try to protect Suruga-sama at your own will.


  – No… you don’t need to extol me in such a revolting way, okay? It’s alright if you treat me like a brat like when we met before.


  – Hohoho, nice joke. I completely forgot about such an old story.


  What was this flip-flop?


  Her attitude was too different from when they met before, it was at the level of 「Who’s she?」.


  Moroha was making his face stiffen.


  Then Shizuno whispered into his ear,


  (It’s ok to let her do as she likes. You’ll only get tired if you keep dealing with her, won’t you?)


  (… I’ll have the privilege of following your apathy here)


  (I want you to call it worldly wisdom, okay?)


  Anyhow, he decided to follow Shizuno’s advice.


  Takanashi led them into the building while giving him easy-to-see-through flatteries, but what Moroha heard went in through one ear and out through the other.


  Inside the main office, the floors and walls were deteriorating here and there, it was declining like the exterior.


  However, it was all clean and tidy inside, it didn’t give a gloomy feeling at all.


  There was the term “honorable poverty”, but Moroha felt comfortable with the atmosphere that embodied “That people can live splendidly without wasting money”.


  One day he would graduate from Akane Academy and work at some bureau, but this made him believe that he wanted to work in a workplace like this.


  They took the elevator comfortably and arrived at the first basement floor.


  The automatic door opened to the left and right.


  And, at the sight that spread in front of him──Moroha doubted his eyes.


  The floor of the small hall in front of the elevator was all marble.


  All three corridors extending to the front and to the left and right had uselessly luxurious carpets laid on them.


  The wall tiles were pure white as if they were newly built.


  The chandeliers hanging from the ceiling were ridiculously showy.


  When he got off the elevator, he thought for a moment that he went to another building.


  – W-what is this….


  – This floor is the abode of Suruga-sama. Suitable equipment is here, at least.


  Without being affected by the mood of the shocked Moroha, Takanashi replied proudly.


  – Suruga-sama’s noble tastes are well in sight, don’t you agree? Maybe Haimura-sama likes that, too?


  (No, I won’t get along with someone who has such tastes…)


  Moroha didn’t say it, but he thought about it. He ended up being disappointed.


  All the good impressions he had about the Tokyo main office cracked and shattered.


  In inverse proportion, the stocks of the Japanese Division Head whom he didn’t know yet were falling dramatically.


  He lowered his voice and talked to Shizuno.


  (Now I understand the feelings of your grandfather, when he said that money can’t be entrusted with Suruga Andou…. Does everyone in the Japanese Division know this? Isn’t he hiding misappropriation of public funds?)


  (His luxurious eccentricities and the way he’s absorbed in self-indulgent pleasures are pretty well known, you know?)


  (He’s not hiding it at all…. It was rude to compare him with Arlene-san…)


  The wasteful habits of the American Division Head only happened when inventions were involved, and, if seen from a broad perspective, they could be replaced with a useful magic item, so it couldn’t be said that it was wasted money.


  However, he felt that Suruga’s way of using it had no room for excuses.


  With eyes half-closed, Moroha looked all around.


  On the other hand, Takanashi continued talking proudly while going ahead to the front corridor.


  – Because the sense of impending crisis regarding the terrorism of the Six Wings within the Japanese government is getting stronger, movements that try to allocate more budget than before are made from the new year. By doing so, we will be able to build a new building that suits Suruga-sama’s tastes, not just this floor. Of course, at that time, Haimura-sama’s splendid office will be included in the design, so please look forward to it.


  – I’m terribly grateful. It’d be great if you can consult with me in advance.


  – Understood. It will be something that needs to match Haimura-sama’s taste after all.


  – That’s right.


  Of course, at that time, Moroha decided that he would flatly say 「Give me an ordinary desk in the same place as everyone!」.


  Even if Shizuno made fun of him all day long, this kind of unpleasant tiredness wasn’t all that bad──as soon as he thought so, fatigue had accumulated just by talking with Takanashi for a few minutes.


  Walking limply, Moroha and Shizuno came to the end of the corridor.


  There was a double door. An overly authoritative and solid one.


  Takanashi knocked on it reverently, and 「Please, come in」, the courteous reply of a woman came from inside.


  Takanashi used her whole body to open the heavy door and urged Moroha and Shizuno to enter.


  A humorous state that spouted out involuntarily. Why did he have to have such an anxiety every time he passed through a door? Did this superficially good-looking thing have any meaning? He couldn’t understand his nerves.


  He endured it and went inside.


  Suruga’s office was also immense, larger than Moroha’s classroom.


  In that much space, there was Suruga’s more-than-elegant office desk, and four office desks that were also good enough for secretaries.


  And four men and women were waiting.


  – Thank you for coming, Haimura-kun.


  In front of the entrance, the boy who had a huge Division Emblem in the background and who was resting his chin in his hands on the office desk thanked him with an arrogant attitude.


  Yes, a boy. He was wearing a school uniform with a stand-up collar.


  He was probably as old as or one year older than Moroha.


  Medium build. Standard and ordinary features.


  Standard and ordinary presence.


  Takanashi introduced him while being awfully respectful.


  – He is Suruga Andou-sama, Head of the Japanese Division.


  It didn’t honestly click in Moroha.


  The sparks in his head didn’t scatter as violently as if to warn him, like when he met Edward, Charles and Shiba for the first time.


  – The agreement of the Six Heads says that you’ll be treated as a student until you graduate… that is the roundabout story, but… for the time being, and all day tomorrow, a military man like you will be mine. Isn’t that exciting?


  – *Sigh*….


  Moroha gave a half-hearted reply to Suruga’s words.


  Considering his exaggerated words, dignity be damned.


  No aura was exuding from his body.


  The more the Japanese Division Head-sama spoke pompously, the weaker he ended up feeling.


  Rather, wasn’t he using exaggerated words to make himself look important? Moroha ended up being suspicious of him.


  This person was the last one of the Six Heads that he hadn’t met yet.


  When he came to see what kind of person he was, the feeling of disappointment was undeniable.


  (Is this person really the Japanese Division Head? Like Edward and the others?)


  The feeling of disappointment was as impressive as the high expectations he had.  


  (… Well, you’re way too corrupted by the impact of Edward and Charles. He’s a normal person, so that should be fine, no?*)


  *TN: Edward and Charles are the furigana reading for “great walking nuisance” and “incredibly annoying guy” respectively.


  It ended up taking him some time until he reconsidered so.


  On the other hand, with a vigor as if she was proud of her own achievements, Takanashi,


  – Tomorrow, the elite of the main office, with Haimura-sama at the center, will do everything in their power to protect Suruga-sama. Of course, I, Takanashi, am prepared to put my life on the line, so please rest easy──


  「Yeah, about that」 Suruga interrupted without letting everyone talk, 「I have no problems with you offering your loyalty to me. However, everyone at the main office will be practicing at Okutama tomorrow」.


  – Wha…. Does that mean you don’t need our escorts!? W-why!? No way, Haimura-sama alone is enough…?


  – I will explain that.


  One of the secretaries stood up and joined the conversation from the side.


  All four Suruga’s secretaries, including Takanashi, were beautiful, but she was the most beautiful. Her features were so perfect that she looked man-made.


  – I will introduce myself to Haimura-kun and the others first. My name is Kousaka Kasumi and I am the second secretary of Division Head Suruga. Nice to meet you.


  However, her expression was relaxed, one example of it was how she smiled at him, it was very charming yet it didn’t feel she was flattering him at all.


  After introducing herself, Kousaka began to explain while looking around Moroha, Shizuno and Takanashi.


  – This is an emergency because the Division Head Suruga is being targeted by “Invisible”, but at the same time, this is also an opportunity, is it not? If we can repel and capture “Invisible”, the benefits will be immeasurable. Haimura-kun came mainly for that objective, did he not?


  Moroha nodded straightforwardly.


  – So, the only information we have heard is that “Invisible” may come, but there is no guarantee that other 《Demons》 will not come. Rather, considering the attack on Yekaterinburg main office, it is very likely that those troublesome guys will cooperate and make it even more annoying. But even with this, a crisis is an opportunity. What do you think, Haimura-kun?


  – Actually, I wanted to make a suggestion as well, but… if a lot of them attack, we should expect them to use 《Transportal》. Then, on the contrary, we should attack and go to the other side of the gate.


  Mari should be on that side.


  There might be guards beside Mari──like, if it was even that Shiba──if he could fight and rescue her, Moroha could quickly keep his promise with Maya.


  – As expected of you. Division Head Suruga thinks the same. The problem is that the offensive role is expected to face a great danger, but… can I leave that to Haimura-kun?


  – Rather, everything is working out as I desired.


  – It is settled then! You are as the rumors say, you have a bold courage, and that is of a great help.


  Kousaka turns around and she and Suruga nodded at each other.


  Suruga, who thought that he was in danger but also thought that this was an opportunity to attack, should be the one having a bold idea.


  From their nodding gesture, he truly didn’t feel like they were putting on appearances. It was really trivial.


  Moroha ended up feeling uncomfortable by their odd impression.


  However, Takanashi raised an objection in a loud voice uncontrollably.


  – Wait a minute! Who will be responsible for the protection of Suruga-sama!?


  Probably because she didn’t get to be heard until now, her voice of surprise already seemed to be shrieking.


  The first secretary was ignored, and the second secretary was managing all by herself instead of the Division Head. Being able to grasp the delicate and complicated transition of the power balance inside the office was the pathos of things.


  Even if Takanashi flared up at her, Kousaka stayed calm and replied.


  – First of all, we will get Division Head Suruga to hide tomorrow. In the meantime, I will act as a decoy.


  The yes-man Kousaka did a graceful 360º spin where she was.


  When she turned towards them and then turned around, the moment she faced them again, they were surprised, her features had changed all of a sudden.


  She and Suruga were two peas in a pod.


  – I can change my body shape, but my clothes are torn now.


  Changing even her voice to Suruga’s, Kousaka spoke out without being proud of it.


  Shizuno lowered her voice next to Moroha,


  (If her clothes get torn, then it’s not an illusion, is it? Transformation ability… it’s like a very unique 《Ancestral Arts》)


  (Yeah. I feel neither prana nor mana)


  It’s handy, Moroha thought, although when it came to her fighting strength, it was suspicious and unknown.


  In the meantime, Kousaka made another turn and returned to her original features.


  No, was this really her true face? There was no guarantee, her beautiful face appeared to be more and more fake to Moroha. That woman was scary.


  Kousaka continued with a clear face.


  – And secondly, reliable reinforcements are coming besides Haimura-kun.


  – Reinforcements…? Where? Who?


  Takanashi was bewildered at first, and gradually distorted the corners of her mouth subtly.


  – In the first place, there should be no more reliable reinforcement than Haimura-sama.


  She wore a mocking smile.


  Kousaka didn’t answer, she turned on her heels and started walking instead.


  Her pace was bursting with confidence.


  Suruga’s office had a continuous space on the left and right.


  Kousaka stood in front of the door on the right side.


  With a pompous gesture, she threw it open.


  Immediately from inside the room──


  – You’re late. Don’t keep me waiting!


   


  ──An angry roar that couldn’t sound more displeasured gushed out.


  Moroha was startled.


  Shizuno was also dumbfounded.


  Takanashi and the others were so confused that they shrunk back.


  The visit of the young man, who was waiting in the adjoining room, had that much of an impact.


  Black hair. Black suit. Even his tie was black. He even wore black leather gloves.


  Getting angry, only the color that was glaring at them was blue.


  Probably because his irritation hadn’t subsided yet, he walked around the room restlessly and meaninglessly.


  Needless to say, he was the French Division Head.


  Charles Saint-Germain, he was that person.


  – This dullard. I make you give them a troublesome explanation first, so how much time do you plan to spend if I entrust this and that admirable thing to you!? Until it gets dark… no, until the day dawns!? Are you going to pester me by making me stay at a shabby place like this!?


  – Eh? Eh? Eh?


  Having being criticized by Charles and his awfully menacing look, Kousaka recoiled.


  The face full of confidence she had until now was nowhere to be seen, it was inevitable.


   


  He sympathized with her.


  Moroha knew that this guy was immature, but usually one would end up freezing in fear if the French magician ended up scolding you.


  – I-if so, if Charles-sama also participated in the explanation…


  – Nonsense! Why should I do such a troublesome thing!?


  – That’s so absurd!


  As a result of Kousaka trying to explain in a low voice, the volume of Charles’ angry voice doubled.


  It had such an impact that Takanashi, who had nothing to do with it, shrugged her shoulders.


  – What is absurd!? You’re the one giving the explanation to the seventh person, I’m just telling you to do it faster. How do you not get that? Is the Japanese Division full of idiots?


  – *Eeek*….


  – Leave it as that, Charles.


  Moroha felt sorry for Kousaka and took out a rescue boat with a bitter smile.


  *Urk*, Charles kept silent.


  – Why are you here in the first place? It’s quite surprising.


  – What a foolish question. Andou is the next target of the Six Wings. And our old hag predicted that “Invisible” would attack this place tomorrow.


  – Oh. Now you convinced me.


  Moroha snapped his fingers.


   


  There was an old woman, a seer, in the French Division.


  Her accurate rate was about 10%, but when she was right, it was an unbelievable 《Ancestral Arts》 that foresaw even the most astounding things.


  Moroha was impressed by this conversation, that they were able to infer it well in advance, but upon hearing the news source, he fully understood and agreed with it. It wasn’t within the limits of a possibility yet, but it stood to reason why Edward peskily said 「One in ten」.


   


  – We don’t know if there really will be an attack, yet you took the trouble to come all the way here, huh.


  – Of course. “Invisible” owes me big. I won’t be satisfied unless he’s pinched and crushed by 『our』 hands*.


  *TN: Our is the furigana reading for Lés Élements.


  The man, whose lover was kidnapped before, made his blue eyes pass through a deep red rage for a moment.


  If there was a possibility to take revenge on “Invisible”, then not even a “one in ten” could be overlooked.


  – Roger. Anyway, I also agree that we better not waste time on advance arrangements and the like. Let’s discuss it and finish it quickly, shall we? After that, let’s go eat something, even if we have dinner earlier than usual.


  Kousaka nodded incessantly to Moroha’s proposal.


  She didn’t want to be criticized by Charles anymore, she was already desperate.


  And she turned imploring eyes towards Moroha who gave her a helping hand.


  As Shizuno poked his side with her elbow and said (You’re a pretentious person, Moroha), he cleared his throat and chided her with a (I have no choice, do I?)


  But in fact, as expected, Charles changed the force of his argument.


  He glared at Moroha with a fiery and tempestuous gaze.


  Despite all that, a terrifying intimidation was in it.


  As expected of one of the corners of the Six Heads.


  If it wasn’t Moroha, he certainly would have turned around.


  Charles put pressure on him with his fierce look, and Moroha parried it with his clear and serene eyes.


  It was wrong to say they were giving off sparks, but it was also an eye-to-eye battle.


  – Don’t give me orders. Look at you, giving orders to me, it appears that you’ve become quite arrogant since the last time I saw you, seventh person.


  Charles said hatefully in a detestable tone of voice.


  Moroha didn’t get annoyed by that.


  Charles’ tiresomeness was hardcore.


  When he was dragged into this guy’s pace, they couldn’t come to a settlement no matter how much time passed.


  Because he knew him thoroughly, he had to be adult one here.


  – I just gave a construction opinion, didn’t I? You think that I’m better than you. This is serious. However, you’re also a big shot, so behave accordingly. Division Head Suruga has a dignified attitude, and that’s admirable, isn’t it? What about you, French Division Head-sama?


  He cited the Japanese Division Head, who hadn’t cut into the conversation with useless words since some time ago, as an example to follow.


  Strictly speaking, he was a person who didn’t have a strong presence like the air, but that was a convenience.


  Charles suddenly made a sour expression,


  – Don’t make fun of me. Andou is an 18-year-old brat, isn’t he? No matter how you look at it, my presence is superior.


  – … I’m not talking about that right now, so when the meeting is over, soak in black and white as much as you want.


  Even Moroha made a sour expression.


  He seriously started to consider “Isn’t this guy under a curse of death that will activate unless he snaps at someone’s verbal mistake and makes the conversation derail intently?”.


  (No, no, no, aren’t I already getting dragged into this guy’s pace?)


  Like a pair of mirrors facing each other. This stupidity of grimacing at each other.


  Moroha relaxed as much as he could.


  – Okay. I get it. Charles-sama, who has the greatest presence and is the oldest one, will run this place. Correct? Because this is a serious conversation I don’t get, a child like me should follow what you say.


  If that was how the conversation would move forward, then that was fine, too.


  – … I don’t like you. I don’t like those who humiliate me unnecessarily.


  – I give up, so do whatever you want to satisfy yourself.


  This guy really doesn’t make the conversation go forward!!


  – I don’t get you. Why are you getting angry all of a sudden? When I talk to you, nothing will come to a settlement. It’s getting dark already.


  – Yeah, that’s right, wouldn’t it be better to just stay up all night and wait for the guys of the Six Wings to attack?


  – You fool. How are we going to have such a sloppy strategy? Think seriously a little.


  – If so, then why don’t you try making even the face of a puppet in a puppet theatre go pale right now?


  THIS GUY IS REALLY TROUBLESOME!!


  – Very well. Give me a second.


  Charles said arrogantly.


  Show me what you’ve got. Moroha stared at him with eyes half-closed.


  Charles came out of the adjoining room with a stack of some kind of paper.


  He came to the side of Suruga and threw them on the office desk.


  – Read. This is the strategy for tomorrow planned by my Division Vice Head.


  – If you had something like that, then take it out from the beginning!!


  Moroha exerted his voice from the bottom of his being fully and retorted.


  Shizuno nodded greatly to the four secretaries, including Takanashi and Kousaka.


  After nodding reflexively, the four secretaries hurriedly moved their necks to the left and right and smoothed over it.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  The strategy devised by the Vice Head of the French Division and Charles’ lover, Flavie Sakho, was an excellent one that put to good use the magic of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  Simple but thorough.


  It was like a textbook, neither defensive battle nor any showy and bizarre plan was needed.


  Even if everyone read it, there were no expressions of confusion, Suruga acknowledged it and went with that strategy.


  Thanks to that, the meeting ended briefly and dispersed in the form of a high dissolution.


  – Let’s go. Seventh person.


  The very moment when Charles said something abruptly to Moroha.


  – Where are we going?


  – You fool. You were the one who invited me to go to dinner once we were done, don’t you remember?


  – What I meant was going with everyone after breaking up the meeting….


  – What?


  Charles solidified all of a sudden.


  He remained like that, without moving, for a while.


  Even when he tried waving his hand in front of his face, he didn’t move.


  What an outstanding petrification.


  – Are you saying that you wanted to have dinner with me?


  – Don’t say nonsense! You hear me? Don’t say nonsense!


  – Why did you say it twice?


  – Are you picking a quarrel…? Who’s the one losing his mind?


  When Moroha pointed to Charles, the latter had an extreme angry look, as if he was making the sourest expression in the world.


  – Don’t regret it, okay? Just when I thought of giving the most luxurious of dinners to you, a poor man who has never eaten them…. Humph.


  – Oh nooo. I regret iiit. Uh oh. I truly regret it.


  Moroha mocked him as if it was the perfect moment for that.


  As thanks for disturbing the waters completely a while ago, or better say, this was such a rare chance.


  However, Shizuno gently whispered into his ear from behind,


  (It’s not something too great to make fun of, Moroha. I’m sure it will be annoying later)


  Moroha was startled.


  The painful advice in his ear was a good advice, but he changed his attitude as he thanked Shizuno.


  – W-well, if the premonition is completely right, then tomorrow will be a big deal. We should take it easy and rest tonight, don’t you agree? Let’s go home early and go to sleep, alright? Later. Bye bye.


  Moroha talked on and on very fast and quickly left the office.


  He had a feeling that 「Even if we meet face to face, we won’t feel at ease and relaxed with each other」, whether Charles noticed or not. He just ignored him and snorted.


  Moroha wondered if someone such as Takanashi would stop him, but because she was afraid of Charles, she was nothing but confused.


  Suruga really had no presence until the end. The blockhead Shizuno escaped barefoot.


  But thanks to that, Moroha could escape from this uncomfortable room.


  For Shizuno’s sake, he opened the heavy door pointlessly, and the two reached the corridor in a hurry──


  It was there that their feet were stopped.


  Two men and women in black suits were waiting outside.


  – It has been a long time, Haimura-kun. Urushibara-san.


  A woman with curly beige hair asked for a handshake with a smile.


  Her name was Chloe Jallet.


  Nicknamed “Witch of the Prison”, she was the leading disciple of 「Cradle of the Sun」, and one of Charles’ close aides.


  She once appeared at Moroha’s location and approached him to scout him. If she hadn’t talk about the connection between Charles and “Invisible” at that time, Moroha might have confronted Charles with uncontrollable rage in that battle.


  Also, it was said that Shizuno was very indebted to Chloe when Moroha was imprisoned.


  – Most important, you look well, Haimura-sama.


  On the other hand, a young black man politely asked for a handshake.


  His name was Blaise.


  Similarly, he was nicknamed “Hidden in the shadows”, he was a powerful templar who had the court rank 《Force 2》.


  At the time of the Japanese-English-French joint《Stronghold》 subjugation operation, he had the opportunity to join the raid team with Moroha.


   – Yes. You two look healthy as well.


  Moroha enthusiastically grasped back Chloe’s and Blaise’s hands.


  – If the prophecy of the old woman-sama is true, we will participate in the war tomorrow, so we will be in your care.


  – Being able to stand in line with Moroha-sama again is the utmost honor.


  – Likewise, and I will be in your care as well.


  Among 《Lés Élements》, these two were courteous, and it was easy to approach their personality. Moroha had a good impression of them.


  They were too good for their bothersome boss.


  – In the last strategy book, around 30 people came from 『Cradle of the Sun』, so I was sure you two would come as well.


  – Yes. Zlatan and the others who are at Akane Academy should be able to join us tonight.


  – Were they of any use, Haimura-sama?


  – Yes, they were. Thanks to Zlatan and the others, the school was reconstructed, it felt like I was watching a movie. I haven’t seen it since the beginning of spring break, but I believe it will be completed after it dawns.


  – That’s good to hear. The 《Le Solide》 lives up to his name.


  – It’s hard to imagine so from his physique, but he possesses a deep knowledge of cruel and delicate magic.


  – No, I understand. I got to do inspections several times. I think he’s really good at battle-oriented magic──


  He engaged in a friendly conversation with them.


  – We’ve been talking while standing for a while now. Are Haimura-kun and Urushibara-san free tonight? Would you like to have dinner together?


  – To celebrate our reunion and to recharge our batteries for tomorrow’s battle.


  – Can I? I’m up for it, by all means.


  Moroha wanted to confirm with Shizuno, but she also nodded with pleasure.


  – Where should we go to eat? I don’t have the slightest idea.


  – Haha, you can leave the trivial matter of choosing a restaurant to me.


  – It looks like Blaise-san, a Frenchman, is more familiar with Tokyo than me, a Japanese, hahahaha.


  As Moroha laughed──he suddenly noticed.


  He nervously looked back.


  The double door was there.


  That was on the other side.


  – … By any chance, will that accompany us to dinner?


  – Yes.


  – Of course.


  Chloe showed a slightly bitter smile on her face while Blaise showed a gentle one, and the two of them replied plainly.


  – After all, I have something to do toni──


  – Now, let’s go, shall we?


  – I know some good restaurants. I am sure Moroha-sama will be pleased.


  His shoulders were firmly grabbed by Chloe and Blaise from the left and right.


  They didn’t seem they were going to let him go, and Moroha didn’t want to be violent enough to shake them off.


  – … Could it be that our conversation was heard inside?


  He asked, but neither Chloe nor Blaise answered while smiling.


  Instead, Shizuno told him with a sigh of disappointment.


  – They’re magicians who greedily gather information and knowledge in secrecy, aren’t they?


  – So we were heard….


  Moroha hung his head.


  Chloe, who saw that, spouted out as if being unable to endure it anymore.


  – Charles-sama will never admit it, but he was happy that Haimura-kun invited him to dinner.


  – He is really a bothersome person. But he is our boss. It was for the sake to make that wish come true, so I apologize, Moroha-sama, but please accept it.


  – I wondered if Moroha didn’t care, but your mouth is a source of disaster, is it not?


  Chloe, Blaise and Shizuno told him in unison.


  Of course, Moroha had no choice but to say yes.


  Chapter 6 - Going to Yokohama Chinatown with the Demon of France


  – Are we really going on this!?


  Moroha asked loudly while being hit by a fierce wind.


  The surroundings were so noisy that his voice wouldn’t reach him unless he raised it.


  What was in front of him was a private helicopter. It was waiting with the engine running.


  To his amazement, there was a heliport on the rooftop of the Tokyo Main Office Building.


  Since they were going to have dinner, he surely thought that they would use the elevator from the 1st basement floor where Suruga’s office was located to go up to the first floor, but contrary to his expectations, Blaise pressed the 「R」 button.


  Moroha arrived while having a question mark floating on his head, went outside and was surprised by the Eurocopter EC135 「Hermes Edition」 in the middle of preparations for takeoff.


  – Of course. This is the fastest way to go.


  Charles replied, but he had no concern for the questioner. Since his volume was normal, his voice was drowned out by the rotor sound of the propeller and the wind sound of downwash.


  Chloe handed him the intercom, now he could finally have a normal conversation.


  『Charles-sama does not like cars. Things such as waiting for the traffic lights to change and congestion are source of irritation, are they not?』


  – Even restlessness has a limit, doesn’t it…?


  It was said that when he came, he chartered from Haneda and came flying here.


  The inside of the helicopter had a fully-operational passenger cabin, so there was more space than he expected, he could relax even if he got on with Shizuno next to him, and Charles, Chloe and Blaise in front of him. The seat was hard, but the design of the back of the seat was superb, so he could take a comfortable posture.


  As soon as everyone got on board, the helicopter immediately took off.


  An indescribable floating sensation was slimy around the upper part of the coccyx, making Moroha have a pitiable look on his face.


  Chloe and Blaise smiled, and Charles bent his lips with scorn, but it could not be helped. Unlike jumping by himself by making full use of 《Godlike Movement》 and 《Decrease Weight》, he was not used to this discomfort.


  By the way, the destination was Yokohama.


  『It seems that you have enough endurance, Haimura-kun, am I correct?』


  Having being asked so by the pilot, the kindness of Chloe touched his heart.


  Anyway, it was a good idea to talk and get distracted.


  – Hey, Charles-san. Isn’t it expensive to use a helicopter to move around?


  『I don’t care. It’s a trivial sum of money that isn’t worth paying attention to anyway』


  Reclining on the seat, Charles smiled with contempt.


  As expected, the prominent figures in the French financial circles were something else.


  (Alright, I shouldn’t worry about it either)


  If he kept asking, he would bring unnecessary trouble upon himself. There was nothing more wasteful than not giving it a damn.


  Moroha couldn’t maintain his composure unless he told himself that.


  – By the way, if we had gone by train, how much do you think it would have cost, Shizuno?


  『Well, I don’t usually use it, so I don’t know… 1,000 yen, maybe?』


  – I give thanks for that….


  He frowned and muttered.


  The view outside the window looked good, but he didn’t have the mental capacity to enjoy it.


  So──


  『Hey. Listen』


  It took him a little to realize that Charles’ arrogant call was directed at him.


  – What?


  『Tell me. Who do you think “Invisible” is?』


  – Being sudden again, huh. Or rather, that topic was for the preparatory meeting a short while ago.


  『Time is pointless. I choose the person with whom I have a discussion. The only useful way to interact with idiots is to just give them orders and make them obey in silence』


  – You do have a sharp nasty tongue, huh.


  Moroha met and talked with Takanashi, Kousaka and Suruga, but they didn’t feel like they were particularly sharp and able people. Having said that, someone like Charles was incomprehensible.


  Well, if he wanted to talk seriously now, Moroha had no objections.


  – Do you know who “Invisible” is? There are almost no clues. I mean, won’t it be rather dangerous to think about it now and have strange preconceived notions? It’s extremely important to deal with him whatever his identity is, and in that regard, I think Flavie-san’s strategy was excellent.


  『That’s obvious. There’s nothing more amusing than that』


  – I don’t want you to tell me those words.


  Moroha always returned a persiflage to the pouting young man dressed completely in black.


  – So? Do you have a good idea or something that you’re saying that much?


  『It’s a golem』


  – … Come again?


  Charles’ prediction was so outside the box that Moroha couldn’t get the meaning for a moment.


  『Listen. Naturally, it’s not an ordinary golem. It’s probably colorless and transparent, its quietness and presence concealment are outstanding, and its stealth abilities are of the highest class』


  – Can such a thing be made?


  In the memories of Moroha’s previous lives, there was no knowledge about golems.


  It was unclear if Shu Saura truly made one at all, or if he was unable to remember, but at any rate, Moroha had very little knowledge in that regard.


  Charles replied.


  『It’s possible. The 9th PSG should make them with 《Metaphysicals》 as materials』


  Chloe and Blaise on his left and right agreed with his affirmation.


  『We realized about that very recently』


  『It is thanks to the information provided by Akane Academy that we, the legendary figures of「Cradle of the Sun」, have survived and degenerated into a part of the Six Wings』


  『It is hard to see what is under your nose. But when we realized that, it was as though we understood』


  『Did Haimura-kun know that “Invisible” abducted 10 《Saviors》 in the first five years? And all of them──with the exception of one person, were 《Light Saviors》?』


  『Are you saying that “Invisible” was only after Shiroganes? But the exception was Flavie-san, a Kuroma, right? It was unexpectedly biased; it looks like it doesn’t matter if it’s a Shirogane or a Kuroma… 』


  『It does matter. For “Invisible”, Flavie was just an exception』


  『All the ten abductees were considered to be the most skilled in each country. However, if Light Saviors are attacked by surprise by a colorless and transparent golem with high covertness, they are unable to put any resistance, don’t you agree?』


  『But when it comes to 《Dark Saviors》, the stronger they are, the higher the chances to own a guard golem, no?』


  『All golems recognize the enemy without relying on vision. Even if “Invisible” is a colorless and transparent golem, the golem will intercept it perfectly even if their master cannot detect it』


  That was why “Invisible” avoided attacking high ranking Kuromas, Chloe and Blaise said.


  That was fine.


  The question was, based on that theory: Why was Flavie the exception?


  – Could it be that Flavie-san didn’t have a guard golem?


  『You fool. Why would she have such a reason?』


  – Don’t curse at me. I’m talking seriously.


  Moroha was sullen, but Charles just snorted, he didn’t take notice of him.


  As Chloe and Blaise calmed him with a 「Now, now」,


  『Golem creation in this world is our specialty. Of course, Flavie had one, and I also had one that was guarding her when she was abducted』


  『In other words, the golems of the 「Cradle of the Sun」 cannot intercept “Invisible”. That is exceptional』


  – So that means….


  Having being told so many things until now, there was something flashing in Moroha’s head.


  However, verifying whether his deduction was right or wrong made him hesitate. He ended up stepping into the sensitive part of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  When he took a fleeting glance at the one next to him, Shizuno, she closed her eyes and pretended not to hear.


  (This deduction should remain in my head)


  Moroha made up his mind.


  However.


  『Revealing it to others is useless──』


  The preface of Charles.


  This proud man gave Moroha enough information to do so.


  『──All the golems of 「Cradle of the Sun」are made on the base technique devised by the 1st PSG. The base technique is exactly a black box. You don’t toy with it. You don’t go past it. And the 1st incorporated a golem stop code in this black box. I won’t go as far as telling you the details, but if you utilize the stop code that has been passed down from generation to generation of PSG, all golems made by 「Cradle of the Sun」 will temporarily malfunction without exception』


  In the end, Moroha was satisfied with such a thing.


  It wasn’t hard to imagine the reason why the 1st PSG incorporated a code like that into the base technique. Maybe he wanted to prevent his subordinates from rebelling.


  – Thank you for telling me something that will expose our weaknesses.


  Having being explained so to that extent, Moroha thought that it was too early to end up concluding that “Invisible” was a golem.


  In the unlikely event that they jumped to a wrong conclusion, the danger was whether or not Charles and the others were to notice that. That took into consideration all the possibilities that Flavie made, and because it was handed down through a smashing strategy document, Moroha held no apprehensions.


  The important thing was the following.


  – When Akane Academy was attacked, the golems operated by Louise Saint-Germain caused considerable damage. If Charles were to be their opponent, can you easily disable them using the stop code?


  He asked with expectations, wondering if he could be Louise’s natural enemy.


  – I can’t.


  Charles was curt.


  The base technique devised by the 1st, which could create a golem using only the natural resources that existed on earth, was a secret ceremony that certainly made the impossible possible.


  But putting it the other way, there was only one advantage.


  Louise, who had acquired the dream material called 《Metaphysical》, no longer had the need to rely on the original base technique.


  Louise expected to make golems using her own technique and knowledge that she mastered in her previous life.


  It was because of this that the stop code that Charles knew didn’t work for the golems she operated.


  Having being explained so,


  – Is that so…? It was too good to be true?


  Moroha put his head deep in the back of the seat,


  『You fool. You think I’ll fall behind the Six Wings even without relying on such a thing?』


  Charles made an unamusing and even surlier face.


  The conversation ended there, only the rotor sound dominated the backseat of the helicopter.


  But it didn’t get awkward.


  Because they had already arrived at the Minatomirai heliport in Yokohama, the helicopter was entering its landing attitude.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  It was the first time in his life that Moroha came to Yokohama Chinatown.


  Basically, it was a shopping district with Chinese restaurants and folk craft stores──the small ones were the size of a store, and the large ones were a whole building──all of them lined up from one end to the other.


  The restaurants packed tightly from one end to the other and the buildings facing the streets that he saw in the shopping district of Tokyo, after seeing such a dazzling scene, was this lacking in impact?


  Looking at the numbers lined up in the field of the amount of money, he felt a terrible dizziness.


  – Let’s go. Seventh person.


  – Wait, let’s reconsider it.


  He stopped Charles from entering the restaurant.


  – Don’t be selfish…. What is that you don’t like?


  – I don’t want you to tell me that. I’m just saying that a more normal restaurant is better.


  When he appealed eagerly, Charles looked towards the restaurant’s appearance, then towards Moroha,


  – I don’t get it. It’s an ordinary restaurant, isn’t it?


  He said with a straight face.


  This damn billionaire.


  – Just so you know, I don’t have money in my wallet to eat at such expensive restaurant.


  – Fear not. Even if you don’t have enough, I have money for this place. Are there adults who make children pay?


  Charles laughed mockingly.


  Moroha pouted,


  – I-I’m just borrowing from you….


  – You fool. You think this restaurant is enough to make a fuss about loaning or borrowing?


  Charles laughed scornfully and more and more unpleasantly and,


  – Hurry up. Don’t keep me waiting.


  As though he didn’t get the message, he quickly entered the restaurant.


  Moroha had no choice but to give up, he dropped his shoulders and followed him.


  His shoulders were tapped by Chloe as if to comfort him.


  On the other hand, Shizuno asked Chloe while entering the restaurant with a familiar attitude.


  – Since we’re coming to this restaurant, shouldn’t there be a sister restaurant in Tameike-sannou?


  – If you’re talking about multi-course menus, then that one is great for them. But Charles-sama was in the mood for yum cha. In that case, this one is more fulfilling, isn’t it?


  – I agree.


  The two women unfolded an upper-class conversation that Moroha didn’t understand.


  He couldn’t deny the feeling that he was abandoned, and alone. Moroha frequently talked to Blaise, and the gentle Blaise responded with a nice smile.


  When he went inside feeling dejected, the interior was nothing but luxurious and gorgeous again.


  It’s just…, it was probably rude to say that, but he would like to ask if a Chinese restaurant needed such a ridiculously high ceiling.


  Anyway, he was overwhelmed.


  The seats were arranged by Blaise, so they were immediately led to the back.


  They took the elevator to the large private room on the top floor.


  A fancy dinner with a view of Yokohama Port and the Bay Bridge while eating…. He wanted to escape from this unendurable atmosphere fast. He wanted to eat and go home right away.


  The amount of money on the menu he just saw didn’t leave his head!


  The chairs were pulled by five waiters and sat at a circular Western-style table. The rank order was bourgeois, bourgeois, commoner, bourgeois and bourgeois.


  Saying it seriously, Shizuno and Chloe were on both sides of Moroha.


  The waiters started preparing the yum cha and brought a set of dignified tea ware.


  They poured hot water into the small teapot and teacups energetically, warming them. Chrysanthemum tea was brewed with a lot of process and time, which made people who did not know guess if there was a proper method.


  Meanwhile, Moroha drew in his body and waited in the large room.


  He suddenly noticed.


  Wasn’t it a waste that a space as large as this was used by only 5 people?


  – Wouldn’t it be great if other people were brought along? Like Flavie-san.


  He asked Charles innocently.


  – Impossible. Even if I have brought people that you don’t know, it’d be the peak of boorishness.


  Charles suddenly raised his tone for some reason.


  – No, I was just saying Flavie-san or──


  – Shut up. In the first place, Flavie didn’t come with me to Japan this time.


  – Eh? Is that so? Isn’t she the Division Vice-Head?


  – That’s the reason why. Who will be in charge while I’m away from France?


  – I see.


  Moroha threw in an interjection to the argument that was too sounding.


  Charles made a triumphant expression as if to say 「How is that you don’t get that either?」.


  As soon as the tea was served by the waiters, he tried it hastily and sipped it skillfully.


  Should I imitate him? Moroha thought, but Chloe whispered into his ear from the side.


  At a volume so that she was deliberately overheard by the ones around them,


  – The real reason Charles-sama didn’t take Flavie along was because Charles-sama was worried that Flavie would be stolen by Haimura-kun.


  – *Spits out*


  Charles jetted out the tea that he was drinking.


  – Chloe! What are you gossiping!?


  The old man who was old enough to know better shouted in anger with a bright red face.


  – Sorry. I was careless.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Ufufu, Chloe made a thoughtless apology.


  Her face saying that she was very fond of making fun of Charles. He sympathized with her.


  Blaise chided that,


  – It is a bad habit of Chloe. Do not reveal the embarrassing truth about our master.


  – I-i-i-i-i-i-i-it’s not like it’s the truth or anything!


  Charles half-rose to his feet and rant and raved.


  Then don’t get so angry, Moroha couldn’t help but be amused.


  Chloe and Blaise also let out stifled laughs, and even Shizuno shrugged her shoulders cheerfully somehow.


  – Enough. I know no disloyal people like you. I’ll eat alone. Hey, waitress. Prepare one for me alone.


  Charles said so over his shoulder while grinding his teeth and turned the chair and all to the back in a huff.


  He told the waitress to prepare another table for one.


  – You don’t have to sulk that much, do you, Charles-sama? Did you forget that you treated Haimura-kun like a child in front of the restaurant?


  – This makes me laugh, I wonder which one of you is the child.


  Then he said without knowing if Chloe and Blaise were remonstrating him or making fun of him from the left and right,


  – Silence. You traitors.


  Charles got angrier and angrier.


  His attitude caused everyone to laugh again.


  Moroha also laughed for a while──thanks to that, he was able to relax a little.


  He felt like he could enjoy the cooking, even if only a little.


  He tried the tea first. The scent of the high-class chrysanthemum that rose gently was good. After trying the refreshing taste of the Ochaganrai, a slight sweetness remained on the tip of his tongue. It was a taste he liked*.


  *TN: I believe Ochaganrai (お茶元来) might be an author’s version of Ochahonrai (お茶本来) since there are no real results for what the author wrote. It’s some kind of green tea powder set, an expensive one actually.


  With that as a complement, when his chattering with Shizuno, Chloe and Blaise blossomed, the finished dim sum was carried one after another.


  He felt like──the shaomai was melted to the skin.


  He felt like──the spring rolls were as light as a feather coat, and the interior filled with juices was heavyweight class.


  He felt like──the appearance of the turnip cake was crispy, and the rice cake part clung to his tongue and caressed it.


  (S-so good…)


  He was impressed.


  He wasn’t in his usual state yet, so his taste was unsteady and unreliable.


  Every time the normal dishes that Moroha knew very well claimed a luxurious taste that Moroha didn’t know at all, the amount of money flickered in his head and reproached him.


  However, the mysterious and rich taste of the top-grade Chinese soup stock blew away such a vague feeling with one blow!


  It was so delicious that he involuntarily opened his eyes wide.


  He also ate the dim sum called cheung fan for the first time, but this was really strange.


  The knowledgeable Blaise told him that it had this name because the shape of minced meat and shrimp filling wrapped in dough resembled the intestines of pork. The texture of the dough was very wonderful.


  He didn’t know what kind of flour they used and how they steamed it, but it was plump and had a wobbling texture. The taste of minced meat and fresh shrimp was pressing him for an answer, and that was pretty unfair.


  When he noticed it, he ate the dishes with relish and had fun chatting with everyone.


  – Thank you for inviting me. Charles.


  While watering the inside of his mouth with chrysanthemum tea, Moroha expressed his honest feelings.


  – Stop it. Why would I need your gratitude?


  Charles faced him while saying nasty things about him.


  He was finally able to share a table with everyone.


  Moroha saw the dishes lined up tightly on the table, the Bay Bridge outside the window, and finally the surly face of Charles,


  – On a second thought, this is a strange development. To think that I would eat Chinese food with Charles, a Frenchman, in Japan.


  – Why is it strange? Eating what you like in the place you like is the truth that suits the instincts of people.


  Charles gave his opinion very seriously.


  The words of a man who once played a big fight against the extreme pure-blooded ideologists and ultranationalists.


  – Now, eat. This too. That too. After all, if it’s delicious, things like roots don’t matter*.


  *TN: Roots is the furigana reading for country.


  A thorough ideologist and cult master recommended him dishes around him and even himself ate a lot of them*.


  *TN: Cult master is the furigana reading for Association leader.


  – That’s right. … Hmm. I was wrong.


  Moroha closed his eyes and sipped tea one more time.


  He enjoyed the aroma of chrysanthemum.


  – What would you like tomorrow night, Moroha-sama?


  – How about Turkish food?


  – You fool. I’ll eat soba tomorrow; my stomach has already taken a decision.


  – No, no, will all present eat tomorrow together as well?


  – If the prophecy of the old woman-sama were to be wrong, and if we are free, or if we win, a victory banquet will be needed.


  – Let’s bring Elena-san and Maya-san along tomorrow, Moroha.


  – Y-yeah, if that’s how it’s going to go….


  – Then, is it okay to have other people of our organization here? Charles-sama said it a while ago, but there are many people who would like to talk to Moroha-sama once.


  – Of, of course, I’m open to get along with them, you know?


  – It’s decided! I’ll make a reservation at a restaurant later and without delay. 


  – We don’t know how long it will take, so isn’t it too early to make a reservation…?


  Moroha recited a cautious theory, but Chloe seemed to be too interested in it, she could not be stopped.


  Receiving a wink full of playfulness, Moroha couldn’t say anything anymore.


  He was friendly and nice to people; her heart knew him very well.


  Well──it wasn’t bad at all.


  No──it was very amusing.


   


  Late at night after returning from Yokohama.


  Chloe was at the rooftop heliport of the Tokyo main office.


  She held an unglazed jar with both hands and sprayed the contents.


  Countless fingertip-sized living creatures scattered as if splashing from the mouth of the jar.


  No, calling them living creatures was misleading.


  They were sprites made of translucent spirit bodies with butterfly wings on their backs.


  The jar itself was a golem made by Chloe, so it could create an inexhaustible number of fairies specialized in exploratory abilities. It was a design concept in which the aforementioned stop code was applied, so when some fairies were about to malfunction, it went through with numbers.


  The face of Chloe seen from the side, which had no sign of the enjoyable dinner, was frighteningly serious.


  A normal good-natured person wouldn’t be given the court rank of 《Spirit Trois》.


  She remembered the abduction of Flavie by “Invisible” five years ago.


  Back then, both Charles and Chloe were unaware of their arrogance.


  Therefore, after the incident, Charles turned into an oni and further refined his fighting skills.


  Therefore, after the incident, Chloe researched and researched and made this jar.


  – Whether it’s “Invisible” or the Six Wings, no matter where they come from──this time for sure.


  Chloe talked to herself with her eyes flashing.


  Tomorrow, after all was over, she would be able to have dinner with Moroha and the others again, but now she was able to transform herself into an oni.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  At the same time.


  Takanashi accompanied Suruga Andou and came to Hiroo’s high-class Italian restaurant, which her boss usually used.


  Usually, dining together with Suruga was a moment of supreme bliss for Takanashi.


  Just facing each other made her heart race.


  But it didn’t feel like that today.


  After leaving the main office building and being along with Suruga, Takanashi began to talk with the conviction that no one would hear them anymore.


  – Why was the cooperation of the French Division allowed? To let such unknown bunch act as if they owned Suruga-sama’s castle, I could not endure it. Even if those guys were not here, we will definitely protect you, Suruga-sama. Even that Haimura Moroha.


  Takanashi appealed zealously.


  However, Suruga showed no concern at all, he just poured the sparkling wine into his throat.


  – Well, isn’t that good? The fighting spirit and the vengeful thoughts of that goddamn perverse Charles are all mine. Don’t you find that thrilling?


  As soon as he drank it up, he began to say such a thing.


  – At the very least, please call it a joint cooperation between us and the French Division. Why do we have to send the elites under direct command of the main office to other places?


  – I don’t know.


  Suruga called the waiter with his eyes, made him bring a list of white wines, and replied without raising his face.


  – When the Yekaterinburg main office was attacked, there was a written report confirming that there was a person who seemed to be a traitor who guided Zhixin and the others, right?


  – Is one of us going to betray Suruga-sama!?


  – Since there’s a lot of people, it’s not strange if there are one or two people trying to do something inexcusable.


  Suruga calmly said something terrifying.


  With an “When it comes to human beings, it’s as if they know everything” attitude.


  While letting even the presence of an old king that didn’t match the looks of a boy loose.


  Takanashi was confused, but she wondered if she had to falter here and persisted.


  – Please reconsider it. All the 《Saviors》 of the Japanese Division… especially those directly under the main office are property of Suruga-sama. Isn’t it against Suruga-sama’s policy to do something like doubting that recklessly?


  – Don’t misunderstand me, Kyouko. Because they belong to me, it’s my liberty to see how I deal with them.


  Having being told so calmly, Takanashi became speechless for a moment.


  (That means that we can trust that French party!?)


  She barely swallowed that question.


  She was going to ask that, but in the end, when something that had been cherished for a long time came to an end, there was something that had the signs of a premonition.


  Suruga ordered vintage white wine at his own pace and without caring about others.


  He enjoyed dinner alone.


  The straw-colored liquid that was carefully extracted and poured into a glass by skilled hands.


  A luxury excellent product.


  Just one. Even so, one──the contribution of the entire Japanese Division was recognized, they used the annual budget paid by the Japanese government as compensation and the blood crystals of others were purchased.


  Suruga drank that up casually.


  Takanashi couldn’t understand it, she was driven by fear.


  – What does Suruga-sama think about Charles and the others?


  She ended up asking impulsively.


  – The French Division should not be trusted.


  – We were formed around six years ago, so our history is different from them. In 『Cradle of the Sun』, there’s no one that will fall for the smooth talk of the Six Wings and betray Charles. In fact, I told him first to bring only the subordinates of successive generations.


  Andou replied without faltering while tasting white wine.


  He didn’t do something like raise his voice and say “Don’t interfere with my dinner” to Takanashi who kept refusing to back down.


  He was like an adult who didn’t get angry with a child.


  The words of her former partner were recalled in Takanashi’s mind.


   


  ──Just so you know, the way you are now, you still have a very small chance, okay?


   


  ──Suruga-sama is tolerant, but he doesn’t like incompetence, does he?


   


  (It’s as you say, Kaya…)


  Takanashi bent her cheeks with self-deprecation.


  She finally understood now.


  Her connection with Suruga had been cut long ago.


  More precisely──they were never connected from the beginning. Nothing.


  No matter if she tried serving him with all her heart, it didn’t matter to Suruga.


  Perhaps that didn’t happen only to Takanashi, but to all of the 《Saviors》 of the Japanese Division.


  Suruga Andou’s 「Cradle of the Sun」 did not exist in the Japanese Division.


  Everyone was equal, a property to Suruga, but individually they were nothing, they had no value, they were nothing but insignificant beings.


  (I told you so, Kaya…. Even you had your ties cut long ago. Ahaha… ufufu…)


  It was funny and unbearable.


  She couldn’t stop her soundless laughter.


  She wanted to cry and raise hell.


  (What should I do…?)


  Even though it was Takanashi’s dream to serve as a close aide among close aides of Suruga, to reach his height of glory and for her to succeed in life.


  That made her realize that it was only a dream from the beginning.


  (What should I do…?)


  Now that it has come to this, what should I do? 


  Takanashi kept thinking while eating tasteless dishes.


  Even though she faced Suruga like this, her chest was still completely cold.


  Chapter 7 - Plans and measures


  Thus, night became day, the day that the old French woman prophesied.


   


  The 2nd basement floor of the Tokyo main office building was a parking lot.


  It was possible to park up to 40 cars in it, but today most of the staff members had gone to Okutama, so it was empty.


  The lights were turned off, it was wrapped in a curtain of darkness and silence.


  At noon.


  Suddenly, a pail light was born in such an underground parking lot.


  It was the light of mana. The obscure brilliance, which emerged from the ground, traveled as if sliding, its trajectory became lines of light and scattered. Each line drew characters, formed geometric patterns, connected once again and eventually became a magic circle.


  It was Shimon Mari’s 《Transportal》.


  Through that mystery, three golems appeared in the underground parking lot.


  Powerful magical weapons created and manipulated by Louise, the 9th PSG.


  Their appearance resembled a feline carnivore, but one could not be sure without touching them.


  Because all three of them were completely colorless and transparent.


  Using their soles with high cushioning, the three of them moved forward without making a sound.


  It was the first time for Louise to launch these three masterpiece golems, which should truly be called tiger cubs, and that she regularly used for personal protection, into the warfront.


  Their aim was one. To abduct Suruga Andou without being detected by anyone──


   


  – We found them.


   


  ──Their goal disintegrated in an instant.


  Strange things appeared through the walls and ceiling, and gathered in the underground parking lot.


  They swarmed the three golems.


  They were something translucent and beautiful like fairies.


  However, their number was unusual. Then, their looks suddenly changed. A repulsiveness like a plague of biting louses. One could not help but feel a sense of physiological disgust.


  「We found them」


  「We found them」


  「We found them」


  The jarring voices saying so repeatedly and in unison were terribly uncanny.


  The silhouettes of the three golems, which were swarmed by them, ended up emerging.


  Without bearing it, they tried to get rid of them, but the claws of the golems just slipped through the bodies of the fairies.


  Louise, who watched the situation from “Tír na nÓg” through the golems, immediately detected that the fairies were made with the spirit-body ritual.


  If so, their destruction via physical means was impossible. Since they had appeared suddenly and inexhaustibly to this degree, the stop code was meaningless.


  She poured more mana into the channel that connected her and the three golems, and gave mana blades to their claws. If they mowed them down with this, the fairies would easily come to nothing.


  Louise felt a slight sadistic excitement and became obsessed with her act of destruction for a moment.


  But.


  Suddenly, she heard the voices of a number of people that made her come to her senses.


  The cacophony of dozens of people speaking at the same time, but in pieces, echoed in the underground parking lot.


  (Darn it!)


  Louise “saw” the voices through the golems.


  As expected, strange people came in and formed a line from the slope leading to above ground.


  Almost everyone wore goat skull masks and completely covered their figures with black hoods.


  Those outfits were nostalgic for Louise.


  (So they’re the current 《Lés Élements》…!)


  Realizing that she was ambushed thoroughly, she bent her expression with regret.


  All of the 《Lés Élements》 who appeared had already finished writing the magic characters of the rank of their choice.


  Flame, cold, lightning──


  All kinds of destructive power were discharged from the entrance.


  They mowed down the area surrounded by fairies in one go.


  With such a bold and rational tactic, the dolls, which were Louise’s pride, were broken into small pieces.


  Exactly like a wholesale arrest.


  Louise stamped her feet in “Tír na nÓg”.


  – It’s nothing, really. I was prepared for this to happen! In fact, I took it into consideration!


  She ranted and raved in frustration, but she couldn’t hide her teary eyes.


  – Akira-kun! Leonard! Zhixin! You’re the most likely to win, so go there and kidnap Suruga Andou. Don’t render the sacrifice of my dolls to waste, okay? Goddamiiiit *Sniff* *Sniff*. 


  At last, tears overflowed like breaking a dam, and Louise played the organ keyboard chaotically.


  On the other hand──Shizuno joined Moroha, they both were mixed with 《Lés Élements》,


  – They fell into our trap.


  Moroha murmured to no one in particular around him.


  Shizuno threw in an interjection.


  As Charles and the others said, was “Invisible” actually a colorless and transparent golem?


  Thanks to the fairies made by Chloe, they were able to have visual confirmation of them, and the three bodies that had silhouettes that resembled quadrupedal carnivorous were shattered without leaving a shadow or shape behind. They could get that by looking at the incredibly brutal marks of destruction carved into the solid concrete floors and ceiling.


  – Such is the strategy our female general set up.


  Chloe, who took off the skull mask, winked with a lot of playfulness.


   


  In summary, here are the relevant parts of Flavie Sakho’s strategy book.


  《Transportal》 could not be opened unless there was a certain amount of space (at the very least, the same size as the magic circle).


  The inside of the main office building was dotted with places with enough space, such as the lobby, conference rooms and the underground parking lot.


  It would be troubling if the gate was opened secretly in one of them and let “Invisible” invade.


  If Chloe’s fairy guard network worked correctly, the threat would fall dramatically no matter where they were invaded from. One could hardly say with any finality that the golems of the 9th generation wouldn’t be countered.


  Strategies that relied on one weapon were poor strategies.


  Therefore, it was certain that starting a reverse assault at the place where the gate was open was a good strategy.


  For that purpose, it was good to limit the places where Shimon Mari could open the gate.


  Interference was possible by installing large objects in all places except the underground parking lot.


  Shimon Mari might find suspicious that she can’t open it where she wants. However, 《Transportal》 had another restriction: 「It cannot be opened unless the place can be pictured」.


  Shimon Mari hadn’t visited the main office building in the last several months, so it made sense for her to think that the cause of her failure was the ambiguousness of her memories. She would then change the location and try it again.


  And like that, they guided her to the underground parking lot to open 《Transportal》 and the lying-in-wait 《Lés Élements》 inflicted damage with simultaneous Dark Arts.


  With this, they took a reverse initiative──


   


  This was the result of that operation. They overwhelmed them.


  Magnificently accurate tactics could feel unsatisfying at times.


  However, if it felt unsatisfactory, it would be something called combat addiction.


  – Move to the next strategy.


  As if to focus his mind, Moroha checked the ID Tag in his breast pocket.


  Shizuno stealthily imitated that.


  The elimination of “Invisible” was the first stage of the operation.


  And the second stage──it was Moroha’s and Shizuno’s role to go through that gate and recover Mari.


  The eyes of 《Lés Élements》 were all turned to the magic circle.


  No one knew what kind of dangerous place was connected to or what kind of strong enemy was waiting until they tried entering.


  Just like a diabolical box.


  The complex magic circle drawn with pale phosphorescence seemed to create a faltering aura.


  Uniformly, 《Lés Élements》 also gave signs of being nervous.


  – Be careful.


  – Good luck.


  Chloe put her hand on Shizuno’s shoulder, and Blaise put his fist on Moroha’s chest.


  They would be parting from 《Lés Élements》 here for a short time. As long as they didn’t know what was waiting for them on the other side, they wouldn’t do something as stupid as sending a group of Kuromas who were stressed about their defense.


  However, and having said that, this was the same for Shizuno──


  That was why Moroha shifted his attention to her.


  – Are you ready, Shizuno? In a prepared sense.


  He confirmed to make sure.


   


  Shizuno recalled what happened this morning.


  Before leaving her house, Moroha, Maya, Leshya and Shizuno did something like a light departure-for-the-front ceremony.


  Normally, Shizuno wouldn’t be interested in doing something to fire herself up deliberately.


  But she couldn’t help taking the initiative today.


  – I’m scared of fighting the Six Wings.


  She willingly spoke to Maya and Leshya.


  In fact, her voice ended up quivering a little.


  With a serious expression, Maya and Leshya,


  – We let Akane Academy be destroyed because we weren’t strong enough.


  – The frustration at having taken Mari-onee-chan from me will never be forgotten desu.


  All three of them reaffirmed their feelings that made them grind their teeth out of anger at that time.


  – It’s not just Shizuno-onee-san desu.


  – I’m scared to think that I still haven’t changed anything.


  – … But we have to prove that we’re different than we were a month ago.


  – Exactly. Precisely for that, let’s win today, Shizuno. Shimon Maya.


  – Let’s do our best desu.


  – Yes…. We cannot lose…. I don’t want to lose….


  Shizuno looked at Maya, looked at Leshya, and the three of them nodded at each other.


  She stopped trembling and swore with them resolutely.


  Then she turned her head towards Moroha,


  – I will be the one standing next to you.


  They exchanged their ID Tags.


   


  Because of that, Shizuno was asked by Moroha if she was ready,


  – Are you insulting me with that question?


  She gave an immediate reply.


  She behaved fearlessly to encourage herself.


  Moroha, who had the highest adaptability, and Shizuno, who had the highest ability to support Moroha──they had to prove that they were the most outstanding unit to storm alone.


  – Sorry.


  Moroha carried Shizuno.


  – It’s okay if you know.


  Shizuno entrusted her body to Moroha.


  《Lés Élements》praised him, saying 「What a bold guy」.


  It seemed that their attitude was no more than their natural behavior, there was no room for arrogance.


  Moroha was actually like that, but Shizuno still hadn’t reached that point, of course.


  However, when seen by their surroundings, they got a passing mark. She wanted to commend herself.


  – We’re off.


  When Moroha informed them, he wore prana, made the hem of his combat uniform wave and rushed into the magic circle.


  Shizuno ate the strong wind from the front and clenched her teeth with resolution.


  Were there going to be oni or snakes?


  The semicircular canals screamed as soon as they went through the 《Transportal》.


  He should have jumped out from inside the magic circle, but it was the opposite of the feeling of jumping out.


  However, as expected of Moroha, he examined the situation around him without delay.


  That saved them.


  Suddenly, as soon as they heard the violent roaring sound of the wind, a lump of iron flew like a cannonball.


  Moroha jumped and dodged it unhesitatingly while holding Shizuno.


  He used 《Godlike Movement》, a high jump that reached 5 meters high.


  The blue sky was in sight. They basked in the powerful sunlight. The endless wilderness under their eyes.


  A strange land that wasn’t Japan at all.


  They wondered if it would certainly lead to the center of the hideout of the Six Wings.


  Anyhow──now dealing with the attack was first priority.


  Shizuno and Moroha chased the lump of iron with their eyes.


  Just as they thought, its true identity was someone wearing a bluish black armor.


  Plate armor riddled with rust.


  Compared to the torso, the thickness of the limbs was unusual, it looked distorted.


  Wearing such a thing, it attacked them with a shoulder tackle at a speed that could be mistaken for a cannonball.


  – Is it a Shirogane?


  – But I see no prana.


  While exchanging words with Moroha quickly, that someone slid on the ground in a skating-like motion, drew large arcs, turned, and faced Shizuno and Moroha directly.


  With that, its true form was completely identified.


   


  ──I just wanted a good womaaaan.


   


  A piercing cry scattered from inside the bluish black armor.


  A nonsensical strange voice that slammed intention itself even though it didn’t form words.


  Namely, a scream peculiar to the Evil Spirit-class.


  There was no one in the armor.


  The armor itself was an Archfiend.


  There was nothing inside, there was nothing but satana swaying like a flame and occasionally leaked through the gaps in the helmet.


  The armored Evil Spirit, who finished turning, accelerated and jumped up with a run-up.


   


  ──This sort of punishment is too muuuuch.  What should I dooooooo? 


   


  Aiming at them in the air, it rammed into them without hesitation.


  On the other hand, Shizuno and Moroha,


  – The will to break in the deadlock!


  – That shapeless sword    That invisible inscribed sword    Come, tearer.


  When they saw the run-up of the Evil Spirit, they predicted that this would happen, so they had already finished writing the 1st Rank Dark Arts.


  The 《Mind Beat》 that Shizuno released knocked down the armored Evil Spirit.


  The 《Breeze Blade》 that Moroha released also tore the surface of the armor to pieces shallowly, and at the same time, he used the gust of wind as a substitute for propulsive power and took a considerable distance.


  The Evil Spirit was thrown violently against the ground.


  Moroha landed on the ground.


  Having being able to finally get some room, Moroha brought Shizuno down and she stood on her own feet.


  They could observe their surroundings.


  There was no one but the Evil Spirit.


  They couldn’t even see Mari, let alone a 《Demon》.


  Instead, what they found was a rabbit ear headband rolling on the dry ground. Next to it, there was a note left behind that said 「We won’t give you Marishiten」, it was shaving the ground and garnished with a cute typeface.


  Shizuno didn’t understand the meaning, but,


  – They got us. Immediately after making 《Transportal》, they ran away with the school principal.


  Moroha said with a bitter face.


  She didn’t have time to ask in detail, so Shizuno came to understand it for the time being.


  Moreover, even the magic circle of Mari disappeared while they were racking their brains dealing with the surprise attack.


  The way back to Tokyo main office building had been lost.


  And an Evil Spirit-class being that was just like a parting gift.


  – An excellent trap.


  – Yeah, they got us pretty well.


  Shizuno shrugged her shoulders and Moroha made an even more sullen face.


  This strategy of counter-invasion using 《Transportal》 was predicted by the Six Wings and used against them.


  Flavie Sakho was a great tactician, but this side also had good schemers.


  The name of the Demons wasn’t just for show, they were very cunning.


   


  ──Alaaaas, with such an iron hand, I can’t taste the soft fair skin of a woman anymoooooore.


   


  The armored Evil Spirit, which had crashed and was halfway into the ground, slowly rose up.


  On the left side of the breastplate, a black core that was equivalent to the heart of an Evil Spirit-class surfaced.


  Satana overflowed from there, and the small cracks caused by Shizuno’s and Moroha’s Dark Arts were repaired.


  When she hit it with 《Mind Beat》, it felt like it was a pretty tough opponent.


  Its outward appearance wasn’t a bluff.


  On top of that, if its regenerative abilities were as high as the former six-armed Evil Spirit, it would be a considerably troublesome enemy….


   


  ──With this helmet, the faces of the women can’t be loveeeeed. I can’t enjoy female voiceeeeees.


   


  The armored monster stood up, stomped two or three times, and charged towards them.


  A skating running style with which it slouched and reduced the center of gravity massively, and slid on the ground with almost no movement of its legs.


  A charge where profoundness and lightness coexisted.


  Although it was still far away, a pressure came all the way here.


  Moroha immediately stood in front of her as if to protect her from the wind.


  He took out the ID Tag from the breast pocket.


  Although she was grateful, Shizuno was dissatisfied.


  – Is it impossible for you to fight as you like without worrying about me?


  – I know that very well. If not, I wouldn’t have brought you.


  Moroha replied and Shizuno poked his back instead of nodding.


  Even if they didn’t tell each other, that was a signal.


  Shizuno spread to the right, and Moroha rushed forward.


  – Write──


  Shizuno began to chant and spell,


  – Come, Saratiga….


  Moroha poured prana into the ID Tag and manifested his beloved sword with a flash of light.


  However, the sword blade had a slight dimness.


  The brilliance wasn’t enough to call it a treasured sword.


  It may be an inscribed sword, but this was just an iron sword.


  Without borrowing Satsuki’s ID Tag, Moroha still couldn’t awaken the true holy sword.


  (I hate pining for what I don’t have)


  The cry of his heart, and his spirit, seemed to be heard by Shizuno.


  How about the glimmer of white light of the prana that made the sword blade be filled with things without caring about details?


  Moroha shortened the distance between him and the Evil Spirit, closed in on it and exercised power to slam the sword against it from the front.


  The Evil Spirit also swung its right hand at him, but Moroha’s sword speed was higher.


  He drove a blow into it first.


  At that moment, Moroha was stumped.


  The armor of the Evil Spirit-class was surely though, and its charge was heavy.


  Moroha was reflexively protecting his right wrist with his left hand.


  Even though he believed to be protected by 《High Durability》, the kick of striking with all his might came back completely, and the wrist holding the sword ended up losing its function.


  It was inevitable to complain about Satana, namely, a mass of energy that went against the natural providence, and his opponent, a 《Metaphysical》, however, a simple iron armor was neither that hard nor heavy.


  The absurdity bore a close resemblance to Sir Edward, who owned a similar cheat armor.


  Sure enough, the armor of the Evil Spirit was barely crushed, it didn’t get to be sliced off.


  And its heavy charge could not be stopped even when the impact made it falter a little.


   


  ──I won’t betray you anymore, so please forgive meeeee.


   


  The giant hammer-like gauntlet of the Evil Spirit was thrust into Moroha’s trunk.


  This was also a hard and heavy punch with a power that couldn’t be originally doubted.


  Moroha’s body bent over in the shape of the hiragana character く, and was blown backwards.  


  While distorting his face in agony, he managed to land safely with his left hand and regained his posture with a somersault.


  However, one of his knees collapsed and ended up touching the ground.


  Moroha made the defensive prana and mana gather in the part that was hit on the spur of the moment to reduce damage, however, this was the outcome. So much power. It might have been dangerous without Moroha’s exclusive combat uniform, which was made by the American Division Head.


  The armored Evil Spirit launched a ramming attack from the shoulder to the place where Moroha was on one knee.


  – Show me the world where everything stopped   As if even the time was frozen….


  She made it in time.


  Shizuno’s Dark Arts was completed, and supported him diagonally from the side with 《Dread Blizzard》.


   


  The 4th Rank Blizzard, which was accompanied by an extremely cold air and raging strong winds, deviated the ramming trajectory of the Evil Spirit-class.


  Moroha moved out of its path and slid to the other side while in a shoulder tackle posture.


  Immediately after that, it satisfyingly fell flat.


  It seemed that the joints were frozen and solidified. Shizuno kept in mind the effect of the Dark Arts of Ice.


  When the Evil Spirit-class made satana overflow from the black core, it spread its limbs with great force while lying on the ground and shook off the frost and ice that had adhered to its armor.


  Of course, there was no obligation to watch over it in silence.


  In the meantime, Moroha, who polished prana, hit it with a special 《Venus》.


  The armored Evil Spirit, who had regained freedom, was about to get up.


  This time, the edge of the sword passed through cleanly, it succeeded in cutting off the right gauntlet.


  It immediately counterattacked with the left gauntlet, but Moroha jumped back and avoided it.


  While the Evil Spirit-class stood up, it consumed the satana from the core and regenerated the right arm in the blink of an eye.


  A pause started, the so-called going back to square one.


  Shizuno also started regaining her breathing.


  It was just a matter of mood; it wasn’t like she was pretty much running out of breath. She chanted and spelled while running with all her strength, she was totally okay doing this much. She could definitely feel the effect of jogging.


  On the other hand,


  (Moroha can also fight, it looks like there was a reaction)


  Shizuno could tell by looking at his face seen from the side as he thrust his sword at it warily in his own posture.


  What about the armored Evil Spirit facing them?


  What kind of feeling did it have about Moroha and this tremendous confrontation?


  As expected, the answer appeared immediately.


  The empty and hollow helmet of the armored Evil Spirit moved to the left with a dull grazing sound.


  The gaze of the Evil Spirit, which should not exist, was fixed on Shizuno, giving the illusion it stopped moving.


  The armored Evil Spirit stomped where it was two or three times and began to charge.


   


  ──My body is cold, I cannot help iiiiiiit. Someone warm meeeee.


   


  It was heading towards Shizuno…!


  Of course, Shizuno was prepared for this to happen sooner or later.


  It was much easier and logical to be after her than to kill Moroha.


  The armored Evil Spirit came attacking by making its heavy and giant body slide with a terrifying force.


  It was a shivering scene.


  But she could not afford to be intimidated.


  (I won’t be a burden to Moroha)


  Shizuno grasped tightly the ID Tag in her pocket.


  (For I am the Witch, the King’s Counsellor──and the one who supports Moroha!)


  She unsheathed it and poured all her mana into it.


  While doing so, she traced the engraved letters on it with her thumb.


  She traced the name of Haimura Moroha.


  If Moroha could only manifest the holy sword Saratiga when he used Satsuki’s ID Tag, then.


  If Shizuno used Moroha’s ID Tag──if she used the artifact he poured the brilliance of his soul into every day, she should be able to manifest things that couldn’t be manifested.


  Anyway, was there any factor that could make her stronger right now, even if a little?


  Shizuno, who kept thinking about it foolhardily after the collapse of the academy, came up with this idea and tried it. When she closed her eyes, the memories of her previous life appeared behind her eyelids.


  A mellow hell with her Dark King and spouse, Shu Saura*.


  *TN: Dark King is a literal translation of 冥王 (Meiou), this is the term used for Hades and Pluto.


  Ages ago, he was accompanied by four powerful golems.


  Moroha seemed to have forgotten that, but Shizuno remembered it clearly.


  Their figures. Their strength.


  One of the guardian beasts feared as the four inauspicious beasts from Chinese mythology ──


   


  – Please, Toutetsu Karasbolas!


  Shizuno shouted at the same time as she observed carefully.


  A flash of light surged from the ID Tag.


  When she threw it into the air, it expanded rapidly and changed its shape.


  It returned, going beyond space-time.


  In a few words: it was a monster.


  Its hairy body was five meters long, heavy and sturdy like a bull, surpassing even the armored Evil Spirit.


  Its head was also distorted and extremely large, and its face was grotesque, it was neither human nor a beast.


  Its fangs were ferocious like a tiger. It had two long and zigzagging horns. A beard hung from the chin to the ground.


  The manifested giant beast protected Shizuno and stopped the charge of the approaching Evil Spirit.


  A shocking sound reverberated profoundly in its stomach.


  The momentum and the power of the ramming attack of the Evil Spirit were beyond imagination.


  Even the large figure of Karsbolas was shaken.


  However, it tried to catch it as if to face its opponent head on and defeat it via overwhelmingly superior strength.


  Furthermore, it lowered its chin, inserted its horns on both sides of the armor with a dexterity that did not suit its giant body, and threw it up.


  It flung the Evil Spirit back!


  Although it was only about one meter, it tossed the 《Metaphysical》 that had an unnatural weight due to satana brilliantly.


  – Thank you, Karasbolas.


  As expected of Shu Saura’s golem.


  Shizuno, who believed in it and entrusted the defense to it, had already finished writing an offensive Dark Arts.


  She flicked the magic characters floating in the empty sky with her fingertips.


  A cold air immediately blew violently.


  3rd Rank of Ice, 《Freezing Shade》.


  The Dark Art that Shizuno was the proudest of pursued the Evil Spirit that rolled on the ground.


   


  ──I just want the warmth of a woman’s skiiiiiiin.


   


  To the Evil Spirit that suffered and groaned,


  – I refuse though?


  Shizuno said plainly.


  Because her body belonged to only one man, from her toes to the strands of her hair.


  Shizuno stared at that man.


  – ──Now, start the ceremony of cremation.


  Moroha knocked down the Evil Spirit-class that was still lying down on the ground with Yin Yang and the 3rd Rank of Flames contained in the sword blade from above.


  A pincer attack with Shizuno’s 《Freezing Shade》.


  The burst of flames became a pillar, stood up, and the sound of an explosion echoed in the distance in the vast wilderness.


  As for the traces, the ground became burnt black, and a hole drilled in the shape of a person.


  The armored Evil Spirit was buried there.


  Of course, the tough Archfiend wouldn’t see its end like this.


   


  ──Oh, Goooooood. Did I do something that was this unforgiiiivable? 


   


  Like an immortal, the armored Evil Spirit got up for the third time.


  Even though there was a pause, Shizuno worked out how to attack while maintaining the advantageous pincer attack posture with Moroha.


  A group work that couldn’t be done with Moroha when he protected her behind his back.


  Accompanied by Toutetsu Karasbolas, the choice to fight was the one she was able to do now.


  And when reflecting upon it… her heart raced very fast.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  The time rewound to before noon.


  Leonard was walking alone on the deserted main street of Tameike-sannou.


  It was already Sunday; this whole area had traffic restrictions and was in a lockdown by the police who accepted the request of the White Knight Organization, it had become a no-man’s land.


  Police officers patrolled occasionally, but no one questioned Leonard.


  Because he was already wearing prana, he had erased his presence with the way of walking 《Rentei》.


  At the level of his skill, even if he went to the middle of the road, ordinary people would most certainly fail to find him.


  Like that, he headed to the Tokyo main office building of the Japanese Division.


   


  It was the strategy set up by Shiba, he deliberately went on foot without going through《Transportal》.


  A surprise attack that relied on that gate was powerful, but not absolute.


  The White Knight Organization was by no means an assembly of fools, they would eventually polish countermeasures.


  Especially this time, it seemed that they sensed somehow that the Six Wings were planning an attack on the Tokyo main office. It appeared that Haimura Moroha and PSG were waiting for them. The information came from a snitch.


  Because it was a good time, Shiba decided to use 《Transportal》 as a trap here.


  Imagining the moment they would fall into their trap successfully, Leonard was happy, he couldn’t endure it.


   


  Anyway, that was what happened.


  Leonard, Zhixin and Shiba came to the environs of Tokyo with 《Transportal》 the day before and had been hiding separately since then.


  Today’s attacks would happen separately, they could do whatever they wanted as usual, and the time to carry out the plan was set to noon (They would use Transportal as always, but it was very likely that Louise would get the short end of the stick).


  The mission was one: the abduction of Suruga Andou.


  First come, first served.


  When it was finally time for Leonard to come to the front of the main office building──


  He could see the figure of Suruga Andou running down the corridor at great haste in a window on the third floor.


  Ony four people were his escorts. The French 《Lés Élements》 who wore black suits and had sabers affixed to their hips.


  Bingo!


  Leonard jumped up with a run-up, reached the third floor in just one step, broke through the window, and rushed into the building.


  A loud noise echoed, and Suruga Andou became startled and stopped running.


  The 《Lés Élements》 gathered around him.


  – Hey. Where are you going so hastily? Like I thought, are you going upstairs? If you fly high in the sky in a helicopter, it will obviously be difficult for us to interfere.


  Leonard stood up with a smooth and continuous movement and put on his cowboy hat again.


  He had the intention to strike a pose smartly, but,


  「「「「「We found him」」」」」


  「「「「「We found him」」」」」


  「「「「「We found him」」」」」


  – What are these things!?


  Suddenly, creepy and translucent bug-like things came swarming him, making him be horrified.


  When he looked closely at them, he saw that they were more like fairies than insects.


  However, their creepiness remained the same. He wondered where did they come from, but no matter how much he drove them away, their number was infinite.


  Having his vision completely filled by them, he couldn’t see Suruga and the others.


  『Suruga-dono, go up while you can』


  『Yeah. This is troublesome』


  After that, he could hear even such words. Leonard hadn’t mastered Japanese, but he could easily decipher what they said.


  – That’s enough, you bastards! I don’t have time to deal with you… ah, like I thought, it’s not like they’ll listen to me!


  Leonard got angry and repelled the fairies.


  He was half-desperate──but unexpectedly, the fairies wouldn’t run away, would they?


  They hadn’t disappeared completely.


  Instead, the path was blocked by two shadows.


  Suruga Andou left behind two bodyguards.


  Leonard slowly turned his gaze.


  – Then, may we be your opponent?


  – I am sorryyyyy, but I would like to say nooooo.


  It was a strange duo.


  One was a big man with a Roman nose.


  His height was well over two meters.


  The other one was a woman, and for some reason, her whole body was dripping wet.


  Her long wet hair hung down thickly, hiding her face completely, except for her mouth.


  However, both of them wore black suits and gallantly affixed a saber to their hips.


  Leonard retrieved the data in his head and tried guessing their identities.


  – Are you perhaps 《Le Solide》 Zlatan-san and 《Le Liquide》Émilienne-san?


  – That is correct.


  – I knew it! To think that I would run into the number one and two of 《Lés Élements》, I’m so lucky!


  Leonard was reflexively pleased, then,


  – … No, wait. If it’s going to be that way, then, like I thought, isn’t it more fortunate to face PSG?


  Having the need to reconsider it, he muttered to himself.


  Zlatan and Émilienne heard that,


  – You’re a unique person, you know?


  – I am sorryyyyyy. I am truly sorry for not being Charles-samaaaaaa.


  – At the very least, and as an apology, we have to entertain you with all our strength.


  – Yeeeees. I am sorry for saying something impertineeeent.


  They lifted the corners of their mouths together.


  – Really…?


  Leonard was honestly astonished.


  The presence and small broken impression of this strange duo was quite nice.


  Russia and France were once called “Extremists” inside 《Order》.


  The worst and most sinister after the fangs of Lightning Empress fell out only amounted to something like a disappointment.


  Would the templar knights of the magic society 「Cradle of the Sun」 amuse him to his heart’s content?


  – I’m Leonard van Percy. Maybe you know me as “Flash Sword”.


  Of the two swords he wore, Leonard drew the slender one and held it with his right hand.


  When Zlatan and Émilienne also drew the sword worn on their hips,


  「「《Libération》」」


  They shouted in unison.


  Like the ID Tags made by “Arsenal” Arlene, their sabers changed shape.


  Émilienne’s saber transformed into a slime made of liquid and protected its master behind it.


  Zlatan’s saber transformed into a black, evil-designed full-body armor, covering the body of its master.


  The latter was particularly eye-catching.


  Zlatan, whose size was unusual and was already a big man, looked cramped in the narrow corridor. His height reached three meters, he almost touched the ceiling, and the thickness of his body increased by about 4 times, almost blocking the passage. Both Émilienne and the slime were completely hidden behind his back.


  – If so, I will be your opponent!


  The giant knight proclaimed so with a sonorous baritone and charged majestically.


  His footsteps, which sounded like rumbles in the ground, echoed in the corridor of the building.


  The floor collapsed and cracks ran with each step.


  In addition, the top of his helmet hit the ceiling, piercing a hole.


  Just like the heavy rush of a gigantic elephant.


  Witnessing that, Leonard,


  – I’ve heard the rumors, but like I thought, that’s really the kind of fighting style you have….


  He was flabbergasted.


  He really was.


  If a big man wearing a sinister armor full of thorns chased him, even a child would cry.


  Even adults would fail to stand up.


  And would probably be traumatized.


  However, Leonard was a Light Technique user.


  Zlatan’s rush was too… yes, too slow.


  This is what happens when a Dark Arts user, who is physically the same as a normal person, challenges me to hand-to-hand combat! He wanted to protest so with all his might.


  – I really wanted to fight PSG….


  Leonard also attacked while grumbling.


  *Thud*, *Crash*, He closed in on the running Zlatan in an instant and instead of greeting him, he slashed him diagonally from the shoulder.


  The armor was so hard that he was unable to scratch it, but he slashed from the left without losing heart.


  He slashed back diagonally from below.


  He mowed him down in sequence.


  It seemed that Zlatan finally noticed that Leonard was in his cross range.


  He slowly clasped his fist and raised it overhead.


  Seeing the giant roaring right fist, Leonard attacked while resisting the urge to yawn.


  One more blow.


  One blow.


  One blow….


  He slashed him about 20 times in that time, but Zlatan’s fist showed no sign of reaching him yet.


  It was a fist where flies would likely perch on.


  (What is this?)


  He was seriously troubled, he wondered if he was making him go along with his skit.


  The speed range of the battle was too different, no winner would come out of this.


  However, one could not make fun of Zlatan.


  He had slashed him twenty times, but he couldn’t carve a crack in his armor yet.


  He wanted to lament his powerlessness, but the golem of 《Le Solide》 was too hard. It was beyond his expectations.


  In a sense, the winner wasn’t decided yet.


   


  (Yeah. I give up)


  While looking at Zlatan’s punch, which was finally 10 centimeters in front of him, Leonard was troubled in his mind.


  Leonard was a warrior specialized in carrying speed to extremes.


  And Zlatan seemed to be a warrior specialized in carrying hardness to extremes.


  When owners of extreme abilities fought against each other, one of the two would win overwhelmingly due to compatibility issues.


  Similarly, they were too incompatible with each other, so no matter how much they were at war, there would be no winner.


  If that was the case, then this situation now was a comedy.


  (They seriously got me…)


  Since he could finally fight with the leading knights of Charles, if given the choice, he wanted to suck them up to their bones and taste them fully.


  But not every French monster might be edible, even if they were boiled or roasted.


  He loved tough fights, but it wasn’t to his taste to enjoy the same hand played over and over again.


  ──And so on, while being troubled by Leonard’s peculiar worries, Zlatan’s punch was now five centimeters in front of him.


  At that moment.


  Leonard realized and flipped one eyebrow up.


  Wondering if it was hiding there, the slime golem of Émilienne was hiding right behind Zlatan’s big back.


  The slime golem twisted its body while clinging to the armor and began to transform.


  It stretched four parts like a tentacle and attack from behind Zlatan as the punch moved.


  Its speed range was comparable to that of a Light Technique user, that undoubtedly was the true worth of a golem.


  Moreover, it was a detestable surprise attack that used the giant shape of Zlatan as a window blind.


  They crossed above the shoulders of the knight in black and passed through both sides, the four liquid tentacles attacked Leonard from all sides.


  The tip of the tentacles was as sharp as a spear.


  Leonard was hopelessly pierced──


  – Well, like I thought, I didn’t see that coming.


  ──He was pretending, it was an afterimage.


  Using the way of walking 《Komon》, his real body jumped backwards.


  The four tentacles, whose thrust was dodged, didn’t stop their momentum, they made their trajectories turn and twist and pursued Leonard.


  Drawing a complicated trajectory that made use of its amorphous special characteristic, the four tentacles worked together, cooperated, and tried to attack incessantly and skillfully, but from Leonard’s perspective, who was a fighter specialized in speed, it was still a mere child’s play.


  However, when he saw the spear-like tips suddenly expanding in a circular shape, he raised his warning level to maximum.


  His judgment was correct.


  The inflated tips of the tentacles exploded──like the ripe fruit of a tree.


  Countless drops of water with the size of a pistol ammo were fired like a shotgun.


  For any speedster, it was impossible to dodge them in a narrow corridor.


  – It huuuuuuuuurts!


  – I am sorryyyyyyyy. Dealing with 《Light Saviors》 is my specialtyyyy.


  Leonard screamed reflexively. Émilienne chuckled to herself, her mouth taking the form of a crescent moon.


  Each drop of water could be prevented even by Leonard’s poor 《High Durability》. He wasn’t bleeding, so it wasn’t a big deal. But he was showered with blows, so it was natural for his body to become stiff due to pain.


  And the fist of Zlatan was driven into him!


  An overwhelming reach that still reached Leonard who had jumped back once.


  It was launched in an overbearing posture that almost sent his upper body flying into the air.


  He was surprised at this; he couldn’t dodge it.


   


  – I can make an attack reach the opponent from a position they think will not reach them.


  It was one of the fields of martial arts.


  That was exactly what Zlatan’s punch was.


  Blessed height and physical user backed by discipline.


  Never suppressing his power, he stretched his upper body, his arms, the tip of the fist, forward, forward, forward, and hit him.


  How did his body move? What should he do to make it move?


  Only those who trained and researched those things to the limits could raise mere hand-to-hand fighting, which wasn’t a Light Technique, to the realm of entrancement.


   


  Having being hit hard on the chest, Leonard coughed up blood.


  Because he was blown off like a ping-pong ball, he collided with the ceiling, and was knocked down to the ground, and without the momentum stopping yet, he bounced and was thrown violently against the ceiling again.


  Pulled by gravity, he crashed, and narrowly took a landing posture, avoiding the clumsiness of licking the ground, however, he grimaced with the sharp pain the ribs complained.


  On the verge of being punched, he concentrated the defensive prana there right away, but he couldn’t endure it at all.


  He didn’t want to think about how many bones were gone.


  He put up with his complaints, stared at the enemy and prepared to pursue him.


  However, the enemy didn’t come.


  Zlatan stood proudly and imposingly at the place where he was punched.


  – Is this your spirit of chivalry, sir?


  Did he go easy on me? Leonard raised his eyebrows.


  – No. I put forth every effort even when hunting rabbits. However, it is not to my liking to hunt weak rabbits intentionally.


  Zlatan answered in an overly serious tone and pointed at his feet with his finger.


  Leonard also understood.


  The floor of the corridor was full of puddles.


  This was the result of the slime changing parts of its body into bullets and firing them like a shotgun.


  Surprisingly, although it was in such a state, the golem was still like a golem, and the liquid spread on the floor was gathering behind Zlatan while creeping.


  When looking at it, it was true that the size of the slime golem sticking to the back of the armor had shrunk to about half of its original size. Despite shooting that shot, it had to abandon its own body to that extent.


  (That thing can’t shoot until it regathers… which means that it can’t fire in rapid succession, right?)


  And Zlatan was waiting for it to regather.


  He was defending the slime golem and Émilienne until then.


  It wasn’t like he didn’t go after him because he was merciful.


  He was not only bold but calm.


  He was a knight and a magician.


  He was a big man.


  And a great worthy rival.


  (PSG is blessed with good servants. That’s why, like I thought, he lords over them)


  The “gravity user” who fought with him in Russia failed to live up to her name, but this guy──these guys were different.


  He smelled like Isurugi Jin, who fought with him at Akane Academy.


  (I still have long ways to go, huh)


  Leonard laughed.


  It wasn’t a self-deprecating smile. But an extremely unsetting smile of joy.


  There were still strong people he didn’t know, this good fortune of being able to challenge them to a fight.


  While trembling with excitement, he drew.


  The other sword.


  Finisher.


  Pulling the trigger without hesitation, he manifested a black flame blade on the immaterial sword.


  He threw his own sky-blue prana on the raging fire of mana borrowed from Louise, turning into a bluish black sword.


  – I have heard that thing that exercised its fury at Akane Academy is Finisher, am I correct?


  – Now, what will you do? You’re a 《Dark Savior》, so it will be hard to dodge this, right?


  – I will not let you.


  Zlatan came charging straight at him.


  He didn’t wait for the gathering of the slime golem.


  No, he couldn’t wait? Was his intention to try subduing Leonard before he released Finisher?


  – That’s something I cannot do.


  In the battle at Akane Academy, an unknown girl used the secrets of 《Godlike Movement》, and got in his way brilliantly. However, the Dark Savior Zlatan couldn’t even use the basic 《Godlike Movement》, let alone 《Hagun》.


  It was impossible for him to beat Leonard to the punch.


  He didn’t look like someone who wouldn’t understand the reason, but….


  Precisely because he didn’t look like that, Leonard found it interesting and unsparingly used Finisher.


  He held it horizontally from a certain distance and thrust it.


  Leonard opened his eyes wide.


  Even in front of a flame hell-like scene, Zlatan widened his body in a calm manner, caught the strong attack of Finisher by using his whole body, and even tried to pin it down with his arms.


  To protect Émilienne and the slime golem who were getting ready behind him!


  Was it feelings for his companions?


  Spirit of chivalry?


  (… It’s none of them)


  Leonard was already licking his lips.


  The bluish black raging fire exploded, blew violently, got between Leonard and Zlatan, engulfed the walls, floor and ceiling, scorching them black, and melted all the window glasses into liquid state.


  In such a gruesome scorched earth──


  – I can assemble only the strong points of multiple metals and minerals and alloy them ──


  Zlatan’s baritone roared clearly and unreservedly.


  It reverberated in the eardrum of the gloomy and depressed Leonard.


  – ──Tungsten has a melting point of 3,410ºC (6,191.6ºF). Additionally, it has an insulating structure with three empty layers and a mirrored surface treatment. It’s impossible to defat me with that kind of heating power.


  It was neither feelings for his companion nor spirit of chivalry.


  The answer was absolute pride in his magic.


  For the first time, Leonard saw a human standing calmly after being hit by Finisher.


  – You’re smart. You’re damn smart.


  The 《Demon》 might be unfit for his role. However, to Leonard’s eyes, this big man who wore armor with a fiendish design looked like the Devil himself.


  – Interesting…. Like I thought, you’re extremely amusing!


  He faced Zlatan who resumed his charge calmly and composedly.


  Leonard praised him while trembling with joy.


   


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


   


  Suruga Andou, who managed to get away from Leonard, arrived at the roof of the Tokyo main office building.


  As soon as he got to the rooftop structure with two people from 《Lés Élements》 as his followers, he headed towards the helicopter at full speed.


  《Lés Élements》, who had the skills to pilot a helicopter, were standing by, and because he contacted them in advance, they were ready to take off at any time.


  – Please, you first, Head Suruga Andou.


  – Thank you for accompanying me. Your devotion surely became my thing.


  The two followers were keenly cautious of the surroundings, and Suruga Andou tried to board the helicopter alone.


  However, his hand didn’t grab the handle of the support to get on and off installed at the entrance of the rear seat.


  Just before that, something strange occurred.


  The helicopter’s main propeller went up in flames without warning.


  It could not takeoff with this.


  – W-who’s there!?


  – Where are you hiding!?


  The followers, the 《Lés Élements》, drew their sabers and raised hell.


  Only Suruga Andou didn’t make an uproar. Realizing the situation, he changed his expression.


  He turned his head slowly.


  The culprit of the flames was on the roof of a building a short distance away.


  When they made eye contact, the culprit jumped from the rooftop of the building to another.


  His movement was alienated from ordinary people, which was possible only because of 《Godlike Movement》.


  His appearance was composed somehow.


  At first, the silhouette, which was about the size of a speck, became larger in a twinkle and landed in front of Suruga Andou.


  It was a man that made a solemn dignity hang in the air.


  How about the sublimeness of the red prana he wore quietly?


  The alarm function was activated, and the fairies released by Chloe appeared and swarmed the man, but they were burned down like biting louses flying into the flames the moment they touched his prana.


  The man also informed without giving the slightest attention to the fairies.


  – I thought that if I waited here, I would be able to… meet you.


  A whisper that reached him clearly despite the low volume.


  He adjusted the slightly misaligned position of his thin frame glasses by putting his finger on the bridge.


  Suruga Andou responded with a magnanimous attitude.


  – It’s been a long time, Shiba Akira. You don’t seem to have lost weight, so it’s good to see you’re doing well.


  – Fufu… you’ve grown terribly… taller.


  – Naturally. When we last met, I was still 14 years old, you know?


  They exchanged words for the first time in four years.


  As if to say he was satisfied with that, Shiba waved his right hand horizontally.


  With that alone, flames erupted at the feet of Suruga Andou, his legs were wrapped in flames.


  Before anything else, a move to hamper his escape on foot.


  The two followers became confused by Shiba’s 《Mars》 that couldn’t be averted at all.


  However, only Suruga Andou──chuckled to himself arrogantly──as his legs were burned.


  – I’m sorry that you took the trouble to use your feet and came all the way to see me. The real me is not here.


  Saying a surprising thing so bluntly, his figure disappeared all of a sudden.


  What was left behind was a──piece of paper that fluttered in the air in a jesting manner.


  The part of the oriental magic tool-like thing that was cut out in the form of the kanji 「大」 or into a human shape that was affixed to both legs was burning.


  – An… illusion?


  The deceived Shiba carved a wry smile in his mouth.


  And there was one voice that agreed with it.


  – Well, that’s how it is. That god damn Andou, deceiving even us; he sickens me… whatever. Should I praise him for raising rather smart sorcerers? He has lured you damn bastard here, so I’m satisfied*.


  *TN: Damn bastard is the furigana reading for Shiba Akira.


   


  A voice was heard from above.


   


  Shiba looked up while wearing a bittersweet smile.


  – So this resulted to be… an ambush. In fact, it was me who was caught in a trap, wasn’t I?


  – Yeah. The sin of keeping me waiting is worthy of certain death, isn’t it?


  From 1,063 feet in the air, the magician of the Eiffel Tower descended.


  Standing in the empty sky, the man-in-black who had the sun in the background threw off both leather gloves.


  He took time to clasp both hands and open them to check the condition of his fingertips.


  Charles Saint-Germain was getting fired up.


  Looking up at him, Shiba also made countless will-o’-wisps gather around him.


   


  The Magic King who reigned at the top of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  The Flame King who reigned in the abyss of the Six Wings.


  If the two kings confronted each other, inevitably there would be a fight.


  Chapter 8 - Power and Power


  The armored Evil Spirit raised its right gauntlet overhead.


  Moreover, the already thick arm suddenly swelled more than three times, and the size of hits spread palm reached up to 1 meter in length and width.


   


  ──Teach me the warmth of people agaaaain.


   


  It threw its ridiculously big palm against Moroha.


  Far from catching him, the blow, which resembled nothing so much as crushing him flat, was actually so fast that it smashed Moroha up, and left a big palm mark on the ground.


  … It looked like that from its side, but this was a complete bluff.


  Moroha just made an afterimage with the way of walking 《Komon》 and pretended to be killed.


  His real body had gone around and behind the armored Evil Spirit and struck it hard with the back of the blade.


  Putting his kneaded prana into it, and with all his might.


  A tickling-like numbness ran on both hands, a satisfying response.


  He had carved a big crack in the back of the armor of the 《Metaphysical》.


   


  ──Tell me what softness iiiiiiiiiiiis.


   


  The armored Evil Spirit consumed the satana in its core and counterattacked while forcibly regenerating the crack.


  This time, as soon as it enlarged the left gauntlet, it turned around and threw a backhand blow with an angle as if to scoop up.


  Moroha, who had just dealt a blow from above with all his strength, couldn’t afford to avoid this.


  – Jeez, you don’t make distinctions between men and women anymore….


  He tried to sustain and defend against it by making defensive prana run on the blade while getting annoyed.


  Although his beloved sword firmly stopped the backhand blow of the Evil Spirit-class, Moroha’s body was sent flying without being able to eliminate the impact fully. He was blown diagonally into the sky.


  For the wingless Moroha, the only way to move in the air freely was to rely on Dark Arts of Wind.


  However, the armored Evil Spirit either finished learning the means or wasn’t going to give Moroha time to spell, it bent both legs like springs.


  Doing something like jumping and going after him was perfectly obvious.


  But──Shizuno didn’t allow it.


  She, who got on the back of Toutetsu Karasbolas that ran while maintaining a long distance, fired 《Freezing Shade》 at the perfect moment.


  She froze the Evil Spirit-class as it bent its legs.


  Seeing that, Moroha started spelling while surrendering himself to free fall.


  The 3rd Dark Arts that he was best at, 《Incinerate》, housed in the sword blade; a Yin Yang.


  He stamped on the ground at the same time as he landed and sprung at the armored Evil Spirit.


  The Evil Spirit-class made satana surge from the core, and escaped from the restraints of ice and frost, but it was too late.


  Moroha increased the gear of his charge speed and slashed at a speed that could be mistaken for multiplying himself by four.


  A quadruple slash on top of 《Venus》 and 《Incinerate》, a Yin Yang, on top of 《Donrou》.


  The first stroke bisected the gauntlet of the Evil Spirit-class, the second stroke cut off the pauldron from the root, the third stroke slashed the breastplate diagonally from the shoulder and the fourth stroke sliced off the greaves*.


  *TN: Gauntlet is the furigana reading for right gauntlet and pauldron for left shoulder pad.


  He felt a satisfying response in his hands again.


  Wondering if it would be able to support its huge body with one foot, the armored Evil Spirit turned a somersault.


  Furthermore, the next attack of Shizuno, who took advantage of its unfortunate situation, came at it mercilessly.


  She made full use of the chains manifested by the 1st Rank, 《Bind》, and twined it around the gorget of the lying Evil Spirit multiple times*.


  *TN: Gorget is the furigana reading for neck pad.


  And coiled the opposite end of the chain around the long horns of Karasbolas.


  Karasbolas used its burly arms and legs and rushed madly ahead, dragging the armored Evil Spirit like the execution laws in the wild west. Of course, that didn’t deal too much damage to the Evil Spirit, but Karasbolas built momentum in the run-up, shook its head and sent the heavyweight-class 《Metaphysical》 flying into the sky.


  The wingless armored Evil Spirit had no way to move freely in the air.


  On top of having time to regain his breath, Moroha was ready for the next powerful technique.


  – Write──


   


  There is purgatory in the realm of the dead   There are burning fields on earth


  Flames become equal, burning good, evil, chaos and everything to exhaustion   A purifying intense mercy


  Everyone   Dies and returns to skull 


  God abandoned people 


  The world of decadence is not over   The trumpets are blown   The hour of judgment has come


   


  A jet-black hellfire contained in the sword blade, the Yin Yang Kurikara.


  He held it aside, jumped, came close to the enemy in the sky and unleashed an upward slash without worrying about damaging the surroundings.


  The best feeling of today, which was like hitting a bell, shook Moroha’s wrists.


  The armor of the Evil Spirit, which had already been regenerated while being blown away, was once again shattered into pieces by the powerful attack of Kurikara.


  The Evil Spirit immediately crashed without being able to land safely, and Moroha landed on the back of the rushing Karasbolas.


  – Hold onto me, Moroha.


  – Okey-dokey.


  When he straddled the back of the golem controlled by Shizuno, he turned his left arm around her soft body from behind, sticking firmly to her, and stabilizing his posture.


  Waiting for that, Shizuno made Karasbolas charge, and ran over the fallen armored Evil Spirit with the huge body.


  For the Evil Spirit, this was insult to injury.


  From the perspective of Moroha and Shizuno, it was free-for-all.


  Moroha looked back at the armored Evil Spirit from the back of Karasbolas who hit and ran over it and went away.


   


  ──Am I asking too muuuuuuuuch?


   


  The Archfiend regenerated its whole body and stood up for the fourth time.


  However, the core in the left part of the chest was quite discolored.


  Its concentration was half compared to the darkish color it had at the beginning, it was a beautiful gray color.


  This was the result of spending satana stored there every time it regenerated.


   


  ──If so, I’ve had enooooooough.


  ──There’s no need to forgiiiiive. 


  ──With this hand of mine, I’ll steal the woooooooman.


   


  The armored Evil Spirit let out an irritated-sounding piercing cry.


  (Good grief, it had to be a tawdry Evil Spirit-class)


  Moroha turned eyes of contempt towards it.


  The hardness of this Evil Spirit’s source was something astonishing, but it wasn’t as great as its regenerative abilities.


  It might have been the fastest he had ever scraped satana off its heart.


  Of course, because the hardness was exceptional, slashing it lightly wouldn’t have done anything.


  That appeared to be the case after the battle started.


  The flow changed after Moroha became able to drive powerful techniques one after another in an interesting way.


  The reason for that was Shizuno’s perfect support.


  She ran around the battlefield with Karasbolas, and while securing her own safety, she made full use of precise Dark Arts.


  Was it because she was ready-witted or because she focused on even the finest of details?


  Even though no cues or eye contact had been sent, she supported Moroha with the Dark Arts he wanted and when he wanted.


  A sensation as if there were two of him──he could taste even a certain sense of omnipotence.


  Speaking of the Evil Spirit-class, it was a somewhat tough opponent, and until now, it mostly gave a strong feeling of 「We don’t know how to deal with it」.


  (It has been…  fun, right? Today…)


  It might be an indiscrete strong feeling, but it was an honest feeling.


  Moroha wasn’t a perfect person, the emotions breaking out in his chest could not be suppressed.


  If there was something he could do, that would be to match this fun and right purpose.


  – Let’s go hard like we’ve been doing, Shizuno. We ended up being baited to come here. I’m worried about Tokyo. We have to deal with this guy fast, we have to do something.


  – As you say.


  Shizuno grabbed and pulled the long hair that covered Karasbolas’ huge body.


  It looked like reins on a horse.


  She made it turn and catch the armored Evil Spirit in front of her.


  On the other hand, the Evil Spirit seemed to be impatient (If these things had human emotions).


  It drummed the chest with both hands while taking a daunting pose where it was.


  Every time the left gauntlet hit the breastplate; big cracks ran in the core that took the place of a heart.


  A dense satana leaked from there.


  As the cracks grew larger, the concentration increased, and eventually it gained a spouting-like momentum.


  It was a miasma-like black hatred. Its whole body was clad in it like prana.


   


  ──Give that woman to meeeeeee!


   


  The armored Evil Spirit transformed with a shrieking roar.


  Both arms swelled rapidly and got irregularly gigantic.


  Furthermore, all ten fingers changed shape, each transforming into an arm.


  The ten gauntlet-armored arms made the fingers crawl like worms all at once, which was disgusting enough to make them get goosebumps.


  Then the Evil Spirit fired all then arms from the elbows to the tips like arrows.


   


  ──I got youuuuuuu hiihahahaaaaaaaaaahhhh.


   


  Ten gauntlets flew at full speed.


  They finished becoming large again, spread their fingertips and tried to grab her.


  Moroha made an immediate decision, and while holding Shizuno’s waist, he jumped backwards and ran away.


  Karasbolas became a shield to protect its master.


  Its body was grabbed and tore off by the ten gauntlets, the giant was cruelly trampled down.


  Having being dismembered in the blink of an eye, the loyal golem fulfilled its part and returned to the shape of a smashed ID Tag.


  Moroha and Shizuno completed the spelling while Karasbolas became a decoy.


  Without previous coordination.


  However, Moroha only had to throw Saratiga far above him, a communion of mind with mind.


  「「Flutter, flutter as they should, wings of the great bird  Release me from the oppression of gravity immediately  As if I were fleeting and light as sparks!


  」」


  They perfectly harmonized the chanting.


  Their weight was drastically reduced, and jumped with all their strength with Moroha’s 《Godlike Movement》.


  A vertical jump at full power.


  The ten gauntlets that slaughtered Karasbolas increased their momentum and chased Moroha and Shizuno who soared high into the sky.


  However, the ascending speed of Moroha was much faster, they suddenly couldn’t catch up to them.


  When Moroha confirmed that, he held Shizuno in his right arm and changed his posture to hug each other.


  They stared at each other and appealed with their eyes for the first time in this battle.


  The state in which the Evil Spirit-class damaged its own core and discharged satana was, so to speak, the last stand of that thing.


  While it dramatically increased its attack power and strengthened its special characteristics, its defense was ignored.


  Therefore, it became a “to kill or be killed” battle.


  For Moroha, who was more concerned about Tokyo, a short and decisive battle was what he hoped for.


  He hit the ten gauntlets that came flying with the greatest blow before he was forced into a defensive fight to protect Shizuno.


  In this completely unknown land, he wouldn’t take responsibility for firing an incantation.


  If so, before that.


  What was the maximum firepower that could be achieved in this situation?


   


  Naturally, when Shizuno looked at Moroha’s eyes, she immediately understood what he wanted to say.


  While hugging each other, she twisted her upper body and stretched her right hand.


  Moroha grabbed her hand with his left hand.


  They put their hands on top of each other and matched their index fingers straight.


  With their fingertips gathered, they spelled the same magic characters together.


   


  King of hoarfrost   Evil Dragon   Lend me your breath   To make even their souls freeze


  The prosperous ones inevitably dying is the divine providence of the world   The law given by God is an inescapable karma 


  Like water flowing to a low place   Taking all heat away


  Show me the world where everything came to a stop   As if even time was frozen 


  Show me   The extreme point   The beauty of eternity that is not destroyed by anyone   And where not even those who destroy exist


  I am a person who refuse to understand   A person who seek only the absolute


  How is there something so disgusting!? 


  Life is a mystery that forms gatherings, crawls like a worm, spreads rotten smells and increases births


  I do not accept that   I do not understand that


   


   


  A huge number of magic characters spanning nine lines were written in the air.


  Namely, a 9th Rank Dark Art.


  The maximum magic in an unreachable territory for Shizuno.


  Therefore, Shizuno could only do one thing.


  Offer everything to Moroha.


  She clung even stronger onto him as if to offer herself.


  She kissed the nape of his neck as if to offer this feeling.


  She pumped her soul into his carotid artery──into his thick blood vessels as if to offer it*.


  *TN: Soul is the furigana reading for magic power (where normally mana is used).


  No one could imitate this.


  No one could do it just by imitating techniques and rituals.


  A fusion and transfer of mana that could only be done by Shizuno who was satisfied to offer everything to Moroha.


  Shizuno’s mana was added to the already enormous mana of Moroha and a black aura blew violently in the blue sky*.


  *TN: Aura is the furigana reading for storm.


  Moroha controlled that, which was on the verge of running wild, with a superior magic work, and converged it to a one-point-breakthrough power.


  With his eyes flashing, Moroha glared at the target.


   


  ──Hand her ooooover…. Abandon heeeeer….. 


   


  The ten gauntlets released by the Evil Spirit accelerated quickly and approached like hunting dogs running in the air.


  – I won’t.


  Moroha declared in a few words.


  Shizuno blushed a little in his chest.


  Then, the boy, who was the Dark King in his previous life, exercised his power that wasn’t different from his nickname.


  Ancestral Arts Dark Arts, 《Frost Wyrm》.


  The unleashed ultracold air ran straight from above to below*.


  *TN: The furigana reading for above and below are sky and ground respectively.


  It was vastly different from the cold wind, which was a natural phenomenon, it was bundled to increase the density and it had a strong directionality.


  It froze the atmosphere on the way, and the traces left in its path were filled with pure white ice crystals which shone in the sunlight.


  It was exactly the appearance of a magic dragon with ice scales descending from heaven and invading the earth.


  The pointed end of the cold air that rushed straight──the dragon’s jaw aimed at one point, the armored Evil Spirit.


  Only the ten gauntlets that came flying and were on its path would be eaten and scattered.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  The Evil Spirit also manipulated the ten gauntlets and tried to stop the advent of the ice magic dragon.


  The ice dragon of Moroha and the ten hands of the Evil Spirit crashed head-on.


  Moroha’s mana and the Evil Spirit’s satana jostled and fought each other.


  The equilibrium collapsed in the blink of an eye.


  The ten giant gauntlets were frozen in ice and burst from inside.


  With that, it ended.


  The ice dragon released by Moroha couldn’t be blocked by anything, it roared and cut through the atmosphere like a howl and hit the armored Evil Spirit directly.


  The jaw of the ice dragon ate and swallowed everything.


  Everything within a radius of ten meters froze around the point of impact.


  Yes, even the armored Evil Spirit wasn’t the exception.


  The gray core in its left part of the chest was frozen and crushed into pieces.


  The clear sound of ice breaking echoed in the wilderness.


   


  – As one would expect, I’m a little tired.


  That was the first thing Moroha said when he landed on the ground in free fall.


  In his arms, Shizuno was flabbergasted.


  – This was the first time I fought a 《Metaphysical》 that was this strong, you know?


  Shizuno was convinced that it was far superior than the headless Evil Spirit she saw before.


  Speaking of actual weaknesses, was its regenerative ability kind of poor?


  However, it was actually an impressively hard 《Metaphysical》.


  Although it was good that Moroha was the possessor of remarkable attack power, there was a possibility that most of the Shiroganes might not even be able to deal a lot of damage to the Evil Spirit of moments ago.


  Moreover, its movement was so fast it could be called cheating.


  Was it simply strong?


  In addition to that, if it entered in that mode where it sent ten gauntlets flying, there was nothing the Kuromas could do. Without one or two Shirogane guards per person, they would end up being trampled down helplessly.


  – The thing I fought in America was much stronger, though.


  Moroha said such a terrifying thing without hesitation.


  When Shizuno became speechless,


  – ──ah, wait, wait. This isn’t the moment to talk about that.


  Becoming extremely serious, he cleared his throat.


  – It’s thanks to Shizuno that I was able to defeat it rather easily today. Seriously. And with that, let’s drop the subject.


  – Yes…. I’m glad to know that I was useful for you.


  Shizuno rubbed her nose on Moroha’s chest as if to fawn on him.


  – I’m telling you, that’s not the case now.


  Once again, Moroha became extremely serious and cleared his throat.


  Even though he was blushing a little.


  – But even if we get impatient, there’s nothing we can do, is there? We don’t know where we are, it’s definitely not Japan. Even if there’s a town, we don’t know the way….


  – No, we have that to go home.


  Moroha said extremely calm.


  Shizuno was about to be dumbfounded again, but if he said so, then that surely was the case.


  – Then, why are you impatient?


  I hope everyone in Tokyo is safe….


  Moroha worriedly looked into the clock of his mobile phone.


  Although they were safe and were able to defeat it, it took them a considerable amount of time.


  Even if they were able to go back, 「Cradle of the Sun」had already been annihilated and Suruga Andou had been kidnapped──if that was the situation, it was too terrible to look at.


  With a distant look, Moroha looked up at the sky.


  Shizuno imitated him while putting her head on him.


  The sun, which felt stronger than in Japan, was an element that felt like it burned the sky that didn’t have a single umbrella of clouds.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  Zlatan, who wore an armor-shaped golem, came charging.


  The corridor on the third floor of the Tokyo main office building shook with each step.


  In front of the approaching, large God of death.


  Leonard closed his eyes and stood up straight.


  It wasn’t because he realized his loss after the Finisher’s blow was prevented.


  Leonard was far craftier than that. As soon as he found out he couldn’t really win, he abandoned both shame and honor and ran away.


  He trained again and looked for a rematch.


  That was his principle.


  Therefore, he closed his eyes now to win to the end.


  He could tell how close Zlatan was by listening.


  There were about five seconds before he was attacked.


  He used his free time to sharpen.


  His consciousness. His will.


  To bring out the ultimate concentration.


  At the same time, Leonard was bleeding from his whole body.


  He used his own small sword to carve cuts all over his body.


  To lose weight, even a little, even a small amount.


  His small sword and his favorite cowboy hat had already been thrown away.


  He scraped off all excess.


  He used both his body and mind to the full, squeezed out the last remaining drop of his soul──unless he got prepared this much, he wouldn’t be able to defeat this large enemy.


  He didn’t want to make excuses like having bad compatibility. He just wanted to win.


  (Yeah, this is fun. It’s so much fun…! Like I thought, it’s fun to fight strong guys!)


  He forgot about his mission, about Suruga Andou, long ago.


  – What are you scheming? You don’t look like the type of person who is admirable enough to admit defeat graciously!


  Along with the dialogue, he heard the roaring sound of Zlatan’s right fist.


  Grasping the distance, it entered the punching motion.


  (Like I thought, it was 5 seconds!)


  Leonard observed carefully.


  And he understood everything at once.


  The strong swing of Zlatan’s right fist seemed to have almost stopped.


  The slime golem clinging to his back stretched itself, inflated its pointed ends and even moved to shoot; all of it looked terribly slow.


  The sharpened concentration extended the sense of time like a candy and changed the scenery of the world.


  In that world, Leonard moved at the speed of another dimension.


  Faster than Zlatan’s fist could reach.


  Faster than the slime shooting.


  He held Finisher with both hands and pulled the trigger.


  And pulled.


  And pulled.


  Three of the five bullets left in the cylinder were fired almost at the same time.


  He simultaneously shot 《Black Gehenna》, 《Hydro Serpent》 and 《Tempest Jinn》 that Louise loaded into it, and made the sword blade of the explosive destructive power itself manifest.


  The artifact, the masterpiece made by “Arsenal” Arlene, wouldn’t discharge accidentally even if it was pushed hard like this.


  However, it was certain that he was making it work too hard.


  When two or more bullets were used at the same time, the blade that appeared disappeared in an instant.


  To put it the other way around, there was a momentary extension of time until it disappeared.


  It wasn’t zero.


  In less than 0.1 second, a momentary world until the blade was lost──


  Then, Leonard exerted an extreme speed.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Donrou》.


  He challenged the next-to-impossible seven clones.


  He scrapped off one extra thing, he even hinted “Now I can do it”.


  That drive, that should be called dreadfulness, led Leonard there.


  He swung the blade, which was made of pure destructive energy and was three times more powerful than the 5th Rank Dark Arts of the 9th PSG, from seven sides, and drove it into one point.


  The stubborn blow of the man who always kept aiming high and exceeded and exceeded and exceeded his own limits.


  No, seven hits.


  That pierced the firmness of the hardest golem in the history of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  He surpassed the history of hundreds of years of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  A long spiderweb-like crack ran through Zlatan’s torso armor, and the armor around it crumbled.


  A shock ran, destroying everything from the fingertips to the toes.


  The slime clinging to the back couldn’t endure the second shot and was dispersed.


  Of course, Zlatan inside of it could not be safe.


  The bones of his whole body were crushed and his internal organs were ruptured.


  If it wasn’t because this big man was naturally blessed with this body, he would have died instantly.


  He lost his armor, turned a somersault and fell with his arms and legs outstretched.


  His eyes looking up at Leonard overflowed with a sense of awe.


  – You’re still conscious? Like I thought, sir, you’re amazing.


  Leonard also returned a sense of respect.


  – ──.


  Zlatan tried to convey something.


  However, only blood bubbles spilled from his mouth, he couldn’t talk.


  Leonard understood him.


  “It is your victory”.


  “Now, deliver the coup de grace”.


  He could read he was saying so.


  – Heheh… although I really want to do that….


  Leonard was also having difficulty to talk.


  The muscles of his body were turned into shreds due to going too far with something like a seven-clone 《Donrou》.


  He made 《Inner Life》 run, but Leonard’s poor prana didn’t seem to heal him quickly.


  The pickiness of his talent really made him smile wryly.


  And above all,


  – I’m out of bullets. And there’s a scary lady glaring at me, so I don’t have room to finish you off.


  Leonard said plainly.


  There were still two bullets left in the cylinder of Finisher.


  One of them contained a Dark Arts of Defense.


  The other one──was a Dark Arts to stop the golems of 「Cradle of the Sun」.


  It was a secret method that was handed down from PSG to PSG.


  He insisted that it was absolutely unneeded, but Louise made him keep it against his will.


  As soon as he thought “As if I were to use it, that won’t happen”, he actually used it.


  He was glad he did that.


  – Alright then. It was fun. Bye.


  He picked up the cowboy hat, put it against his chest and saluted Zlatan who fell flat.


  That feeling was everything.


  In actuality, the Dark Savior who lost the golem couldn’t face Leonard, even the way he was now. He didn’t want to tarnish this radiant feeling himself. He was able to fight feeling good, he wanted to go home feeling good. He would most probably be scolded by Louise again with the words 「You’re too soft!」.


  Holding no regrets, he jumped off the third floor.


  – I was utterly defeated….


  Zlatan’s words were just bubbles of blood, he couldn’t speak, and he couldn’t reach Leonard’s ears.


  Enduring the pain in his muscles, he looked back only once while going away from the main building.


  Due to his bad habit, he abandoned his duty. Would Shiba and Zhixin manage it to do it successfully instead of him? He felt a little guilty, but,


  – Uhha!


  Leonard gave a broad smile and whistled.


  Huge flames swirled on the roof of the building like two tigers eating each other’s tails.


  They were fighting. Shiba and Charles.


  《Lés Élements》 gathered in front of the entrance and watched over the imposing figure of their leader while holding their breaths.


  They knew. That battle wasn’t something others could step in.


  Their spirit and vigor competing ruthlessly against each other were transmitted with a shudder all the way there.


  – Boss Shiba and PSG, huh….


  S-Rank and S-Rank.


  If the two faced each other, who would be declared the winner?


  Leonard thought for a while, but he couldn’t say 「Like I thought」.


  So he just watched over.


  He held his breath. He was in breathless suspense. He made his eyes shine like a child.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  Flame and flame competed for hegemony.


  It was a collision of each other’s pride.


  On one hand, what invaded from below to above was Shiba’s hellfire.


  Every time he turned the rooftop of the Tokyo main office building into a garden of flames and reigned in the center of those blazing flames, he waved his right hand and commanded, then the surrounding flames soared like an army and scorched the air.


  Those raging flames were words that deserved shudders.


  On the other hand, what rained incessantly from above to below was Charles’ heavenly attack.


  He made full use of his ten fingers and wrote ten 《Flares》 at the same time.


  Despite being 1st Rank, that Dark Art actually excelled at destructive power.


  If Charles, who possessed mana of the highest class in human history──of course, if monsters such as Moroha, Lightning Empress and Louise were put aside──ignited double figures at the same time, the total firepower would be, in a single word, tremendous.


  A sweltering heat blew violently in the sky above the main office building.


  If it wasn’t for the double measures of blocking the surrounding area with the cooperation of the government and concealment magic done by 「Cradle of the Sun」, it would become a great scandal.


  – Paris Saint-Germain. Your strength is worthy… of your name.


  On earth, Shiba, who subdued the army of flames, changed his strategy.


  The warrior, who made a number of flames that looked like floating balls of fire sway unstably around him, made them wait.


  Without making the slight movement, he sent them flying with the power of his will.


  Shiba Akira’s First Flame Feast, 《Kitsunebi》.


  These shadow flames that flew around unsteadily as if to tease and make fun of people were troublesome.


  Even if he tried intercepting them with Dark Arts, it would slip through them.


  – How cheeky──


  When Charles clicked his tongue, he flew to the right and to the left, sometimes he included somersaults and continued dodging the《Kitsunebi》.


  The sneaky-smelling flames had only one drawback: they were slow.


  Since Charles flew freely in the sky, he could avoid them satisfactorily even if he had reflexes of ordinary people.


  While Shiba was calm, the annoyance was making Charles move around restlessly.


  – ──Even if you flatter me, I’m not stupid enough to go easy on you.


  As he got annoyed, Charles struck back with five 《Flares》 of his right hand.


  By including a little arrangement, the five converged flame spears flew at high speed and exploded violently on the roof of the building one after another.


  Shiba avoided them by moving in all directions while crossing his hands behind his back.


  The necktie of his suit got messy. It served him right.


  – Fufu. You figured it… out.


  As Shiba fixed the disordered tie solemnly,


  – Until I told you the facts. You’re the only person in the world, the only Kuroma capable of fighting one-on-one with a Shirogane without a golem. Not to mention your 《The Origin》, which can unilaterally attack from a range that Shiroganes cannot reach, is overwhelming. When it comes to Kuromas, it’s a 50-50 situation, but this time, there’s no one who can defeat you in a magic battle. Despite both being S-Rank, I have no choice but to say that you and Sir Edward are truly… extraordinary.


  – Nonsense. You think you can fight with me? Who do you think you are? What a roundabout pride.


  Charles used his five left fingers separately and put five-line phrases into written form all at once.


  He hit him from above with black fames of hell.


  – We just happened to have a good… compatibility. It wasn’t Zhixin who faced you, meaning that we still have luck.


  When Shiba held out his right hand, he collected a part of the surrounding flames, made a wall and stopped 《Black Gehenna》.


  – You fool. I don’t care who you are, you ran out of luck when you attacked me.


  Charles used the five fingers of his right hand to put the 5th Rank of Flames into written form again.


  At the same time, he spelled the 5th Rank of Ice, 《Blizzard》, with the five fingers of his left hand.


  As soon as he tried defeating this man who acted like the King of Flames with flame binding, he changed his mind.


  At any rate, putting forth every effort and overwhelming him would give him more satisfaction.


  The magic king manifested a sweltering hot hell and a gelid hell in this world and tried to attack the usurper king from the left and right.


  – Unh…


  Shiba clouded his facial expression.


  In the face of a dynamic attack that simultaneously exercised great magic of the 5th Rank, a deep wrinkle was carved between the eyebrows.


  He extended his right hand horizontally and kept it there as if to amass strength.


  The flames blazing in the surroundings began to swirl around Shiba, strengthening the force of flames.


  Watching for an opportunity, Shiba flipped up his right hand and flames that were incomparable to the previous one erupted and assaulted the heavens.


  Exactly at the midpoint between Charles and Shiba, the ferocious attacks from both sides collided head-on.


  There was a big explosion.


  Not only flames crashed into flames, a snow storm also joined them, causing the chemically combined waver vapor to explode.


  A powerful blast blew, pushing Shiba’s flames back.


  The wind blew in all directions around the collision point, and as one would expect, the momentum changed above and below.


  Until now, they exchanged fire evenly, but finally Charles pressured Shiba.


  Occupying an advantageous position, he took the opportunity and went on a finishing offensive.


  Clasping his senses like a needle, he operated the ten fingers like a precision machine and fired both 5th Ranks in rapid succession.


   


  It was a Herculean task to spell the same magic characters at the same time.


  However, if he could do that, it was easy to exercise double Dark Arts.


  In fact, while Moroha was restricted to 1st Rank, he was good at it.


  On the other hand, spelling two types of magic characters at the same time and exercising two types of Dark Arts was a marvelous task.


  It was near impossible to have strong images necessary for the success of Dark Arts separately and at the same time.


  Only Charles could do this.


  It was also limited to the Dark Arts he was strong at.


  The only explanation one could try to give was that the structure of the brain he was born with was different from others.


   


  Therefore, the man with the nickname “Le Rouge et Bleu” exercised the privilege granted to him only by the heavens and punished Shiba on the ground to death.


  The wavelike pincer attack of 《Black Gehenna》 and 《Blizzard》.


  His concentration carried to the very limit, which was required for the simultaneous firing of two types of big magic, illuminated the ignis fantuus in the left eye of Charles.


  His right eye remained blue, only his left eye shone red bewitchingly.


  – Sixth Person. Your passable strength is worthy of your name.


  – I’m honored to be complimented. However, now comes the dreadful. As they say, nothing costs as much as what is… given to us.


  Shiba waved his right hand energetically and took command.


  He manipulated the army of flames and tried to eclipse Charles’ ice and flames.


  However, and as one would expect, the violent wind that occurred during the water vapor explosion drove Shiba in the downwind to an unfavorable situation.


  He couldn’t be calm anymore. Sweat ran down Shiba’s forehead.


  Charles lifted the corners of his mouth, became arrogant and increased the rotation of the barrage.


  – Yeah, exactly. Despite being a Light Technique user, you’re good at long-distance battles. You have rare talents. So far so good. However, sixth person. You’re not fast enough, which should be the greatest advantage of Light Technique users. No matter how long-distance you can fight, if you have an equal match with me, a Dark Art user, in terms of speed, it’s safe to say you’re putting the cart before the horse.


   


  For example, yeah. 


  This was something he couldn’t say even if he died──


  For example, if he was Haimura Moroha, he would be able to cut Charles to pieces in an instant.


  Like the conclusion of their battle in the past.


  – You halfwit. If you talk about compatibility, show me a technique that amounts to that.


  He got tired of seeing his face.


  He would settle it here and now.


  Charles got fired up and tried to increase his spelling speed.


  He did that, but his fingers didn’t obey him. 


  Charles opened his eyes wide spontaneously.


  It was fatigue’s fault.


  His concentrated and elevated mind went beyond fatigue, but his body wasn’t like that.


  Physically, it was a disadvantage of the Dark Saviors that could never break through the limits of ordinary people.


  Without his pride allowing it, he got mad, manipulated his fingers, and after a few seconds of “where there’s a will, there’s a way”.


  There was a recoil, an unruly one.


  He had poor control over his fingers, even spelling errors arose.


   


  – I was waiting… for that.


   


  Shiba smiled lightly.


  It was a devilish smile.


  – … Hey. What now?


  – I knew you would do that sooner or later. Zhixin told me. I heard that he saw the result of the battle between you and Haimura Moroha… well.


  – … Shut up. What’s with that!?


  Having his pride rubbed the wrong way, Charles let out a war cry and controlled his ten fingers.


  However, his spirit served no purpose, both ended up failing.


  Sweat ran on Charles’ forehead.


  – If it had been a sport with intervals… like boxing and soccer, you might have been truly… invincible.


  Charles got angrier and angrier at Shiba’s voice of compassion.


  But that made him notice.


  Weren’t the flames swaying around Shiba increasing their force more than before?


  In other words, weren’t they absolutely different compared to the beginning to the battle?


  – It is as… you say. I’m very slow despite the fact that I’m a Shirogane. It takes time to catch fire. It takes this much until I can show all my power. I kept a person like you waiting… a long time.


  Just like a flame.


  A small accidental fire eventually became a wildfire that no one could handle.


  The exact opposite of Charles who lost momentum as the battle dragged on.


  The longer the battle, the more Shiba increased the force of the flames.


  – It appears that your compatibility with me is… bad.


  With the smile of the devil on his face, Shiba waved his right hand.


  The enormous rising flames twisted and attacked, aiming at the heavens like a giant mizuchi*.


  *TN: Mizuchi is a mythical dragon-like beast.


  Charles fired the 5th Rank of Ice and Flames.


  He didn’t mess up this time.


  But.


  The force of the flame mizuchi could not be stopped.


  Even though he planned to deliberately make 《Black Gehenna》 and 《Blizzard》 crash into each other, make water vapor explode and blow everything up, the flame mizuchi only shook slightly even when being exposed to the blast.


  It climbed over it defiantly, opened its big jaw and approached.


  Charles was swallowed up completely.


  – Gu… aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa…


  A scream.


  He was burned.


  Gradually from his fingertips and toes.


  The pain in his right arm was especially terrible.


  Although his whole body was wrapped in bright red, he knew that Shiba’s flames only burned what they were aiming for.


  He knew that, but it was too late.


  Like a pitiful prey being swallowed by a big snake, he had no choice but to be dissolved in its stomach as he was.


  I can’t believe it.


  I can’t believe that I, the PSG, will be defeated….


  (Stop… complaining…!)


  Preserving his last pride, Charles strengthened his resolve.


   


  At that moment, the wind blew.


   


  It was a tremendous windstorm.


  If compared to a Dark Art, it was at least 6th Rank or higher.


  No wind blew naturally like that.


  Charles was justled by it and caused him to whirl in the sky.


  However, what caused him to be blown away did the same to the flames tormenting him.


  Then he noticed that he was free from the torture that burned his body.


  He suddenly couldn’t understand what happened.


  Did Shiba go easy on him as a joke and blew out the flames?


  Charles glared and confirmed.


  He was wrong.


  Shiba was also looking in a different direction with eyes as if looking at something unbelievable.


  Charles followed his gaze.


  There he was.


  The owner who made that wind blow a moment ago.


  The great magician approached Charles.


  – Why? I’m sure you were the offensive, weren’t you?


  Because the humiliation was too much, he couldn’t help but question him.


  He turned towards the angry face of Haimura Moroha──standing on the rooftop of a building three buildings away.


  Chapter 9 - Suruga Andou


  The following story happened three years ago when Shimon Maya was 8 years old.


  During the summer vacation of that year, a training camp for Strikers was held, and Maya traveled with them.


  However, after the campground was turned into a place where all sorts of intense training were possible with 《Field of Dreams》, she was completely left alone.


  This was due to the difference in age and the fact that she wasn’t close friends with the Strikers at that time, and above all, they were nothing but full of themselves, desperate to do intensive training.


  Maya was isolated and left behind.


  In the depths of the mountains, which seemed to be isolated from civilization, there was no need to do anything, but she didn’t want to bother anyone, so she kept silent and behaved.


  After everyone got tired and slept like a log, she shed tears, albeit just a little.


  She slipped out of the tent and put up with it by looking up at the night sky so that tears stopped falling.


  It was at that moment when she received a call from Mari-onee-chan on her mobile phone.


  She answered the phone with great joy while feeling the conviction of the carrier company that she could communicate even when being deep in the mountains like this.


  『I was wondering if you had fallen sleep already』


  – The stars are stunningly beautiful nanodesu. I was so excited that I couldn’t sleep desu.


  The latter was a means, but the former was not a lie.


  Thanks to Mari-onee-chan’s concern, it looked as if not only her heart but also the night sky had cleared up.


  The stars were really beautiful because there were no lights of civilization around her.


  She hadn’t noticed them until a while ago.


  The Summer Triangle and the Libra constellation that she read in a book shone clearly.


  She searched for those lights one by one with Mari-onee-chan over the phone.


  It felt terribly strange that the shapes of the stars that could be seen were the same even if they were so far apart like this.


  – I didn’t know that Mari-onee-chan was knowledgeable about stars desu.


  – I like them. If you stare at them in a daze, you feel that you are being sucked up, right?


  – Yes nanodesu.


  – How should I put it, my heart feels like it gently melts into the cosmos….


  – As if being in a trance nanodesu.


  – Fufu, you know difficult words. But that’s true──


   


  – The same feeling as when using 《Transportal》. It feels so good.


  Three years ago, Mari-onee-chan certainly said so.


  Making an impression as lasting as happiness when she called her on the phone, Maya had forgotten all of her words.


  She remembered it very recently.


  In the grounds of the Shinto shrine which was in Moroha’s home town, the words of Moroha were the trigger.


  Precisely because the words of Moroha, who always cared about Maya and encouraged her, were so gentle, became the rousing for a miracle.


  – Write──


  Wearing the witch hat she inherited from Mari, Maya chanted.


   


  I resort to nostalgia   I resort to homesickness


  Far away   Beyond   A long distance   Beyond   Thousands   And thousands of kilometers   In the distance   My home town


  An old place that these hands cannot reach


  With these feelings, please connect the long distances


  With this curse, please warp the distant worlds


   


  The crucial thing was to be in a trance.


  To forget the sight in front of you and let the distant stars play with your heart, such was the feeling.


  The unit of this method that captured that place.


  However, not everyone could do it just by listening to it. There was a wall of subtle nuances.


  What crossed that was Maya’s daily and nightly training and tenacity.


  Above all, she had a strong desire: she wanted to take Mari-onee-chan back.


  They had spent all their time together, including talking with each other; such was the bond between Maya and her Onee-chan.


  When all those conditions and Maya’s determination overlapped, she made the impossible possible.


  She disproved the fixed idea of the White Knight Organization.


  She caused a miracle.


  Even Moroha came to do so many times. He showed her doing so many times.


  That was why Maya kept telling herself that it wasn’t impossible, until she finally achieved it.


   


  Maya opened a transition door on the rooftop of the building which was three buildings away from the Tokyo main office building.


  Relying on the scenery of the attached image she received from Moroha’s mobile phone, she connected the other side and this side.


  She called Moroha and Shizuno back to this place!


  – Well done, Maaya.


  Immediately after appearing from the magic circle of light, Moroha patted her head.


  This was the best reward.


  – Are you surprised?


  Even that Shizuno patted her with a clumsy movement.


  *Ehehe*, Maya looked shy.


  – Well then, I’m off.


  「「Take care」」


  The two saw off Moroha going to the purgatory battlefield.


   


  And Moroha reached.


  The rooftop of the Tokyo main office building.


  The rising arena of flames of Shiba.


  As soon as he saved Charles with a Dark Art of Wind and quickly prepared a storm, he slashed at Shiba without any remorse or consideration.


  – …!


  Shiba’s response to avoid it was a little slow. Maya suddenly opened 《Transportal》 and Moroha invaded all of a sudden, surprising him, and making him unable to recover right away.


  Taking advantage of that, Saratiga ran diagonally, and a shallow red line was carved in Shiba’s chest.


  Even though his reaction was slow, he wasn’t going to let him cut him down.


  However, Moroha knew that this man’s taijutsu was excellent.


  There was a second lightning stroke without delay.


  But he felt no response in his hands.


  The figure of Shiba, who should have been cut open, became blurry, turned into flames and wrapped Moroha.


  Third Flame Feast, 《Kagerou》.


  Without a moment’s delay, Moroha made his whole body burst with defensive prana and fireproof mana.


  Arlene’s combat uniform responded well, and Moroha shook off the flames burning him.


  – What the…!


  The retreating Shiba churned up one eyebrow in astonishment once again.


  – Was this the first time I show these to you? These clothes are amazing, aren’t they?


  – Yeah. If possible, I’d like you to tell me where I can… buy them.


  Moroha slashed at him without giving him time to breathe and Shiba pressed his hands together while falling back composedly.


  The flames blazing all over responded to the movement of Shiba’s hands and tried to catch Moroha from the left and right.


  Moroha saw through that immediately.


  The thermal power was unusual. Regardless of Arlene’s combat uniform, it could not be prevented.


  But he didn’t panic.


  The 3rd Rank of Wind, 《Breeze Shamshir》, which was written with the left hand, had already been completed.


  Moroha housed that in the sword blade, and shot a Yin Yang at Shiba from a distance.


  The windstorm blew off the flames on the left and right and tried to attack Shiba.


  Shiba was no ordinary man. When he made his own knife-hand be clad in flames, he swung it down in a vertical line.


  The unnatural 《Flames》 of Shiba, which burned all things in nature to nothing, cut the windstorm in two*.


  *TN: Flames is the furigana reading for Mars.


  He attacked and defended himself without conceding one step, he now advanced and now retreated.


  If one dared to say, the superiority of Moroha who continued attacking was clear as day.


  ──However, at that moment, Moroha was attacked by flames he didn’t expect at all, a surprise attack.


  From above.


  Feeling the heat, he jumped back, but he was unable to dodge it, so he got burned a little.


  If it wasn’t for this new combat uniform, he would be in danger.


  Furthermore, as if dealing an additional attack on a weakened enemy, the angry voice from above,


  – Seventh person! What did you come to do!?


  – What the hell are you doing so suddenly?


  Moroha looked up at the sky and protested against Charles and his sour expression.


  The surprise attack of a moment ago was the 《Flare》 released by PSG.


  Instead of receiving Moroha’s protest and giving an explanation, the man who shot his ally from the back,


  – Again…? Are you trying to glow with self-satisfaction by helping me again? Do you want to torture me with humiliation!?


  With a dignity becoming of him, he conversely criticized Moroha’s actions.


  – You see.


  Moroha alertly returned his gaze to Shiba and lamented.


  – You helped me when I was imprisoned, didn’t you? With this, we can say that we’re even now, don’t you think? That way, both you and I are happy.


  If Moroha got angry once, he wouldn’t forgive so easily.


  Similarly, if someone did something good to him, he would never forget it.


  Give and take. If you do a favor for somebody, you will get a return favor. A fair exchange──there were many wonderful words and sayings in this world.


  Moroha wanted to treasure them.


  But Charles didn’t seem to think so,


  – You fool! I’m only unable to stomach Zhixin! I said that I did what I wanted, didn’t I!?


  – If so, because I’m unable to stomach Shiba Akira, I’ll just do as I please, so don’t worry.


  – Guh…!


  When Moroha talked back, Charles immediately became speechless.


  He thought he would be satisfied with that, but,


  – Anyway! Watch the game from there. … This is a battle between me and the sixth person.


  This annoying man had his limbs burned, and still tried to continue fighting Shiba.


  With such arms, he finally and slowly spelled one 1st Rank.


  Charles’ delicate fingers, which could be compared to a work of art, and his performance, became absolutely pitiful.


  Moroha had no choice but to interrupt the stubborn person who tried to fight alone to the last.


  He asked a question. To Shiba.


  – What will you do?


  With a strong voice. And eyes.


  Shiba considered it without mistaking the intent of the brief question for something else.


  – If you turn a blind eye to me, I’ll gladly take my leave. I feel like I cannot defeat you… without Usako.


  If Charles continued fighting in this state, he would definitely die.


  If Shiba withdrew, Moroha would resent it, but Charles would be saved.


  – I’ll let turn a blind eye to you.


  They came to an agreement. Moroha told him plainly.


  – I owe you… one.


  Shiba calmly told a lie.


  His figure gradually became hazy and turned into a mere flame.


  After Shiba made a unique afterimage, his real body suddenly vanished.


  There was no indecision in his retreat. He didn’t have a drop of useless pride. That kind of thing was really──


  (What a detestable guy…)


  Moroha cursed at him in his mind.


  – Don’t run away. You coward. Fight me to the eeeend.


  Only one mass of useless pride, a person, raised hell in the sky.


  Moroha could do nothing but show a bitter a smile on his face as hard as he could.


  Thanks to that, the strained tension went somewhere.


  – Let him run away. You won. Be proud.


  – Don’t use sophistry! No matter how I look at it, that man quit while he was ahead!


  Charles raised hell while getting angry and kept grimacing with the burn injuries.


  – Seventh person! It’s your fault! If it wasn’t for your unneeded interruption, by now he──


  He vented his anger on Moroha again, making him be at a loss.


  But whatever.


  It was much easier for Moroha to be denounced in this way than to be told something that was off such as 「Thank you for helping me」 by this man.


  Besides, being able to raise hell was a proof that he was alive.


  Moroha decided that it was great to hear Charles’ verbal abuse in time for his return to Tokyo.


   


  Chloe and Blaise rushed to the rooftop.


  – I’ve been waiting for you. That guy isn’t coming down.


  Moroha welcomed them and looked up at the sky.


  Even after Shiba’s withdrawal, Charles was still there, breathing heavily.


  As expected, the excitement of the battle faded, his face was pale and lethargic, and he was completely silent.


  The only thing that preserved his consciousness after his limbs were burned was his admirable willpower.


  However, that stubborn person said the following when Moroha was going to treat him with Dark Arts,


  – … Do I need it? I… haven’t fallen low enough… to accept… your charity.


  With a single-mindedness like that, he didn’t even try to come down.


  Moroha didn’t know what to do either.


  When Charles saw Chloe and Blaise,


  – … You… are late. … Don’t… keep me wai….


  He distorted his face in agony midway, he seemed to be unable to express even his triumphant line.


  He descended staggeringly and faced upward as if stretching out his limbs.


  Chloe and Blaise, as well as the other 《Lés Élements》 who arrived one after another, gathered around their boss and immediately started 《Healing》.


  Charles entrusted himself to them and went along without resistance. He seemed to be in so much pain that he couldn’t even speak.


  If only he hadn’t put up with it like that.


  Was that going beyond haughtiness or being obdurate? A contrary person, perhaps?


  That made Moroha laugh bitterly. There,


  – How can we thank Haimura-sama?


  Blaise came around while saying so.


  The number of people giving treatment was too large, so he stopped doing so.


  – If it’s about giving thanks, please thank that little witch.


  Moroha pointed to the rooftop of a building in the opposite direction.


  Maya, who wore a pointy hat, and Shizuno, were sitting down, their tension snapped.


  When they made eye contact with Moroha, they waved their hands.


  – Haha, understood. 『Cradle of the Sun』 will thank Haimura-sama and the others formally at a later date.


  – I’m telling you I’m okay with it, it’s not necessary.


  – Hahaha, Moroha-sama is a stubborn person, isn’t he? Even if you are not that much of a contrary person, it is fine.


  Moroha was terribly indignant at the words of Blaise who laughed carefree.


  That made him wonder strongly “Am I similar to him?”.


  – Anyway, all the attacks of the Six Wings have been repelled. Feel relieved.


  – Y-yeah.


  Moroha, who was pondering about it, ended up giving a vague answer.


  – I shall report to the real Suruga-sama. Please take your time, Moroha-sama.


  Blaise showed a gentle smile, bowed and went downstairs.


  The surroundings immediately became quiet.


  The clatter of the battle went away with Shiba, and the Tokyo main office building, which had driven all the staff away, stood lonely.


  All he heard was the chanting of 《Healing》.


  – … Are we really safe?


  Moroha looked at the sky to the west.


  The uneasiness hadn’t gone.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  Good news reached Takanashi Kyouko’s mobile phone.


  The result of the mortal combat at the Tokyo main office building. Although it was summarized by Blaise of 「Cradle of the Sun」, the news wasn’t too much or too little. While it was one of his many ways of reporting, it let her sense his intelligence.


  – It appears that Haimura-sama and the others rejected all the attacks of the Six Wings.


  Being all smiles with joy, Takanashi conveyed to the ones around her.


  Now, she was in Kamakura City, Kanagawa prefecture.


  In the gazebo located in the garden of the Urushibara family, she was enjoying the wonderful cherry blossoms and the first tea native of Kagoshima City.


  She was ordered to accompany Suruga Andou, she was working for him.


  Another person, an unknown knight of 「Cradle of the Sun」, was guarding and standing outside the gazebo.


  The eerie outfit of 《Lés Élements》, who hid their bodies with black robes and their faces with skulls masks, was kept a little away from Suruga so as to not ruin the elegance.


  Only these three people were around the gazebo.


  Occasionally, a servant of the Urushibara family came to look after them.


  Suruga, who was sitting down arrogantly on the bench, answered Takanashi.


  – That’s excellent. I have to thank them for their blood and sweat.


  Contrary to his words, one could guess from his arrogant tone that it was a matter of course that he was protected.


  Such aspect of Suruga that hadn’t been noticed until now made Takanashi be terribly sick and tired with it.


  According to the strategy planned by Flavie Sakho, Suruga, the person in question, would hide himself by using Kousaka Kasumi, who had the ability to transform, as a decoy──regarding that, this man didn’t consider the narrowness of being secluded in a secret room a good thing, and thus he fully enjoyed spending time in a spring garden with a teacup in his hand like this.


  Because he was totally safe, Suruga was also carefree.


  Given that others were fighting and risking their lives, he couldn’t help but be mocked with “How lucky of you”.


  It was Suruga himself who chose this place to hide.


  The Japanese government had decided that he could not leave Tokyo. Shiba Akira knew that too. For that reason, he wouldn’t expect him to be in Kamakura City.


  It was Takanashi who negotiated with the Japanese government to get permission to leave Tokyo.


  Sure enough, the discussion turned into a hard flight, and since two S-Rank, Haimura Moroha and PSG, were right in front of Nagata-chou, she strongly insisted that the protection of the capital was perfect, so she managed to persuade them.


  Takanashi had a reason to persuade Suruga at all costs and to take him out.


  – Shiba Akira. Even a man enough to defeat PSG couldn’t make the main office building fall, he had to withdraw because he was unable to find Suruga-sama──that is really good news.


  Takanashi stood up, left the gazebo, stretched out her arms, bathed in the spring weather for a short while and looked back at Suruga in an enlivened mood.


  – It’s for that reason that your head can be sold at a high price.


  With a vulgar smile, she stared at her prey with angry eyes*.


  *TN: Prey is the furigana reading for Suruga.


  Suruga didn’t answer anything.


  His expression didn’t change either.


  His head didn’t seem to keep up with the sudden change of Takanashi who had always been loyal to him.


  Takanashi learned and taught compassion.


  – As of today I, Takanashi Kyouko, have decided to retire from the Japanese Division and work for the Six Wings for personal reasons. Please don’t bear a grudge against me, okay? It is your fault after all.


  As she explained that, she couldn’t help but break into a smile.


  She had been doing her very best until now, and yet, she really wanted to insult and swear at this foolish ruler who didn’t even try to take into account the loyalty of his retainers.


  – So you were tricked by Shiba Akira….


  Suruga finally opened his mouth.


  In an exasperated tone of voice as if to say “What a fool”.


  – Now, which one is the fool?


  Takanashi whistled through her fingers.


  That was the signal.


  Those who were waiting outside the grounds gathered like a rushing shadow without making a sound.


  There were twelve of them. Not only Japanese. There were Americans and Russians. Furthermore, they were B-Rank Shiroganes who were believed to have been abducted by “Invisible” in the last month in France, China, the United Kingdom──in each country that was part of the White Knight Organization.


  Of course, saying “they were abducted” was an outright lie. A mere farce.


  In fact, they were the ones who chose to betray the White Knight Organization and become 《Demons》 of the Six Wings.


  There were various complaints, circumstances, purposes and desires that led to disaffection.


  However, their feeling was one: they wanted to restrain Suruga Andou here and stand high in the favor and trust of the Six Wings.


  – Be prepared. Suruga-sama.


  Takanashi took the lead and sidled up to him slowly.


  She wanted to see Suruga’s face distorted in fear and amazement. She wanted to enjoy herself.


  However──it was Takanashi who distorted her face in fear.


  – In the end, it turned out like this, huh.


  Suddenly, Suruga’s tone changed drastically.


  Even his voice sounded like that of a woman.


  No, it wasn’t just his voice. Both his face and his body shape were transformed into those of a woman.


  Namely.


  It wasn’t Suruga Andou himself who was sitting there.


  Kousaka Kasumi had disguised herself as him.


  – W-why the hell are you here!?


  Takanashi shouted so loud because she was surprised that she couldn’t speak properly.


  Conversely, Kousaka switched to English with composure to try communicating with the others.


  『I feel bad for you, so I’ll tell you. Suruga-sama saw through the latest abduction incidents and the fact that they were a farce and that you would betray him today. If you were a really smart woman, you would have brought Shiba Akira here, but you, whose only purpose in life is to selfishly attain achievements, would never do that──Suruga-sama had read your thoughts to that extent and set a trap』


  She explained in a pitiful tone.


  With a look as if to say “I can’t help but break into a smile”!


  『You’re the one who have to get ready, Takanashi Kyouko. While I’m at it, those who are in the back. Were some of you invited to the hideout of the Six Wings? Oh, your faces tell me that you were? Then I’ll have to make you spit it out』


  While sitting on the bench, Kousaka raised one hand.


  The masked knight who was waiting outside the gazebo stood in front of Takanashi and the others.


  Takanashi and company weren’t agitated, they were just confused.


  There was one exception.


  The 《Demon》 who betrayed the French Division spoke sharply to the knight of 《Lés Élements》.


  『Hah. A pet dog that can’t help licking Charles’ ass isn’t that much of a deal』


  In the French Division, there was a clear difference in treatment between 《Saviors》 who entered to training schools like Akane Academy and 《Lés Élements》 of Charles and future PSGs. Because of that, he heard that those who didn’t belong to 「Cradle of the Sun」 felt ashamed, and that was probably the reason why he rebelled.


  『You’re a great magician, aren’t you? If so, can you at least dodge my sword easily!?』


  When the man wore prana and manifested the sword from the ID Tag, he slashed with a loud laughter.


  However──that greenish gray brilliance vanished suddenly as if blowing out the flame of a candle.


  No one, let alone the man, could understand what happened.


  Takanashi panicked and reflexively tried to wear prana, but she couldn’t exert her power.


  In the middle of the commotion, the knight who guarded Kousaka threw off their mask and long robe.


  What appeared from below was a beautiful silver-haired girl.


  What she carried in her hand was a sword that caused a somewhat mysterious and sinister personality to be in the air.


  The beauty of the girl and the characteristic shape of the sword were in the memory of Takanashi, shaking her.


  – A… a… aah….


  She panicked and stood stock still.


  She couldn’t even think of warning everyone.


  Instead of her, the female 《Demon》 who betrayed the Russian Division shouted.


   


  『It’s “Man-eater” Elena…!』


   


  An unprecedented turmoil ran among Takanashi and the others.


  Speaking of the Russian “Man-eater”, there seemed to be no one who didn’t know that the 《Savior》 murderer of 《Saviors》 was heavily used by “Lightning Empress” who was synonymous with terror.


  『*Eeek*…』


  The French 《Demon》, who slashed at her vigorously, was obviously frightened, making his swordsmanship grow dull.


  “Man-eater” repelled the attacking sword with a machine-like, emotionless movement and precise swordsmanship.


  The sword that slipped out of the man’s hand due to the impact pierced the ground in the middle of Takanashi and the others.


  *Chills*.


  They felt like they could hear the sound of blood vanishing from everyone’s face.


  『R-run away… We have to run away…』


  Someone said as if groaning.


  『Do you think I’ll let you go?』


  For the first time, “Man-eater” opened her mouth.


  Her tone of voice was as cold as a blade, and something that resembled sympathy couldn’t be gathered from it.


  A sign, an idea was born from the 《Demons》 around Takanashi.


  Another person was the exception in that group.


  The Russian woman who just warned them.


  『How strange…』


  『What’s strange?』


  『The “Man-eater” I know should have killed you with one blow. And repelling you with her weapon only wouldn’t look so dull』


  Upon hearing so, Takanashi suddenly realized.


  She looked for the profile files of the Akane Academy students that should be in her head with great haste.


  The former principal, who was unexpectedly a sly person, tampered with the detailed abilities of “Man-eater”.


  However, it was clearly mentioned that the girl wanted a peaceful life in Japan and that Akane Academy would accept her. Then that was surely the primary factor.


  『Did this girl change by being totally immersed in Japanese lukewarm waters? I wonder if she couldn’t kill you because she’s a peace idiot』


  Her random guess risking a confrontation, Takanashi said in a loud voice.


  However, her persistence came to fruition, it had an immediate effect. The facial expression of “Man-tear” stiffened slightly.


  It appeared to hit the mark. It ended up showing up on her face, she was still green.


  All the 《Demons》 smiled.


  『The cursed sword of “Man-eater” eats prana──』


  The aforementioned Russian woman explained in detail,


  『See? While we can’t use prana, “Man-eater” can’t use it either. No matter how master of the sword, the opponent is a weak girl, while we have this number of people. If we come at her all at once… you get it?』


  Everyone agreed.


  With a ferocious smile, they slowly moved to surround “Man-eater”.


  The cornered girl, as was expected,


  『I’m sorry, but that tactic won’t work against me』


  She told them coldly and suddenly wore prana.


  The moment they saw that, one person was brought down.


  No wonder. The speed of 《Godlike Movement》 could not be seen completely without 《Clairvoyance》.


  The one who bent down at the feet of “Man-eater” fainted.


  Because he wasn’t bleeding, he was probably hit with a knife-hand 《Saturn》.


  And──although Takanashi thought so, the brilliance of prana didn’t come out from the body of “Man-eater”.


  It looked like she was wearing prana for a moment, but was that an illusion?


  In fact, Takanashi tried to put it out, but she couldn’t.


  In that case, did “Man-eater” move at an extraordinary speed using ordinary taijutsu, used normal martial arts and caused a large adult to lose consciousness?


  Was such a thing really possible…?


  Before there was an answer, “Man-eater” seemed to wear prana for an instant again.


  As soon as she saw that, another person fell.


  However, “Man-eater” didn’t wear prana, and Takanashi couldn’t put it out either.


  『… Eh?』


  『What…?』


  Takanashi’s bewilderment spread to the other 《Demons》.


  What on earth was happening…?


   


  The answer was extremely simple.


  Leshya always turned 「ON」 the ability of the cursed sword to contain the power of the 《Demons》.


  However, if it was turned 「OFF」 for a moment, only she wore prana, made them faint with 《Ancestral Arts》 and immediately turned it 「ON」 again.


  The surprise attack that used the switches 「ON」 and 「OFF」 of the cursed sword wasn’t a new strategy at all.


  She used it when she fought with Zhixin in front of the mansion of the “Witch of the Prison”, and she was able to injure that monster.


  However, it wasn’t an absolute tactic.


  When she fought against Moroha, she gradually became unable to deal with him and keep in touch with him because he excelled at basic swordsmanship and was quick to wear prana.


  It only worked once against Zhixin, a master of kung fu.


  Thereupon, Leshya recently hit upon this.


  If she turned it 「ON」 and 「OFF」 for a shorter time──for an instant, and if she did special training to wear prana at a speed that she could deal with that, then that should be fine.


  It should be better to train the switching speed so that even Zhixin couldn’t react.


  She thought that if she got to the bottom of this surprise attack, she would be able to strengthen her SvS fighting strength even more.


  After consulting with Moroha, he nodded and decided to join her special training.


  The humiliation of being defeated twice was the driving force of Leshya.


   


  Yes.


  It was a combat method that assumed monsters like Zhixin.


  Although it needed improvement, there was no reason she would lose to a mob like this.


  In the blink of an eye, she knocked them down, and twelve 《Demons》 tumbled at Leshya’s feet.


  She made all of them lose consciousness with 《Saturn》.


  She regretted that Takanashi Kyouko, who escaped by using a companion as a shield, was the only one standing, but,


  – It cannot be helped. Kyouko is the best at running away. We have this number of prisoners of war, so it should be enough, right?


  Kousaka Kasumi told her not to worry about it, and Leshya didn’t care either.


  She wasn’t very interested.


  That was why,


  – Can I ask only one thing?


  Now that her role was over, Leshya tried asking something that had absolutely nothing to do with her.


  – Where is the real Suruga Andou?


  – That’s a secret ♪.


  – … Is that so? My apologies.


  – I’m sorry. Don’t resent me, okay?


  – I won’t do that. You’re just loyal to your job.


  When Leshya replied in an overly serious manner, Kousaka Kasumi burst into laugher as though she had nothing at all to do with what was going on.


  – What are you saying? Actually, that’s the only thing I was told. I’m sorry for teasing you.


  She poked her head in a playful manner.


  She had a cheerful behavior, but it looks like she’s regretting it for some reason… is it because I haven’t had enough life experiences? Leshya thought in her mind.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  On the other side, Shiba was still competing with Charles, and Leonard and Zlatan were at war.


  The elevator stopped on the first basement floor of the Tokyo main office building.


  The automatic door opened to the left and right.


  Only one person was in it.


  A man with thin eyes like a thread who wore a doufuku.


  He was Lu Zhixin.


  He, who lost sight, advanced accurately to the front corridor.


  He, who was also a master of 《Divine Hearing》, could grasp the outline of the surroundings by means of thrusting his walking stick and the condition of the echoing sound. He had come to this building several times as well, and that was decisive, too.


  Although he was slow, he came to the front of the office of the Japanese Division Head and pushed the big door open.


  Without knocking, and in a superficially polite but actually rude manner of speaking,


  – I beg your pardon──Suruga-sama.


  Zhixin started talking to the man inside.


  Seeing him with his eyes was impossible, but Suruga Andou was certainly sitting at the office desk in the very back.


  It wasn’t someone’s illusion or Kousaka disguising herself as him, it was the real Suruga.


  – You knew very well I was here, isn’t that right, Zhixin?


  The voice and manner of talking he hadn’t heard in a long time.


  As far as Zhixin knew, those were the most disrespectful and insolent things in the world.


  While thinking Even if it is not like that,


  – Par for the course. Are you a person who hides himself secretly just because there is an attack? Rather, if there is an attack, on the contrary, even if you cancel your plans of entertainment, you can sit comfortably on the throne and show complacency. That is the strong spirit of a ruler, is it not?


  Zhixin bent at the waist very deeply and folded his arms.


  – Correct. I feel a little lonely because you’re the only one who gets that.


  Suruga Andou lamented with his characteristic grumbling way of speaking.


  As if to say that it was really disappointing that no one else but Zhixin came.


  He thought that he was very valiant, but,


  – However, are you not looking down on me too much? There is not even a guard in here.


  Zhixin asked as if being amazed.


  The presence of Suruga was the only one in the large office.


  He had been searching carefully since a while ago, but he couldn’t feel anything else.


  If someone were to be hidden here, then that would have to be a monster that could erase its presence to a level comparable to that of his master, Ma Diegua.


  – Are you really saying that, Zhixin?


  – Yes, that is correct. What I hoped for was to be able to omit useless work──no, to be able to avoid useless bloodshed. I shall give my thanks to your pride, ruler.


  When Zhixin folded his arms again, he tossed his walking stick to capture Suruga Andou.


  – Will you really put no resistance? I look forward to the manliness of the ruler.


  – In the end, you don’t understand me, do you?


  Suruga Andou sighed ostentatiously.


  – I hate the fact that the understanding of others doesn’t comprehend me. It’s not like I want to act like I’m aloof.


  As if that sigh was a signal──


  Suddenly, a bloodcurdling, terrifying presence was born.


  Something approached at high speed from around the seat of Suruga Andou.


  It was something like a ring. One could tell from the wind noise that it flew while rotating. In terms of its precise size, it reminded him of the game quoits.


  But such play equipment didn’t draw the conclusion.


  The S-Rank Zhixin was convinced.


  If this hit him, he would die.


  Driven by a strong survival instinct, he jumped to the side and dodged it.


  Without caring about his appearance anymore, he rolled on the floor.


  The large door acted as a substitute and vanished, breaking into small fragments.


  Zhixin, who had barely escaped from death, prepared for a second attack while panicking.


  However, that thing that came flying just destroyed the big door and slowly returned to Suruga Andou.


  It returned to a hand.


  But not to the hand of Suruga Andou.


  Before he knew, a second person stood next to him.


  A beautiful woman, who was clad in traditional continental clothes, laughed graciously.


  – Kukuku, nice dodge. You have mastered kung fu, boy Lu.


  The beautiful voice that sounded like a golden bell rolling made him feel tipsy just by listening to it.


  It belonged to someone he knew well. Once he heard it, he would never forget it.


  Above all, even with these eyes that did not see, only her figure could be seen together with an aureole.


  Zhixin called her name while prostrating where he was.


  – I have not heard from you in a long while, Master Pei Li!


  Na Pei Li. Na (納) was sometimes written as Na (哪).


  She was the former lover of Ba Tekka and a disciple who had set her eyes on eternal beauty, but she parted company with Tekka and reached immortality with a different method: Shikaisen. She was a monster who had lived for 300 years.


  One of the two fragments of immortality that existed in the world.


  That monster turned towards Suruga Andou,


  – I am so sorry, my lord. Everything that is in this building, down to the door, is yours. And yet, I accidentally destroyed it.


  She leaned coquettishly against him in an incredibly flattering manner.


  – I don’t mind. It’s cheap, so leave it as is.


  Suruga Andou also forgave her with an unbelievably impolite attitude.


  Zhixin didn’t have the slightest idea how he got to tame this monster.


  The monster and her master flirted for a moment,


  – Now, boy.


  That monster turned her eyes towards him.


  Zhixin made his body shake with a jump.


  – My lord is truly a ruler. I am in no mood for resistance, but, *Chuckles*, this I shall be your opponent. I think it will be fun to send you, who want to live longer than anything else, to the other world with my kenkonken──shall I do it?


  The immortal woman Pei Li said in a jesting manner while playing with her ring-shaped weapon with her index finger.


  – Do not go that far! Please be generous.


  – Kukuku. You are a meek and fine person as always. As a reward, should I tell you one good thing?


  – Thank you very, very much! I am extremely delighted.


  Zhixin was absolutely struck with awe, he only continued kowtowing, kneeling and worshipping.


   


  That made him understand.


  In order to protect his pride, it wasn’t like Suruga Andou was here because he was aware of the danger.


  This man was not related to the sort of enduring-something-out-of-pride appearance that was peculiar to the Japanese.


  He behaved like a ruler in this place because he was convinced of his absolute safety.


  If the immortal woman Pei Li was by his side, then no other guards were needed.


   


  In this way, the attack of Zhixin also failed unknowingly.


   


  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


   


  After repelling all the attacks of the Six Wings, the Tokyo main office building was noisy.


  Charles and Zlatan were seriously injured──especially Zlatan, he was close to being fatally wounded──the 《Lés Élements》 continued treating him with magic together.


  The 《Saviors》 who worked at the main office and were driven away to Okutama under the pretext of exercises, were also called back. Given that they were told about the situation for the first time, they clamored.


  The parking lot on the second basement floor where simultaneous Dark Arts attacks were performed. The area around the third floor where Leonard rampaged. The rooftop where Shiba and Charles had a fierce fight. The staff members screamed loudly when they saw those scenes had horribly and completely transformed into battlefield ruins.


  And thanks to Leshya’s achievement, all the traitors were arrested. Those who were worked up were many, they wondered if they would be able to make them spit out the location of the Six Wing’s stronghold by restraining them. They were ready and waiting for them to be escorted from Kamakura City.


  Moroha, Shizuno and Maya had nothing to do with such hustle and bustle for the time being.


  They were just waiting in the lobby for Leshya to return from Kamakura City by police van.


  – For some reason, I feel bad for being the only ones doing nothing….


  – While it may be true, isn’t it pointless to move about in confusion meaninglessly?


  – What Moroha says is just hypocrisy nanodesu. We did a good job, so it’s a natural right to rest here nanodesu.


  They sat on the bench at the end of the lobby, and as they rambled, Chloe came from upstairs.


  – Is the treatment over?


  When Moroha stood up and asked, Chloe nodded with a vague smile.


  – Zlatan was saved from death, which is a relief. Thanks to Émilienne being next to him, she was able to treat him right away. However──


  – However?


  – For some reason, only the right hand of Charles-sama doesn’t move normally….


  Chloe’s expression became cloudy.


  Shiba’s 《Mars》 wasn’t an ordinary flame.


  Probably the concept itself of combustion was the same──as that of Moroha.


  Since Zhixin’s eyes hadn’t healed completely yet, and if this phenomenon was the same as that…. No, it was too soon to affirm.


  – Can I examine him later?


  – If you can, please. Right now… well, Charles-sama is in a bad temper…. When it comes to behaving like an adult, it’s….


  – I know, I know.


  Moroha considered the circumstances carefully. That mass of self-esteem had suffered a defeat. The calmer things got, the more the smoldering flames of frustration ended up bursting in inverse proportion.


  After having such a conversation, Chloe left for a moment.


  And──


  He could see a figure crossing the lobby towards the entrance.


  A boy in a school uniform with stand-up collar accompanied by a beautiful secretary.


  Suruga Andou.


  Moroha felt a terrible sense of discomfort while looking at him as he went out leisurely.


  That back certainly belonged to Suruga Andou, or better say, he didn’t look like Suruga Andou….


  Was his posture so dignified?


  Was his behavior so haughty?


  The more he was able to show his presence with his back, the more the majesty he let hang in the air?


  His appearance hadn’t changed at all, and yet, the more he looked at him, the more he couldn’t compare him with the man he met yesterday.


  As he stared at him, the secretary suddenly whispered and Suruga Andou looked back at him.


  He noticed Moroha, nodded with a 「Yeah」 somehow and started talking to him.


  – Thank you for coming from far away this time.


  An unremarkable face and a medium-sized body.


  It wasn’t like he was a celebrity. But he wasn’t handsome either. He had no particularly notorious features.


  Despite this, he got his attention. He couldn’t take his eyes off him for some reason.


  An absolute presence as if the status he was born with was different from others.


  Moroha was convinced.


  And he got his confirmation with the words of Suruga Andou.


  – Nice to meet you. Haimura Moroha-kun.


  – Yes, nice to meet you too.


  In other words, the man Moroha saw yesterday was a fake.


  Moroha didn’t know if there were two doubles, another person with transformation abilities like Kousaka or if it was an extremely elaborate illusion. However, from the edge of the file case held by the beautiful secretary behind Suruga, he could catch a glimpse of a human-shaped piece of paper that resembled an Oriental magic tool.


  – I look forward to your continued efforts.


  Suruga Andou held out his right hand.


  Moroha fixedly stared at his hand.


  He finally had the chance to meet.


  The Japanese Division Head.


  The last of the Six Heads.


  Suruga Andou.


  Sparks scattered in his head.


  Big, big sparks. They didn’t stop ringing.


  He felt like something like a wall was in his head, but a copy of himself kept hitting the wall with a momentum as if to tear it down from inside.


  An unbearable headache.


  This wasn’t the case with Edward or Charles.


  The dizziness was terrible.


  Without being able to stand, he fell to his knees. A handshake was out of the question.


  – Moroha?


  – What is happening desu!?


  Shizuno and Maya became worried and got close to him, but their voices were far away. So was the sensation.


  And went even farther away──


   


  Moroha had a daydream.


   


  Daytime, in the back of the dark Imperial Castle.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  At the very end of a long, long bloodstained carpet.


  – Thank you for coming. It’s the first time we meet directly like this, isn’t it?


  He heard the voice of a man.


  Arrogant words like that of a sovereign who ruled over the world.


  He rested his chin in his hands on the throne, his attitude was also extremely pompous.


  What he threw down at his feet was the true cursed sword that was said to act as the opposite of Saratiga.


  His retainers accompanied him right in front of him.


  All of them were fantastic, heretic dark knights, who prided themselves on having military prowess equivalent to a thousand soldiers.


  The cursed gazes that seemed to be able to kill a person just by glaring at them was directed at him, piercing him over and over again.


  However, the eyes of the man glaring at him from the throne was scarier than all of them combined.


  – Flaga, guardian of the Holy Sword. Did you bring me an answer?


  That voice overwhelmed others and weighed heavier than a thousand mountains.


  Upon being asked so, as was expected, Flaga──


   


  Then, Moroha’s consciousness was called back to the present.


   


  – Moroha.


  – Moroha!


  – Get a hold of yourself, Moroha!


  – Respond nanodesu, Moroha!


  Shizuno and Maya called his name and shook him fervently from the left and right, and thanks to that, Moroha came to his senses.


  Not only Maya, even Shizuno looked into him worriedly with a confused face.


  Moroha also saw their faces, felt even nostalgia and was relieved from the bottom of his heart.


  – Sorry. I was somewhat dizzy. But I’m fine now.


  He smiled at them and put his hands on their heads.


  With that, both Shizuno and Maya came to feel relieved.


  – You said you were just a little tired, but now I see you were exaggerating. Just as I thought, was that battle with the Evil Spirit-class really difficult?


  – Haha. You got me.


  Shizuno, who ended up being worried, attacked him verbally as a form of revenge, and Moroha talked foolishly.


  – We have no choice but to go to bed early tonight desu. Maaya will make you have good dreams desu.


  – Hey, hey, please refrain from making misleading statements.


  Maya hugged him and Moroha scolded her with a “tsk!”.


  Looking at the three of them,


  – Kuku, you get along so well.


  Suruga Andou bent the corners of his mouth.


  He was like a 40 or 50-year-old grown man looking down at children.


  Before they replied anything, Suruga Andou turned on his heels and walked quickly as if it were a farewell speech.


  Shizuno and Maya were offended,


  – What about a word of appreciation, an appropriate one?


  –  You’re a rude person nanodesu.


  They scowled at the back of Suruga Andou who was leaving.


  – It’s fine, it doesn’t matter. It’s not like I want him to thank me.


  Moroha put his hands on their heads again to calm them down.


  Because Shizuno and Maya didn’t calm down right away, Moroha wore a bitter smile.


  Then──he looked at Suruga Andou’s back only one more time.


  He wasn’t sitting on his throne; he was walking on his own feet.


  He didn’t carry a magic sword in his hand, he was empty-handed.


  Moreover, he wasn’t accompanied by a crowd of fiendish retainers, there was only one secretary with him.


  In spite of that.


  Was it a coincidence that Suruga Andou’s back looked like a duplicate of the man on the throne in the daydream he had earlier?


  Or not?


  For a moment, Moroha shook his head and kicked out that thought.


  Even if he fretted over it, he had no way of finding the answer.


  Epilogue


  Ranjou Satsuki set foot on Japanese soil for the first time in two weeks.


  To be exact, she was inside the Haneda Airport, she hadn’t walked on the actual ground yet.


  Satsuki was furious.


  Immediately after getting off the plane, she went towards the arrival lobby and walked fast through the long corridor on the second floor of the international passenger terminal while being angry.


  Her parents, who were left behind, were disconcerted, she ended up forgetting about them completely.


  Facing the smartphone that she had just bought, Satsuki,


  – Nii-sama, why didn’t you tell me that such a horrible thing was happening!?


  Without caring about bothering her surroundings, she yelled out loud.


  Her eyes were really teary.


  Immediately after arriving in Japan, she rang Moroha’s mobile phone, and when she reported her return to the country, he reported such an outrageous thing. She hadn’t heard that such a major incident occurred at the Tokyo main office of the Japanese Division.


  Even though she called Moroha almost every day!


  『I had no choice, did I? If I had said something, you would have come back to Japan, right?』


  – Isn’t that obvious!?


  It seemed that not only Shizuno and Leshya, but also the little Maya played an active role, but she, who was the perfect 「Little sister」, wasn’t next to Moroha.


  If so, for whom did she do special training?


  She couldn’t help but be frustrated!


  『Wouldn’t your precious trip to London have been wasted?』


  – I don’t give a damn about that! Don’t you care about me, Moroha!? Does nothing change if I’m there or not!?


  Satsuki bawled and rebuked her dearest 「Older brother」.


  She was aware of the truly disgraceful things she was blurting out, but her emotions couldn’t be contained.


  But,


  『I do care about you』


  Because the tone of Moroha suddenly became strong, she got startled and closed her mouth.


  It wasn’t like he was angry. It didn’t give that impression.


  It was pure seriousness. And yet, with a somewhat bittersweet tone,


  『You’re being kind to your parents, right? If so, there’s no way I don’t care』


  Satsuki gasped; she couldn’t say anything else.


  「Uuh」, she groaned in her mind.


  The words of Moroha, who even if he wanted to be kind to his parents couldn’t do it anymore, were so heavy.


  Without knowing what she should say, she groaned and got worried, but she could think of only one thing.


  – Thank you.


  She softly answered to her 「Older brother」 who was deeply concerned.


  『You’re welcome』


  The sign of Moroha smiling was transmitted through the phone call.


  The feelings of Satsuki were lightened,


  – If I had come back normally, would you have called me?


  『Of course』


  – And if I was on an overseas trip alone?


  『I feel like it would be a waste, but I would have called you for sure』


  Yeah. If so, it was okay.


  Like this Japanese sky seen from the windows of the corridor, even her mood became cheerful.


  She waited for her parents, who followed her, to go to the counter for arrival procedures.


  – But I have one more question I want to ask.


  『A-about what?』


  Moroha’s astonishing report wasn’t limited to all that was related to the assault.


  – Did Maaya and Leshya stay at the house of Moroha’s aunt and uncle?


  『… Yes. … Actually』


  – Did you meet Shizuno’s family?


  『… Yes. … Actually』


  – Why did you keep it a secret?


  『… If I had said something, you would have come back to Japan』


  – You and your crimes of conscience, Nii-sama! I’m not saying that those things are a concern!


  『Wait, wait, wait. You don’t have to get angry like that』


  – I’m angry! I’m mad! I haven’t gotten to see you. I haven’t seen you. I’m the only one that is left out.


  Satsuki expressed her discontent and grumbled.


  On the other side of the call, Moroha was at a loss, but he wouldn’t admit it.


  – Let’s discuss it thoroughly when the new semester begins, alright?


  『It’s not a divorce mediation, so… 』


  – My mood is at that level!


  While pouting, Satsuki went through the gate with her parents who had finished arrival procedures.


  At that exact moment, Moroha said without warning.


  『Why don’t we meet a little before the new semester begins?』


  – When? Where?


  『Now. Here』


  Satsuki was perplexed.


  But she rapidly understood.


  There was a face she knew very well waving their hand towards her in the arrival lobby beyond the gate.


  Far from being a face she knew very well, the person she loved the most in the world was waiting for her.


  – Nii-sama!?


  『Well… now, how to say it…. I’m in Tokyo, too』


  Moroha said awkwardly.


  Satsuki wanted to run up to him and hug him immediately, but in front of her parents, she firmly held back with the prudence of a lady.


  As she walked gracefully, she introduced them to Moroha while still being far away.


  – Look, look, they’re my mom and dad.


  She pointed to two people.


  『Yeah, I see them. … If I may venture to say so, your parents look really normal. In a good way』
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  – I know right!? They’re my parents after all!


  『It’s precisely because they’re your parents… no, what I mean is…』


  Moroha attempted to say something, but he rapidly prevaricated.


  Satsuki hung up and introduced Moroha, who had come until he was right in front of her eyes, to her parents.


  Her parents were amazed, wondering if he had come all the way here to pick her up, but when they saw Moroha’s polite attitude, they immediately came to have a good impression of him.


  They even talked about meals.


  As soon as she returned to Japan, her day became a wonderful one.


  She had already forgotten that she was angry a while ago.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  – This time, it was half-success and half-failure, huh.


  Louise said in front of the pipe organ while sitting in a chair and swinging her legs.


  Shimon Mari knew that she was displeasured not because it didn’t end being 100% a success.


  The central large hall of “Tír na nÓg”.


  The review of the events by the main members of the Six Wings.


  – In the end, it was embarrassing that I could not abduct Suruga-sama.


  Wondering where did Zhixin dawdle, he, who just reported that he couldn’t find him, said calmly,


  – Is that so? PSG’s arms were burned. I say we won 7-3. Like I thought, Boss Shiba is amazing!


  Leonard snapped his fingers and shouted in exultation.


  Speaking of Shiba,


  – It doesn’t really matter this time. Success and failure are common things for tacticians. However, we have to think what… we will do from now on.


  He said in a tone without composure and with an unusually serious look.


  Seeing that, Mari felt terribly proud.


  – To think that there was another user of 《Transportal》, that sure is a miscalculation.


  Louise grumbled, and that was the reason that made Shiba’s facial expression be clouded.


  When she was allowed to hear Shiba’s report saying that Maya had accomplished that,


  (You’re amazing, Maaya. It must have been difficult… I’m sure you gave your very best…)


  Mari was moved to tears reflexively.


  Usako, who was next to her, patted her shoulder.


  At the place of the review of the events, Shiba said with a serious look.


  – Through our efforts, the difference in strength with the White Knight Organization is definitely shrinking. Nevertheless, the strength of Haimura Moroha is growing faster than that, including those who support him. It’s… troubling.


  The surprise tactic, which used 《Transportal》 and had a tremendous effect, was prevented thanks to Maya.


  If they launched a surprise attack somewhere without using the gate in the future, Moroha would soon come to intercept them using the same gate.


  It was no wonder Shiba and the others ended up feeling that they went back to square one.


  Even so,


  – Is it not rather a good idea to abduct that little child?


  Zhixin suggested a terrifying thing. Mari’s stomach became cold.


  – No.


  However, Shiba immediately rejected it.


  – I’m sure I… said it. I promised we would never lay our hands on that child, that’s why Mari-kun is cooperating with us.


  – Shouldn’t it be better to scrap that?


  – No.


  Shiba stopped Zhixin who calmly kept insisting on a scary thing again.


  – We, the Devils, have no justice that we ought to protect. But if we don’t even keep a contract, then we aren’t Devils anymore. Just… wretches.


  – It’s as Shiba-kun says. If that ends up being vague, even the meaning of us being together will be jeopardized.


  – This is your loss, boss. Even boss doesn’t want to be a second Boris, right?


  – … Certainly. I trust everyone, and for that reason, I shall cooperate with you.


  Because both Louise and Leonard were on Shiba’s side, Zhixin abandoned his reluctant look.


  Mari felt relieved.


  Mari, who wasn’t a foreteller, never thought that Maya would learn 《Transportal》, however, her promise with Shiba, that just wanted to protect Maya, was a success in this way.


  – Going back to the topic, let’s collect ourselves, shall we? While we’re going back to square one, I find it splendid. After all, head-on fights are more entertaining than surprise attacks. Let’s get in from the front door next time, say we’re sorry and fight. So, where are we going to attack? Shouldn’t we go to London next time? I’ve heard that the White Knight is the real deal. Doesn’t that get you fired up!?


  Leonard was the only one getting excited.


   


  – Head-on fights are unnecessary.


   


  As if to throw cold water on that, an eerie voice echoed in the hall.


  An electronically manipulated voice that was neither male nor female.


  One could hear it from the left end where there were five balconies on the second floor of the hall, but no one could see their figure, as if it was hidden in the darkness.


  But it was there.


  The assassin named “Invisible”, one of wings of the Six Wings.


  – As long as I remain, there is no need. Remain in the darkness.


  Together with the eerie voice, a sack was thrown into the deserted first floor guest seating from the balcony on the far left.


  It fell on the ground, made a high-pitched sound with the impact, and its contents were scattered.


  The things that were filling it to capacity were── unused ID Tags.


  “Invisible” stole these ID Tags that had been stored in large quantities in the warehouse of the Japanese Division.


   


  In fact, besides the abduction of Suruga Andou, there was another objective for this operation.


  To dilute the presence of “Invisible” more at a strategic level.


  For that, and first of all, they originally used colorless and transparent golems that were responsible for the protection of Louise to attack deliberately, and let them destroy them without resistance. It was a manipulation of impression to make the White Knight Organization believe that it was the true form of “Invisible” and that it could be eliminated.  


  Louise was displeasured now because they made her sacrifice valuable dolls for this operation.


  And letting the White Knight Organization capture the traitors that Shiba had deceived during the past month was also part of the strategy. After that, even if “Invisible” secretly abducted someone, the White Knight Organization would come to think that 「We have another traitor, huh」.


  That way, they would eliminate the trace of “Invisible” who had gotten too famous, and would come back to being a true invisible being.


  In preparation for more decisive tasks.


   


  They said it was half-successful and half-failure because the informants inside the White Knight Organization reported them that the second strategy seemed to have gone smoothly. The mass robbery of ID Tags was that little 「Decisive task」, but Leonard and Louise gathered them with joy.


  Louise was especially raptured. Her sullenness disappeared into thin air,


  – Ufufuh. I don’t enjoy producing them, but I can fully enjoy using them.


  She mastered the “know-how” of handling ID Tags in the blink of an eye, tested them and manifested what she wanted.


  A dragon with a strikingly beautiful blue body. A magic bird whose body was made of flames. A white tiger with a fearless look. A snake with a strong-looking black shell that was as big as a mountain.


  It was a group of golems that she seemed to have made in her previous life, they were obviously powerful.


  – Try putting them to use quickly, Leonard. You can wield two Finisher, can’t you?


  – Like I thought, you considered that? But it’s impossible, you see. If the real thing is in front of me, I become unable to imagine it strongly. Humans automatically think 『Isn’t this a fake?』.


  – It’s unexpectedly inconvenient.


  – Well, well, like I thought, I’m going to use that one.


  Louise and Leonard seemed to be friendly and having fun.


  – Was it unnecessary for you… Zhixin?


  – No, not at all, I am truly grateful. I am barely a fist fighter, and I have an interest in spears as they are. My dear master abhors them, so they were strictly forbidden.


  Shiba and Zhixin chuckled to themselves quietly.


   


  In order to resent Order, they talked together tirelessly──


  Mari couldn’t help but be somewhat terrified at them, the Six Wings.
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