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  Prologue


  There are bad people in the world who do not hesitate to commit sins


  As for the virtuous ones, there are also sins that must be committed


  



  



  



  



  



  



  The sound of the roar of the sea could be heard from the other side of the phone call.


  As well as the violent sound of the night breeze blowing from the ocean.


  Haimura Moroha strained his ears and listened to them.


  He waited for her reply──for Katya’s reply.


  However, Katya didn’t respond to Moroha’s offer.


  She started talking about something else with a dry voice.


  『Haimura-han is going to defeat the Six Wings with Leshya, right?』


  It was sudden, but Moroha answered firmly.


  – Yes.


  He had to get Mari back.


  Even now, Maya was waiting.


  Even if it wasn’t Moroha, the 《Saviors》 of the White Knight Organization would answer that.


  It was an obvious fact.


  『──Wouldn’t you abandon that?』


  Despite this, Katya said something scary.


  Moroha caught his breath.


  Whether she noticed that sign or not, Katya continued calmly.


  『If the Six Wings are defeated, the 《Metaphysicals》 won’t appear, and the world will be at peace, right?』


  Moroha listened carefully while keeping his mouth shut.


  『But it’ll be a world where 《Saviors》 aren’t needed』


  – … That’s true.


  『I didn’t realize until now──no, I unknowingly ran away without thinking about it』


  Katya laughed loudly.


  *Laughs loudly* *Roars with laughter*


  She kept laughing as if she had ended up losing all restraint.


  While listening to her, Moroha was heartbroken.


  As if he felt a sharp pain.


  Why did things end up like this? 


  Who should I curse? 


  He couldn’t help but think.
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  Chapter 1 - Russian Division in turmoil


  What was the place that caused the series of accidents?


  For that, we have to go back in time, around 2 months ago.


  Before Moroha cooperated with Isurugi Jin and captured Lu Zhixin.


  Way before Ranjou Satsuki and Momochi Haruka cooperated and challenged Isurugi.


  



  



  A ridiculously huge spider.


  If one had to express that 《Metaphysical》 in a few words, unless one was a person overflowing with quite the talent for poetry, one would have said so.


  Filling the valley created by the bleak mountains of Russia, it made a weird aerial fortified-looking spider’s web with threads stretched around in three dimensions, and moved around freely with its huge body of over 10 meters.


  In terms of speed, it wasn’t fast.


  However, were the giant monster to rampage, the surroundings would collapse.


  All 10 legs that supported the giant were swelling bizarrely compared to those of a normal spider. Their diameter was 2 meters, and their length didn’t go down 10 meters even if one measured only the end from the top bent in a 「へ」 shape. It was no different from a gargantuan slaughter weapon in itself, and the spider just moved around, it could not be easily approached. Nor could it be routed.


  Furthermore, countless thin and small legs grew nonsensically from the whole body of the spider. There were sharp claws on the tips, and swung them and mowed them down like a whip.


  The elites of the Russian Division of the White Knight Organization slipped through its gigantic legs somehow and as they conversely lopped off the thin legs, they attacked the body of the spider, however….


  Unfortunately, the footing was bad.


  Although each thread that made up the spider’s web was strong and connected to another every 20 centimeters or so, fighting while running around on top of them and jumping to another thread stretched up, down, left and right wasn’t an easy thing.


  If one hadn’t mastered the Shinsen way of walking 《Mongyoku》, which turned everything into a foothold, one was constantly distracted by them, and the process of dealing with the spider’s legs would end up being neglected.


  Another tall young man with an iron spear lost his footing from a thread and barely held his ground, but the giant spider’s legs trampled on him.


  – помогите*!


  *TN: Help me in Russian.


  A scream gushed out from the young man’s throat.


  From his point of view, it was terror as if the world was falling.


  「「Leave it to me!」」


  Heading towards the man, Moroha shouted.


  He involuntarily used Japanese, but the nuance was transmitted.


  And, because he made use of the swift and simultaneous consecutive attack 《Donrou》, the shout echoed twice.


  With a speed as if he had cloned himself, Moroha slashed at the huge leg that was about to trample the spearman.


  A flash of light emanated from the sword.


  It cut off the leg of the spider, which was about two meters in diameter.


  At the same time, he kicked the severed end and sent it flying with 《Strength》so that it didn’t fall on top of the spearman’s head.


  『Thank you, Haimura!』


  The spearman said while trembling with joy for having escaped from death and fear for not being able to get over it.


  『I told you that you’re too restless』


  Moroha returned in English to the spearman and his English.


  Probably because he warned too early, a black shadow fell again from above.


  Moreover, countless of them.


  From the base of the leg that Moroha cut off, spiderlings scattered disgustingly and in swarms like a blood spray and rained incessantly on Moroha and the spearman who were below.


  『Uooooooooooooh』


  The young man desperately brandished his spear and shook off the spiderlings.


  On the other hand, Moroha couldn’t move about properly immediately after using the powerful technique called 《Donrou》.


  The spiderlings on the surrounding threads landed on the ground (landed on the threads?) skillfully and were surrounded by them*.


  *TN: The author wrote what is written in parenthesis.


  But──there was no need to worry about anything.


  「「「I have you covered!」」」


  They heard a signal from behind.


  The voice of a slightly husky girl. A cheerful charm could be seen in the gap of the scraping-sounding echo.


  It sounded triple because she also used 《Donrou》.


  Haruka cut down three spiderlings attacking Moroha at the same time at a speed as if there were three clones.


  He swung down the Holy Sword Saratiga from side to side in a big way.


  Even if the sword blade didn’t hit them, the aftermath cut down the spiderlings and all with one blow.


  With the brilliant white prana of Moroha, doing that much was as easy as pie.


  … Or so it should have been, but he went overboard and ended up cutting a lot of threads that served as a foothold.


  The area in which Moroha, Haruka and the young spearman were standing on became separated from the surrounding spider’s web, and began to fall.


  – Stupid Morohaaa.


  – You idiot!


  He was denounced from the left and right in Japanese and Russian.


  Of course, all three promptly jumped back from that place.


  In particular, the jumping power of the young spearman was unexpected, he flew with great force far overhead.


  –  Taamayaa*.


  *TN: A shout used when viewing fireworks (from names of Edo-period fireworks vendors).


  Seeing the jumping style that even got to feel satisfying, Moroha realized.


  That young man, when he looked closely at him, was an acquaintance. Moroha was surrounded by eight A-Rank dexterous people in Krasnoyarsk when he was at war with the Russian Division. He was one of them.


  The rocket-like jumping power was a performance that could be achieved with the way of walking 《Bukyoku》, but the 《Mongyoku》 he saw being performed just now didn’t seem to be his specialty.


  (He’s an A-Rank Shirogane, but will he be alright?)


  It was generally said that the giant insect species were manageable 《Metaphysicals》, but this dreadnought was quite a formidable enemy.


  Moroha looked at the base of the leg of the spider that he cut off.


  The scattering of spiderlings similar to fresh blood had stopped.


  Instead, a number of thick threads were fired from there, catching and tying up the end of the leg that had been cut and fallen, pulling in the threads, and joining them exactly as they were.


  What vitality!


  Even though the foothold was already a burden.


  Moroha endured clicking his tongue,


  – Pull yourself together… let’s go.


  He cheerfully said a few words to his partner and sprung at the leg that had just been joined again.


  – Okay!


  Haruka replied spiritedly and chased him.


  Moroha used 《Donrou》 and slashed from the left and right.


  This time, instead of slashing and cutting it open sharply, he contrived the inherent quality of his prana so that he could hit it and hollow it out.


  With this, it shouldn’t be joined.


  Then, Haruka also attacked three spots with 《Donrou》 to make up for the gap after Moroha used a powerful technique.


  After Haruka, it was Moroha’s turn again.


  Using 《Donrou》 alternately, they landed double and triple instant attack power one after the other.


  They shaved and thinned the giant leg of the spider just like a statue.


  The twin 《Saviors》 of the Russian Division who caught sight of that by chance,


  『Hey! Look, Nee-san! They’re stealing our combination!』


  『Tch! If it wasn’t for the foothold, we’d be using 《Donrou》 too!』


  『As expected of Bernard-sama’s foe』


  『──Ah, it’s no wonder he caused a misunderstanding!』


  The conversation between the twins was in Russian, so it never reached Moroha’s consciousness.


  However, because it had been decided that he had to fight together with those who once crossed swords with him, he found the misfortune of fate to be funny.


  Be it fate or karma, they were usually malicious bastards, but they always got along with each other like this.


  A dreadnought appeared in the mountains to the west of Nizhny Novgorod──


  That was reported to Akane Academy soon after the end of Moroha’s GW (Golden Week) who was a second-year student.


  Given that the Russian Division had lost “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa, it was clear as day that even if they engaged with it and defeated it, there would be enormous damage. Even the Russian Division, which was once called the “Worst and most sinister” and “Empire”, would face so if the enemy was a dreadnought.


  The absence of the S-Ranker was such a serious situation.


  Therefore, Katya Eskevna Honda, who really ran the current Russian Division, requested the Japanese Division for help.


  This was because the Japanese Division was the only one that currently possessed two S-Rankers.


  One of the two (An SS-Ranker to be exact) the Division Head, Suruga Andou, approved this readily.


  Immediately, he dispatched Moroha, the other S-Ranker, and ordered the Strikers to support him.


  Moroha and company travelled to Russia using Shimon Maya’s 《Transportal》, moved to the meeting place that was 10 km away from the site, and reunited with Katya who led the subjugation unit.


  At any rate, the strategy meeting ended rapidly because it was only an improvised cooperation, so the subjugation unit of the Russian Division went with the usual formula, and the Strikers were free to move as a hit-and run force.


  However, only Moroha made one proposal.


  If they made use of Moroha’s 《Mars》, which was the concept of cutting itself, they might be able to get rid of the 《Dreadnought》, which lacked the ability to dodge that, with a single stroke.


  – What on earth is that low effort, big gain thing!? If you have such a secret technique, use it by all means!


  – No, we’re talking about the 《Metaphysical》. It’s never that easy.


  Even though Moroha remonstrated Katya who was being all smiles with joy, he was having a hard time.


  Anyhow, upon deciding that, Moroha faced the spider and slashed at it with a heave.


  He brilliantly cut it in half and made everyone scream.


  However, it immediately stuck it back as it was!


  Threads were pulled out from each of the two sections cut right in half, and were pulled against each other as if taking each other’s hand, joined together and no wounds were left.


  Everyone was dejected to see the spider acting as if nothing had happened.


  Only one person, Isurugi Jin, contorted his cheeks in a funny way.


  Having led the Strikers as the principal of Akane Academy, he said with a rather refreshing attitude.


  – Everyone. It’s a unique opportunity to fight a 《Dreadnought》. Learn to your heart’s content.


  He was also a heartless Sensei.


  Thus, Moroha and the elite of the Russian Division made the first move, reigned in the center of the stronghold of threads, and their challenge to the tyrant-like 《Dreadnought》 started.


  In accordance with unfolding the established tactics, around 100 people who rushed into the castle were B-Rank Shiroganes or higher.


  



  



  In a corner of the battlefield, Satsuki roared with laughter.


  – Fo〜〜〜〜〜 foh foh fo! I took being a normie to the extremes by being all clingy and sugary with Nii-sama during Golden Week, so Satsuki-chan, who has cultivated her strength to face anything, is truuuly peerless!


  She carried a small sword in her right hand, put her left hand on her hips, and got cocky.


  Her imposing figure stood out.


  At the end, at the very end of the battlefield.


  She was mixed with the Kuroma fire support unit.


  While looking up at the unreachable heaven──the aerial stronghold made of threads.


  Rather than being abandoned, it was, to put it bluntly, cut off from the surroundings.


  – I’m peerless, so fight me! Come down right now!


  The act of pretending to have leeway died, and Satsuki protested against the spider that was far overhead.


  She had achieved rapid progress, and now her true strength was by no means inferior to that of an A-Ranker, and was proud of her power and toughness, however… to her regret, she had no aptitude to put 《Godlike Movement》 to practical use.


  With such thin foothold, it was absolutely impossible to walk around using 《Mongyoku》.


  Therefore, Satsuki didn’t get to join the assault unit even though she was a B-Ranker, and escorted the fire support unit with other C-Rank Shiroganes, but this boring thing was getting too boring.


  The spiderlings fell from the aerial stronghold like paratroops, but they scattered away as soon as they were stroked with Satsuki’s excessive enthusiasm and power.


  Her frustration didn’t clear with something like this.


  『Step outta the  way, Ranjou!』


  Moreover, this Kameyoshi aka Mannendou Kamekichi was so noisy!


  Boarding a turtle-shaped tank, he yelled from inside through the speaker.


  『I’m now striving towards the delicate and splendid battlefield arts called shelling! U understa〜nd? However, I can’t concentrate with you yelping and barking close to me, you dimwit!*』


  *TN: He said what is in italics as if speaking in broken English.


  And fired a shell that was a mass of mana from the gun barrel that stuck out instead of a turtle’s head.


  A roaring sound, and then, an impact.


  It only hit the giant body of the spider directly with a bombardment as precise as going through the mesh of a net so as to not hit his allies.


  If only she could, well, praise his skill alone.


  – You’re being too noisy, Kameyoshi! It’s you who has to mo〜〜〜ve outta the way!


  『Are YOU badmouthing me, the captain, Ranjoooooou?』


  – Actually, you’re the captain (temporary), riiiiiiight?


  『Do you want my aim to fail and hit Haimura with a shell, HUUUH?』


  – Go ahead and try it, I’ll turn that gun barrel into a shoelace knot before that!


  While mercilessly pummeling the falling spiderlings, Satsuki quarreled with Kamekichi as he fired shells.


  Then, Urushibara Shizuno, who finished spelling an offensive Dark Art by her side,


  – Satsuki.


  – What’s up, Urushibara? Are you going to back me up?


  – Shhh. Don’t say anything.


  – Ah, I’m sorry.


  Upon being told so in a cold manner by Shizuno, Satsuki felt despondent.


  Probably because Shizuno was satisfied, she started spelling and chanting the next Dark Art.


  The 6th Rank of Ice, 《Bright White Frost》.


  It took a terrible amount of time to complete, but its power was tremendous.


  With a rather calm personality, Shizuno wrote a 6th Rank Dark Art that was complicated to master even for A-Rankers, wrote precise magic characters in the air, and made a micro-sized boreal hell manifest on the body surface of the spider.


  Even the 《Dreadnought》 let out a cry of anguish.


  Speaking of what stood out among the fire support unit, Shizuno truly seemed to be that.


  Compared to the Kuromas of the French Division, who formed 《Cradle of the Sun》 as their parent organization, those of the Russian Division were several levels inferior, as one would expect of those feared as the worst and most sinister. At its core, there were five A-Rank Kuromas led by Katya, and yet.


  Everyone ended up being overshadowed in front of Shizuno.


  Satsuki was proud somehow. As expected of my friend (temporary)!


  Also, Katya, who was spelling next to Shizuno,


  – Oh my〜, big gains with low effort, huh〜. To be honest, even though I was only counting on Haimura-han, a lot of tasty freebies came along with him〜.


  Between Dark Arts, they wiped the sweat on their foreheads and said with happy faces while taking a breather.


  – Don’t call me a freebie!


  Satsuki retorted with that,


  『… Katya. Do it seriously』


  At the same time, the sweet Shirogane who looked like a Western doll and took the lead of the Kuroma unit retorted.


  “Gravity user” Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov fixed her severe look on the aerial stronghold while making her waist-length blonde hair flutter in the wind of battle.


  There was a reason why Yuri, who was now known as the strongest in Russia, wasn’t on the front line.


  『… Here it comes』


  She warned in English so that it was conveyed to the students of Akane Academy.


  The rampaging spider in the aerial stronghold shot three threads from the three empty trophi lined up vertically on the head towards the fire support unit on the ground with a momentum similar to a flash flood.


  No one doubted that a direct hit would result in deaths──the pressure was to that extent.


  Yuri manifested the shape of her soul by bristling her well-shaped eyebrows even more.


  All three threads, which were shot straight from diagonally overhead aiming at the Kuroma unit, were suddenly pulled by an invisible force and bent downward.


  It was gravity manipulation by means of 《Mars》, a super class Light Technique.


  Two of them drew a trajectory and landed in a different place, in front of the fire support unit.


  However, the trajectory of the remaining one wasn’t completely bent. At this rate, it would land near the unit.


  『… Kuuh』


  Yuri mustered all of her cherry-colored prana.


  A line of sweat ran along her cheek, and her face went pale.


  It was as if she was playing tug of war with the satana of the dreadnought alone.


  As a key to protect the Kuroma unit from this thread attack, Yuri put her tragically but bravely small body in the way and used her soul as a shield.


  Turning towards her, Satsuki shouted.


  『It’s okay!』


  Using 《Bukyoku》 with a shout, she achieved a big jump.


  When she aimed at the last thread whose trajectory didn’t bend completely and crashed into it, she put the refined golden prana on a sword wave and fired it. And struck it as if punching it from above.


  Added 《Jupiter》 to make doubly sure and the trajectory of the thread was completely deviated.


  『… What an amazing power』


  『Fo〜〜〜 foh foh foh foh foh! I just slightly assisted Yuri’s 《Mars》 though. Foh〜 foh, fo〜〜 foh, fo〜〜〜〜〜 foh foh foh foh fooh』


  Satsuki, who splendidly settled it until landing, laughed at full power this time.


  



  Her voice reached Moroha’s ears as he battled at the aerial stronghold.


  (Is she for real?)


  Moroha couldn’t help but wear a wry smile.


  With that same smile, he held his sword aloft in a very Natural Stance. The 4th Rank Dark Art, 《Blaze Storm》, was already dwelling in Saratiga’s blade.


  And drove it into one of the legs of the spider in front of him using his whole body.


  The leg, which had already been unrecognizably and finely scraped off by Moroha and Haruka’s 《Donrou》 jive, ate a Yin Yang of flames as the finishing blow and burst and scattered into small pieces all the way to the root*.


  *TN: Jive is the furigana reading for cooperation.


  Losing one of the ten legs that supported its giant body, the trunk of the spider tilted.


  Its rampaging movement weakened noticeably.


  Without missing that opportunity──


  – Ooooooooh!!


  As if to tear the battlefield to pieces, the vigor of his loud scream resounded.


  The owner of that rusty voice was Isurugi Jin.


  He personally witnessed the tactic that Moroha and Haruka started, which was to scrape off the leg of the spider, interpreted it as 「effective」, and then was in the midst of fiercely attacking one of the other legs.
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  Driving the strong sword into it, he showered it with a 《Mars》 lightning attack, and blew away the swarming spiderlings with 《Jupiter》.


  His battle style that pressured with a fierce rush truly resembled a thunderstorm.


  Despite the fact that the excellent Russian Shiroganes were fighting and jumbled together, and despite the fact that there were more than a dozen A-Rankers, Isurugi’s courageous dash clearly stood out.


  



  It was May, and at this point in time, Moroha didn’t know, however──Isurugi was afraid of standing out, so he only fought by using normal 《Ancestral Arts》 while hiding the fact that he had awakened satana, and still, it was the style of the fearless fighter.


  



  Moreover, he displayed the real ability of an experienced warrior, sent accurate instructions to the ones around him in a timely manner, and commanded the Russian Shiroganes.


  They were also overwhelmed by the strength and presence of Isurugi, and moved under dishonorable orders that they would originally obey.


  Then, falling a little behind the duo of Moroha and Haruka, he smashed the second leg.


  Isurugi didn’t wipe the sweat on his forehead and immediately began to destroy the third leg.


  For an instant, he turned a fleeting glance in the direction of Moroha and their gazes crossed each other on the wide battlefield.


  – I see. It’s a competition, I gather?


  Moroha gave a broad smile.


  – Eh, what? Moroha?


  – Let’s begin with the next one, Momo-senpai.


  – Eh? Sure. That’s a given.


  Haruka gave an irrelevant reply, but Moroha didn’t worry in the least and aimed to destroy the next leg.


  Moroha knew that if he were to do no more than charge into it, Haruka would support him diligently.


  With the giant spider in between, the duo of Moroha & Haruka attacked the legs on the right side──Isurugi and his unit──the squad dedicated to follow his command little by little──attacked the legs on the left side.


  In order to compete and see which side would finish destroying all five legs first.


  The mobility of the spider, which had already been minced and broken with one leg on each side, had decreased dramatically.


  Thanks to that, Moroha had it far easier than destroying the first one.


  The Russian frontline troops also belatedly realized that it made more sense in battle to destroy the legs first than the torso, but while understanding that, they suddenly couldn’t move.


  Moroha and Haruka’s 《Donrou》 cooperation was tremendous, and they knew at a glance that they would get in the way if they stepped in between the packed and rampaging pair.


  It was clear that the control style of the unit of Isurugi, who ended up completely taming the squad, was quiet, and that if they cooperated poorly, they would disturb them.


  The great firepower of the Dark Arts by the group was the star in the battle against the 《Metaphysical》, and the presence of Moroha and Isurugi in the frontline unit, which originally had the strong nuance of tank in MMORPGs, was extraordinarily similar.


  It wasn’t at all inferior compared to the large firepower of the Kuroma unit──maybe made the effects mentioned above roar on the battlefield.


  All five legs on the right side were smashed by the duo of Moroha & Haruka.


  The feelings of joy and regret that said 「That’s just like them」 on the expression of Isurugi who finished destroying the five legs on the left side were 7 to 3.


  The spider, which had lost all ten legs, became completely immobile.


  To say nothing of having no way to hold its giant body, it fell off the stronghold to the ground.


  It appeared that the thin legs that grew from the whole body couldn’t support its weight.


  The giant body of more than 10 meters fell, and the fire support unit on the ground dispersed suddenly.


  The spider fell, and a large amount of sediment spouted out together with an ear-piercing detonation.


  At the center of the fine particles, the spider was still alive.


  It made a display of unthinkable vitality.


  However, it was no more than that. The dreadnought that had no way to move on its own was a suitable target for the Kuroma unit.


  Under Katya’s command, the unit didn’t stand in front of it but spread on the threads, surrounded it from the left, right and back and shot offensive Dark Arts relentlessly.


  Moroha and the others descended to the ground just in case, watching the invigorating sight from the aerial stronghold, but they probably considered that their turn wasn’t necessary anymore.


  And in fact, it wasn’t necessary.


  



  



  



  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  



  



  



  The spider subjugation unit made a triumphant return to the nearby Moscow branch office.


  Moreover, it was a complete victory with almost no damage.


  The older of the twin Belestskaya sisters told Katya.


  – It’s frustrating, but they’re amazing. … Haimura and the others.


  As she said, getting to be helped by Moroha and the Strikers was a big deal.


  – We can’t see Haimura and be upfront about our feelings, but…. Russia is safe thanks to the good relationship Katya has built. Let me thank you again*.


  *TN: The first part of the sentence implies that the way they look at Haimura has changed, but can’t be truly honest about it.


  This was what the younger sister said.


  – It’s not a big deal for me. It’s the fruit of the chivalrous spirit of Haimura-san and everyone at Akane Academy.


  Without being modest, Katya answered in earnest (by the way, while her native language was cheerful, there was no mispronunciation)*.


  *TN: What is in parenthesis was also written by the author.


  – Either way is fine with me. What is important is that everyone can safely defeat strong enemies. I’m sure Bernard-sama would have said so.


  – In any event, I’m glad you became the Division Vice Head and manage it. You have our support.


  When the twins asked a high five, Katya hit each hand.


  It was an emotional moment.


  – … We did it, Katya.


  – Yes, we did it!


  After the twins left, she hugged and congratulated Yuri*.


  *TN: Yuri is the furigana reading for close friend.


  Looking up at the sky as she was,


  (Vasilisa-sama…. Russia will be defended by us while in your absence)


  She sincerely reported to the blue sky while looking at the face of her leader who was not there.


  That evening, she held a lavish celebration party at the branch office building.


  She wanted to thank her subordinates who fought bravely.


  And wanted to thank the members of Strikers for their help at least.


  With that in mind, Katya quickly arranged it.


  Personally, she wanted to cling to and follow Moroha around, who was also the key figure of the victory, but as a public figure, she firmly endured so, and Yuri was in charge of entertaining the Akane Academy staff. Katya made every effort to give Dark Arts treatment to the injured subordinates.


  It was during such a busy moment that the Russian government requested her appearance.


  (Why can’t they commend me tomorrow at least? Gee〜〜〜z)


  Katya got frustrated, fixed her attire and headed towards the car she would drive by herself.


  She felt regretful, but she got Yuri, the captain of the elite guards, to accompany her to the front of the destination.


  The place she was going to was Kitay-Gorod, an area that was across and opposite of the famous Red Square in the northeast of the Kremlin.


  The “Secretary” was waiting in the office of a timeworn building in a corner of that place.


  He was an old man who was about to reach the age of 60.


  However, his skin was glaringly oily and the shine of the sparkle in his eyes was more than that.


  His name was Yuri Alexandrovich Mostovoi.


  After working as the governor of a remote region, he became a high government official who ascended to the seat of government and played the role of mediator with the Russian Division of the White Knight Organization.


  As one could grasp from his surname, he was also the biological father of “Lightning Empress” Vasilisa.


  However, unlike his daughter, who had the personality of a noble ruler despite being ill-tempered, he never gave the impression of a petty official.


  – It seems that it was a complete victory against the dreadnought, I assume?


  The man said so with a creepy ingratiating voice.


  – Yes, Secretary.


  Katya replied frankly.


  When she called him, she tried to say only his official position. 「Yuri」 was one of the most popular names in Russia, but she was reluctant to call this man the same name as her close friend.


  – The reinforcements from Japan did a splendid work, did they not?


  – Yes, that is correct.


  Katya replied while being careful not to reveal her irritation on her face.


  Without putting on airs, she wanted him to quickly set her free by saying the word 「Bravo!」.


  The man communicated with a 《Savior》──or 《Saviors》──of the Russian Division behind her back and should have already heard the whole story of the battle already from that person even if Katya didn’t report in detail.


  – It seems that the principal of Akane Academy isn’t your everyday principal, not to mention a Japanese S-Ranker. Moreover, that unknown Kuroma who easily mastered 6th Rank Dark Arts….


  He still didn’t say 「Bravo!」.


  Katya couldn’t reply 「Yes」 right away.


  The situation didn’t look good at all.


  – Excuse me, Secretary….


  She fearfully asked.


  – Are you not going to compliment us for defeating the dreadnought?


  – How ridiculous! It’s the opposite!


  The man suddenly screamed.


  And showed his vulgar and rough nature.


  – You the Russian Division, once feared as the worst and most sinister, are now ruined! Pathetic. Do I have to speak clearly? If Haimura and the others continue to come as reinforcements, doesn’t that make you unnecessary? You damn tax parasites!


  Having being denounced unsparingly, Katya gasped.


  She was by no means frightened by his angry voice.


  To some extent, she couldn’t respond with a sound argument immediately.


  – Since my Vasilisa was abducted, the big shots of the ministry have been awfully skeptical of your reason of being….


  The Secretary said in a frustrated tone, making his gaze wander here and there.


  It wasn’t like he was making an insinuation that he was angry and resented her for having his real daughter abducted.


  – Indeeeed… if it’s concluded that you’re worthless, then I’m in the same boat….


  He was single-mindedly worried about himself, and was filled with grief.


  Katya gazed at the trembling man holding his head on the desk with a cold look.


  No matter what small things she was told, she wasn’t angry, however….


  It made Katya worry.


  The discerning Katya understood the subtleties of the human heart. The tremendous emotional instability that this man showed since some time ago was a mental pattern peculiar to cornered human beings.


  (The position of the Russian Division is really in jeopardy now…)


  As if being immersed in the aftertaste of the huge win until now was a lie.


  What made him feel so gloomy in a short time?


  – Anyhow! Do something quickly. Take back the worst and most sinister Russia!


  The Secretary raised hell.


  – Even if I’m told to do so quickly, how am I….


  – How should I know!? I’m not a 《Monster》 like you! Isn’t it your job to think about it, Division Vice Head!?!? *


  *TN: Monster is the furigana reading for Savior.


  Having being shout at max volume, Katya ducked her head.


  Even after that, he vented his anger on her with an unreasonable stream of insults, and when she was finally set free, the date had changed.


  She left the office, went out to the front of the building and stopped walking in blank amazement.


  (What should I do…?)


  Even if Shiba Akira disappeared, there was Suruga Andou, and even though that Andou couldn’t leave Tokyo, Haimura Moroha appeared suddenly and immediately, and unless a miracle happened like in the Japanese Division, there was no way the spot of “Lightning Empress” could be filled in a short period of time.


  (I’m sorry, Vasilisa-sama…. Being your replacement appears to be too much of a burden for me)


  Katya sighed while looking up at cloudy sky where she couldn’t see the stars.


  There.


  She heard a quiet voice from the side.


  



  – You seem to be troubled by… something.


  



  A unique tone that sounded strange and clear even though it was virtually a whisper.


  Katya’s whole body suddenly had goosebumps.


  She couldn’t help but look. She couldn’t help but fix her eyes on him.


  Under the dark sky without moonlight, the Devil was lurking there.


  Behind the thin frame glasses, the abyss-like eyes that couldn’t perceive the shade of emotion that Katya had were directly and fixedly staring at her, never letting go of her.


  Chapter 2 - Secret dates are the fragrance of danger


  The Russian campaign to kill the spider happened in mid-May.


  Satsuki and Haruka won the Expert League and their challenge to Principal Isurugi went from the end of June to the beginning of July.


  And Akane Academy welcomed summer vacation, and on the first Sunday──


  Moroha sneaked away from the men’s dormitory when the sun was at its highest point.


  Maya, who was holding his hand, accompanied him with stealthy footsteps.


  Moroha wore everyday clothes, and Maya was dressed up about 30% more than usual.


  – No one has found us, right?


  – No one has found us desu.


  While listening to such confirmation, they headed to the train station and got on the train.


  A person that knew the Natural Stance of the everyday Moroha would take it as a surprisingly suspicious behavior.


  When they got off at the next station,


  – Alright, we’ve made it this far, so we can take it easy.


  Freed from emotional constraints, Moroha stretched his body in front of the ticket gate.


  It was a small town where Akane Academy students had no particular business to stop by. No one would find them anymore.


  Maya was embracing him from behind in high spirits.


  – We can have a date without worrying about attraction attention desu!


  – Hey, don’t shout something scandalous so loudly.


  A high school student and a little girl on a date in front of the public!?


  – Because of Maaya, the people around us are noisy.


  – But it’s true that today is our secret date nanodesu!


  – It is true, so please don’t go revealing it, and please forgive me, Maaya-san.


  Look, the people around us are saying even more things now.


  – This person, police officer-san desu.


  (Come on, don’t say that!)


  Moroha reflexively and fearfully turned around in the direction of said person.


  There──stood a suspicious woman, not as suspicious as Moroha when he left the dormitory.


  A suspicious person named Shirai Usako.


  – Why are you in that outfit, Nelly?


  The moment they saw each other, he unconsciously retorted.


  She paraded inside the mansion in her underwear, and when she went outside, she unveiled very strange costumes: a Santa costume and a bunny costume, but today it was particularly outrageous.


  The outline of her beautiful legs and plump thighs and the clearly visible purplish red tights. On top of that, a sensational dress. There were no shoulder straps, her low neckline was brimming with a spirit of service, a nimble high cut leotard and a bat wing headband on her head.


  The bombshell statement of the little girl wasn’t the culprit that made the people around them start to be noisy a while ago, but this person. She was being backbitten.


  – … Isn’t it three months early for Halloween?


  – No. These are dating clothes. A woman’s best clothes.


  – I’ve never seen a woman’s best clothes with such lack of intention to win….


  – Isn’t she cute?


  – She has no common sense.


  Moroha unreservedly and sharply questioned Nelly who made a face that was hard to read and feigned ignorance as always.


  – That’s precisely the reason, Haimoro. I’m sure we’ll have fun all day today.


  Nelly entwined her arm around his.


  The eyes of distrust of the passersby that had been fixated on her seemed to flood Moroha as if treating him with contempt.


  – Don’t cling to me.


  Moroha complained, but Nelly’s arm coiled around like a snake and didn’t let go of him.
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  Moroha started having hidden dates with Nelly since April and repeated them about once a month.


  She couldn’t do that frequently because she came to hang out with him without telling anything to her mates of the Six Wings.


  Of course, Moroha was anxious each time.


  – Naturally, they’ll soon get us….


  After renting a room at a karaoke, Moroha was exhausted on the cheap sofa.


  Maya was right in the middle of receiving the “reward” of the date. She held a silver-rimmed hand mirror, which was a magic item, and had a happy time chatting with Mari-onee-chan who was shown in the mirror. They only talked about silly things, but it was the first conversation in a month. The topics showed no signs of coming to an end for a while.


  – Too close?


  Nelly said as if whispering in his ear.


  – Honestly, you are. You’re too close.


  Moroha replied in a groaning manner.


  From the station to this place, Nelly never let go of Moroha’s arm.


  She was still leaning coquettishly against him on the sofa. As if detesting the distance existing between the two, she made her sticky and soft skin glue to his. The sweet body odor peculiar to women tickled Moroha’s nasal cavities, even her sighs were sweet, which wasn’t very good both educationally and mentally.


  Maaya-san, who was next to him, was the only thing that became the support of Moroha’s self-control.


  – I had it difficult this time too, you know?


  Moroha complained.


  While averting his gaze from Nelly who fixedly stared at him with upturned eyes from a very close distance.


  ──For example, there was something like this.


  – Hey, hey, Nii-sama! Do you want to go eat cake next Sunday?


  After the end-term ceremony in the auditorium, Satsuki coiled around Moroha on the way back to the classroom for the homeroom.


  Because she had found a good shop on the internet again, she was humming a tune and was in a good mood.


  – Ah…, I’m sorry, I have something to do on that day….


  Moroha couldn’t see her smile directly.


  – Boo, are you going out with Urushibara again?


  Satsuki immediately inflated her cheeks as if being jealous.


  – No, that’s not….


  – Then, with Leshya?


  – Wrong again….


  – I got it! With Momo-senpai!


  – Eh, ah, err… I also have a lot of things to do….


  – Who are you going out on a date with!?


  Why do you insist that it’s a date? He wanted to argue, but he couldn’t because that was the case.


  Having been watched by Satsuki, Moroha twisted around as if to escape from her line of sight, then Satsuki went around and put herself in front of him, and Moroha twisted around again… and repeated this three times.


  – W-with Maaya-san?


  Moroha finally ended up saying.


  Yeah, it wasn’t a lie.


  – Whaaat? With Maaya?


  Satsuki suddenly had a face of relief.


  Moroha also felt relieved.


  – Then, I’ll tag along.


  – !?


  – It’s okay, right? We’re talking about Maaya. I thought of joining you.


  Moroha made a slight movement again as if gasping.


  If it was really only with Maya, it was certainly okay for Satsuki to join them.


  However….


  – Y-you can’t.


  – Really? Why?


  The gaze of Satsuki who was with eyes half-closed was scary.


  – Ara? I’d like to have the privilege to hear about it. May I?


  An even scarier person was here!


  – E-even Shizuno-san.


  Before he knew it, she was standing behind him like a ghost, and Moroha was about to have his heart pop out of his mouth.


  – I don’t particularly mind Moroha going out to have fun with someone, and I’m not angry at such a degree that I’ll be disgusted with you.


  Shizuno said with plenty of dignity.


  – But I want you to explain the situation, I will not tolerate that you keep it a secret.


  Her facial expression didn’t change, nor did she raise her voice, but she didn’t try to hide the intimidation hidden inside, and released it from her whole body as if it weren’t enough.


  She said with an absolute zero aura that she wouldn’t forgive him if he didn’t speak.


  Satsuki, who was next to her, burned with a sense of competition and claimed 「I-I have the ability and love to forgive Moroha even if he’s cheating on me with someone. Everything is a secret between an older brother and his younger sister」, but she was like a barking puppy when compared to Shizuno.


  Moroha was overawed by the force of Shizuno, who waited for a reply in silence, and gulped down saliva.


  And finally spoke.


  – I’ll….


  「「I’ll?」」


  – I’ll honestly say it in 10 years.


  – Do you think such an excuse will work?


  – Nii-sama, confess already!


  He had no choice but to escape as fast as he could from Shizuno’s extremely cold eyes and from the chasing Satsuki.


  ──For example, there was something like this.


  The day of the end-of-term ceremony was half-holiday, so from the afternoon there was a Strikers’ special practice, and Moroha went to the school cafeteria to fortify himself with a meal.


  – Hey, if it isn’t none other than Moroha. This seat is vacant.


  Then Haruka, who had eaten earlier, waved her hand and called him.


  On the other side of the table was Elena Arshavina also known as Leshya.


  What happened to these two? They often did stuff together just before the challenge match with Principal Isurugi.


  – I recommend the daily-changing B lunch, Moroha.


  Leshya told him while pointing at her own meal.


  – Oh. What is for lunch today?


  – B is stir-fried Chinese yam and beef with oyster sauce.


  – Oh my, that sounds tasty.


  Moroha made a sound with his throat just by listening to her.


  – But did Leshya like Chinese yam that much?


  – I didn’t like it before. That food called grated yam made me dislike Chinese yam. To tell the truth, that texture is really unpleasant.


  It was Moroha’s favorite food, but in the end, people liked and disliked different food.


  Speaking of tubers, Leshya came from a country that loved potatoes.


  – But the other day, Haruka told me about it. The texture of the non-grated Chinese yam is very wonderful.


  – You take your time with it.


  – Yes, you do take your time with it.


  Leshya ate one to prove it and chewed it happily.


  – Thanks to Haruka, I’m happy.


  She even put it into words.


  – S-stop it, you’re exaggerating, Leshya.


  Haruka, who wasn’t good at being praised by others, was super confused.


  However, Moroha was glad to know that she came to be friendly with another person, Leshya.


  He pleasantly looked at them for a while and went to buy a meal ticket.


  Of course, the daily-changing B.


  And took his time.


  – By the way, Moroha.


  Haruka, who ate as fast as a glutton, asked while cleaning her teeth with a toothpick.


  – Are you free next Sunday?


  Moroha’s chopsticks stopped moving.


  – Why don’t the three of us go eat cake together? Satsuki found a shop that sounds yummy again.


  – W-well, I have something to do on that day….


  – Oh! Maybe Satsuki already invited you to that shop?


  – T-that’s not what I have to do….


  – Then Shizuno?


  – ….


  – Then who?


  Haruka stared in puzzlement.


  When Moroha looked her in the eyes, he could see that she was asking with a completely innocent curiosity, and became even more heart-broken. The texture of the Chinese yam disappeared in his mouth.


  Then,


  – … I understand.


  Leshya suddenly put down the bowl and spoon.


  Her complexion was pale.


  – Moroha doesn’t want to go out to eat cake with me. If so, I’d like you to say so honestly. Even if it’s not a lie that you have something to do, I’m prepared to back away obediently──


  – Don’t start such a disturbing interpretation on your own.


  – That’s right… Moroha is embarrassed to go to a cake shop with a mannish woman like me…


  – Please don’t start torturing yourself for the first time in a long while, Momo-senpai.


  Leshya’s aura infected even Haruka, and a dark cloud hung over the dining table, which should be fun.


  – … I’m depressed. … I should die.


  – No, it’s a misunderstanding, don’t die.


  – Then, what is it, Moroha…?


  – We want you to tell us, Moroha.


  Having been glared by Haruka and supplicated by Leshya, and upon seeing tears in the corners of their eyes, Moroha flinched and had no choice but to answer.


  – I’ll honestly say it in 10 years.


  ──Moroha complained about such course of events.


  – That’s a disaster.


  Nelly said brazenly.


  – You sure don’t have sense of responsibility, do you…?


  – Hey. Haimoro is a cheater.


  – Don’t say thaaaaat.


  Moroha couldn’t help but retort with all his power.


  He wanted to end this terrible secret date.


  However, when he saw Maya’s face from the side talking enthusiastically towards Mari in the hand mirror, he couldn’t end it.


  (If only she was a bit more normal)


  Moroha looked at Nelly with half-opened eyes.


  Nelly had a rare change in her facial expression.


  With a sorrowful look, she meekly began to say.


  – I’ve reflected on it too. Now that it has come to this, I’ll compensate you. With my body.


  With that face and voice, she hung over Moroha and tried to remover his trouser belt.


  – What do you think you’re doing in front of a child?


  Moroha tried to push her aside.


  – Sex education…?


  Nelly resisted being pushed away.


  – Does such a gross education even exist?


  Immediately, Moroha and Nelly shoved and pushed each other.


  Then, another inconvenience occurred. Today, Nelly’s coat had a low neckline and it wasn’t of the type that had shoulder straps, so he might end up striping it off.


  – This is risky. Risky, I tell you.


  – Bingo, Haimoro. Even if you strip it off, it’s something that cannot be avoided. Don’t hold back, okay?


  – Don’t try to expose yourself on your own with all your strength.


  Moroha used 《Strength》 and threw Nelly on the sofa.


  ──10 minutes later.


  – Maaya looks forward to this day every month desu. I’d like you not to be too noisy next to me as I talk with Mari-onee-chan desu.


  Nelly was told so by a little girl.


  – Do not use 《Ancestral Arts》 for personal matters. Didn’t you learn that at school, Haimoro?


  Nelly pouted her lips; she was still resenting the 《Strength》 he used a moment ago.


  – I don’t want to be told so by a Six Wings terrorist….


  Moroha pointed out with resolution.


  – Let’s drop that.


  – No, we’re not dropping it, Nelly….


  – I baked a cake for you two.


  – Wooow, thank you nanodesu!


  Nelly put a paper box on the table and Maya cheered up, and gratefully and innocently accepted it.


  Because of the smile of the angel, Moroha was dumbfounded.


  Besides, he opportunely felt like eating cake. The other day, Satsuki and Haruka asked him to go to a cake shop, and continued hearing about it.


  Nelly managed to make one for every date, so he was honestly grateful for that.


  This karaoke allowed people to bring their own food (That being the case, the hourly fee was expensive) so there was no need to be discrete.


  Nelly prepared two forks and one paper plate, and then finally opened the box.


  It had a very promising and fantastic arrangement.


  What would appear was chiffon cake? Baked cheesecake? Souffle?


  Moroha had imagined that such a cake could even be made at home, but it was beyond his expectations.


  A splendid dome-shaped cake hidden under a shiny red surface appeared.


  – It’s big desu!


  Maya gazed at it served on the paper plate with shiny eyes.


  – It’s exactly the same size as my chest.


  – Don’t say things that make me lose my appetite.


  – But in exchange for that, your sexual desire….


  – Won’t go up.


  When Moroha flatly turned her down, Nelly returned to the topic of the conversation seriously and seemingly dissatisfied.


  And cut and opened the dome with a fork.


  The inside had a colorful multi-layered structure.


  – The surface is raspberry mousse. From the top, the middle layer is fresh cream, chocolate mousse, passionfruit jam, blackcurrant mousse, and biscuit.


  – It looks like you can sell it at a shop and earn money….


  Moroha was deeply impressed by the unexpected genuine cake.


  He knew Nelly was a good cook, but even her skills in making cakes were as good as those of an artisan.


  – Eat before it gets cold.


  – Your joke is funny.


  – Eat me too.


  – Your joke is lame.


  While saying silly things to each other, Moroha immediately gave it a try.


  (A… mazing….)


  He lost his voice for a moment.


  He had his apprehensions; he wondered if the six layers, including the surface layer, would fall apart if the flavors that seemed to have strong claims were piled up, but it was nothing but rude prejudice.


  However, it had nothing to do with her monotony, as if to say the flavors were mixed better and the only impression that came to his mind was 「Sweet」.


  The varying sweet and sour tastes of raspberry, passionfruit and blackcurrant competed for beauty, and the rich sweetness of the fresh cream served as a foundation, and the taste and slight bitterness of the chocolate tightened everything. Each flavor with strong individuality claimed each other, yet they didn’t interfere with each other.


  Thanks to this, a complex taste remained indefinitely in his mouth. Furthermore, the texture of the biscuit dough was prolonged.


  It was a method that put together a surprisingly refined taste. As if it was in complete harmony. Surely trial and error were needed until she reached this taste. Or was it a matter of sense?


  – How is it? Is it good?


  Having being plainly asked by Nelly, Moroha and Maya nodded their heads in silence.


  Even Satsuki wouldn’t be able to make anything like this. Her cooking abilities were pretty good, but she only practiced in the repertoire to appeal to boys with a hearty appetite (Why that choice? Moroha was embarrassed to put that into words)


  – Did you learn at some shop?


  – I taught myself. When I was in high school, I developed a passion for cake making.


  – She made a lot for the sake of Maaya desu.


  Maya said with nostalgia while being a little shy at the same time.


  – Since Maaya didn’t become attached to Mari-onee-chan at all, Mari-onee-chan was troubled, and Nelly-onee-san gave her advice…


  – “Try to win over Maaya with what she loves the most: cakes”, I said. I put a lot of effort.


  “Win her over” was only an unreserved manner of speaking, however. Moroha thought that was a good thing.


  As a matter of fact, he really couldn’t hate Nelly.


  – Let me eat too.


  Nelly said defenselessly and waited.


  By the way, only two forks were provided.


  – So that’s your ulterior motive, huh.


  Moroha let her eat without saying anything, just with a bitter smile and being considerate.


  – Is this okay?


  – Nope.


  – How bad is it?


  – Shove it more violently.


  – I told you already, what the hell are you blurting out in front of a child!?


  Restore that “feels good” atmosphere!


  Moroha stiffened his cheeks while wondering why this woman couldn’t resist saying something stupid for more than three minutes.


  Is she from Osaka? No, that’s rude to the people of Osaka.


  Moroha ate the wonderful cake with relish while bearing a useless thing in mind. The creator was an awful pervert, but the cake was not guilty.


  – By the way, about next month’s date.


  He said to Nelly while scooping with the fork.


  – Today Haimoro has been proactive. I’m impressed. Training is going well.


  – Mind your own business?


  He fed Nelly a mouthful.


  – But I like it when you’re violent….


  Upon swallowing, Nelly became dejected.


  – Next month, the Strikers’ summer training camp will go live. I won’t be able to schedule anything for about 10 days. So, can we avoid having a date then?


  – Sure.


  Nelly said in a somewhat gloomy voice.


  – Is it an inconvenience?


  – That’s not it. I just remembered a few things. Strikers’ summer training camp. Those days of hell.


  – Oh. Now that you mention it, was Nelly a former Striker?


  – And a first-generation member nanodesu. Maaya wasn’t at Akane Academy at that time, but I heard that the summer training camp was established by Nelly-onee-san and the others desu.


  To think that tradition started from such a fact.


  – Until the year before last, you were confined in the mountains, it was a pretty terrible training camp, right?


  – I just wanted to have a good time…. I wanted to go to the sea….


  Probably because she recalled those days, she dropped her shoulders dispiritedly.


  – Despite this, Mari-onee-chan….


  Even Maya dropped her shoulders as though she was ashamed of the dishonor of her relative.


  – Marishiten at that time was just like a hard-working oni…. Rather, a hard-working idiot….


  – Don’t spout nonsense.


  – But in fact, Mari-onee-chan is unexpectedly energetic, she thinks about the special training schedule without sleeping at night, and makes absurdly overcrowded schedules desu….


  – The one who made the training camp a hell was the school principal?


  To think that tradition started from such a fact.


  Moroha sympathized with the members who were part of Strikers until the year before last.


  – But after I joined, things were usually half in fun….


  Maybe that was the only achievement left by that erotic demon.


  – So… un… fair….


  Nelly said with resentment.


  – Where are you going?


  – This year we have decided to go to Sochi, Russia.


  – It’s the best resort in Russia nanodesu. We’ll swim in the ocean nanodesu.


  – Seems like it. I only knew about it because of the Olympics.


  – … Since when is it a rich school?


  Nelly sounded sad, as if wondering when her alma mater had changed.


  – It cannot be helped. Katya-san──the Vice Head of the Russian Division invited us.


  It was said that she would take care of everything, from meals to accommodation to thank the Strikers for helping them to exterminate the spider.


  Because Kamekichi, the current captain, was a man nowhere near asceticism and spirit, immediately replied: 「Are we really that lucky!? My habitual behavior is seriously impressssssssssssive!」. This year’s training camp was in Russia.


  – Anyway, that’s the reason why.


  – Understood.


  Nelly nodded. Immediately after,


  – Russia….


  Appearing to be pondering about something, she muttered while staring into the void.


  And suddenly started touching her horseshoe-shaped hairband with both hands.


  She made the bat wing decoration flutter.


  – What are you doing?


  – I’m a bat now.


  – I get that by looking at you, but….


  – Haimoro. And Maaya. Have a good day. Take care.


  – Hmm? Yeah, I guess so, see you later.


  – See you later nanodesu.


  Moroha cocked his head in puzzlement, wondering why she said she was a bat, but replied to her goodbye with his own.


  Nelly’s thoughtless words were something habitual, he didn’t give them too much thought.
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  After that, the three of them had a lighthearted talk, sang karaoke, and in the evening, the date came to an end.


  They separated in the room and Moroha and Maya left the shop first.


  Because Nelly always told them to do so.


  Honestly──Moroha once considered.


  If he secretly chased Nelly going home, he might be able to reach the headquarters of the Six Wings.


  – Please refrain desu.


  It was Maya who said so.


  – If you get caught on the way, there will be no more dates in the future desu. And we will not be able to check how Mari-onee-chan is desu.


  She said.


  Certainly, she was right. There was risk involved.


  Besides, even Nelly wasn’t a fool who didn’t think about the possibility of Moroha shadowing her, and it was highly likely that she took some measures.


  Because of that, he tried to refrain.


  Moroha totally strengthened his resolve.


  For that reason, he planned to go straight back to the dormitory today.


  And yet──


  At the storefront, Moroha stopped walking.


  Maya, who was holding his hand, stared in puzzlement.


  – Is there something wrong desu?


  – I felt someone’s gaze now.


  Moroha answered in a low voice while pumping up prana from the gate between the eyebrows.


  – Was it a passerby looking at us by chance desu?


  – No… I felt like they were fixedly peeking at us.


  – Th-that’s scary desu. And unsettling nanodesu.


  Maya panicked, but Moroha made his gaze go around rather slowly.


  He sharpened his senses and explored his surroundings for a while.


  – If it isn’t Haimura-kun and Maya-kun.


  A voice reached them from the other side.


  A tall and lean figure in a black business suit came from the station.


  It was Isurugi Jin.


  – Why are you here, Senpai?


  – My parents’ home is here.


  Isurugi pointed far ahead.


  Moroha recalled. He had heard that the Isurugi family was close to Akane Academy, but to think it was this town.


  – Haimura-kun and Maya-kun, did you come to a place like this to sing karaoke?


  On the contrary, they were asked by Isurugi. Seemingly sincere and curious.


  – Eeeeeh? No, w-well, it’s sort of a change of mood….


  Moroha replied incoherently.


  It was hard for him to say it.


  Isurugi had the same suspicious face.


  He thought that he couldn’t date Nelly in this town anymore. They weren’t seen together in the same place, but he felt like he had barely escaped from death.


  – W-well, that’s all about it. We’re going now.


  – Bye bye nanodesu!


  Moroha pulled Maya’s hand and tried to leave in haste.


  – Haimura-kun.


  However, he was stopped by Isurugi, and that made him alarm.


  – This is a perfect opportunity. Can you tell Elena-kun the following? I’m free tomorrow night, so if Elena-kun’s schedule suits mine, I can accompany her in her special training.


  – O-oh, that’s what this is about. Un-un-un-understood. I’ll tell her and I’ll participate too.


  Just as Moroha felt relieved…,


  – And──


  – A-and?


  – I do not want to say anything too boorish, but…. Maya is still too young. Please have a well thought out relationship.


  (He really misunderstood!?)


  Moroha held back from screaming.


  This time, it was Isurugi who ended up moving quickly.


  As if to say 「I’ll pretend I didn’t see anything」.


  He should stop him and dispel the misunderstanding….


  However, if done poorly, unnecessary trouble would be brought upon Nelly.


  – Moroha. Give up desu (Happy face).


  – You’re right….


  Moroha stared at Maya’s angelic smile bitterly.


  – And the gaze of a moment ago was Isurugi-onii-san desu!


  – Hmm? Yeah. Probably.


  He had felt something like a piercing thing, but now there was no sign of it at all.


  No matter how much he searched.


  Given that it was Isurugi’s gaze, it was natural because he was already walking in the opposite direction.


  (But was it Senpai’s…?)


  He stared at his own palm.


  The skin of Moroha was clearly raising a sense of discomfort.


  However, if that was the case, why was he unable to find the presence of the owner of the real gaze?


  A contradictory feeling.


  Moroha didn’t know if he could trust himself.


  Once again, he made his gaze wander around.


  The sunset was beautiful today.


  That was the only thing he noticed.


  Chapter 3 - The summer of the Strikers (Second time)


  – IIIIII loooooveee theeee seeeeaaaaa!!


  Satsuki in a swimsuit ran to the blue sea with all her might.


  As soon as she did so──


  – Ouch!? W-what’s the deal with this sandy beach!?


  Satsuki jumped up and down on the spot to complain of sharp pain in her bare feet.


  – If you don’t calm down and walk, you’ll get hurt. Do you understand?


  Similarly, Shizuno in a swimsuit walked slowly as if to set an example.


  The coastal scenery of the area was completely different from the sandy beaches of Japan.


  It looked as if large stones were densely spread on dark soil. Probably due to the effect of being exposed to the wind, rain and waves for many years, they weren’t sharp stones, but running barefoot on them really hurt.


  – This is a stone beach rather than a sandy beach nanodesu.


  Maya made her eyes shine with her inquisitiveness, crouched down, played with stones and picked them up.


  A famous place in Sochi, a vast beach that stretched 140 kilometers from north to south.


  Moroha was also wearing a swimsuit, and while basking in the sun on his bare back, he overlooked the endless Black Sea.


  No, there was an end. Moroha also knew that this was an inland sea according to his knowledge.


  However, when looking beyond this wide, wide coast and horizon, he couldn’t believe so.


  Using Maya’s 《Transportal》, the place they had arrived at after jumping over the time difference of 6 hours from Japan in an instant was the world at 9 in the morning.


  The people swimming in the ocean were still sparse, spurring on the size of the sea and beach, and the magnificent impression.


  It made him forget about his busy days.


  – Let’s go slowly, okay?


  Moroha held Satsuki’s hand so that she wouldn’t rush out.


  Satsuki happily entwined her slender fingers with his. And walked slowly and calmly.


  – Ku〜h, this is so irritating.


  However, she wanted to swim soon, she was getting impatient.


  At any rate, all Strikers arrived at Katya’s arranged lodging house, and as they unloaded their luggage, looked around and relaxed, Satsuki couldn’t stand it, changed her clothes and started running to the beach.


  Besides, she was accompanied by three people.


  Basking in the salty sea breeze of a foreign country, they aimed for the foreshore.


  The spraying strength was quite something, it was very comfortable in the hot weather.


  Yes, it was hot. It was completely different from their image of Russia.


  Sochi was located in the southwestern part of the country, and the climate was commonly known as subtropical.


  Moroha was surprised at the high air temperature when he took a step through 《Transportal》.


  – Anyway, you can swim until around October nanodesu.


  He was taught so by the child expert Maaya-sensei.


  – It’s so hot that the Winter Olympics went pretty well.


  – If you go about 50 km north, you will find the Caucasus, where the altitude rises by more than 1,000 meters desu. It is the mecca for skiing, where heavy snow accumulates in winter nanodesu. Sochi is a land where you can enjoy the leisure of summer and winter, so all the rich Russians build villas here desu.


  Interesting¸ it made Moroha nod.


  And speaking of unexpected things, there was another.


  Moroha stared at the surface of the water as the four of them headed towards the beach.


  – Isn’t it black?


  It’s called the Black Sea, isn’t it? I mean, it’s not much different from the color of the sea in Japan. What a disappointment.


  – Compared to the Aegean Sea, it may be described as black.


  These were Shizuno’s words.


  They reached the waterside, exposed their bare feet to the waves, and enjoyed its coldness for a while.


  – IIIII looove theeee seeeaaaa!!


  This time, Satsuki dived with all her might and swam far away in the blink of an eye.


  – I told you that you need to warm up!


  Having no time to stop, she didn’t pay attention even if Moroha said so.


  – Hurry up, everyone! It feels good!


  Treading water, she waved her hand at them.


  – Maaya shouldn’t copycat such a bad child, okay?


  – Naturally nanodesu.


  Maaya became triumphant with an ehem.


  Back in last year’s training camp, it was Maya who tried to go after Satsuki at once, saying the following far-fetched argument: 「Maaya’s body is so soft that I won’t get a cramp desu」.


  Was this what they called growing up?


  Maya taught the amazed Moroha while throwing out her chest.


  – Beyond 200 meters under the Black Sea is a death sea full of hydrogen sulfide nanodesu. If you drown, you won’t return alive desu.


  – If I drown and sink 200 meters, I don’t think I can return home alive no matter the sea, don’t you think…?


  Well, if it was to become a well-behaved Maaaya-san with this, then it wasn’t a problem.


  The two of them formed a pair and started stretching exercises spiritedly.


  Then Shizuno,


  – Moroha. Won’t you make a pair with me later?


  – That’s troublesome in a lot of ways, no?


  They both were in defenseless swimsuits. Sticking close to her, stretching and the like was kind of lewd.


  – I don’t mind.


  – But I’m not okay with it!


  Because Moroha and the others didn’t follow her, Satsuki eventually returned to the shore and yelled.


  Shizuno sighed with a theatrical look,


  – It cannot be helped. Okay, will Satsuki control herself and be my pair?


  – What’s with that arrogant attitude…?


  – The “aloof” Satsuki really can’t help but want me to join her, right?


  – It’s not like I’m bluffing! And, don’t give me the title-like “aloof”!


  – I’m kidding. I’m sorry to make fun of you.


  Shizuno put out the small dimple that had appeared and presented her right hand.


  – Now, shall we begin?


  – N-nope.


  – Come on, don’t be obstinate.


  – I’m not being obstinate.


  – Then, what is the problem?


  – W-well, we shouldn’t be teaming up unless we are really friends.


  Satsuki said deadly serious, even though she pouted her lips.


  (How can she be a pure child…?)


  How poor is her sense of distance? Moroha thought.


  Surely Shizuno and Maya thought the same. Their eyes said so.


  – Alright, alright, I understand.


  With a flabbergasted tone of voice and a slightly cheerful vocal sound,


  – If so, there’s nothing wrong with that.


  When she was back-to-back with Satsuki, she pulled her arms up to raise them above her head. Immediately, she stretched them so that Satsuki was placed on Shizuno’s back who was leaning forward.


  – Hey, wait, my legs can’t reach the ground. I can’t reach the ground!


  You’re pulling too much, it hurts! Satsuki screamed.


  But it was a somewhat seemingly happy tone of voice.


  Around the time when the four of them were completely relaxed after performing a careful stretching while chatting.


  – Heey, everyone.


  – I kept you waiting for too long.


  Haruka and Leshya came from the land.


  Haruka was wearing a swimsuit with a design that was just a tiny little bit sexier than last year.


  She wasn’t hiding it with a T-shirt.


  As to why she was late, probably she was embarrassed and struggled as much as she could in the lodging house, wondering whether or not to show it to the public.


  That image appeared to come into Moroha’s mind.


  On the other hand, speaking of Leshya──


  – I’m sorry. It took me a long time to get ready.


  She apologized deeply serious.


  She was wearing something unexpected.


  Except for Shizuno, Moroha and the others were dumbfounded.


  Leshya was also wearing a swimsuit, but that was a very normal thing in itself. Not only was the shape of her breasts and butt plump, but her healthy physical beauty which was well trained every day was wrapped in a black bikini with a modest design.
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  The problem was the “other” equipment….


  Underwater mask and snorkel on her face. A swimming ring on her waist. What she carried on her back was a beach umbrella, a rolled sheet, and a huge plastic dolphin that floated on the water. In addition, she held various beach goods in her hands such as a beach ball, a bucket with a shovel, and on top of that, a watermelon and a stick.


  She was fully armed.


  Enough to not fall behind, no matter the beach.


  – You’re very motivated, aren’t you…?


  Satsuki said while stiffening her face.


  It was really amazing because she was causing this festive girl to be left speechless.


  Moroha and Maya involuntarily made a sound with their throats.


  – Of course, I’m fully motivated.


  Leshya became serious.


  – I’m going to swim in the ocean for the first time in my life. That’s why I asked how to do so to the gentlemen of 『5ch』 and brought what I needed as much as possible.


  – T-that sounds great.


  – Yes, it does. However, Moroha. I still have one concern.


  – What would that be?


  – Is it okay for me, who is not a team member, to participate in the training camp?


  – You’re really asking that now?


  – May I ask you not say that with such heavy armament?


  Shizuno retorted but without being able to laugh.


  However, with that same serious expression, Leshya,


  – I’m honestly worried that an outsider, in other words, me, would make crevices appear in the fun atmosphere of all the Strikers after I joined them and eventually destroy the unity of the team members.


  – Your groundless apprehensions are unfounded worries.


  What an incredible problem child.


  – If you have time to worry about that, you better enjoy yourself.


  Haruka received the beach umbrella from Leshya and said while standing up.


  Since it was the first time Leshya swam in the ocean, it was the first time Haruka traveled abroad (she had been to Russia twice in the past for fighting, but she wouldn’t call them a trip).


  So, in terms of being in high spirits, she wouldn’t lose to anyone.


  – It’s as Momochi-senpai says, no?


  – Maaya can’t help but worry about Dolphin-san since some time ago desu. I want to ride it desu.


  – I-I want to play with it too.


  Shizuno, Maya and Satsuki surrounded Leshya.


  – During the latest special training, Isurugi-senpai said it, didn’t he? Leshya has been keeping at it lately, she needs to take a rest sometime.


  – … Thank you very much. I’m becoming much obliged to the new principal-dono.


  Leshya also got relieved and softened her expression.


  Further there──


  – It was me who invited Leshya to come with you, so be sure to have fun.


  Katya in a swimsuit came while waving her hand.


  There were five girls from Akane Academy around her. She seemed to have guide them to the beach while coming from the lodging house.


  While being thanked by the girls and separating from them, Katya stood right next to Moroha and continued talking.


  – Russians can hardly communicate in foreign languages. It’s not like we can take care of it day and night, so it’ll be helpful for Haimura-han to have Leshya as an interpreter.


  This Russian Division Vice Head-dono was a candid but attentive person, and was concentrated on inviting them this time.


  – It has been a long while, Haimura-han, and everyone. Thank you for coming from far away.


  With a proficient Kansai dialect that she inherited from her late father, she welcomed them again.


  – I was wondering if you would come here after noon.


  – That was the plan, but I wanted to meet Haimura-han even a minute faster. I couldn’t help it.


  – Yuri-san isn’t with you?


  – Of course, that child came too. However, she doesn’t like swimming or getting tanned, so she has shut herself in the lodging house.


  – I see… that’s a little disappointing.


  – Since when does Haimura-han live in luxury? Are you dissatisfied with just me?


  Katya said so while quickly turning a sidelong glance and suddenly clinging to Moroha’s right arm.


  (Uooo)


  Moroha was about to say so reflexively.


  The feel of Katya’s breasts touching his bare body.


  Since there was only one thin bikini cloth between them, he could enjoy them vividly without harming their softness and elasticity at all.


  (No, don’t enjoy them, Moroha!)


  Moroha gently tried to shake and untangle his arm, but Katya clung tightly to him with a seductive smile.


  The two tender meats were further pressed and crushed against him, giving an indescribably sensual feel.


  – Gyaa, why are you clinging to Nii-sama? Know your place!


  – It’s been a long time, so it’s all good, right? We’re just renewing our old friendship.


  Satsuki, who opened her eyes wide in anger, grappled at Katya from behind and tried to separate her from him, but because Katya only strengthened her holding power a little too much, Moroha couldn’t endure it anymore.


  – Why don’t you hand Moroha to Russia?


  Shizuno-san came and clung to his left arm!


  – Gyaa, Urushibara, you traitoooor!


  – That’s a misunderstanding. I’ll keep Moroha and you pull Katya-san──don’t you think it’s a perfect division of roles? Now, continue as you’ve been doing. Keep at it and make the mission a success.


  – Then, change roles with meeee.


  – No can do, it is impossible for me to do something as unrefined as pulling a girl by sheer strength.


  – Uuuuruuushiiibaaaraaa!


  The angry Satsuki tried to pull Shizuno this time, and Shizuno only (the rest is omitted).


  It was Moroha who was grilled and baffled from the left and right by a total of four soft meats.


  He couldn’t remain in an upright posture anymore. Due to the physiological phenomenon that couldn’t be hidden by his shorts.


  He crouched down on the spot with his arms held.


  Leshya and Haruka didn’t notice the meaning of that (Angels!), Shizuno and Katya pretended to be unaware (Samurai’s compassion!), Satsuki blushed (Stop it!), and Maya had a face that said “You’re a boy, it cannot be helped desu” (Drop it already!).


  Because of that, Shizuno and Katya let go of his arms,


  – Now that it has come to this, we have no choice but to have a match desu.


  Maya began to say something shady again with an I-know-how-it-is look.


  – A battle between Katya-onee-san, who wants Moroha in Russia, and Shizuno-onee-san, who doesn’t want to let him go desu.


  – Alright, I accept your challenge!


  – It depends on the details of the match.


  Katya got suddenly eager, and Shizuno took a cautious attitude.


  – Maaya hasn’t thought about the details yet desu. I am looking for ideas desu. ……… Ones that sound interesting.


  – Did you say “ones that sound interesting” in a low voice now?


  Moroha pressed her about it, but Maya pretended not to know and showed an innocent smile on her face.


  – There was a sprint that gave birth to a great match between me and Momo-senpai at last year’s training camp, so how about we go with it?


  – We can’t do that on the beach here.


  The stones hurt, they couldn’t run.


  – I suggest watermelon splitting. Unexpectedly, I have things ready.


  – We can’t do that either.


  If they fell over, there would be an accident.


  – How about a normal swimming race?


  – That’s a good idea nanodesu, Haruka-onee-san. In addition, I propose a backstroke competition desu.


  – Why limit it to backstroke?


  Maya secretly told to the ears of the suspicious Moroha who couldn’t stand up yet.


  – Maaya is immensely curious about what it would be like if they swim backstroke nanodesu.


  – Isn’t backstroke a backstroke no matter who does it?


  – I’d like you to imagine it desu.


  Maya only told him to do it seriously.


  Moroha imagined it seriously.


  What would those boobs look like?


  He seriously ended up wondering if they would rise from the surface of the water like a floating island.


  He suddenly ended up glancing at them and following them with his eyes again. He was a boy after all.


  Shizuno-san’s seemed to show off a generous volume.


  There was no loose feeling, just big. The tension and youthfulness were more than enough, they were boobs worthy of bearing the adjectives “fascinating” and “devilish”.


  Katya-san’s sharply pointed upwards with unyielding spirit, just like her personality.


  In terms of volume, she was naturally way behind Shizuno, but the difference between the top and under was amazing, and their shape, which should be called rocket-shaped rather than bowl-shaped, aroused a man’s instincts very much.


  Moroha remembered being sandwiched from the left and right by such magnificent things.


  And ended up thinking over the feeling that his bare skin enjoyed.


  And he couldn’t stand up again.


  – So? I’m curious desu.


  – I won’t deny it, but quit it.


  He imagined it once, but in the end, even if Shizuno and the others started a serious match, it would only be seen with suspicious eyes. Probably.


  – By the way, about what would I swim, I won’t participate in a swimming race.


  – Look, Shizuno-san says so too.


  – Why not nanodesu?


  – You don’t get it? I want you guys to think more seriously.


  Shizuno said with sadness.


  – I’m not athletic, am I? If you don’t think about a match that I can win, you will also be in trouble, won’t you?


  – Oooooh.


  – T-that’s right.


  – There’s no way we’ll let Moroha be taken away.


  Satsuki and the others gathered around Shizuno, had their eyes light up, and started a strategy meeting.


  – No… in the first place, I have no intention of joining the Russian Division…?


  He only thought that it would be tasteless to throw cold water on their excitement.


  Since they were thinking seriously, he wanted them to think.


  – Even I know that scouting Moroha is something impossible to do.


  Katya laughed foolishly.


  Her playfulness went as far as to emerge on her face,


  – Hear me out. Even though PSG had stacked 10 billion, Haimura-han didn’t agree, am I right?


  – … You do know about that.


  – The thing I’m attempting is absurd. Now that Vasilisa-han has become such a thing, I have to be more friendly with Haimura-han and the others, that’s all. For that reason, let’s have a blast this summer.


  Upon saying so, Katya pointed towards the shore.


  When he looked there, the rest of the Strikers──more than 50 people, both regular and reserve──were heading in their direction together.


  – I take you up on your offer.


  Moroha thanked her and Satsuki and the others, who looked displeased and discussed, relaxed their facial expressions.


  – I’ll enjoy the fun training camp this year to the fullest! Fo〜〜foh fo〜〜〜h foh.


  – Because it’s this year, isn’t that a mistake, Satsuki?


  – Last year, an outrageous thing appeared….


  – We’re sick and tired of that already nanodesu.


  – Won’t you tell me about it, Moroha?


  – I’ll tell you more about it later.


  While saying such a thing, he joined his friends.
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  – First, an official notice of the plan of action for the summer training camp!


  Captain Kamekichi made all members line up on the beach and said pompously.


  The number of people on the beach increased gradually, and they ended up being watched with curious eyes. It was embarrassing.


  Katya was also watching over them warmly from a distance. It was embarrassing.


  They wanted to disperse soon.


  They wanted him to let them play.


  That was written on everyone’s face, but Kamekichi didn’t even notice it.


  Suddenly, he let a manly pathos loose on his face seen from the side,


  – But before that, I have to tell you a story that is a little longer….


  – Oh, come on, keep it short!


  – I have to tell you a long story!


  Satsuki complained aloud, but Kamekichi forced his way pushily.


  – … My predecessor… Isurugi-senpai was a really great captain….


  – Such a big difference from you!


  – How about me in comparison? Among the successive captains, I’m confident that I’m near the top, but….


  – Near the top? There have only been four generations, no?


  – Isurugi-senpai is so amazing that I can’t help feeling an inferiority complex even if we’re talking about me. I, who succeeded him, always feel the pressure acutely.


  – It would have been interesting if you had been crushed as you were.


  – However, I was worried, and then, I finally noticed. Even I have a virtue that does not lose to Isurugi-senpai.


  – A face that makes us laugh?


  – Yes──everyone is already aware of it, right? I have a broad-mindedness that bows to nobody.


  – That statement is already narrow-minded.


  – Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! You’ve been nagging me from a while ago! Shut up, Ranjou! Be quiet and listen to the end, there will be a good thing!


  – If not, you’ll appeal to JARO*?


  *TN: It appears to mean Japan Advertising Review Organization but I’m not entirely sure.


  – Listen! Last year, Isurugi-senpai let us do this and that at the training camp! However, I promised everyone a schedule in which you would enjoy yourselves more than last year with more tolerance than that of our Senpai!


  Satsuki really sank into silence.


  Made her eyes shine very fast.


  – Let’s be the early bird. Getting the worm is important after all!


  – Sure, sure, and?


  – We’ll be doing special training from 7 to 9 am, and the rest of the day is leisure time!


  – Is it seriously going to be all free!?


  – Rather, it’s super free!


  – What about today? It was 9 am a long time ago, right!?


  – You’re supposed to take it easy and relax now!


  – It’s the first time I see you in a more positive light!


  Satsuki let out a scream of joy.


  Other women, who were always critical of Kamekichi, also showered him with a storm of praises.


  Needless to say, the group of men was positive as always.


  (Getting up early and doing special training is a good idea, isn’t it?)


  Moroha was also impressed.


  Even if he was told that it was OK to do as he liked, it was hard to stay up late.


  In other words, Kamekichi casually prompted the team members to have the minimum prudence.


  He surely thought over it well.


  – That said, you’re dismissed! Have fun as much as you like, everyone. A first-year student will bring beach umbrellas and so on at once!


  Kamekichi, who drew unprecedented admiration, became ecstatic and shouted.


  (Hmm…?)


  Moroha was uneasy about his last words.


  He briefly took a view of the line of the team members.


  Nothing. Certainly, the faces of the first years weren’t lined up anywhere.


  Moroha looked back towards the land.


  There.


  Only one first-year boy who was a member of Strikers was heading laboriously in his direction, carrying almost everyone’s luggage on his back, including a number of beach umbrellas.


  – Why did you make him carry those things alone, Kammie-senpai?


  – Excuse me? I’ve said before that there’s a reason why first-year boys are made to do errands everyday since the dawn of time, no?


  – Where on earth is your tolerance?


  Despite Isurugi’s generation taking the initiative when they were third years, and had the traits to engage in chores.


  Moroha criticized Kamekichi, who didn’t feel ashamed at all, and ran towards the first year.


  – Stop! The laws of the universe will be disturbed!


  He shook free from Kamekichi’s restraints.


  – Lend me half of it. I’ll carry them.


  Moroha called out to the first year.


  – No, I’m fine. After all, this is the task that has been given to me.


  That first year answered sincerely.


  A boy with a cool look that matched his tasteful thin glasses, but now he was drenched with sweat because of the heat and toil.


  His name was Tanaka Ichirou.


  He was the son of Tanaka Tarou, the teacher of Moroha.


  One time before the summer vacation, he came to study Strikers’ special exercises by observation, was cheered by Kamekichi’s prank, was made to try his abilities, defeated a second-year Shirogane in a one-on-one match, and joined as a reserve member right after that.


  At that time, Kamekichi couldn’t forget that he made his voice shake, saying 「It’s a result of my discerning eye. Yes, I became aware of the strength of this guy from the beginning. No, this is actually serious, I’m really not joking」.


  – You don’t really need to believe the nonsense of that captain, okay?


  – It’s not nonsense, is it? I’m a first year, and a newcomer, so Mannendou-senpai took that into consideration so that I didn’t feel hesitant.


  – Even favorable interpretations have a limit, you know…?


  He wanted to share even 10% of the innate goodness of this guy with Kammie-senpai.


  – Don’t worry about that and lend it to me. This is an order from your senpai.


  – I am no match for Haimura-senpai.


  Ichirou smiled and handed over only one-third of the luggage.


  Moroha thought that arguing back and forth any further was tasteless, so he carried one-third of the luggage to the beach in silence.


  After that, everyone scattered of their own accord, it was leisure time.


  Katya also joined the circle of Moroha and company.


  They straddled and played with the dolphin that Leshya had brought in turns, with Maya being the first.


  Moroha was overjoyed when they swam and pulled it.


  Satsuki, who got carried away, used prana, and pulled it even more like a jet ski, but the Vice captain Takenaka passed by and questioned her, saying 「There are normal people around us」.


  Leshya began to say she wanted to play beach ball, but because the beach was dangerous due to the stones, she went to tread water in the sea. This was what got him excited the most.


  Other members and Ichirou joined them as well.


  Shizuno said she was tired, so she took a rest in the shadow of a beach umbrella.


  She enjoyed the feeling different from lying on the sandy beach, which was hot and humid from below by the heat of the smeared stones spread all over. Haruka appeared to feel good, saying 「It’s a natural sauna, isn’t it?」.


  There seemed to be beach shacks in Russia, too, and there were many of them lined up on the street near the coast, so he went out with Katya to shop drinks.


  Along the way, they had a conversation.


  – This is a great place. I can teel that this is one of the best resorts in Russia.


  – I know, right? Although you say that, it actually has a bad reputation among foreigners, there’s mostly a domestic demand.


  – Is that so? That’s a bit surprising.


  Moroha looked back at the beach.


  After noon, the number of tourists increased considerably, but it was spacious and everyone could enjoy themselves, it was far from being crowded to the maximum.


  Wasn’t it wonderful to relax even though it was crowded with people?


  When he said that, Katya laughed loudly and said 「In short, it’ll never be full of tourists, don’t you agree?」.


  As Moroha argued, 「The beach extends for more than 100 kilometers, no? Won’t it be difficult to have it full of people?」 and Katya agreed 「That’s right」,


  – I said it by accident a moment ago, but not communicating in English is fatal. And there’s a lot of other things. Russia might have opened up a lot, but its spirit of hospitality has a lot to learn from advanced tourism countries.


  This time it was Moroha who agreed with that kind of thing.


  In that case, it might be the result of the hospitality of the host, Katya, that Moroha and the others got to enjoy themselves without any inconvenience.


  For example, since they came to Sochi via 《Transportal》, it was real illegal entry and illegal stay, but Katya negotiated for all such conveniences in advance.


  Moroha smiled at her with deep respect.


  – As for Katya-san’s concern, I’d say you’re really caring.


  – Osaka people have a lot of kindness──well, I was born and raised in Russia.


  Katya went along with the joke, pointed out its ridiculousness, and patted Moroha’s shoulder.


  After Moroha slipped out a chuckle,


  – You said earlier that we have to be more and more friendly, right?


  – Yes, I did. That’s my real intention, both as a public figure and as a private person.


  – Don’t strain yourself too much… I mean, don’t worry about it, please. If Katya-san calls me, I’ll always come running. That’s my duty.


  Moroha didn’t forget that he had a “war” with the Russian Division just a year ago.


  As a result, the Russian Division had entered turbulent times, and the cause and effect of that….


  – And I was relieved, I mean, I considered again. No matter what happens to the Russian Division. As long as someone like Katya-san is in charge of it, it won’t waver a bit.


  – I know, right? Although you say that, I’m doing the best I can do.


  Katya adorned with that joke and laughed a ringing laugh.


  Moroha could only hear it as if she was joking.


  Once under the reign of terror of Lighting Empress, Katya’s tactfulness was hardcore, and despite being used as a leader, behind the scenes, she increased the sympathizers of the moderate faction and steadily built up a force….
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  They bought bottled European pear sodas for each person, came back and drank together.


  The sweetness was moderate, the carbonic acid was strong and refreshing, it was the perfect drink for a clear day at the beach.


  After appeasing their thirst, they played again.


  However, due to the time difference, they had decided to go to bed early today.


  After admiring the solemn scenery of the Black Sea dyed in golden going down at the end of the horizon, they returned to the lodging house.


  It was a little hotel-like building of the Russian Division that was usually used as a recreational facility.


  On the first floor of the lodging house, there was a dining hall that was too big for all members, and they had dinner there.


  When he combined two tables for four people, gathered and sat together with his usual close friends Satsuki, Shizuno, Leshya, Maya and Haruka, the waiters carried the food.


  The main dish was Shashlik, a dish of skewered and grilled cubes of meat.


  After pickling lamb meat and beef tenderloin without fat in herbs thoroughly, they heartily stabbed them on iron skewers. And what grilled them wasn’t gas or charcoal, but grapevine branches.


  In fact, when they stuffed their cheeks, the scent of grapes smoldered in their mouths.


  It was a really fresh feeling.


  On the contrary, the flavor of herbs was modest, and it seemed that it acted as an eraser of the bad smell of meat.


  Of course, it was impossible for lamb meat and beef tenderloin to have a bad taste. The gravy was juicy!


  On top of being gracefully seasoned with salt and pepper, it had no fat, so they could gobble it up and go as much as they wanted.


  A sauce was also prepared, it tasted as if topped up with barbecue sauce or Worcestershire sauce, but Moroha liked it better without it.


  Only Haruka looked unsatisfied, saying 「I do like a lot of fatty meat」, and generously poured sauce on it.


  – It’s incredible how Momochi-senpai can be so slender.


  Shizuno teased her,


  – Yeah, yeah, I have a boyish figure unlike you.


  And Haruka became sulky,


  – It’s definitely better than being chubby desu.


  Maya said with jealousy,


  – Gnnnn….


  Satsuki was glaring at her with a grudge.


  Besides Shashlik, Moroha liked the red soup called Solyanka.


  It looked just like borsch. Moroha ate a lot of it when he went to Siberia, but when he first ate it, he was surprised and said 「It doesn’t taste like tomato」. On the other hand, this Solyanka had a straightforward tomato-flavored base.


  A feast soup with onions, carrots, mushrooms, olives, thinly sliced bacon, and sliced smoked sausages in great numbers, with a refreshing tomato-flavored stock and spices that tightened stingingly at the end made the best use of the taste of the ingredients.


  – Traditional seasoning is different in each region, and black pepper works well in this area desu.


  As expected of the words of Maya-sensei.


  – Why are you explaining, not Leshya?


  Satsuki laughed,


  – The children’s home I was in was very poor. Even in my days in the Russian Division, I did nothing but training to fight. That’s why I had few chances to eat decent food. My knowledge is also poor.


  Leshya said without malice, and the air in the place froze for a moment.


  – You have to take back what you missed from this moment, alright?


  Shizuno backed her up,


  – My bad. I’ll divide my caviar in half.


  It wasn’t like Satsuki had evil intent, but as a way to apologize, she presented a small plate in which caviar, a specialty of the Black Sea, had been served, to Leshya.


  – I like that side of you.


  Moroha patted Satsuki’s head.


  – Eheheh.


  Satsuki closed her eyes seemingly happy.


  In that short period of time, Moroha casually put a small plate of his caviar in front of her.


  The peaceful dinner mood came back, and Haruka and Maya showed relief and appetite.


  Moroha thought that Piroshki was a staple in Russia, but it wasn’t lined up today. Instead, a dish called Khinkali, which should be called jumbo-sized xiaolongbao due to being as big as the fist of a baby, was served on a plate.


  – It’s Georgia’s local cuisine nanodesu.


  Maya-sensei taught them again.


  Sochi was located near Georgia, and it was said that the land was strongly influenced by its food culture.


  Khinkali was too big to eat in one bite, and there was still a salty bouillon in it, and if one sank one’s teeth poorly into it, the hot contents would gush out, becoming a catastrophe.


  However, the top of the skin and the part twisted to wrap it were steamed and hardened, and the method of holding it in one’s hand and eating it was easy-peasy.


  – However, this thing you have to hold is too hard and not very tasty.


  – Everyone set it aside there.


  – Eh──


  「「「What a waste」」」


  Satsuki, Shizuno, and Haruka said together before Moroha put it into words.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  And then Satsuki and Haruka burst into laughter seemingly unable to endure it.


  Being made fun of, Moroha scratched his head.


  Anyhow,


  (I won’t take them along to that village)


  It seemed that they would eat Khinkali many times during this training camp, but he decided to eat everything up to the top.


  




  Those who experienced overseas travel for the first time wasn’t Haruka alone, but most of the team members.


  Therefore, everyone was very excited at the beach and in the dining hall.


  Even after dinner, everyone didn’t try to return to their rooms and continued to chat in the dining hall.


  Then the waiters served black tea. It was accompanied by Russian style jam, and it was brightly colored with three varieties of raspberries, dark cherries, and roses.


  There was only one waiter among them in maid clothes, she was pushing the service wagon to the table of Moroha and company.


  – Isn’t she Yuri-san?


  Looking at the maid, Moroha stared in wonder.


  He instinctively said in Japanese instead of English, but it appeared to be transmitted to her.


  『… Don’t stare at me so much. It’s embarrassing』


  Yuri looked shy while arranging the dishes on the table.


  『Well, since you’re in that outfit, doesn’t it mean you’re okay with it?』


  『… Katya told me to do it』


  Shizuno pointed out apathetically, and Yuri became even more bashful.


  Yuri, who was as cute as a doll, was in a lovely maid outfit, and having her go red in the face like that easily packed a punch.


  『The things that Kansai dialect thinks of… how cunning*』


  *TN: If you are confused, Satsuki refers to Katya as “Kansai dialect”.


  『… I think so too』


  Yuri twisted around to escape from Satsuki’s gaze who glared at her with eyes half-closed.


  That action was also strangely charming.


  『Isn’t there a size for children desu? Maaya wants to wear one too desu』


  Maya burned with unwanted rivalry, but if they were to stand in a line, they might look like sisters.


  『I’m also a little interested』


  『You too, Leshya?』


  『Shizuno, Haruka, and Ranjou Satsuki wore them at the school festival. I thought they were very pretty』


  『Oh…. Leshyan made a peculiar appearance at the Queen teahouse, right…?』


  Moroha didn’t particularly find maid outfits to be his favorite, but if a girl looked cute, then she was feast for the eyes.


  Similarly, even for girls, even if they didn’t have a special liking for the attribute of being a maid, they might want to try wearing cute clothes.


  『… Sorry. This is the only outfit』


  Yuri looked apologetic,


  『That’s unfortunate nanodesu』


  『Understood. I will desist as well』


  Maya became dejected and Leshya answered graciously,


  『If Elena-san was Satsuki, she could have gotten Yuri-san to lend her clothes, right?』


  Shizuno compared the degree of the swelling of the chest of Yuri, Leshya and Satsuki in turns.


  『Why are you citing me as an example!? Momo-senpai has the very same body shape of Yuri!』


  – Ah, damn you, Satsuki, I know you’re speaking ill of me!


  Haruka, who wasn’t good at English (or rather schoolwork as a whole) and had decided to stand by, quickly snapped at her.


  – Satsuki-onee-san and Haruka-onee-san are что в лоб , что по лбу nanodesu*.


  *TN: The Russian part is read as chto v lob , chto po lbu and it means “six of one, half a dozen of the other”.


  – You looked down on me just now, didn’t you!?


  – I know you’re speaking ill of me!


  Satsuki and Haruka quickly snapped at Maya who jokingly used a mysterious language.


  Leshya told Moroha who couldn’t catch her words.


  – That was Russian, it’s the equivalent to 『Six of one, half a dozen of the other』.


  Moroha almost covered his mouth.


  – You laughed────! Nii-sama, you laughed────!! You’re mean────!


  – I almost did it, but I didn’t?


  – But you thought it was funny, did you not?


  – Uhm….


  Moroha flinched from Haruka’s sharp retort.


  – This time, Moroha is at fault.


  Even Shizuno came out with such a thing.


  – It’s not a laughing matter for those related to be told “six of one, half a dozen of the other”, is it?


  「「Yep, yep」」


  – That’s why, on this occasion, both Satsuki and Momochi-senpai should settle this.


  「「Yep, yep──wait whaaat!?」」


  – Let’s have Moroha rub your boobs, compare them and decide which one are the least-worst, shall we?


  – Don’t you dare say least-woooorst. But fiiiiiiiine by me. Bring it on, I’m confident.


  – I have a low level of self-confidence nanodesu.


  – Maaya!


  – N-not a chance. Such confrontation between female molesters is a big no.


  – Momochi-senpai is a party pooper.


  – I’m not a woman who would let a man rub her breasts!


  – I won’t help in such confrontation, so don’t worry.


  Moroha managed to soothe and humor everyone──the mischievous Shizuno, the completely-motivated and puffing-up-with-pride Satsuki, and the red-to-the-ears Haruka.


  Then, he heard a modest laughing voice.


  It was Yuri.


  The honest Leshya was doing simultaneous interpretation, she was listening to all the interactions of the women.


  『… Moroha is completely surrounded by fun girls』


  She said in a high-pitched voice while looking like her laughter wasn’t subsiding.


  『Why don’t you join them, Yuri-san? We thought of playing cards until we get sleepy』


  『… Can I?』


  『Can she?』


  When Moroha asked for the approval of his surroundings, no one was against it.


  『I feel bad for that shameless Kansai dialect』


  Satsuki said something that should rather be left unsaid.


  『Speaking of which, what about Katya-san?』


  『… She went to sleep first. She stayed up finishing her office work until midnight yesterday』


  『Oh』


  Moroha scratched his head.


  She got to invite them, and was looking forward to it, but when realizing that Katya had overexerted herself, it naturally became awkward.


  However,


  『… Katya is also looking forward to it. She won’t let go of you from morning till night from tomorrow』


  『Ha… hahaha… I’m ready』


  What would happen if he was teased and badgered to the utmost by Katya who was overflowing with an extreme vitality?


  Moroha was a little scared, but even so, he looked at everyone’s face at the table in order, especially Satsuki, and reconsidered with a bitter smile, saying 「Either way, with everyone, right?」.


  『Anyway, let’s play poker first!』


  Satsuki triumphantly took out the playing cards as soon as Moroha thought about such a thing.


  Even though she was that energetic during the day, she was still full of energy.


  『… I lack skill, so go easy on me. I’m always beaten viciously by Katya』


  『Doesn’t that mean that Katya-san is too strong?』


  『I can picture that somehow desu』


  『I’m sorry, but it’s my principle not to be shoddy in gambling! I’ll eat you alive!』


  『Are you in any position to say that, Ranjou Satsuki?』


  She had gone through a terrible experience in the last “strip” poker, so Leshya pointed that out with a suspicious and blunt look.


  Moroha laughed, received the cards, and began shuffling them.


  Shizuno and Maya were unusually skilled, and because the rest were unskilled, there was a 「battle of the low class」-like mood, and on the contrary, it was ridiculous and exciting.


  After all, Satsuki was the lowest.


  Despite deciding to try to go to bed early, in the end, they ended up staying up late.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  The city of Sochi was engulfed by the curtain of night.


  The window lights of the lodging house where Moroha and the others were staying at were turned off one by one.


  There was a man stealthily peeking at the situation from a hidden place of a nearby resort facility.


  He put his smartphone on his left ear,


  – ──Yes, Iziaslav-sama. There is no mistake. Other than Yuri, no bodyguards were brought along. And they will not come later, it seems. I am convinced of that after monitoring them all day long. We should carry out our plan. As soon as possible──


  Chapter 4 - The two-faced Katya Eskevna 


  The second day of training camp.


  Moroha, who had heard that the view of the Black Sea in the early morning was superb, went jogging and treated himself while sightseeing.


  He prearranged with Leshya and Haruka and the three of them sweated together.


  The sea, which was dyed platinum in the morning glow, had a different beauty than when it was dyed by the setting sun.


  They gave that magnificent view a sidelong glance, ran along the long coastal road and turned back.


  After returning to the lodging house, they used the spacious rooftop for independent special training.


  As Kamekichi decided yesterday, Leshya and Haruka would spar until everyone gathered.


  Maya had already transformed the rooftop into a mystical barrier with 《Field of Dreams》, so even if they got injured, there was nothing to be concerned about.


  A one-on-one between Leshya and Haruka.


  Unless the cursed sword Leprazan was used, Haruka, who had finally reached A-Rank, was much more skilled than Leshya, and could afford to instruct while fighting.


  Moroha continued to send advices to Leshya from the side.


  So to speak, a double coaching situation.


  The plain Leshya as a Shirogane was no more than an average C-Ranker.


  Also, until now, she had focused on training ordinary martial arts and swordsmanship without relying on 《Ancestral Arts》.


  And devoting herself to defeat 《Saviors》 under Leprazan’s ability activation.


  However, ever since Isurugi Jin challenged Zhixin last month, Leshya kept thinking about it. It became necessary──to refine ordinary Light Techniques──especially 《Godlike Movement》.


  In that case, it meant that there were no other coaches at Akane Academy than Moroha and Haruka.


  – The way you adjust your speed is still unsatisfactory! 《Komon》 is like this.


  Haruka’s rebuke cut through the air of the morning in a foreign country.


  She created a vivid afterimage like an example, made a feint, and got around behind Leshya.


  – L-like this, you say?


  Leshya, who was struck from behind, made another afterimage, ran off to the right and tried to correct her unfavorable posture.


  – The center of gravity on your right foot is too much! If you do so, you won’t be able to catch your opponent!


  Without looking around at the afterimage of Leshya, Haruka pursued Leshya who ran off to the right.


  (I missed this…)


  Moroha smiled with his whole face watching over the two girls.


  When he had just enrolled in Akane Academy, Haruka taught him the basics of 《Godlike Movement》 like this.


  Haruka wasn’t a strong Shirogane from the beginning, but a type that developed her talent with effort, so she became good at teaching people.


  (And they both look happy)


  Recently, Leshya and Haruka, who quickly got along, made their eyes shine even in the intense sparring.


  Yes, as if immersing themselves in a competitive game with friends.


  Until now, when it came to practice, Leshya, who had trained ordinary swordsmanship, had no contact with anyone other than Moroha.


  However, it would be great if Leshya were to increase the number of special training companions like this. He thought so when he saw her reckless and lively expression as she tried to bite at Haruka.


  Leshya’s feelings could only be guessed──but under the former reign of terror of Lightning Empress, she was made to continue refining her fighting skills until she abandoned her human life; the same act called 「fighting」 surely had a different sense of purpose at that time and now.


  It had been almost a year since Leshya came to Akane Academy.


  According to the policy of the former principal, Mari, consideration was given to Leshya, they wanted to get her to make up for the savage Russian era and wanted to get her to experience the cultural aspects of the school more. In spite of her true strength, her admission to the Strikers was shelved.


  Because of that, Leshya now blended in with her class and made many friends.


  She was able to enjoy her school life without the help of others.


  Maybe it was time for her to join the Strikers.


  If so, he hoped this training camp would be the trigger.


  Moroha couldn’t help thinking so.


  For a short while, he left the coaching to Haruka, and when he looked at the lively girls ──


  – Both of them seem to be having fun.


  A boy who put into words the same impression that Moroha had came to the rooftop.


  It was Tanaka Ichirou who carried a long sword thad had been manifested.


  – Aren’t you too early?


  – Yes. I heard that the Senpais had started first. I was hoping to be coached too.


  Ichirou said something admirable with a calm demeanor that wasn’t expected of a junior.


  – Sure, why not? We’ll take a break, so help yourselves.


  As for the rooftop, it was too wide, enough to be split into two sides, but Haruka handed it over.


  Putting her aside, Leshya was beginning to show heavy breathing.


  – Do you want to give it a try?


  Moroha took out the ID Tag from his breast pocket and manifested an iron sword.


  – Please, Senpai.


  Ichirou held the long sword to face each other.


  Well, it was a waki-gamae so calm that it was rather annoying*.


  *TN: Waki-gamae is a stance involving the swordsman hiding the length of one’s own blade behind their body, only exposing the pommel to the opponent (Wikipedia).


  – Begin.


  Haruka, who sat side by side with Leshya near the fence, gave an insipid signal.


  It was Ichirou who moved first.


  Originally, he was a “counterattack style” swordsman, but this was a practice.


  With the fighting spirit of a challenger, he calmly came rushing into him and delivered a sweeping blow.


  He drove it from a long distance by making use of the reach of the long sword.


  Power and speed were carried well; it was a good 《Venus》.


  The silver splendor of the prana running on the blade was just dazzling.


  Moroha took a solid stance and stopped the blow with the sword.


  Ichirou quickly used his wrist gently and waved his long sword with just the handle.


  The tip of the long sword blade became like a whip and attacked Moroha from another angle.


  Moroha also waved the sword he held in his right hand, and instead of stopping it this time, he swung it with a repelling momentum.


  The blades hit each other; sparks scattered with a loud metallic sound.


  It wasn’t to the point of repelling Ichirou’s slash, and Moroha’ superior posture made them enter a sword lock.


  Ichirou tried to push back by mustering 《Strength》.


  Moroha gradually raised his prana and the pressure.


  In accordance with that, Ichirou’s look was distorted.


  His usual cool expression vanished.


  He clenched his teeth so as to not be undone by him.


  A groan rose from his throat and managed to fight against Moroha’s 《Strength》.


  As far as the color of the prana was concerned, Ichirou was by no means a power fighter.


  Even so, the fact that he was able to tenaciously face him like this was the fruit of his desire to improve himself, and to not spare himself to do steady basic training on a daily basis.


  He wanted to appear in actual battle as soon as possible.


  He wanted to punish 《Metaphysicals》.


  He wanted to be a champion of justice.


  The single-mindedness of Ichirou, which looked cool and was hot to the core, was reflected in the strength of his own potential.


  He studied abroad in America and started training a year and a half earlier than usual, but this alone was not enough.


  Moroha didn’t dislike that side of Ichirou.


  But──


  (If he doesn’t show what he’s good at, this won’t be a practice, right?)


  Moroha pushed the blade strongly into him immediately.


  Finally, the rivalry broke down and Ichirou jumped backwards.


  Without a moment’s delay, Moroha went after him and attacked with a slash.


  And got him beautifully──or so he pretended as what Moroha slashed was Ichirou’s afterimage.


  Feeling killing intent behind him, Moroha quickly turned around, and Ichirou in a waki-kamae posture could be seen on the left and right.


  One was real and the other an afterimage.


  And even Moroha couldn’t tell.


  He randomly guessed and slashed at Ichirou on the left, he was unexpectedly right.


  Ichirou parried the slash of Moroha with the long sword effortlessly.


  Moroha had no choice but to deal with it inadequately, fearing that this was an afterimage.


  – That’s a really good 《Komon》.


  Moroha praised him while continuing to attack with two and three strokes.


  – This is the only thing I have after all.


  Ichirou said in a calm voice and let Moroha slash the afterimage again.


  The first-year boy had mastered a triple 《Komon》.


  When Haruka was only able to learn it recently.


  The quality was also different.


  Haruka’s 《Komon》 was brilliant, but Ichirou’s was quiet.


  If Haruka’s ran continuously, the eyes of the opponent would end up getting used to it, but Ichirou’s was terribly difficult to grasp.


  Moroha had never met ──someone who had mastered 《Komon》 to this level──and Ba Tekka, the Head of the Chinese Division, was truly on a whole other level.


  – Look carefully, Leshya. His 《Komon》 is better than mine.


  Haruka pouted.


  – However, when I look even closer, the afterimages make fun of me.


  Leshya, who was too honest, was astounded and replied.


  Her clumsiness made Haruka’s mouth relax and slip out a chuckle.


  – Tanakaaa. Why don’t you become a regular member?


  Haruka said to Ichirou who continued enduring Moroha’s fierce attack by making afterimages one after another.


  Moroha also thought that Ichirou had such qualifications.


  – I’m not ready yet.


  However, Ichirou replied so.


  Even though Moroha pressed and rushed at him, Ichirou could only make him cut off afterimages.


  It was admirable how he kept dealing with him.


  However, Ichirou wasn’t able to counterattack, he could only defend.


  《Komon》 was a deed of what one was really made of as it dazzled one’s opponent and a counter was successfully done, so no matter how “quiet” the afterimages he made in succession were, they weren’t perfect.


  Since it was a practice, Moroha was fighting unkindly. Instead of forcibly going for the victory, and despite becoming a little lenient, he kept being offensive to make sure that Ichirou didn’t create a chance to go for a counter.


  (If you were able to, would you give it a try?)


  Moroha swung his sword while revealing that question.


  It was also transmitted to Ichirou.


  He created afterimages and kept avoiding Moroha’s slashes, but he was eagerly aiming for a moment to go for a counter in some way.


  He really seemed to have a cool face, but the pair of eyes behind the glasses were flaring up.


  ──Alright, one blow. Until I can carry out a counter successfully against Haimura-senpai, I won’t be there yet.


  What was boiling hot with such a humble ambition was transmitted keenly.


  (You’re an interesting guy)


  Moroha also wanted to practice a little more.


  His five senses enhanced by prana captured the signs of a large number of people coming up from downstairs.


  They were out of time. He forcibly had to go for the victory.


  – Suraah.


  Motivating himself, he closed in on him, regardless of whether this was an afterimage or not, and slashed at him.


  What that blow severed was Ichirou’s afterimage and the emptiness.


  – An opening!


  Ichirou himself, who went around Moroha’s flank, boldly released a counter.


  However, at that time, three Moroha surrounded Ichirou himself and attacked him from three sides.


  Swift simultaneous connected attack, 《Donrou》.


  Ichirou suddenly changed his long sword to defense, his attempt at stopping the stroke of the sword was a big deal.


  Unfortunately, he had no way to prevent the other two strokes, and Moroha drove in the back of the blade from the left and right.


  – … I give up.


  Ichirou lost balance and kneeled down on one knee on the spot.


  While groaning in pain, he didn’t shirk to declare his defeat.


  – Even though you can use a rare and wonderful 《Komon》, it’s meaningless if your fighting style is way too honest, don’t you agree?


  – … I have been enlightened.


  Ichirou took a heavy breath and said while turning all his prana into 《Inner Life》.


  – I mean, Tanaka has the sense and willpower of 《Godlike Movement》 of that level, so how about practicing other Big Dipper Techniques?


  – Thank you for your advice, Momochi-senpai. However, I will master 《Komon》 before anything else.


  Ichirou answered seemingly apologetic.


  Before awakening as a 《Savior》, Ichirou, who appeared to have been doing judo, was solely mastering uchimata at that time.


  That kind of intent suited the style of this Kouhai. That was Moroha’s opinion.


  Because Ichirou’s breathing had subsided, Moroha pulled him up to make him stand up.


  Kamekichi and the remaining members were opportunely coming to the rooftop.


  And the lowly motivated figures of Satsuki and Shizuno who weren’t morning persons.


  – … ‘right… begin.


  Kamekichi, the captain, gave an order in a thin voice.


  His physical condition was poor and his complexion was awful.


  He was the one who decided to concentrate on the morning and do special training, but he was too energetic and stayed up late, resulting in this mess.


  (And I was impressed that it was well thought out)


  Moroha ended up wondering what happened.


  Without sitting straight or doing the joint training, Kamekichi brought up and finished with 「Today, I’m going to be around here」.


  He ended up doing nothing for an entire hour.


  (W-well, isn’t that more convenient today?)


  After confirming with the cell phone that it was still before 8 am, Moroha shifted his attention to Leshya.


  As if understanding him, Leshya nodded once.


  And one hour later──


  Moroha got in a car.


  Leshya was next to him in the back seat, she was dozing off.


  She stayed up late at night playing cards, and even went jogging early in the morning. As expected, it caused a bad result.


  – It’ll take time to get there, so it’s okay to fall asleep. Honda car seats are the best, aren’t they?


  It was Katya in the driver’s seat who said that.


  While showing kindness, she was proud of this rental car as if it was her own car.


  Honda CR-Z.


  Moroha wasn’t familiar with automobiles, but he immediately liked this car because despite having a horse power like sport cars, it was easy-to-relax and comfortable (Moreover, it was a hybrid car and it didn’t appear to be a luxury car with an absurd price, so its high economic efficiency was the key point).


  – In all honesty, I don’t think Japanese cars are the best in the world. I don’t like Toyota or Mazda, but Honda cars are so like me. After all, they have the same name as me. That’s why I support them.


  To think that the good qualities of Japanese cars would be proudly recited by a Russian.


  In the passenger seat, Yuri had already fallen asleep with Katya’s talk as a lullaby.


  Leshya followed her example and leaned against Moroha.


  Moroha supported her so that she could have a good dream.


  – What’s your group, Haimura-han? Honda? Toyota? Nissan?


  – Well… on the subject of getting a driver’s license, I haven’t specifically thought about it yet….


  – What? That’s disappointing! A boy should have one or two favorite cars, I can’t believe it!


  Katya’s lively voice echoed as long as she liked in the car.


  With this, he would surely never get bored until he got to the destination.


  – To be able to go on a trip by car with Haimura-han, I’m so looking forward to today〜. In preparation for this, I was fast asleep at 8 pm yesterday ♪.


  Said Katya while humming a tune.


  This year’s training camp was decided to be held in Russia.


  It was Katya’s suggestion.


  – Since it’s a rare opportunity, why don’t we get Leshya to visit her home?


  She said.


  The Russian Division had other recreational facilities like in St. Petersburg, but Sochi was chosen among them because it was close to Leshya’s hometown and it was at a distance that could be reached by car.


  And it was Katya who unexpectedly liked driving, and even volunteered to be the driver.


  She rented a four-seater CR-Z and departed.


  Satsuki seemed bitter over it, saying 「Are you abandoning me!?」 and Shizuno glared at Katya and said 「This was your plan, huh」, but there was nothing he could do, Moroha said, and asked them to not act rashly.


  The town, which was located in the southwestern part of Stavropol, was about 400 km from Sochi by car.


  – It’ll take three hours and a little, so while it’s a long ride, let’s have fun!


  – What is the speed limit in Russia? How many kilometers is it…?


  The strange calculation made Moroha retort at Katya who stepped on the accelerator vigorously.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Leshya’s hometown was a small town with a population of about 10,000 people.


  Surrounded by a birch forest, it gave the impression of being shut somehow.


  Leshya, who returned home for the first time in six years, had such impression.


  She was born and raised in this town, and when she was young and didn’t know anything other than this town, she didn’t think of anything else.


  The children’s home that raised Leshya was even more deserted in the town.


  It was founded long ago by a local celebrity, not by the government management. Long before Leshya was picked up, that celebrity went bankrupt due to a political upheaval, and although it wasn’t ruined, it was barely in operation.


  Speaking of honorable poverty, it had a good reputation.


  However, the children of the home were always hungry.


  Scrambles for food were frequent among the boys.


  The girls, including Leshya, naturally learned how to eat their own food quickly and how to hide it so that it wasn’t stolen.


  There was no other place to go, and the weak lived supporting each other, but without feeling the sense of solidarity like a family even once, Leshya was found by the Russian Division and left the home.


  In other words, to put it frankly, Leshya had no good memories of this town or home.


  At first, when Katya meddled and asked her about returning to her home, it was enough to make Leshya ponder.


  (Still, should I give it a try and see if I feel indebted to them for being raised? I’m simply apathetic)


  She asked herself, but didn’t get an answer.


  Therefore, she came back to get an answer.


  Leshya headed towards the children’s home, not using the main street, but walking from back alley to back alley.


  Moroha, Katya and Yuri followed her. The car was parked in the suburbs.


  – Why are we doing it stealthily like this?


  Katya made her eyes blink in surprise.


  – Because I don’t want to be noticed.


  – I can’t understand such a thing. Why don’t you want to be noticed? Did you do bad things in the town?


  – Honestly, I can’t imagine Leshya doing such a thing.


  Moroha laughed it off.


  Although those words made Leshya happy, she couldn’t answer Katya’s question.


  She arrived at the home where she had lived until the age of 10 with a heavy manner of walking.


  However, it was still in the distance.


  Unless 《Clairvoyance》 was also used, it peeked hidden behind a private house from a distance that couldn’t be visually confirmed.


  – If so, until when do we have to be stealthy…?


  – Now, now, even Leshya has to mentally prepare for it.


  Katya was exasperated and Moroha intervened.


  However, those things didn’t reach Leshya’s ears.


  She observed the state of the home with intense concentration.


  The wooden roof creaked every time there was heavy snow, and even though it made Leshya and the others be afraid of it, it was completely renewed with Western roof tiles.


  The plaster on the walls had fallen off here and there, and while there should be nothing that could be done, it was repainted like a brand-new one.


  Children were all smiles, going around in the garden that was so wide it felt empty.


  Everyone was familiar faces. The children were younger than Leshya.


  In her memory, the boys and girls were emaciated and thin, but now they relaxed their plump cheeks with a big smile and played with balls with might and main.


  The figure of the old director watching over them was quite different from the one Leshya remembered. He should have grown 6 years older, but he looked rather rejuvenated. And animated enough to be mistaken for someone else.


  It was a dazzling sight as if the warm Russian sunlight was downpouring in one place.


  – Yes, I’m relieved….


  Leshya muttered spontaneously.


  Without knowing why, the inner corner of her eyes was getting hot.


  It wasn’t nostalgia. Even now, she didn’t want to go back to that house and live there.


  She really didn’t get it even when thinking rationally.


  Was it just because that place, which Leshya had no good memories of, had changed? But even then, when she saw the director and the children, she was relieved from the bottom of her heart.


  Leshya didn’t realize that what had changed was herself.


  She met Moroha, got what was called 「family」 for the first time, and the current state of the nature of Leshya changed precisely because she got to know about this thing called happiness, and was able to completely change the way she saw and felt the scenery.


  – I’m satisfied.


  Leshya said while wiping her eyes.


  She said 「Let’s go home」 to Moroha who was perplexed and said 「Eh?」.


  Immediately Katya changed her facial expression as if it was her own affair.


  – Wait a second! You still have to greet them.


  – It’s okay. Giving a glance at them is enough for me.


  – There’s no way that’s enough.


  Katya repeatedly pointed her finger at the children’s home with a very menacing look.


  As if to say she couldn’t understand such a simple thing without having it explained it in detail.


  – … Is it because you had no acquaintances?


  On the other hand, Yuri confirmed quietly.


  – No, I know everyone over there.


  – In that case, go meet them at least! You didn’t go home even once when you were in the Russian Division, did you?


  – There’s no one to meet.


  Leshya replied.


  She intended to say it very calmly, but her facial expression was naturally distorted in apparent sadness.


  – Why!?


  – Because I’m “man-eater”.


  The swing of the sword in the form of a girl who killed those who were an eyesore and those who opposed Lightning Empress, and those who failed their mission as ordered by her──that was her.


  – Uh….


  Katya caught her breath, probably because she could understand Leshya’s emotions.


  Immediately after that, she became more irritated than a while ago.


  – That has nothing to do with it! Those were Vasilisa-han’s orders, moreover, you were instilled with the idea that your younger brother was taken hostage, you only were forced to do that while suffering! You’ve done nothing wrong!! The one at fault here is Vasilisa. I’m sure Vasilisa-han regrets it too. That’s why, let’s end the conversation here. Okay? Okay? Be proud of yourself!


  – Thank you for your concern. Still, I don’t feel like dropping by.


  – How stubborn!


  Katya shouted in anger.


  – Both you and Vasilisa-han are really stubborn! You don’t forgive your sins yourself. No matter how much time passes. How clumsy can you be?


  She repeated her words in annoyance.


  She was concerned about Leshya, and for that reason she was getting worked up and impatient──to the extent her gentle heart was keenly transmitted to the thickheaded Leshya.


  On the other hand,


  – If you do something wrong, you have no choice but to go to hell. I don’t think that way. But you aren’t being productive either. No one is beyond redemption. Don’t live in the past, live for the future, I think that’s what’s important!


  Katya’s cry echoed as if it sounded like an excuse for herself.


  It ended up sounding like that to Leshya for some reason.


  In the brief moment she strangely thought so,


  – … Even if you think that you can’t make an appearance now, you will surely regret it one day, will you not?


  Yuri, who hadn’t cut into the conversation until now, spoke with restraint.


  In contrast to Katya, who was an extremely nosey parker, compassion filled her heart.


  (That may be true)


  It gave Leshya the impression she was honest.


  Leshya was at a loss and turned to Moroha to seek salvation.


  – If Leshya doesn’t want to go, she doesn’t have to drop by against her will.


  – Even Haimura-han!?


  – Like I said, it’s okay to do it like this, no?


  Moroha calmed Katya with his eyes and then smiled at Leshya.


  – Once we beat the Six Wings, the 《Metaphysicals》 will no longer appear and the world will be at peace. At that time, Leshya will go back to meet them and manage to report 『I saved the world』, right? You might take it as a joke, but don’t you look forward to seeing how they will be taken aback?


  Upon listening to him, Leshya suddenly realized.


  Moroha said in the form of a joke, but in short, he said:


  If you accomplish something big that others can be proud of, you can put an end to those feelings as a sort of atonement. 


  Certainly, when that day came, Leshya felt that she would be in a state of mind where she would be able to go to see everyone.


  With upturned eyes, Leshya asked Moroha.


  – … Will you come with me at that time?


  – Of course.


  Moroha nodded in a big way.


  Seeing that, Leshya turned her expression into a broad smile.


  She answered Katya and Yuri, 「I won’t go to see them」, but the feeling making her chest feel blocked disappeared all of a sudden.


  – Now that has been decided, I have to increase the amount of special training in order to destroy the Six Wings as soon as possible. I shall ask Haruka.


  – That’s the spirit, that’s the spirit.


  – If only the new principal-dono had more time to spare. He will be busy with his official duties, which is a shame.


  – Well, that person has pretty much achieved their goal, and the matter is, as expected, 《Godlike Movement》.


  While having such consultation, Leshya turned to Katya again.


  She also changed her complexion.


  From a frustrated look to a strangely lonely and complicated look.


  – What’s wrong?


  – … It’s nothing, I found it to be a little interesting, that’s all. Why can’t you make an appearance? To be honest, that made me worked up. You said “destroy the Six Wings”, so I was impressed by you. I don’t know if you have a strong or weak state of mind. That caught my attention.


  – Is that supposed to be a compliment?


  – Yeah. I am praising you. To the point I envy you.


  Saying so, Katya really turned an envy look towards her.


  – But I want to thank you again.


  – Hmm?


  – While I’m just looking at it from a distance, I’m glad I came here. If it wasn’t for your suggestion, I’m sure I wouldn’t have thought of such a thing.


  – It’s fine, it’s fine. Don’t worry about that. I just wanted to go on a trip by car with Haimura-han with that as an excuse.


  – There’s another thing I want to thank you for.


  – Another thing?


  At Katya who stared in puzzlement, Leshya pointed to the shiny children’s home.


  – It’s probably because of your assistance that the home I grew up in looks completely different, am I right? Or wrong?


  When asked, Katya mumbled for a moment.


  But as if immediately accepting her fate,


  – You got that right. I’m no match for you.


  She shrugged her shoulders with a sign of embarrassment.


  It was Katya who purposely came up with “you should return to your home”. The children’s home she hardly recognized when she returned. She got that after adding up those two factors and making a brief deduction.


  It wasn’t like Katya invited her to return to her home because she was expecting gratitude in return, saying 「I gave them a hand」. She could tell based on her current facial expression and what she tried to hide.


  She wanted to be relieved to see Leshya returning home and witnessing her tough life being improved dramatically──she was that kind of busybody.


  – You have my deepest gratitude. Thank you, Katya.


  – I was also an orphan and had a hard time. I don’t want other children to experience the same feelings as much as possible, that’s all.


  – You’re impressive. And I’m deeply indebted to you.


  – Like I said, it’s all good! Even though I was hiding it from you…. Aah, my body is itchy. It’s itchiiing.


  Katya actually went back the way she came from without delay while doing the act of scratching her body.


  She didn’t need to be that shy.


  Leshya looked at Moroha and Yuri, and made her facial expression smile broadly once again.


  That was a facial expression she never showed on her face during her time in the Russian Division.
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  If it had come to an end with that much, that day would have been a very good day.


  An ominous call rudely came to Moroha’s cell phone.


  He came back from Stavropol before 6 pm. Because Leshya’s return came to an end right away, they were able to return early.


  Then, after having dinner with Satsuki and company in the dining hall,


  「Today we’ll be playing cards as well!」 「It’s revenge time!」, the moment they were about to start, he got a phone call.


  It was from the White Knight Organization British Division Head-sama.


  Moroha excused himself, saying 「Sorry, give me a minute」, and left his seat.


  It wasn’t a problem having Satsuki and company hear anything.


  However, the ears of Kamekichi and other members were in the dining hall. Even conversations that mustn’t be spread too much came from Edward, and those were many.


  When he returned to his bedroom on the third floor, which was assigned during the training camp, he called him back without delay.


  『Yo, Jack! You’re on vacation in the Black Sea, right? My apologies』


  Sir Edward Lampard, who immediately answered the phone, apologized in cheerful English.


  『It’s no big deal. What happened?』


  After Mari was kidnapped, Edward had promised to keep in touch once every ten days.


  Today wasn’t that day.


  Despite this, receiving a call probably meant that it surely was a meaningless conversation.


  Edward went straight to the point.


  『A 《Metaphysical》has appeared near Khan, France. It’s an 《Archfiend》』


  In the end, it was meaningless.


  It made Moroha have a sour expression.


  『While I’d like to say──that it has nothing to do with you and the British headquarters… did you go to assist them in the fight?』


  『That’s right』


  『… About Charles, his whereabouts still cannot be determined, am I correct?』


  『Unfortunately』


  Edward gave an immediate reply, and Moroha lamented as though to squeeze the air out of his lungs.


  Charles Saint-Germain’s right arm was burned by Shiba Akira. It happened during the attack on the Japanese Division.


  It seemed that the burn never healed, even if the 《Les Éléments》 of the French Division put all their efforts and treated it.


  Charles became unable to spell with both hands, which was his specialty.


  With this, his fighting power was reduced by half──or even worse.


  It was an absolutely unforgivable situation for the arrogant man who was strict with himself.


  He couldn’t call out to Moroha or Edward in a rash voice.


  And it might have been some sort of natural consequence.


  Charles left the French Division to the Division Vice Head, Flavie, and disappeared.


  Even the 《Les Éléments》 didn’t know where he went.


  What was he thinking?


  Moroha wanted to believe that in the case of that prideful man, there wasn’t such a thing as losing hope in the world or deciding to retire from the world….


  Unlike the Russian Division, which had undergone a political upheaval, the French Division was systematically strong from the start, so it was basically solid even if Charles disappeared.


  However, this wasn’t the case if a Dreadnought-class 《Metaphysical》 or higher appeared, so because it was a place that he could reach immediately from London by private jet, Edward was asked to sortie.


  『While fighting the Evil Spirit class with 《Les Éléments》, a lot of strong feelings suddenly passed by』


  Edward said calmly. His voice remained cheerful, however.


  『Until just a year ago, we and they were snarling at each other, and in a heated relationship. Now, in contrast to that, if one asks for help, the other responds and we fight together. 《Order》 reached a point where it can share the feeling of solidarity that cannot be compared to a year ago』


  Edward implicitly said that if they had stayed in conflict, if Charles was gone and an Evil Spirit class appeared in France, it would be their end.


  『It’s all thanks to you-know-who that we were able to take and walk in the path of cooperation. That you-know-who has done a lot of things in just one year since he appeared in the world』


  『Who is that you-know-who?』


  『And I casually thought “Conversely, if you pay attention”. The reason why the Six Wings suddenly began to move energetically after taking Shiba back, who had been left alone for four years and became impatient, was because you appeared』


  『You’re too absorbed in your thoughts during the battle. Concentrate on your task』


  『Every stroke of the sword killed with feelings of gratitude to you, Jack』


  『Shut up, you’re banned from wearing that cheat armor from now on. You feel relaxed because you have such a thing』


  It made Moroha have a sullen face.


  『I don’t really care about your selfish feelings, so let’s have a serious conversation, okay?』


  『OK. I was finally given the honor of fighting an Evil Spirit class. Seriously speaking, that is an opponent that makes me think in battle』


  『That’s because it shouts a lot of things in a shrill voice. And resonates with our bodies』


  In a sense, it was a truly unpleasant 《Metaphysical》.


  『And “who did the Evil Spirit class use as its source body?” I couldn’t help thinking over』


  『… I get that. However, in my case, I’m not well-acquainted with 《Saviors》 from each country, so even if I worry about it, I can’t do nothing about it』


  『I’m not that familiar with them either. Organizations in each country had a tendency to hide themselves and the ability of their 《Saviors》 as much as possible, and even now, they aren’t actively trying to share information. Since there are no more rivalries, that’s not needed anymore, is it?』


  『I can agree to that』


  It was similar to the act of not being interested in the abilities or personal profiles of the distant 《Saviors》 who didn’t get involved with Moroha.


  『So──the Evil Spirit class that appeared in France this time has the ability to turn its body into sand as its trait, and was like a battle enthusiast who loves to fight. Any ideas?』


  After listening to his story, Moroha suddenly felt chills on his spine.


  It was only a moment, but he answered without being calm in his heart.


  『… Yeah』


  『Alright!』


  From the other side of the phone, he could hear the sound of Edward snapping his fingers.


  In Moroha’s mind, the scene of his Siberia trip about a year ago was recalled.


  『When I was at war with the Russian Division, I fought against such a guy while crushing each branch office. If I remember correctly, it was the Irkutsk branch office head. He was the most annoying』


  『Ann says so too. It seems that his name is Dmitri』


  Angela Johnson, also known as AJ, also informed the same thing as Moroha in Siberia.


  The conclusions being the same was something natural──


  If Dmitry really became the source body of the Evil Spirit class, then how did that happen…?


  He didn’t have a good feeling.


  『In case of being attacked by “Invisible”, it had been decided to report and share that information to each country』


  Edward brought up the topic that Moroha was just thinking.


  『I’m aware. That was crucial』


  『But I haven’t heard anything』


  Edward’s tone of voice suddenly changed.


  His characteristic cheerfulness fell silent.


  『If Dmitry had been attacked, Ms. Katya, who is now in charge of the Russian Division, deliberately neglected to report it』


  『Wait, that’s too rash. Maybe the Six Wings were plotting something in a place that Katya-san wasn’t aware of?』


  『Maybe. Anyway, I want to uncover the whole picture of the situation』


  Having no objection to that, Moroha threw in an interjection.


  『So, in fact, I secretly sent a person from our audit department to Russia. It’s so complicated that it can’t be investigated, but they were able to confirm the presence and absence of Dmitri』


  『Hey, when did the Evil Spirit class appear in France?』


  『As a matter of fact, five days ago』


  『Tell me that first. I mean, you had the nerve to hide it during the regular call the other day』


  You goddamn sly fox, Moroha called him names.


  Edward continued with a pretending-not-to-know tone.


  『It appears that Dmitri wasn’t in the Irkutsk branch office』


  In that case, the aforementioned Evil Spirit class would almost certainly use Dmitri as its source body.


  『By the way, our audit staff discovered something terrifying』


  『… That’s not all?』


  『The branch office heads from all over Russia appear to have lost contact with eight more people』


  『……』


  Moroha said nothing this time.


  It had already gone beyond having a bad feeling.


  『No matter what kind of circumstances there are behind the scenes, there’s no way we can turn a blind eye, can we? I’ve considered a compulsory investigation by the British headquarters. And we will have Ms. Katya be detained』


  『Wait』


  Moroha said quickly.


  『Wait? Why?』


  As if to find faults with it, Edward said in a harsh voice.


  Moroha couldn’t counterargument immediately.


  It was just a word that came out of his throat reflexively.


  It was just a word that came out on the spur of the moment based on the feeling of being worried about Katya.


  He closed his eyes while keeping his cell phone close to his ear.


  He thought for a short moment and finally answered.


  『… Would you let me find out what happened and what went into action behind the scenes?』


  That was the best Moroha could do now.


  『Does that way of doing things bring anything good to you?』


  『Maybe, maybe not?』


  『Don’t play dumb…. It wasn’t that complicated to find what happened to Dmitri, was it? If you go deeper, it might be disclosed that the British Division is sniffing around the Russian Division. If that happens, there will be a huge fight. To say nothing of a compulsory investigation, it wouldn’t be strange if you go to war. A moment ago, in the same breath, you said that the White Knight Organization had become good friends, didn’t you?』


  『Haha, that’s right. If you-know-who, who has a close relationship with the Russian Division, does it well, it may be possible to investigate without rising any dissension. If you do that, it would be beneficial to me as well』


  『You goddamn sly fox. Don’t have such intentions from the beginning』


  Without hiding the click of his tongue from Edward who said shamelessly,


  『This time I’ll dance the best dance in your palm. That’s why interfering is useless. Are we clear?』


  『Sir, yes, sir. I believe in you, Jack. It’s in your hands』


  The cheerfulness returned to Edward’s voice.


  『──Although you say that, when it comes to sly foxes, that name does suit you, Jack. You will be supporting Ms. Katya, and I can’t stand doing nothing. Won’t you accept a deadline?』


  『Tch. Till when?』


  『In three days, I will go to Russia myself and have the privilege to start a compulsory investigation. If there are suspicions that the Russian Division has been colluding with the Six Wings, and the self-cleansing operation doesn’t work, I won’t be against the idea of developing it into a war』


  Three days was too short──


  Moroha thought so, but couldn’t ask for more time.


  As declared, Edward was suspicious of Moroha. For example, if Katya was really involved in some conspiracy, Moroha could plan to try gloss over Katya’s crimes or let her escape somewhere.


  『So, umm, if I can investigate this in only three days, you’ll owe me one, right?』


  In spite of bringing it up and requesting it, Moroha also forced an unreasonable term shamelessly.


  Edward probably didn’t notice that crooked logic,


  『Yeah, sure. I’m okay with it』


  He pretended not to notice at all.


  As if his tone of voice sounded like an apology.
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  As Moroha and Edward were having such an international phone call──


  Katya was lying on her bed.


  It was a double room on the top floor of the lodging house, which was the same room as Yuri.


  The only time she was able to remain calm was during the trip by car from Stavropol to Sochi.


  As soon as she returned to the lodging house, she didn’t have dinner, and remained that way.


  Leshya’s facial expression and words in her head were refrained as they went round and round like a curse.


  Leshya insisted that she was too ashamed to meet everyone in her hometown because she was “man-eater” and the sins she committed.


  Also, Leshya was enthusiastic about bringing down the Six Wings.


  Katya opened her heart while lying down on her pillow.


  – Why don’t you say that it’s not your fault!? How can you say that you’re going to finish off the Six Wings!? That makes me miserable!? It’s like I’m being criticized!


  Her sobbing leaked out.


  Her body trembled.


  Like a criminal who was afraid of divine punishment.


  Yuri, who was on the bed next to her, rubbed her best friend’s back with her right hand.


  – … Everything will be fine. … I’m sure everything will be fine.


  She repeated the same words and encouraged and comforted Katya until her fears subsided.


  – … If anything happens, I will protect Katya no matter what.


  While her right hand rubbed her back gently.


  Her left hand made a fist strongly.


  There was a seed in that palm.


  It was a darkish, eerie seed that didn’t resemble any of the plants that existed in this world.


  It was the last and final ray of hope entrusted to them by Shiba Akira.


  Chapter 5 - Unfinished truth


  Moroha didn’t put his mobile phone away right away after his call with Edward was over.


  He immediately called Shizuno and Leshya.


  And asked them to come to his room.


  By the way, unlike last year where there was one room for four people, one room was assigned to each person this year.


  In the dormitory, he was separated from his roommate Maya.


  Kamekichi was furious,


  – The reason why the leading Sensei didn’t come to the training camp was because I, the captain, has his trust! I have to respond to that trust! It’s indecent to have Haimura and blonde-chan sleeping together, I’ll neeeeeever allooooooow it!


  He shouted.


  The first half was the same honest words that Isurugi said last year.


  However, Kamekichi’s eyes were dyed with jealousy.


  ──In any case, Moroha started sharing a room at the order of Mari, the principal, and originally, he was on the side that thought 「Isn’t it strange?」, and accepted with pleasure.


  A room for one that was too large for a person to sleep alone. A three-quarter bed.


  The rather cold interior might be appropriate for Russians, but there was a small table and a single-seater sofa, and essential things such as a TV and a refrigerator, it perfectly satisfied one’s conditions.


  The window was the best location where one could see the Black Sea.


  No matter how good the room was, he was delighted with Katya’s management, as if yesterday had been a distant day.


  Moroha rested his chin in his hands on the small table beside the bed so as to stare at the empty single-seater sofa on the other side and waited for them.


  After a short while, the intercom sounded.


  He went to open the door.


  Both Shizuno and Leshya were already in pajamas.


  Shizuno’s was particularly gorgeous.


  A dress with a design that fit her body.


  For the upper side, a neckline (American armhole) with the part of the sleeves cut from the base of the neck to the armpit, as for the lower side, a long skirt with a very deep slit. The sheen of black silk shining on Shizuno’s white skin was very seductive.


  – To think that Moroha would call me to his room this late at night, you have become bold, haven’t you?


  – It’s still 8 pm.


  He put his hands on his cheeks and retorted needlessly at Shizuno.


  – What kind of ulterior motive does Moroha have to summon me in such light clothes to his room?


  – Hey, you just put those clothes on of your own accord.


  Moroha invited in the two girls while staring at them with scornful eyes.


  Then, Shizuno stepped in with an unusual quick movement and jumped into his bed as she was.


  – … What are you doing?


  He asked with those very same scornful eyes, and Shizuno replied while burying her face in the pillow.


  – It smells like Moroha.


  – It’s really embarrassing, so stop it.


  – Then, will you let me soak my lingering scent into it?


  – Go learn something called shame*.


  *TN: The verb in Japanese has 2 entries: 1 for learning and 1 for carrying/wearing clothes. So the joke is lost in translation, but it implies that she should wear shame as well.


  Being aware that he was being teased, Moroha kept retorting.


  – W-will you also let me soak my lingering scent into it?


  – See? She’s being immediately influenced by you.


  As Moroha protested, even Leshya jumped into the bed and wrapped herself in the sheets.


  – Your perversion was transmitted, not your lingering scent… why are you doing this, Shizuno?


  – Well, you really are Elena-san’s protector, aren’t you? I’m jealous.


  – D-don’t behave like that.


  – Ara, don’t be shy, okay? Men with a certain tolerance are attractive, aren’t they?


  – Oh, really? I’m honored to be complimented.


  Moroha, who shook off Shizuno’s sidelong glance while lying down, returned to the single-seater sofa.


  Because there was only one more chair in the room,


  – Both of you, use that one.


  – I’m deeply honored.


  Shizuno buried her face in the pillow again.


  Was it real or teasing that her voice sounded a little happy?


  Anyhow, Shizuno-san’s way of acting and talking was at full throttle. Under normal circumstances, Moroha would have been able to enjoy it somehow, but now he wasn’t in the mood for that.


  – There’s something serious we need to talk about.


  – What is it?


  Probably because she felt it in Moroha’s tone of voice, the look in the eyes of Shizuno who raised her head became something serious.


  The two got up and Moroha explained the exchange he had with Edward a moment ago.


  As the story progressed, the atmosphere they wore became stiffer.


  After listening to everything, Shizuno sighed.


  – In other words, the Russian Division… frankly speaking, Katya-san might be colluding with the Six Wings and sold nine leaders as the source bodies of Evil Spirit class?


  – I don’t think Katya would do such a thing.


  Leshya immediately denied with a strong tone.


  – The circumstantial evidence is pretty evident, is it not? I’m not saying that Katya-san, the Division Vice Head, hasn’t grasped the big incident that the nine leaders are missing, and isn’t going to report it. Properly speaking, shouldn’t she start investigating in a frenzy? To think she’s enjoying her vacation without a care… it’s more reasonable to believe that she caused the incident and is feigning ignorance.


  – W-what do you think, Moroha?


  Leshya turned her gaze towards him to ask for his help.


  – I want to believe in Katya-san….


  Moroha replied while clenching both fists.


  He was unable to suppress the pain of what he had to put into words.


  – However, as Shizuno said, I think so too….


  Because of having that thought, he put a stop to Edward’s compulsory investigation.


  Had he not had any doubts about Katya, he would rather have cooperated with Edward.


  – I can’t believe even Moroha said such a thing….


  – She’s a human being, so she might have been tempted, no?


  Moreover, the bespectacled Devil of the Six Wings was good at deceiving people.


  – Or if the person in question doesn’t have evil intentions at all, she may end up committing a crime due to unavoidable circumstances.


  – …. That’s true….


  Leshya suddenly realized and hung her head.


  Because she herself had the memory of having done so.


  Upon seeing Leshya remaining silent, Shizuno raised a question.


  – So? What does Moroha want to do?


  Her words conveyed the feeling that if he was going to clarify that, she would do her best to assist him.


  – First, clarify everything. Not within three days, but as soon as possible.


  Moroha said resolutely.


  – If Katya-san’s innocence becomes clear──even if we are unable to get conclusive evidence, if I can believe in her, I’ll protect Katya-san with all my strength. Even if it means fighting against Edward.


  Leshya smiled when she heard Moroha’s determination.


  And brightened her facial expression.


  Moroha continued.


  – If… unfortunately Katya-san’s crime becomes clear… at that moment, I’ll have no choice but to urge her to surrender. Of course, I’ll also ask Edward to settle this matter as amicably as possible.


  – There’s no way Moroha will abandon Katya, is there?


  – Yeah, that’s not going to happen. Even if the worst truth comes out… as the say, condemn the offense, but not the offender.


  There was no doubt that Katya was a wicked human being, just a little bit.


  Even to this day he couldn’t forget the earnest face she made that day when she came to Moroha for help while doing underground activities and putting her life on the line to rectify the reign of terror of Lightning Empress.


  – I get how Moroha feels. We don’t have time… it’s pretty audacious… I mean, we’ll have to do something coercive, won’t we…?


  Shizuno put her hand on her well-shaped chin and pondered.


  – How about asking Katya herself?


  A good opinion, typical of the straightforward-natured Leshya, came out.


  – If we had time, that would be the best…. However, if that person is serious about it, it’ll get quite complicated. Getting information out of her by doing cruel things is mistaking the cause for the end, don’t you agree?


  To speed up the discussion, Moroha answered on the premise that Katya committed an offense.


  His chest hurt more and more.


  – Yuri-san is her companion, so they’re in this together. And if it’s for Katya-san’s sake, she won’t confess even if it means risking her life.


  – … That’s right. It certainly is as Moroha says.


  Leshya agreed and reconsidered.


  And,


  – If you ask me, sure enough, I see no problem with the other leaders.


  Moroha said,


  -Then, we might as well look for other leaders and do cruel things to them, what do you think?


  Shizuno said at the same time,


  – Ara? Our views overlapped.


  – No, mine is more reasonable.


  Anyway, the idea of talking to other leaders came to an agreement.


  The Russian Division covered and protected the large country, and the leaders divided such duties.


  Nine branch office heads had gone missing. It meant that there were holes here and there.


  There was no way that other leaders weren’t aware of the incident, and if that was the case, they would enquire Katya 「What’s happening?」, or investigate on their own.


  – The question is, who is the best to ask…? We have to pinpoint them.


  They didn’t have time to use airplanes or railroads in the vast country to go to ask.


  Katya was also suspicious.


  The exception was to rush to the scene with 《Transportal》 in the middle of the night and return immediately.


  If that was the case, due to the restrictions of that Dark Art, one person could go to meet them overnight.


  If they didn’t do a careful screening, they wouldn’t be able to meet the deadline.


  – Did Moroha hear the names of the nine missing people?


  Having been asked by Leshya, Moroha listened the names he heard from Edward one by one.


  Leshya carefully selected from the other safe leaders and,


  – I recommend Kirsan Romanovich Pavlyuchenko, he is competent.


  – What kind of guy is he?


  – Kirsan is the head of the Krasnoyarsk branch office, and a Shirogane who is good at attacking with a long spear. He’s also good at falling attacks from the sky.


  – Oh, he’s that guy!


  Moroha clapped his hands.


  He was among the 8 people that fought him 8-on-1 when he went to Siberia, and saw him in the battle against the spider this time.


  – Doesn’t that guy talk too much?


  When he fought 8-on-1, he remembered being begged at the very beginning, 「I’m afraid of fighting, so why don’t you return to Japan?」.


  – Yes. During my “man-eater” era, according to the data I remembered, it was said that 『He takes making every effort to try avoiding theatrical fights and troublesome things to the extreme』.


  – He’s a convenient person to get information out of, huh.


  Shizuno made a villainous statement.


  However, Moroha had the same feeling.


  They began devising means after arriving in Krasnoyarsk, such as how to contact Kirsan.


  Leshya, who was familiar with the true state of affairs of the Russian Division, was reliable.


  – ──Alright, we’ll be going at once. We should talk to Maaya… and Satsuki.


  Shizuno and Leshya nodded at Moroha’s lead and broke up for a short time to get ready.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno, Leshya and Maya, all five of them stealthily left the lodging house and headed to the coast at night.


  Given that there was no human presence at all, a 《Transportal》 was opened.


  Leaving Maya behind, the four disappeared beyond the gate.


  ──And there was a man who gave a surreptitious glance at that.


  He was the man who was watching around the lodging house yesterday all day.


  He put the smartphone on his left ear and talked on and on with excitement.


  – ──I cannot believe it! Haimura left the lodging house for some reason. Now that the biggest concern is gone, it is our golden opportunity, Iziaslav-sama! The comrades who are here now should take action──


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Krasnoyarsk Branch Office Head Kirsan was a man who loved peace above all else and made tranquility his unparalleled friend.


  Experiencing a life full of ups and downs in his previous life was more than enough. He was sick of it.


  However, and unfortunately, peace and tranquility were nowhere even in this life: he was made to fight against monsters called 《Metaphysicals》 and the former Russian Division was the strictest organization to survive; he had one misfortune after another.


  How many times had he cursed divine providence, saying, 「I wanted to belong to the Japanese Division, which wouldn’t have criticized me for being a coward, or the British Division, which is protected by Sir Edward」.


  Anyway, he had been conducting himself to try avoiding as much risk as possible, and had managed to survive to this day. Even under the reign of terror of Lightning Empress, he had succeeded in surviving.


  Because he was like that, even his daily meals weren’t an adventure.


  A little past dinner time, he went to the usual long-established popular restaurant, sat in the same seat every time inside the empty restaurant, and ate the extremely plain and family-oriented food served by the old couple.


  The taste of the borscht never changed no matter how many years passed!


  It was peaceful. And quiet.


  It wasn’t like it made him entranced, but there was no risk of it being unsavory or unpleasant, and that was important.


  Life was something completed by accumulating daily meals.


  Kirsan didn’t doubt that this wonderfully good and ordinary borscht promised a wonderfully good and ordinary life.


  – Old lady, the good stuff today as well. Also, may I ask you to prepare tea after the meal? With jam as always.


  Without stopping his way of eating the meal, Kirsan said to the presence that approached from behind.


  『Really…? How about「Starting with dragon fruit jam」? That sounds interesting』


  『Nah, I don’t need it. I can’t imagine what it will taste like. I don’t like risks』


  Kirsan shrugged his shoulders and replied.


  He heard English language, so he reflexively did so in English.


  (Hmm…?)


  And a few seconds later, he noticed something strange.


  『What a waste. If I were you, I’d like to try eating something new right away』


  He was sure it was the old woman of the restaurant.


  A completely different person who came from behind sat down in the opposite seat with a thump.


  An oriental boy.


  Looking at his face, Kirsan got goosebumps.


  – Ha-Haimeraaaaa!?


  Losing his head as he wondered why he was here, he ended up fumbling his words.


  『”Haimoro”, Haimera”, it looks popular to play with people’s names, does it not?』


  While joking, Haimura Moroha,


  『Hey. It has been a long time』


  He raised his hand with an attitude as if being a classmate that he met a school after their illness had ended.


  『Sorry, I remembered I have something urgent to do』


  Kirsan immediately left his seat and turned tail.


  He didn’t know what he wanted or why he made an appearance.


  However, he didn’t want him to get closer no matter what.


  Kirsan didn’t forget that this boy who showed a cheerful smile on his face sank the surroundings of Yekaterinburg into a lake and destroyed Vasilisa’s empire in less than a month.


  In these circumstances, he could forget that he saved his life in the previous spider subjugation battle.


  If he was with this guy, he had a feeling that peace and tranquility would be far beyond his means.


  He would never! Ever!


  – Old man! Old lady! Add it to the bill, please!


  Without paying, Kirsan opened the doorway.


  『I’m sorry. Your urgent business has been postponed』


  A girl with dull silver hair stood there.


  – Why is “man-eater” also here!?


  Kirsan screamed and broke down helplessly on the spot.


  In front of him was “Man-eater”. Behind him was “Ancient Dragon”.


  If he was optimistic enough to believe that he could escape, Kirsan wouldn’t have the personality to feel the need to deliberately seek peace and tranquility.


  『I’m going to treat you to a meal. There’s something I’d like you to listen to』


  Before he knew it, Moroha was right behind him, his hand on his shoulder, and Kirsan could do nothing but nod weakly.


  He returned to the table again and heard the situation from Moroha first.


  He was accompanied by two Japanese girls, and the one with long black hair was closing the doorway to trap Kirsan.


  Moreover, Leshya stood right behind Kirsan’s chair, which made him feel really anxious.


  And above all, the more he heard the situation from Moroha’s mouth, the more he fell into depression.


  『──What I mean is, if you know anything about the case, about the nine missing leaders, will you tell me about it? All of it?』


  『I-I don’t know. I don’t know anything』


  『Calm down, you don’t lose anything by doing so』


  『Didn’t I tell you that I don’t know!?』


  『There you go again. That’s not the reaction of someone who doesn’t know, is it?』


  As if making a joke, Moroha slapped his shoulder in a friendly manner.


  He wanted to go home.


  『Moroha should speak with a smile』


  The black-haired girl who had secured the doorway said from the side.


  『You also want to go home safe and sound, don’t you?』


  Without changing her Noh mask-like expression. It was terrifying.


  He wanted to go home….


  『Shit. These damn kids. Think about the feelings of the old couple whose business you’re obstructing』


  Kirsan came up with a strategy to appeal to their conscience, but,


  『Why don’t you take a closer look at the kitchen?』


  He was rebutted by Leshya with a straight face.


  In the kitchen of the restaurant, another girl with a side ponytail, brought by Moroha, was holding a ladle.


  『See? By using beer as a secret ingredient, the meat becomes tender and the taste also becomes deeper!』


  – Oh my〜, thank you〜, young lady〜. I was stumped by the taste having the terrible reputation of being very, very old, you see〜.


  – This will bring young people and tourists, old man.


  『Don’t spoil the taste of my peace』


  Wondering what the hell she was doing, Kirsan questioned her sharply with all his might.


  The girl with the side ponytail didn’t understand Russian, and the old couple didn’t understand English, but it was amazing that something that resembled communication was established.


  『Take it easy. If you tell us, we’ll leave right away』


  『It’s not like you haven’t experienced Moroha’s horror, which surpasses even you, the Russians, have you?*』


  *TN: Russians is the furigana reading for the worst and most sinister.


  『No, it doesn’t amount to cause Moroha trouble. Leprazan is bloodthirsty tonight』


  『Next, let’s improve the jam used for black tea!』


  Having been threatened by four villains──by four scary brats, Kirsan held his head and fell prostrated on the table.


  He wanted to go home!


  While trembling, he pondered how to tide over this situation, thought that there was nothing he could do, and made a bitter and astringent decision.


  『…  I have a few conditions』


  When he tried to squeeze out his voice, Moroha urged him in silence.


  『First, no matter what punishment is given to the Russian Division, make sure that I’m not affected by it』


  『Unless you are involved with atrocious crimes, of course』


  『In this case, the principal offender and perpetrator is Katya!』


  Kirsan claimed with all his power.


  Without noticing that Moroha’s face became stiff for an instant, he kept on talking.


  『I was told by that wicked woman to shut up, I’m just doing that! … No, of course, being told that makes me an accomplice…. But an atrocious crime, that’s…』


  As his tone gradually became weak towards the end, Moroha’s facial expression changed to a sympathetic one.


  『Understood. I’ll talk about your situation to Edward』


  Kirsan was relieved.


  It could be said that most of the load on his chest had disappeared.


  The good friendship between Haimura Moroha and Sir Edward was famous, and if the British Division Head turned a blind eye to him, he could rest assured.


  『One more thing, don’t tell anyone that I confessed, okay? Can you limit it to Sir Edward?』


  『Yes, of course』


  Haimura Moroha undertook two replies.


  Thanks to that, he took safety measures that could be taken.


  He was glad that this terrifying monster was a monster he could communicate with.


  He was really glad.


  If so──


  『That happened right after the battle against the spider, in which you all also participated──』


  Kirsan opened his heavy mouth and told absolutely everything.


  While being aware that every time he talked, his mind and mouth became lighter.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Time went back to mid-May.


  Upon hearing the real intention of the Russian government the day the spider was subjugated, Katya was aghast.


  To think that the weakening of the Russian Division was that much problematic.


  To think even opposition was surfacing.


  If she didn’t quickly regain the power of the worst and most sinister era, no matter how the survival of the Division was jeopardized, she couldn’t do what she couldn’t do.


  (Are they telling us that we’re going to be out in the cold at this stage…?)


  She couldn’t help but remember her childhood life in the poor children’s home.


  She couldn’t help but remember living her life under the fear of death and the reign of terror of Lightning Empress.


  What happened to those hardships?


  A dim future, that was what happened.


  Katya’s manner of walking remained unsteady after excusing herself in front of the secretary, who acted as the mediator with the government, and left the building.


  – You seem to be troubled… by something.


  She was talked to from the side.


  A young man who was waiting as if hiding in the heart of the black of the Moscow night.


  A bespectacled oriental fiend.


  Katya was struck with terror at his demeanor that wasn’t of an ordinary person.


  However, Yuri, who had been waiting in the car, rushed there.


  – … Be careful!


  The current strongest Shirogane of the Russian Division protected Katya.


  With that, she was able to regain composure, albeit a little.


  – Who the hell are you? Don’t you know it’s in bad taste to ambush a lady late at night?


  – Shiba Akira.


  To Katya who asked his identity, the man plainly introduced himself without trying to hide it.


  (This guy is…!)


  Flames of indignation burned in Katya’s chest.


  This guy was the leader of the Six Wings.


  This guy was the lord of the fiends who kidnapped Vasilisa.


  – Give Vasilisa-han back!


  – That is impossible.


  When Katya glared sternly at him, Shiba replied coldly.


  Katya threw a piercing gaze to his composed face and talked on and on.


  – Anyway, you made a 《Metaphysical》 using Vasilisa-han, didn’t you!? If so, you shouldn’t need her body that became an empty shell! So do what I say and give her back!


  If the White Knight Organization kept fighting against the Six Wings, one day the Evil Spirit class that used Vasilisa’s soul as its source body would attack.


  It would surely be a powerful 《Metaphysical》.


  However, there were still strong heroes in the White Knight Organization, such as Moroha, Sir Edward and Suruga Andou.


  They would surely kill that Evil Spirit class.


  At that moment, Vasilisa’s soul would return to her body.


  Therefore, if she regained her body first, Katya could welcome the return of Vasilisa when her dearest wish came true.


  – I won’t let you say you won’t give her back! You’re such a petty man, I can’t even laugh at you. You’re not going to tell me that you’re afraid that the Evil Spirit class using the soul of Vasilisa-han will be killed and Vasilisa-han, who will recover her consciousness, will become an enemy again, are you? You think about the time when you kept losing and losing and won’t be scared in the future, don’t you!?


  – In fact, I’m… easily frightened. I do not care being laughed at.


  In contrast to Katya getting passionate, Shiba said indifferently.


  – However, if it’s about returning her body, I can grant your wish.


  – Really!?


  – As you say, we don’t need it anymore. It is really no more than an empty shell after all.


  Yes, indifferently.


  His facial expression didn’t change. His tone of voice didn’t change.


  However, Katya felt uneasy about his whispering-sounding words.


  – Why are you using a very meaningful way of saying it?


  – An accident happened when trying to transform her into a 《Metaphysical》. There was no choice but to inevitably burn her soul to nothing. Her soul no longer exists in this universe. It will never return to her original body or reincarnate.


  The quiet reciting tone of Shiba.


  His lines, one by one, took a meaning in Katya, clawing her chest.


  Katya’s body suddenly began to tremble.


  – … You’re lying.


  – There’s no point in making such a lie.


  Shiba shook his head dispassionately.


  – There is a point! There should be! Isn’t it weird? How can you say such information so fluently? There’s no way you’re going to reveal to me that the Evil Spirit class that used Vasilisa-han’s soul isn’t your trump card! There has to be some trap set, you trickster!


  Katya uttered and denounced like a machine gun.


  However, Shiba didn’t counterargument anymore.


  Instead, he told her.


  He changed his expression for the first time in front of Katya.


  – Lightning Empress Vasilisa fought proudly with us until the very end. She lost, called your name and passed away while begging forgiveness.


  With a look that made even a piety peep through in some way.


  Despite knowing that talking about the situation was a disadvantage, he felt compelled to tell Katya, as if to receive something important.


  Witnessing that change in Shiba, it didn’t look like he was lying.


  – Vasilisa-han….


  Katya grinded her teeth and prayed for the repose of her soul.


  And for a short while,


  – How dare you, Vasilisa-han is….


  Katya, out of anger, thrust her finger at Shiba.


  She spouted mana from her whole body and immediately tried to write an offensive Dark Art.


  – … Don’t do it, Katya.


  Yuri jumped at her arm and got in the way.


  Before she pressed her, saying what she was doing all of a sudden, Katya came to her senses.


  In the moment Katya tried to write the 1st Rank of Flames, Shiba created a flame comparable to one of the 3rd Rank in behind him.


  It was probably 《Mars》.


  – … Mine is on another level.


  And enough to transmit the trembling from Yuri’s body grappling Katya’s arm.


  The flames materialized by Shiba gained vigor moment by moment in a frightening manner, without knowing when it would come to a stop. A rather divine hellfire, enough to make A-Rank 《Saviors》 tremble just by witnessing it.


  Katya was overawed, lost motivation and fell to her knees on the spot.


  (I’m pathetic…)


  One large tear escaped.


  Far from avenging Vasilisa, she lost her fighting spirit before crossing swords.


  – Uuuuh… uuuuuuh….!


  She kept raising disgraceful, miserable and meaningless groans.


  Yuri also knelt on one knee and rubbed her back to comfort her, but she bit her lips with regret.


  To those two people,


  – You want to retaliate, even if you lay down your life──only a small number of people can reach such a state of mind.


  Shiba whispered with a voice that even felt kind.


  – All humans are timid and selfish. Only you don’t need… to feel ashamed.


  Under normal circumstances, if she were to hear that, it would merely be a cliché that irritated her nerves.


  However, in fact, Katya, who crouched so as to protect herself, and blamed herself with a pitiful feeling, clearly took what came from the earlobes as words of salvation──especially the bloodcurdling comfort, and soaked into it.


  – I came to make a deal with you.


  – A… deal?


  – Yes. Cowardly. Selfishly. Humane….


  The features of Shiba who said so, however, seemed to be the same as the Devil.


  Katya looked up at something else in the shape of a young man while crouching.


  Far from having the willpower to resist, she didn’t even have the energy to stand up.


  – You’re also fully aware, are you not? The weakness of the current Russian Division was highlighted in the battle during the day.


  – … No way, it was your aim to send a Dreadnought to Russia…?


  – Well. Who… knows?


  Shiba dodged the question with a relaxed attitude. In other words, it was the same as affirming it.


  – You think that the government bosses aren’t the only ones disappointed with the state of the Russian Division, correct?


  – … Are you saying that I’m being pressured and attacked from below as well?


  – You have an idea, don’t you?


  Katya sank into silence.


  Certainly, there were leaders regarded as armed strugglers or extremists, so if she were to consider them, then that was a possibility.


  – In the near future, they will rebel… against you.


  Unable to deny it all of a sudden, it was frustrating for Katya.


  Then, Shiba lowered his voice even more and whispered.


  – Are you willing to sell those who are considered a high risk to us?


  – What!?


  – You can prevent the rebellion. We can turn powerful Russian 《Saviors》 into many source bodies of Evil Spirit class all at once. I think there are great benefits to… both of us, no?


  – Y-you’re right about that, but….


  – Let’s add one more condition. If you accept the deal, we promise not to send any 《Metaphysical》 to Russia from now on. Or on the contrary, we may use them to stir up trouble in order for you to get credit for defeating them. We will open 《Transportals》 in the middle of the Red Square, choose a convenient 《Present》 and notify you. You will rush in jauntily to defeat the monsters as the bosses of the government feel real terror and turn pale. That way, you will make them reaffirm your value to society──that is a good outline, is it not?


  Katya involuntarily swallowed saliva.


  And ended up gulping it down.


  – Sure enough, you are smart. You can make calculations in a flash.


  Shiba chuckled to himself.


  It was a way of laughing that looked terribly evil.


  Probably because Katya was already trembling violently, and Yuri was in the same mental state, the two of them were in a trance and hugged each other.


  Shiba’s proposal let a terribly immoral appeal overflow, they were about to take it in their hands reflexively.


  She, who was about to end up doing it, was the most scared of all.


  – Can you give me an answer?


  – W-who would fall for such a thing?


  Katya put on a brave front.


  She put on a brave front because Yuri was watching by her side.


  – Is there a meaning to stick to that stubbornness?


  – F-for a rebellion to take place, that’s no more than a speculation of yours. I’ll never sell my comrades…!


  – I… see.


  Shiba nodded once and turned on his heels.


  He had a reluctant-free, resolute attitude.


  – If so, let’s talk another day, shall we?


  While whispering, the figure of the young man disappeared into the darkness as if melting.


  In his place, a tiny silver light blinked and something came flying from the area where Shiba had disappeared.


  It flew into Katya’s chest so as to be contained in it and took it by spinal reflex.


  It was a silver-rimmed hand mirror.


  Oddly enough, the scenery was reflected, but not Katya or Yuri.


  – If anything happens, call my name and face this.


  His whispering echoed from the other side of the darkness, and with that, Shiba’s presence was completely gone.


  The Moscow nights that Katya should know well.


  The dark cityscape.


  Katya kept admiring it in a daze for a while, as if staring at it even if it was something grotesque.


  While holding the hand mirror.


  




  The next day, Katya returned to Yekaterinburg with Yuri.


  Before going to work at the main office, she stopped by a certain place.


  It was the nursing home where Katya was put in their care and raised after her father died.


  – Hello, hello! Is everyone doing well?


  In the garden, she greeted with a loud voice to set an example.


  Katya’s Russian had no accent. No matter what language she used, her optimistic and cheerful tone of voice was the same.


  「「「Nee-chan!」」」


  As soon as they heard Katya’s voice, the children of the home went out to the garden and ran up to her.


  She was mobbed with Yuri.


  – Oh my, popular people do have it difficult.


  An elderly woman who was the director approached with a gentle smile.


  – They’re not giving you any trouble, are they, mother*?


  *TN: Mother is the furigana reading for foster mother/step mother.


  Katya called her that way.


  Many orphanages in Russia were given a number and were state-owned, and this wasn’t an exception. The director was no more than a government official from that point of view. And yet, this woman let the children call her that way.


  And she was the owner of a suitable and broadminded motherhood.


  – That’s not the case, is it?


  The director made a complicated smile.


  「You give us so much help every year already」  was written on it.


  Under the former administration of Lightning Empress, Katya, who was appointed as the branch office head of Yekaterinburg, was promised a huge salary.


  Since half of it was always donated to this home, Katya shared a portion of her circumstances so that children who were forced to live in poverty due to lack of funds could have satisfying meals, clothes and proper studies.


  After taking charge of the Russian Division as the Vice Division Head, she spent part of the annual budget on aiding orphanages throughout Russia.


  It was never decided that Leshya’s home would be saved alone.


  Those in the Russian Division who were pleased with Katya’s consideration weren’t a few.


  Because all the 《Saviors》 in the Russian Division were orphans who grew up in children’s homes.


  Yuri was also one of them, and this friend was fond of children. Yuri’s old home was far from Yekaterinburg, but she cherished the children at this home to make up for not being able to go back readily.


  – Yuri-onee-chan, let me touch your haaair.


  – Onee-chan’s hair is beautiful.


  – I hope mine grows like hers.


  Yuri didn’t appear to be uncomfortable even if her long blonde hair was pulled by precocious girls around the age of 10.


  – Okay, okay, Yuri is troubled, don’t you see? If you like such beautiful hair, do so with my hair.


  「「「Eh…?」」」


  – What’s with that attitude!?


  Katya opened her eyes wide in surprise and the girls ran away with delight.


  Instead, the boys this time,


  – Katya-onee-chan, let me touch your boobs.


  – Nee-chan’s boobs are big!


  – I hope I can marry a person like her.


  – Yeah, yeah, I’m troubled as we──hey, don’t touch me, you dummy!


  Katya opened her eyes wide in anger and the boys ran away with delight.


  And everyone ran back again, surrounded Katya and Yuri, and things became chaotic.


  It was fine.


  Katya smiled with her whole face together with a bittersweet feeling.


  When I was in this home, such a scene was only a dream within a dream.


  “The problem with the orphans in the Russian Federation is deep-rooted, and their number keep increasing to this day”, the government announced.


  Although the country was getting richer year by year, the children’s homes in various places were still poor, as if falling behind the times.


  Katya’s support measures and so forth were probably a drop in the bucket.


  Believing that there was still something to be saved──since she called herself a 《Savior》──Katya wanted to continue helping.


  For that reason, she wouldn’t let them thwart the Russian Division.


  Katya asked Yuri on the way to the main office building after leaving the children’s home.


  – If I sell my soul to the Devil, will Yuri disdain me?


  Yuri replied modestly, but plainly, as usual.


  – … I’ll follow Katya wherever she goes, even to hell.


  The two of them who were of different ages and were born and raised in different locations.


  They were picked out as 《Saviors》 by chance, were brought to the Russian Division at the same time by chance, were thrown into the same battlefield by chance, and had been supporting each other since then.


  They were together when they rose in revolt against Vasilisa who exercised her tyranny as a despot.


  They were together when they worked as close aides of the reformed Vasilisa.


  The two of them had shared life and death, pleasure and pains equally.


  – Ahhaha! Jeez, after having Yuri say that much, I’m honestly speechless. So serious*.


  – … It cannot be helped. I’m a gravity user after all*.


  *TN: The term used by Katya at the end has multiple possible translations, and heavy and serious are among them. So, while she means to say it in a way that means “serious”, Yuri takes it as “heavy”, which is way she responds that way.


  Yuri answered with a straight face even though Katya’s harsh hands pulled the rug under her.


  – What I said was a praise. Don’t be so rigid.


  Katya patted Yuri’s shoulder and retorted.


  ──Then, she found the resolve to contact Shiba Akira.


  Around mid-June, Katya summoned all leaders.


  Twenty-odd people met in the conference room of the main office building and took a seat at the long table arranged in a square shape.


  Not only all of them were A-Rank 《Saviors》, but if limited to individual combat ability, there were strong people clamoring enough for the other branches to gaze at them in wonderment.


  One person, Iziaslav, head of the St. Petersburg branch office, was absent, and that had her worried.


  He was a middle-aged man who was regarded as the leader of the armed strugglers or extremists.


  A top A-Rank Kuroma. He was cunning and especially good at agitation.


  He would have been the most difficult person as a controversialist, and while it was more convenient for Katya that he didn’t come….


  (Well, there’s nothing I can do)


  There was no going back. She had to prepare herself for the worst.


  Feigning humility, Katya sat in the seat at the bottom of the table near the doorway.


  Yuri waited behind her, guarding her.


  – To makes us sit silently at the meeting like this, what is this important thing you want to talk about, Katya?


  Bulat, the head of the Khabarovsk branch office, began to talk impatiently without waiting for greetings and preambles.


  Katya also liked going straight to the point, so she appreciated it and jumped on it.


  – To be honest, the Russian government seems to be skeptical about the value of our existence.


  – T-tell us about it in detail.


  The nervous Kirsan made his tall figure smaller and trembled.


  – In the battle with the dreadnought giant insect type the other day, the Japanese Strikers took all good things with them, didn’t they? That’s why the bosses of the government seem to be enraged.


  Katya’s explanation made Kirsan’s trembling spread out even more.


  – In fact, there’s a reason.


  Someone wasn’t feeling shaken. It was Dmitri, he was folding his arms and clad in a stern dignity.


  – Hah. The reputation of being the worst and most sinister that we touted went down the toilet.


  Bulat, his chin resting in his hands on the table, grumbled.


  – What do we do? How are you going to take responsibility, Katya?


  The masked “poison mist user” Gennady criticized her in a way that was the same as jeering.


  On the one hand, the attitude of the Berezutskaya twins differed,


  – It’s not just Katya’s fault, is it?


  – Yeah, without Her Majesty Lightning Empress, we can’t fight against dreadnoughts properly, it’s all our responsibility.


  They actively supported her.


  On the other hand, while Kirsan was at wits’ end and tearing his hair off,


  – Does it matter who bears the responsibility? We should all think seriously… how we’re not going to be rendered homeless.


  He proposed something surprisingly constructive.


  It became clear that he wasn’t just a coward, but had a style that sought peace with all his might.


  Thanks to this, Katya was able to follow the flow of the topic of discussion and changed its direction.


  – May I be the first to talk?


  After telling so in advance, she revealed the plan she had thought in advance without haste.


  – Originally, we’re all elite. Nobody disagrees with that here, right?


  In fact, when it was about defeating ordinary 《Metaphysicals》, it resulted to be easy.


  Despite the fact that the force was dispersed over the immensely vast land of Russia.


  They certainly were proud of it, even now.


  The problem was that when a dreadnought appeared like this time.


  Up to now, it became extremely easy to slaughter them because of Lightning Empress’ forbidden incantations, so the Russian Division didn’t have experience in fighting dreadnoughts, no matter how many strong people gathered.


  To boil it down, the 100-man battalion didn’t have the opportunity to collaborate and fight.


  It was said that other divisions were also conducting large-scale joint exercises in anticipation of the appearance of dreadnoughts, but the Russian Division had never done that either.


  The cause was their national character that it was difficult to gather because the country was too large.


  – But why don’t we change that from now on, gather regularly and get to do joint exercises? If we have the ability to cooperate, we may be able to fight dreadnoughts without S-Rankers. There’s no better way to maintain Russia’s prestige, is there?


  After saying that, Katya looked at all those present.


  And inferred their reactions.


  If everyone approved this idea, it would be the best.


  Katya got by without betraying her conscience.


  But if not….


  Katya involuntarily thrust her hand into her jacket pocket and grasped the hand-mirror.


  She waited for their reply with a feeling as if praying.


  Just as she thought──


  – Lukewarm.


  Immediately upon opening his mouth, Dmitri cut her down solemnly.


  And made Katya alarm.


  – … What’s lukewarm about Katya’s plan? Do you have another plan, Dmitri?


  Yuri, who stood behind her, questioned Dmitri.


  Her voice was sharp and an absence of forgiveness could be glimpsed.


  However, as if that was what he hoped for, Dmitri made his mouth smile broadly.


  – I have no objection to the opinion that we have to do joint exercises in the future. Unfortunately, that’s not enough. Therefore, it’s lukewarm.


  He criticized Katya with a simply intellectual attitude.


  – Yes, lukewarm. You see Katya’s way of doing things once and you’ve seen it all. That is causing the Russian Division to lose its fangs. This air of tension isn’t enough for us now. If we fail, we die──that’s the kind of tension we need. That’ll make us the worst and most sinister.


  – Are you saying to make a comeback of Vasilisa-sama’s reign of terror!?


  Katya was surprised by the radical opinion.


  Furthermore, starting with Dmitri, people who started saying whatever they wanted appeared one after another.


  – I mean, let me run the Division. I’ll do it much better than Katya. What do you say?


  – Shut your trap, you philistine. It suits me more than you.


  – If you’re looking for a fight, do it somewhere else, you two!


  – Don’t try to look good, old man. This thing you’re saying, are you causing us to destroy each other or something?


  – What the!? Get out, you brat!


  – Interesting… I missed that attitude!


  Like that, about 8 leaders quarreled and advocated that they should reign as the new Division Head.


  In the end, it was the bunch mainly regarded as armed strugglers and extremists.


  Those who had become obsessed with the lust for power and were beyond salvation talked about how the survival of the Division itself was in danger, but only perceived it as an opportunity for themselves to rise.


  Dmitri, in regards to such disgraceful exchange, drew the line,


  – Katya. Many have the same opinion that you’re not worthy of being at the top, don’t you agree?


  – He thrust the painful fact like a knife.


  – Aye!


  – First of all, Give up that position! Let’s start from there!


  – A disgrace for Russia*!


  *TN: Russia is the furigana reading for the worst and most sinister.


  The other eight followed suit, put their responsibilities aside, shifted blame onto Katya and singled out her for criticism.


  Their menacing looks were fierce, as though about to draw their weapons.


  – Are you immediately going to resort to violence? Isn’t that uncool?


  – And yet, you’re all the same worthless thing compared to the late Bernard-sama, not to mention Her Majesty Lighting Empress.


  Only the Berezutskaya sisters stuck up for Katya.


  The rest, such as Kirsan, didn’t back her up, but rather hated getting dragged into the quarrel and sat on the fence.


  After reaching a situation about which nothing could be done, Katya had no choice but to resolve herself.


  She looked back at Yuri and nodded.


  That was the signal.


  Yuri made a regrettable, sad look and nodded back.


  Katya left her seat in silence. Then, she got Yuri to carry her.


  Even all present were in mute amazement, wondering what she was doing all of a sudden.


  The conference room calmed down for a moment.


  There,


  – I’m not going to concede the top position to the likes of you.


  Katya declared, looking as though she had nothing to do at all with what was going on.


  With her best smile.


  – Katya!


  – You!


  – … You fool.


  The eight people who were quarreling became excited, half-rose to their feet, and finally touched their specialized weapons.


  Dmitri left his seat silently and made knives flash in both hands.


  Kirsan and the others, the opportunistic party, caught their breaths as a critical situation hung over.


  The Berezutskaya sisters looked at Katya, Yuri, Dmitri and the others alternately as if they didn’t know how to respond.


  A feeling of tension similar to stretching a string filled in the conference room.


  Katya cut that string without hesitation.


  – Those who have a complaint about my way of doing things, bring it on. I’ll teach you who is a disgrace for Russia.


  「「「… I’ll kill you!」」」


  Nine people, including Dmitri, stepped over the conference table and attacked all at once.


  After a short pause, Yuri, who carried Katya in her arms, quickly rushed out through the door behind her into the hallway.


  Turning 《Mars》 and prana into gravity, she moved at a high speed to slide on the floor while squaring off against Dmitri and the others.


  – Like hell you’re going to escape!


  Dmitri and company chased them down to the hallway.


  As calculated.


  Yuri holding Katya ran through the hallway by hovering and entered a prepared separate room.


  Dmitri and the others ran after them until there.


  The inside of the room was empty.


  It was a drawing room, but yesterday all the furnishings had been put elsewhere.


  In place of them, a huge magic circle was now drawn on the whole floor.


  Traces of pale light were being pulled.


  Katya and Yuri jumped into it.


  Immediately, they felt like vomiting as if their sense of what was up and down was turned inside out.


  However, it lasted for an instant, and the two who had jumped into the magic circle jumped out of it.


  Only the surrounding scenery had changed completely.


  From the cage of the inorganic main office building.


  To the endless grassland that spread under the infinite blue sky.


  Dmitri and the others, who chased Katya and also had jumped out of the magic circle one after another, stepped on the green land.


  – Where the hell am I!?


  – What on earth is going on!?


  Katya didn’t need to answer their confusion or doubts.


  Instead──


  – Welcome, gentlemen. I’ve been… waiting for you.


  The Devil of flames welcomed Dmitri and the others.


  The Devil named Shiba Akira, who was ready and waiting on the other side of 《Transportal》.


  




  – Keep all your promises, Shiba-han.


  Katya said boldly.


  While looking down at the nine people who were scattered about, half-killed and had fainted in agony in the open field.
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  – Of course, a contract is absolute for us, too.


  Without sweating a drop, Shiba assented gravely without taking a step from where he was originally waiting.


  Then he muttered so as to add a few more words.


  – However, you also have strange… tastes, don’t you?


  He said.


  Katya snorted.


  That happened the other day. At the time of bringing those who possessed a high risk to light and selling them to the Six Wings, Katya called Shiba again to negotiate and added a few conditions.


  One of them──


  After turning the souls of the rebels into 《Metaphysicals》, Katya would take home the bodies that had become empty shells and protect them, that was the new condition.


  That was the strange taste Shiba mentioned.


  – You think I’m being a hypocrite, no?


  – I can’t… deny it.


  – If so, laugh if you want.


  – On the contrary, I don’t dislike it.


  Shiba smiled weakly.


  It looked like a real bitter smile without any evil intent.


  ──Thus, Katya secretly signed a contract with Shiba.


  As for the other leaders who didn’t rebel, she told them about it without hiding the details.


  According to the contract, Russia would no longer be attacked by 《Metaphysicals》.


  Or, at the request of Katya, it was expected that they would comply with creating a problem they could resolve and get credit for it.


  It was safer to have them as accomplices than to have their unnaturalness sniffed around by fellow members.


  As expected of Katya, there was no problem even if it was disclosed.


  All of them who had experienced Russia’s tranquility were just overjoyed.


  Even at the last meeting, they were the ones who persisted in sitting on the fence.


  Needless to say, it was Kirsan who made the biggest eruption of joy.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  – I see….


  Moroha, who finished hearing all that happened behind the scenes from Kirsan, muttered with a feeling that it was too much.


  Anyway, even after sending Kirsan back, who pleaded for liberation, a dark atmosphere lurked between Satsuki, Leshya and Shizuno.


  – Shiba Akira… a man who really looks like the Devil, huh.


  Shizuno said so as to spit out.


  Moroha also had the same sentiment.


  From Katya’s point of view, the numerous temptations presented by Shiba were hard to reject.


  On the other hand, Shiba used Katya to catch Russia’s powerful 《Saviors》 and have many Evil Spirit class in the hand at once.


  In April, a colorless and transparent golem, which was considered to be the true form of “Invisible”, was destroyed by Moroha and company. They thought that they had severed their Evil Spirit class supply method, so this way of doing things was unexpected.


  This was the definition of cunning.


  Katya appearing to be a mere victim might kill Moroha’s favor, but even from an objective point of view, it could be said that Shiba’s method was crafty and ingenious.


  – What do we do, Nii-sama…?


  Satsuki asked with a gloomy-sounding voice.


  – … I’ll persuade her to surrender. That’s all I can do.


  Moroha replied regretfully.


  Unfortunately, Katya wasn’t really innocent.


  However, there was a silver lining as there was room for taking the circumstances into consideration.


  Edward wasn’t an obstinate person. If Moroha apologized, he would surely give him an order with a certain kindliness, (Yeah, apologize as much as you want!).


  In any case, in his call with Edward, Moroha forced an unreasonable term, 「If the investigation goes well, you’ll owe me one」, and Edward said, 「Sure」.


  If he made use of it right away, even Edward would surely do so.


  Explaining those circumstances to everyone,


  – As one would expect, Moroha and Sir Edward dance to the same beat, don’t they?


  – It’s the consequence of a common, undesirable but inseparable relationship.


  Moroha was caused to retort by Shizuno who poked fun at him right away.


  Anyway, Satsuki’s expression became a little brighter.


  Leshya was also very relieved.


  And went back to Sochi.


  And when the morning came, they would talk with Katya.


  It was impossible to tell that the issue was settled, but the worst bad ending could be avoided.


  Such a single hope arose in Moroha’s chest, and everyone headed home.


  ──At that moment.


  His mobile phone received a call and rang.


  It was from Edward.


  The curse 「Again?」 rushed out from Moroha’s mouth, not logic.


  To the extent he got nothing but a bad feeling.


  A dark red moon was frightfully illuminating the city of Krasnoyarsk.


  Chapter 6 - The worst and strongest manifested Evil Spirit


  『I’m terribly sorry to bother you again and again. I have bad news』


  Immediately upon opening his mouth to speak, Edward apologized.


  『… Is that so? I was wondering if you had evidence of what was happening behind the scenes or if you were going to give me good news, but that’s not the case, huh』


  『I apologize for that as well. Just when I finally got Jack to make efforts… I was told the whole story seconds ago』


  『From who?』


  Moroha sharpened the look in his eyes.


  『He called himself Iziaslav, the head of the St. Petersburg branch office』


  『I don’t know what kind of guy he is, but was it heavy pressure that made him keep it a secret the whole time? Did he do an anonymous report to make himself relaxed?』


  『Based on our short talk, I felt like he didn’t have small balls』


  Edward smiled bitterly.


  Moroha knew that he said something unexpected and with sarcasm.


  『Iziaslav said that to make a clear distinction, Ms. Katya’s head, the mastermind, will be presented, so there is no need for further interference in the domestic affairs of their country. And that from now on, he is the Head of the Russian Division』


  『Did you remonstrate him by saying──write down your delusions in your diary?』


  『I answered──You’re an example for the 《Saviors》. Good luck』


  Upon hearing so, Moroha endured the feeling of wanting to click his tongue.


  『What example? Presenting Katya-san’s head? Isn’t that extreme?』


  『In the first place, when《Saviors》 commit a crime, it’s the customary law of the White Knight Organization to handle it rigorously. It’s what makes the distinction between good and evil for us superhumans. Whether she’s sentenced to death without a trial or assassinated, Ms. Katya cannot complain』


  『That’s just “dead men tell no tales”, isn’t it? Katya-san may be innocent and those guys put the blame on her. Leaving trials aside, there should be an opportunity for an explanation, no?』


  This was also something that Moroha himself never thought of.


  It didn’t sound like Kirsan was telling lies at all, and the truth was that Katya was guilty.


  The point was that it was a means to tell Edward to stop the extremist called Iziaslav.


  『I don’t have the “authority” to stop Iziaslav, Jack』


  However, and as was expected, Edward sighed.


  『I said that the problems that originated in the Russian Division will be dealt within the Russian Division. An outsider like me can’t just go and complain that it’s a pale and unjust way to solve things like during the witch hunting era. As long as the self-cleansing operation works, I cannot interfere with domestic affairs』


  『… Your title of director-general is really a decoration, huh』


  『It’s the thing that I myself regret the most』


  Edward sounded sad.


  When reaching a situation about where nothing could be done, this guy couldn’t be counted on.


  Moroha was about to hang up.


  『Jack, you’re also no more than an outsider. The righteous one here is Iziaslav』


  Edward, who perceived that, said quickly.


  『You don’t have to tell me that I’m justice』


  Being indignant, Moroha argued.


  『In the first place, I’m not such a big person』


  Yes──


  Moroha was just──


  『I──never forgive those who steal from me』


  A tiny man with only that creed.


  Instead of an answer, he heard a laughing voice from the other side of the call.


  It was a strained laugh equipped with liveliness at the same time, absolutely becoming of Edward.


  『Appearing not wanting to give me a chance to intervene, Iziaslav was enthusiastically speaking of taking action tonight. … Jack. This is my advice. Please refrain from doing things that will betray our expectations and friendship』


  Upon saying so, Edward ultimately hung up.


  – Yeah. I’m greatly obliged.


  Moroha whispered to the person who could no longer be reached.


  He got a really thankful advice.


  He immediately operated his mobile phone.


  And called Katya’s number.


  He had to tell her fast. While praying to please be in time.


  It’s dangerous there. Watch out for assassins.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Nadezhda, the Head of the Samara Office Branch, was a Kuroma in the prime of youth.


  As for her political zeal, she was of the moderate faction or opportunistic faction, and one of those who was overjoyed to learn that Katya confessed her collusion with the Six Wings and no longer had to fight putting her life on the line.


  Therefore, immediately after that, when Katya asked for her cooperation, she readily accepted.


  Like Katya the wolf in sheep’s clothing, she was the first to say she wanted to protect the nine empty bodies of the nine people offered as the source body of Evil Spirit class.


  Nadezhda’s 《The Origin》 was a Dark Art that kept living creatures inside a mystical barrier in a state of suspended animation for decades.


  Using that, the nine bodies would be enshrined in the city of Samara.


  She ended up undertaking that without thinking──but as time went on, she realized her mistake.


  Katya was the mastermind behind a series of incidents that could be called a betrayal to the White Knight Organization.


  But with this, wasn’t it possible to say that she also took part in it?


  In the unlikely event that the incident came to light, wouldn’t she be involved in a serious crime?


  It was too late to realize.


  She was scared and couldn’t sleep wondering when the plot would be revealed.


  During such a time.


  Iziaslav contacted her from St. Petersburg.


  Nadezhda knew that he was the leading agitator.


  When all the leaders were convened by Katya, the extremists pressured the Division Vice Head-dono all at once, and she was convinced that Iziaslav, who was absent, must have incited those guys in advance.


  Still.


  『You’ve noticed it as well, haven’t you, Nadezhda? Katya colluded with the Six Wings, but for an outsider, it’s a betrayal to the whole organization by the Russian Division. Before the issue is revealed, we will condemn Katya with our hands. Is there a way for us to survive other than delivering her head to Sir Edward and prove our innocence?』


  When Iziaslav asked for her cooperation, Nadezhda readily jumped at it.


  Then she cautiously gathered her comrades and looked for a chance to attack Katya.


  However, she was always protected by powerful bodyguards with Yuri as the leader.


  As for defeating her reliably and safely, her own troops were unreliable.


  – Now that it has come to this, why don’t we appeal to Sir Edward and ask for a solution? If we get him to comprehend our innocence, that woman’s head will not be particularly necessary.


  Nadezhda advocated so, but Iziaslav turned it down.


  『Then, wouldn’t it give Sir an excuse to do as he pleases and interfere with domestic affairs? After Katya is dismissed, the one taking the new seat at the top will be someone wearing Sir’s collar. That’s no good… we will achieve justice with our hands and we will replace Katya!』


  Iziaslav claimed firmly.


  Certainly, his skill couldn’t be overlooked by Nadezhda.


  Thus, she looked for a chance for a while──finally, that chance came around.


  When Katya invited those damn kids from Akane Academy to Sochi and welcomed them, she carelessly didn’t take the bodyguards with her other than Yuri (Well, if she took them all together, it would be extremely boorish).


  And tonight──


  Nadezhda came to the silent city of Sochi with six subordinates.


  The time was around midnight.


  She was peeking at a building 200 meters away from behind a hotel on the verge of bankruptcy.


  Of course, this was the lodging house used by Katya and the Japanese students for lodging.


  The window lights were already sparse. Most of the obnoxious students appeared to be fast asleep.


  As long as 「The problem of the Russian Division is solved by the Russian Division」 was Iziaslav’s justice, they couldn’t afford to harm the learning of the 《Saviors》 of the Japanese Division.


  It was better not to be found by them.


  Above all, according to Iziaslav’s contact, it was helpful that Haimura Moroha had gone somewhere using 《Transportal》.


  Justice was on his side, but if Haimura was an unreasonable brat, didn’t listen to their persuasion and rampaged like a monster, Nadezhda and company had no chance of winning.


  No chance at all.


  Because he was a monster among monsters who defeated Her Majesty Lightning Empress crushingly head-on.


  (Without Haimura, there’s no better opportunity to break into the lodging house and assassinate Katya)


  Both Nadezhda and Iziaslav decided so and proceeded to move roughly and readily.


  For the sake of that, 6 subordinates weren’t enough.


  However, these six people were factually reliable aides to Nadezhda.


  All of them were B high-ranking Shiroganes, and covert actions and Savior vs Savior combat were their specialty.


  Certainly, they were the ones who embodied the worst and most sinister of the past.


  Doing something like assassinating Yuri and Katya who slept like a log was easy.


  – Let’s move, guys.


  Nadezhda and the others were dressed in black and masked, and started moving towards the lodging house.


  Using 《Godlike Movement》, they held their breaths so as to weave their way through private houses and leisure facilities in the area, and go from shade to shade.


  The Kuroma Nadezhda was carried by her subordinates.


  When they arrived at the lodging house without being found by anyone, they ran up the wall of the building using 《Mongyoku》.


  According to the prior investigation, Katya and Yuri’s bedroom was on the top floor.


  It was less risky to infiltrate from the roof.


  The dexterous subordinates arrived on the floor without difficulty.


  At that moment──


  (Wh… what…?)


  A strong drowsiness attacked Nadezhda, she was perplexed.


  The legs of the subordinate holding her also shook for an instant.


  Nadezhda and the others didn’t know the efficacy of Maya’s stretched 《Field of Dreams》.


  There was another surprise.


  A visitor who came to the roof before them was there.


  A boy wearing glasses, who seemed to be a student from Akane Academy, was practicing his sword with heart and soul.


  What an awkward moment!


  Agitation ran among the subordinates.


  – C-calm down…. Haimura is the only thing to be afraid of. And justice is us.


  Nadezhda whispered to her subordinates.


  On the other hand, the bespectacled boy,


  『Who are you?』


  In fluent English, and with a calm attitude that didn’t match his age, he asked their identities.


  Nadezhda and the others didn’t know, but his name was Tanaka Ichirou.


  『We are not suspicious people』


  Nadezhda answered by reflex.


  『Is this what they call “culture gap”? In my country, people like you are exactly what we call suspicious people』


  Ichirou inclined his head to the side.


  Nadezhda hurriedly removed her mask. Her subordinates followed suit.


  『I’m Nadezhda, Head of Samara Branch Office. It has come to light that Katya, the Division Vice Head, had colluded with the Six Wings, and we came to punish her』


  『And I have to trust your words?』


  『If you think it is a lie, feel free to inquire the British Director-General-dono about it. If that is impossible, we have no problem with you accompanying us and seeing the whole story with your eyes. However, be quiet until we reach the room』


  Once they got to Katya, they would just assassinate him immediately.


  So, no matter what reaction this boy showed, all they had to do was to go wild and run away with Katya’s head.


  She absolutely had to cause her to die in order to do what she wanted with the Russian Division together with Iziaslav.


  Nadezhda chuckled to herself in her mind and calculated so.


  『Believe us, young boy. Justice is us』


  One of the subordinates wore a friendly smile and tried to approach him.


  『I see, you are champions of justice of the White Knight Organization. Yes, I envy you』


  Ichirou also assented with a serious-looking face. With that very same face, he made the long sword in his hands flash.


  『… Guh. … Gah』


  The subordinate who tried to draw near collapsed on the spot while groaning.


  There was no blood scattered. Their mind was cut with 《Saturn》.


  Nadezhda and company were startled.


  The subordinate was by no means negligent. They fought against having their mind completely done for.


  If that was the case, 《Saturn》 wasn’t an act that could stun one’s opponent unless there was a great difference in true strength.


  『Y-you brat… what are you doing all of a sudden?』


  『Yes. In fact, since I was a child, I wanted to be a champion of justice』


  Ichirou calmly hid the length of his long blade behind his body.


  His whole body was clad in silver prana.


  A brilliance overflowed horribly on the long sword, as if the crescent moon in the night sky had come down to the ground.


  He calmly gave off a dignity to the point it made them want to doubt if he really was a student.


  『In that case, you should stand by us!』


  Nadezhda descended from the arms of her subordinate, had two people escort her near him and three people surround Ichirou.


  Ichirou didn’t falter even after seeing that,


  『But, isn’t everyone that? There are times when you don’t know what justice is. In my case, it happened when I hurled a shoplifter who was running away and caught him, and when he was put on protective custody due to bodily injury』


  Ichirou kept talking as if ignoring Nadezhda’s persuasion.


  『I was laughed at by my father. “In the first place, there is no such a thing as justice anywhere in the world”, He said. I was angry at that time. I didn’t want to hear such a fiction-like clichéd remark. But I jumped to a wrong conclusion. My father taught me: Justice is here──』


  Ichirou patted his own chest on top of his heart.


  『──Only here』


  The punch hidden in the center of the calm way of telling so was far from that of a child.


  『Maybe justice is you. Still, my justice is different. If you had come brazenly from the front door while the sun is still bright, I wouldn’t have stopped you. Because you asked what I’m going to do, I answered so. It is a little embarrassing, however』


  『Yes, you’re impertinent indeed!』


  Nadezhda had already given up on persuading and set her subordinates.


  She would be reproved by Iziaslav, but in these circumstances, it was unavoidable for the students to get injured.


  The three people who surrounded him pulled out knives, and in a splendid cooperation, they charged at Ichirou at the same time.


  Ichirou was stabbed repeatedly from three sides.


  And──what looked like that was an afterimage in the shape of a boy.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Komon》.


  The moment they were surprised, Ichirou was outside the encirclement, and swung the long sword like a crescent moon that had come down to the ground.


  One flash per person. With only three flashes, he caused the dexterous subordinates to lose consciousness with only three flashes.


  『Is there any moron who would fall for such a basic thing!?』


  A subordinate escorting Nadezhda called him names.


  『I don’t care anymore. Talk about justice as much as you want in the world after death!』


  Nadezhda began spelling a Dark Art without going easy on him at all.


  She glared at Ichirou’s hateful face and ran her fingertips in the air.


  And──


  Ichirou’s appearance became hazy and disappeared.


  The moment they were surprised, he was standing next to Nadezhda.


  Two subordinates who were left as escorts weren’t able to react to Ichirou’s 《Komon》, which should have been rudimentary.


  『You have my thanks for being inside Maya-san’s mystical barrier』


  Together with Ichirou’s line, she felt a burning pain in her right hand writing magic characters.


  And it was severed from the elbow.


  『Aaaaah…!』


  Nadezhda’s scream echoed on the rooftop at night.


  And it took less than a minute until everyone fainted.


  




  – How foolish….


  Ichirou muttered as he descended from the roof using the stairs.


  He didn’t know some of the ranks of the seven-member group, but there was no way that the rumored worst and most sinister were so weak.


  One of them introduced themselves as a leader, but it must have been a lie to intimidate Ichirou, and in reality, those guys must have been a reconnaissance unit, outriders or sacrificial pawns.


  If so, the main force will surely come later. No, maybe they are already coming? 


  I have to inform Katya and the others as soon as possible. 


  It took me almost a minute to dispose of a group of this level. 


  It wouldn’t have taken a second for Haimura-senpai, right?


  I still have a long way to go.


  I will end up being laughed at by Father again.


  ──While thinking such things, Ichirou called Moroha’s mobile phone. However, it didn’t connect to his phone which was busy, and as he wondered what was going on, he arrived in front of Katya and Yuri’s room.


  He knocked on the door, but there was no reply.


  It was an emergency. He tried kicking the door down.


  – Are they changing clothes, perhaps? Can we stop with that kind of cliched situations, please?


  Ichirou, who wore prana, smashed it with a single blow.


  The inside was completely empty.


  Where on earth did the two of them go?


  – … Anyway, I have to inform everyone.


  Ichirou went downstairs again and called Kamekichi this time.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  The strong salty sea breeze at night afflicted Katya.


  The dark sea, worthy of the name of the Black Sea, waved and closed in on her, pulling her.


  Yuri was next to her.


  Her long golden hair fluttered violently in the wind, making her hold her head down and endure it.


  Katya picked up the phone call from Moroha while looking at the appearance of her close friend.


  She put the smartphone on her ear.


  『Please run away now, Katya-san. The extremists of the Russian Division are after your life』


  Moroha said before anything else.


  While being grateful from the bottom of her heart,


  – I know.


  Katya replied with a bitter tone.


  – Before going to bed, the kind bespectacled Devil told me. And we’re already running away.


  A sign of relief was transmitted from the other side of the call.


  (He’s a really nice person, isn’t he…?)


  Katya became more and more bitter.


  – … Haimura-han. I’ve committed a terrible crime.


  『… I know』


  Moroha’s tone of voice was as bitter as hers.


  『Why don’t you turn yourself in? I’ll apologize with you』


  – Ahhaha! I’m a child who did bad things, not an adult, you know?*


  *TN: This whole line is incredibly hard to understand, so it might be a bit off. It heavily relies on understanding of Kansai dialect.


  After Katya laughed for some time,


  – Haimura-han is going to defeat the Six Wings with Leshya, right?


  『Correct』


  – Wouldn’t you abandon that?


  Moroha caught his breath.


  – If the Six Wings are defeated and the 《Metaphysicals》 don’t appear, the world will be at peace.


  『……』


  – But that world doesn’t need 《Saviors》.


  『… That’s right』


  – I didn’t notice until now──no, I unknowingly ran away without thinking about it.


  Katya admired the Black Sea.


  She gazed at the dark ocean, which seemed to swallow all the light.


  What would happen to the 《Saviors》 who were no longer needed?


  How would superhumans, who had overwhelming fighting power on their own, look in the eyes of ordinary people?


  The other day, she couldn’t forget being insulted and called a 「Monster」 by the Secretary in Moscow.


  When the enemy is defeated, the victorious soldiers can be killed off──Such an expression came to her mind.


  – I was told by a big shot of the government that the Russian Division wasn’t needed anymore because it was weak. But even if we get stronger, we’re screwed in the end. No matter which way we go towards, we’re checkmated.


  Katya laughed aloud.


  She roared and roared with laughter.


  As if losing all restraint.


  When the fit-like thing calmed down, Katya said goodbye.


  – I’m really thankful for worrying lots about me. I’m inexperienced, I still don’t get things like being madly in love, but I do like Haimura-han a lot.


  She told him one-sidedly and hung up.


  The smartphone was thrown into the sea.


  Then, she surveyed the surroundings with Yuri.


  They were completely surrounded.


  Nearly 20 Shiroganes holding weapons stared directly at them, they didn’t take their eyes off them.


  The two who were of the moderate faction were different from the extremists who certainly embodied the worst and most sinister and were energetic even under the reign of terror of Lightning Empress.


  Immediately after being contacted by Shiba Akira, she was carried in Yuri’s arms and secretly slipped out of the lodging house, and yet.


  These guys immediately chased the two of them who headed north under cover of night.


  It seemed that the extremists had a small group hiding around the city and took up positions so that they didn’t run away undetected (Katya didn’t know, but on top of that, Nadezhda and company rushed into the lodging house. In other words, they almost passed each other).


  She got a call from Moroha just as she was cornered to the beach without being able to escape or shake them off.


  『You have no regrets, do you, Katya?』


  She heard a scornful voice with a composed attitude.


  A beautifully pronounced Russian that showed a high level of education.


  The owner of the voice was Iziaslav.


  He was a man in his forties with a plain appearance.


  While making his subordinates surround her, he cautiously kept Katya and Yuri at a distance.


  However, he was trouble, and a Kuroma that far surpassed Katya.


  Because of that, Yuri would restrain them with gravity, and Katya beat them with Dark Arts from outside their range; the strongest combo that didn’t get through to these guys. But Katya couldn’t win in a firefight with Iziaslav.


  『No, I don’t. Thank you. Because of that, I was able to say my final farewell!』


  Katya switched from Japanese to Russian and replied with irony.


  There was nothing to fight for anymore. Even speaking was unpleasant.


  『Yuri. Take that out』


  “I rely on you”, her friend said, and loosened her left fist with a serious expression.


  A seed was on her palm.


  It was a darkish, ominous seed that didn’t resemble any of the plants in the world.


  『… I will definitely protect Katya』


  『Didn’t I say that’s too heavy already? And that I’m taken aback?』


  Katya stole the seed from Yuri’s palm.


  She gave a sidelong glance to her surprised friend, opened her mouth wide, and gulped it down.


  『… Why, Katya? That’s not what we discussed』


  『Eh? Is that so?』


  Katya smiled free from worry.


  She wanted to make a more wit-rich counterattack though.


  She wasn’t given time to think.


  Because of the effect of the seed she swallowed, her chest became hot as if burning.


  Her spine got cold as if it was frozen.


  Katya crouched, writhed, and rampaged in agony on the spot.


  And at the same time, her consciousness was painted black as if she was freed and saved from trials and tribulations.


  Katya couldn’t think of anything.


  And her miasmatic soul leaked out of her mouth with a terrifying momentum.


  It became jet black and solidified in the night sky.


  A new Metaphysical had appeared*.


  *TN: Metaphysical is the furigana reading for evil.


  Iziaslav and the others who sensed the unusual event hurriedly charged, but it was too late.


  The one sided-massacre began──


  Satsuki was the first to detect that unusual event.


  Moroha and the rest of the party returned to Sochi through 《Transportal》 and immediately went back to the lodging house.


  Even in the lodging house, Kamekichi, who was informed by Ichirou, was gathering members in the nearby garden and taking the lead in searching for Katya.


  It helped that it was settled quickly.


  The very moment when Moroha thought so, Satsuki suddenly felt chills, trembled, and hugged her body.


  – Whoa, what’s wrong, Ranjou?


  Kamekichi acted like a commanding officer and asked her how she was feeling.


  However, Satsuki, in a state that couldn’t answer all of a sudden, continued trembling.


  Moroha had seen Satsuki be like this many times.


  – No way… is it a 《Metaphysical》?


  Sharpening his eyes, he confirmed.


  Satsuki wanted to shake her head vertically and pointed to the far north coast.


  Moroha had a notoriously bad feeling.


  Satsuki’s perception ability was different from 《Watcher》’s who reigned over the Japanese Division, so essentially, it couldn’t pinpoint the position of the enemy.


  However, Moroha conjectured that it was possible this time──because the satana of that 《Metaphysical》 was tremendous.


  And more than anything else,


  (You have to be kidding me…. Katya-san turned into a 《Metaphysical》… didn’t she?)


  Moroha shook his head in denial and tried to get rid of that pretty disgusting supposition from his head.


  However, the unrestrained-sounding laughter of Katya on the call a few moments ago was stuck to it.


  On the other hand, Kamekichi,


  – A-a-a-a-a-a 《Metaphysical》??? A-a-a-a-a-at this hour???????


  He made his legs quiver to the point they looked unnatural.


  Moroha thought that Katya and the 《Metaphysical》 were probably not related.


  – Let’s go, Kammie-senpai. Katya-san is probably in the place where the 《Metaphysical》 is.


  – Al-al-al-alright, all the regular members will so-so-so-so-sortie. The reserve members will re-re-re-remain. In the unlikely event that the 《Metaphysical》 attacks the ci-ci-ci-city, we’ll evacuate the people in the city and gui-gui-gui-guide them.


  Despite getting cold feet, Kamekichi gave accurate instructions to the ones around him.


  In his own way, his captain likeliness was gradually starting to settle.


  Moroha exchanged looks with Satsuki and Shizuno.


  When the three of them faced each other, they exchanged ID tags with each other as if it was some kind of ritual.


  Moroha used Satsuki’s to manifest the true Holy Sword.


  Shizuno used Moroha’s to manifest the golems praised as the Four Beasts.


  Satsuki received Shizuno’s with a dissatisfied face.


  – I also wanted to fight with Moroha’s ID Tag….


  – It can’t be helped. After all, Satsuki can call Arciel satisfactorily no matter what you use.


  – Your delusional power is quite strong, isn’t it?


  – Come on, call it power of imagination, Urushibara!


  – And my ID Tag is a very grateful ID Tag, so use it with gratitude, okay? I’m sure it will be beneficial for you.


  – Uuu, what do I do…? I feel like I won’t return alive….


  – If you’re lively enough to say nasty things about me to that extent, you’ll be okay.


  Having a conversation without a feeling of tension was also a materialization of the feeling of relaxing and trying to meet a fight in the face of an unpleasant premonition that didn’t seem to abate.


  – Let’s go, everyone!


  Kamekichi, whose trembling had finally calmed down, gave an order.


  While being carried in the arms of Kuraki, a third-year Shirogane boy who looked like a warrior, and striking a pose in which he raised the drawn saber overhead like in a painting.


  13 regular members sortied.


  The high-rankings were Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno and Haruka. Kamekichi, Takenaka and the rest were all C-Rankers.


  Also, like Kamekichi and Kuraki, the Kuromas that couldn’t use 《Godlike Movement》 were carried in the arms of the Shiroganes and ran.


  Shizuno was held up in Moroha’s arms.


  They headed north on the coastal expressway and single-mindedly went towards the arrival place of the 《Metaphysical》.


  On the way, Moroha gave a sidelong glance.


  Two people who weren’t regular members of Strikers were running together.


  On one hand, Leshya was an appropriate dispatch.


  Even if the power of the Cursed Sword was excluded, everyone knew that she was acknowledged as a C-Ranker.


  The problem was the other person.


  Ichirou, a reserve member, joined them with an air of innocence.


  Some people seemed to say that, but in the end, no one said anything.


  This was because captain Kamekichi didn’t tell him to go back (They didn’t want to believe that he just hadn’t notice him).


  Of course, Moroha was silent.


  His intention was to grasp Ichirou’s true strength well.


  The only first-year was proud of the air around him for some reason.


  Still, in a calm voice that didn’t seem to belong to a young boy as usual,


  – Someone is coming from the front.


  He warned.


  Far beyond the public road that stretched almost straight along the Black Sea, there was a figure running towards them.


  From this distance, the only members who could visually confirm it with 《Clairvoyance》 were Moroha and Satsuki.


  – It’s Yuri.


  Moroha said so that those around him could hear him.


  She was holding Katya, who was in a limp state, in both arms.


  (In spite of myself, the bad feeling I had was even worse)


  Moroha was driven by a feeling that he had abdominal chills.


  If they headed towards each other and ran using 《Godlike Movement》, they would meet in a flash.


  Moroha and the others stopped temporarily and tried to hear the circumstances from Yuri.


  『… Save Katya』


  Yuri opened her mouth and begged.


  『Her soul was pulled out, correct?』


  『…  After being surrounded by the extremists, and to help me, Katya used it on herself…』


  『… Understood』


  If so, they had to defeat her, who became an Evil Spirit class, release her soul, and return her to her original body.


  『Where is she?』


  『… Ahead』


  Yuri turned around and pointed to the way she came.


  It was the direction Satsuki pointed first, meaning that she wasn’t wrong.


  『We’ll take care of the rest. Yuri-san, take Katya-san to the lodging house』


  All the members agreed with Moroha’s words and took over the situation.


  Parting from Yuri, they headed north on the expressway again.


  And soon──


  Moroha’s, Satsuki’s and Ichirou’s 《Clairvoyance》 captured the figure of the Evil Spirit class a little over a kilometer away almost at the same time.


  On a second thought, various things had happened tonight.


  Bad premonitions burst one after another, and all of them were on the mark.


  And yet.


  Within Moroha, bad premonitions reached their climax tonight.


  (What the hell is that…)


  The oddity of the Archfiend made a distinction between those that Moroha had seen so far.


  An extremely eerie stage appeared on the sandy beach.


  It was a circular stage with a diameter of about 50 meters, made by piling up mountains of unnatural dark red human bones.


  The Evil Spirit class stood in the middle of it.


  Its appearance was similar to a woman in a dress.


  However, its skin and clothes were borderless, white and monotone, and translucent.


  There were no parts equivalent to hair, eyes or nose, it was featureless, but only its bright red lips were mysteriously thick.


  He couldn’t hear anything from this distance yet, but the Evil Spirit seemed to sing something at the top of its voice sonorously and with undivided attention on the stage.


  Moreover, the big difference from other species so far was that the core, which was the source of satana, wasn’t found anywhere, let alone fit in the left side of the chest.


  It was a specimen different enough to make him want to wonder if it was a new species of 《Metaphysical》.


  As they shortened the distance──Moroha could travel about a kilometer in the blink of an eye with 《Godlike Movement》──even the 《Clairvoyance》 of other people could visually confirm it.


  Among these members, only Satsuki, Shizuno, Leshya and Haruka had experience in engaging with the Evil Spirit class. They also noticed the peculiarity of the Evil Spirit in front of them, and their facial expressions became grimmer.


  On the other hand, the rest of the members saw one for the first time, they were terrified of the existence called 「Human-shaped 《Metaphysical》」. The grotesqueness of the Archfiend was indescribable, and the strong impression was completely different from what they heard in stories and what they actually saw.


  Additionally, more than 20 dead bodies were scattered around the stage.


  They probably belonged to the extremists who attacked Katya and Yuri.


  There were partly burned bodies.


  There were corpses covered with lacerations all over the body.


  There were corpses whose skin was dyed purple.


  All of them endured the feeling of nausea and finally approached the stage of corpses where the Evil Spirit stood.


  Probably because it noticed them, it suddenly stopped singing, and like a real stage actor──or a clown, it folded its right arm in front of the pit of the stomach and bowed very deeply.


  The non-human strange figure imitated what humans did, a gesture that made them feel physiological disgust.


  Bearing the feeling like throwing up even more, they crossed over the guardrail one after another and jumped from the expressway to the sandy beach.


  The ones taking the lead were Moroha and Haruka.


  Moroha held Shizuno in his left arm.


  Because Shizuno knew, she increased the strength of the arms put around Moroha’s back, fixing her body to his.


  Moroha put all his prana in his right palm holding the ID Tag.


  – Come… Saratiga!


  In response to Moroha’s call, the true Holy Sword manifested with a blade as beautiful as a treasure.


  He went up to the stage, stepped over the corpses and closed in on the Diva while bending forward*,


  *TN: Diva is the furigana reading for Diva Evil Spirit.


  – Suraaa.


  He went for a horizontal slash at waist height together with an encouraging shout.


  It connected beautifully. The Diva didn’t even try to avoid it.


  However──there was no response at all.


  It was as if he had slashed a ghost.


  Haruka also participated in the attack, and slashed at it moments later, but,


  – Ueeeh!?


  There didn’t seem to be a feeling similar to slashing at all, she was amazed.


  Although surprised, Moroha and Haruka didn’t lose their focus and remained on their guard.


  After slashing, they kept Diva at an adequate distance, then looked back and stood opposite each other.


  At that moment, Shizuno finished spelling 《White Breath》 in Moroha’s arms.


  A local snowstorm blew violently and attacked Diva.


  Unfortunately, Dark Arts were also completely ineffective.


  Unless it caused the Evil Spirit’s body surface to frost, it would feel as if a gentle breeze attacked it.


  It appeared to have passed through it completely.


  Due to being called a Wicked Spirit species, its body was composed of energy such as flames and lightning. Light Techniques didn’t work very well, and only Dark Arts could deal effective blows. It was a troublesome 《Metaphysical》….


  – Beyond that, this monster is elusive, isn’t it?


  Shizuno, who seemed to have thought about the same thing, cursed at it while descending from Moroha’s arm to the sandy beach.


  – How do we even defeat this thing?


  Haruka also pouted and expressed her discontent.


  In addition, Satsuki and the others also arrived,


  – Hold on, by Evil Spirit class you mean that nonsensical thing!?


  – It’s completely different from what I read in the reports….


  – Yeah, this thing is so weird! When this happened with Isurugi-senpai’s younger brother, I beat him up!


  – What should we do in the end!?


  Despite the fact that everyone surrounded the circular stage completely, they were bewildered and standing and watching.


  Then, Diva’s thick lips were bent in the shape of derision.


  It raised its folded body.


  Placed its right hand on its chest.


  And, in the middle of the stage of dead bodies, it started singing as if it was finally on stage.


  By doing things like twisting its body and singing an elegy enthusiastically and fervently, it looked like a famous singer in appearance only.


  However, what gushed out from the Evil Spirit’s mouth was a shrill voice that was unbearable to hear.


  The thoughts──the cries of the soul were drummed directly into the mind of Moroha and the others.


  ──Why can’t everyone in the world be happy together!? 


  It was a very strong thought.


  Moroha and company even felt a stinging pain in their brains and frowned.


  ──I want to be happy! Everyone can be happy as well, not just me!


  ──I’m sure everyone thinks so, right? You don’t wish for the misery of others, do you? 


  ──If everyone prays for everyone’s happiness, I’m sure people all over the world will be happy!


  The superb song in a shrilling voice continued.


  At the same time, the stage of human bones changed shape.


  The center where Diva stood was raised by about two meters, and the circular stage swelled like a sunny-side up fried egg.


  ──Then, why is the world full of unhappy people!? 


  The noticeably strong scream of Diva.


  Wondering what on earth had happened, a strange phenomenon unfolded in front of Moroha and the others who surrounded it at a distance.


  From the hollow eye sockets of the countless skulls buried in the stage, jet-black miasma rose like smoke. Just like smoke on a live stage, it floated on the stage, eventually converged, swirled and condensed in three places, surrounding Diva.


  From each swirl──


  Shadows flew out one by one.


  – Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah, what are thooooose!?


  Kamekichi let out a piercing-sounding scream.


  The members also shrunk back, and those who retreated briefly appeared one after another; the encirclement ring had crumbled.


  Moroha, despite holding his ground there, was also dumbfounded.


  The identity of the three shadows was an unforeseen thing.


  The first──


  While almost a humanoid monster, it was a strange figure with two arms extending from the right shoulder and three arms in total on the left and right, juggling about ten bluish-white will-o’-wisp-like flames.


  Around the heart, a jet-black core that stored satana was buried.


  The second──


  This was a perfect humanoid, but it was a monster with 1,000 steel blades growing from its whole body. In particular, the tips of both hands were turned into huge blades like longswords.


  Around the heart, a jet-black core that stored satana was buried.


  The third──


  This was also humanoid, but continued to jet out bluish black steam from the whole body.


  Around the heart, a jet-black core that stored satana was buried.


  Yes.


  The three things that emerged from the black vortexes were all 《Archfiends》.


  ──Alas! Please, God! Please make me happy and everyone in the world happy! 


  The three Evil Spirit class spread out as if encouraged by the shouting of Diva that exerted all of its energy.


  They jumped out of the stage and attacked the nearby troop members.


  Instead of the shrill voice peculiar to the Evil Spirit class, they let out low-pitched growls and attacked in their own way.


  It was Mist that sprung at Satsuki*.


  *TN: Mist is the furigana reading for Spray Evil Spirit.


  From the steam-covered right hand, long claws stuck out, and swung them hard to try clawing her.


  Satsuki attempted to repel them with Arciel, but,


  – Guh… what… my body is…?


  Making her movement slow down all of a sudden, she failed to catch Mist’s claws, was sent flying in a big way and rolled on the ground.


  – Kyaaaaaah.


  – Satsuki!


  When Moroha swung his sword, he wedged himself in front of Mist that tried to go after Satsuki, and cut off the claws and everything under the wrist.


  It was hard to grasp because its body was shrouded in spray, but it seemed that the entity was in the back as expected.


  Because he was just surprised by the untouchable Diva, Moroha was a little relieved by the fact that 「This thing can be killed with a sword」.


  On the other hand, it let out a low, mumbling growl.


  ──I’ll kill you. I’ll kill all of you


  That thought echoed in the mind of Moroha when he was at close range.


  Mist consumed satana from the core in the left side of the chest and regenerated its severed right arm.


  ──I’ll kill all of you, and have you praise Her Majesty Lightning Empress


  Furthermore, the spouting force of the steam increased like anger, and a mist hung over the environs.


  – Don’t inhale this mist. And detoxify it immediately with 《Inner Life》.


  Moroha sent out an epigram to Satsuki and his surroundings.


  Similarly, if Moroha himself was careless, 《Inner Life》 would become loose and his body would go numb.


  The steam scattered by Mist was a poisonous mist that paralyzed the human body.


  (There was a guy like this in the Russian Division…)


  Moroha recalled as he crossed slashes with Mist that wanted to swing its claws nimbly.


  It happened when he was surrounded by 8 assassins when he went to Russia and fought against the Russian Division.


  One of them was a masked assassin and a user of Poisonous Mist 《Mars》.


  This Mist might be the 《Metaphysical》 that used the soul of the masked man as a source body.


  At the same time, he recalled.


  The American Division had been attacked by an Evil Spirit that used the soul of “Wolf Girl” Mellein Flamini.


  That Evil Spirit class also spread a poisonous smoke called 「Wolfsbane」 in the surroundings, and the Shiroganes who challenged it to close combat were forced to be handicapped and fight while turning some percentage of prana to 《Inner Life》.


  As a result, excluding Moroha who had an unimaginable amount of prana, no one else was able to face it properly.


  Not even the A-Rank Shiroganes Norma Wilshere and Chiquita Cazorla.


  – I’ll get its attention.


  The two experiences made Moroha instantly make a decision.


  – Satsuki and everyone should defeat the other two.


  – B-but.


  Satsuki, in contrast, hesitated.


  It was written on her uneasy face that a one-on-one against a powerful Evil Spirit class was already dangerous.


  For Moroha, it was overwhelmingly easier to do it with support. Even back then in America, he fought with the best support.


  If the amount of Satsuki’s prana was abundant, she wouldn’t have the worst compatibility against Mist.


  Still, Moroha didn’t tell Satsuki to assist him.


  – Those two may be stronger. Can I leave one of them to you?


  Like Moroha taking on Mist, he wanted Shiroganes to devote themselves to get the attention of the other two Evil Spirit class one at a time.


  Otherwise, friend and foes were jumbled together and in a perfect melee wouldn’t happen.


  They hadn’t done such a setup cooperation on a regular basis, so if their instant judgment was incorrect or received attacks from outside their vision, there would be many troubles and flukes.


  It became the unchallenged arena of the Evil Spirit class with regenerative abilities.


  Therefore, if one person was set as the main fighter for one Evil Spirit class, the rest could turn to attack the enemy and devote themselves to hit-and-run, so collecting their instant judgment should be easy. Instead of a three-to-fifteen composition, they created a one-to-many composition in three places.


  Of course, the burden and responsibility of the main fighter were far too great.


  But Satsuki would surely meet Moroha’s expectations.


  She had excellent toughness and essentially had reached A-Rank──due to her stubbornness, she simply let go the promotion opportunity at the time of the challenge match with Principal Isurugi──Moroha was no longer worried about the talent of his 「Younger sister」.


  – Got it! Leave it to me!


  Satsuki brightened her expression and triumphantly sprung at Juggler*.


  *TN: Juggler is the furigana reading for Hand Soul Evil Spirit.


  While following her back with a sidelong glance until it was out of sight, Moroha saw through Mist’s claws just by their presence and avoided them with the minimum movement.


  Because of that, he created room for a counterattack and thoroughly drove a counter into it after stepping into its range and putting enough body weight.


  The contents of the spray seemed to be quite detailed, sending the lightweight Mist to fly for several meters.


  Moroha prepared for the pursuit without delay.


  – Flames become equal, burning good, evil, chaos and everything to exhaustion  Becoming a purifying intense mercy.


  1st  Rank Dark Arts, 《Flare》.


  He caused the mana flames to dwell in the blade and charged.


  – Hey, hitman! Have you trained your willpower at all?


  He fired the 《Yin Yang》 of Flames into Mist who was still unable to regain its posture.


  The steam blew away, and Mist became a flame-covered Evil Spirit.


  It was immediately regenerated with the satana in the heart, but Moroha got used to fighting with Evil Spirits class.


  In spite of that detail, in order to unleash the next attack, he polished both prana and mana.


  




  Meanwhile, it was Haruka who was taking on Steel*.


  *TN: Steel is the furigana reading for 1,000 Blades Evil Spirit.


  In Moroha’s daily teachings, she, who regarded thinking speed during battle as important, quickly arrived at the same idea as Moroha, which was 「In a one-on-one, if you don’t get their attention, the front cannot be maintained」.


  The first opponent Steel slashed at was Haneda, a third-year Shirogane boy.


  The rushing speed and the speed of the moving long swords were unusual, Haneda was unable to dodge them and suffered a minor wound on the top of his shoulder.


  The reason was that he protected Shidou Shiori, a third-year Kuroma girl held in his arms.


  However, although Haneda’s ability wasn’t as sharp as Haruka’s, he was a type who was proud of his speed and light movement of his body.


  Because he was suddenly injured, the ones around him panicked.


  (Since Moroha can’t do it, I’m the only one who can take charge of that thing)


  Haruka strengthened her resolve.


  (… Well, I don’t have that much confidence in myself, but I have to do it anyway)


  It was subtle, but she certainly strengthened her resolve.


  Anyhow, she decided so and challenged Steel fearfully.


  ──Stay away, stay away, stay away, stay away,  stay away from meeeeeeeeeeeee


  Steel let out a low growl and charged towards Haruka.


  It wanted to swing its long sword-shaped hands randomly.


  In a martial arts sense, it followed no pattern, but in any case, the sword speed was terrifying, becoming a fearsome rush.


  At the moment of intersecting, Haruka slipped through the slashing attacks by paper-thin difference, and on the contrary, she went for a blow and escaped behind Steel.


  ──I’m asking you, please leave me aloooooone 


  Steel immediately turned around and attacked Haruka again.


  – You say leave me alone, yet you come slashing at me. It’s you who is drawing near me!


  Haruka intercepted while raising an ineffective protest against the Evil Spirit class.


  A momentary intersect again.


  A battle in the world of the blink of an eye.


  Haruka had the control, and despite dodging Steel’s rush, she went for a horizontal bisecting slash.


  While changing her position rush after rush, such exchange was repeated many times.


  Flashes of light were jumbled together, to the point that other Shiroganes couldn’t intervene in the fight to compete ruthlessly.


  – Step back, Momochi!


  Haneda’s voice came from the side to such gap, and Haruka dashed back at full speed.


  A burst of flames violently exploded there in the area around Steel.


  3rd Rank Dark Art, 《Incinerate》.


  Even though the battle had just begun, Shiori, who was still being held in Haneda’s arms, launched fire support.


  The raging mana flames, which burned a wide area, couldn’t be evaded by Steel and suffered in agony in the flames.


  Haneda, whose attack power was limited, had already lost it, he was devoting himself to run around from place to place while holding Shiori.


  Thanks to that, Shiori could concentrate on Dark Art attacks without having to think about self-defense measures.


  This was also an impressive cooperative performance, a mobile battery between two people.


  Moreover──


  『Hyahaa, it’s duck hunting time!』


  Kamekichi, who was boarding the golem, shot a shell of pure mana without failing to notice the moment Steel stopped its movement due to anguish.


  Nevertheless, this was a mistake, and Steel, who was showered with shells, was blown away and ended up jumping out of the flames of the widespread 《Incinerate》.


  – What the hell are you doing, Bakamekichi!?


  – What the hell are you doing, Kameyoshi!?


  『I’m shorryyy…』


  Upon being reprimanded by Haneda and Shiori at the same time, Kamekichi felt despondent.


  Moreover, as if to pour salt on the wound, Steel changed its aim to the turtle tank and charged.


  ──Didn’t I tell you to stay awayyyyyyyy? 


  From Kamekichi’s point of view, the completely and hideously burned Steel consuming satana from the core and approaching while regenerating its body as before was quite a splatter.


  『Hold on, time out, time out, time out, time out, time out, time out!』


  Although he was inside the turtle tank that boasted overwhelming defensive power, he bawled in a non-comical panicking way even if he wet himself.


  (Oh jeez, this is becoming a handful!)


  Haruka chased Steel and tried to get its attention.


  But,


  There was a person who stood in Steel’s way so as to protect the turtle tank.


  It was Tanaka Ichirou.


  – Don’t be ridiculous, you first-year!


  – No one is being ridiculous, I believe?


  Hiding the long sword behind his body, Ichirou answered provokingly and calmly.


  With a calm style that was a good contrast with Kamekichi, he engaged Steel.


  When Steel swung its right hand down diagonally from the shoulder, he warded it off with the long sword, if it thrust its left hand, he dodged it by moving to the side, if it slashed at him with the right hand, he avoided it with a defensive body movement, if it slashed at him with the left hand, he stopped it, if it drew near the guard, on the contrary, he would force back, making it stumble a few steps.


  He opposed the ultrafast rush by means of the left and right blades head-on with a sword attack, overcoming it although once.


  This was because the quality of the basic Light Technique that strengthened the body as well as the skill with the sword was extremely high.


  Haruka’s 《Clairvoyance》 couldn’t completely see and read Steel’s swordsmanship, and Haruka’s 《Strength》 would be out pushed, unable to exchange blows.


  Although she reached it from behind, to the point she ended up watching the trend for a while.


  When it came to Ichirou wearing the dazzle of the silver prana, she was jealous and said 「Even though you’re a first year!」.


  ──Go away! Everyone except me will disappear from this woooorld!


  The stumbling Steel raged, and the blades protruding from all over the body stretched another 10 centimeters.


  Its whole body was exactly a lethal weapon, it tried to hurl itself at Ichirou and slaughter him.


  A terrifying ultrafast tackle. Moreover, stopping it with the sword seemed difficult.


  Having no choice, Ichirou was rammed from the front and pulverized.


  ──He pretended to be, as that was an afterimage!


  The person in question swiftly wrapped around behind it, and on the contrary, hit it very hard.


  Steel’s flank was cut open.


  (Holy hell he has guts!)


  Haruka admired him in her mind.


  《Komon》 was an act that dazzled the opponent with a difference in pace.


  In other words, it was necessary to pause once.


  In the face of Steel’s rapid rush, Ichirou’s courage to do that wasn’t common.


  Last year, when Moroha enrolled, he was a series of surprises, but this year there was an unexpected outstanding talent.


  (Are you telling me that we’re the worst generation!?)


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Haruka, who was completely unaware of how great of an achievement was to be a student and attain A-Rank, got impatient and inspired.


  He unleashed an attack with all his strength against Steel whose torso was cut halfway and lost its balance.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Donrou》.


  Making his speed explode, he drove 5 consecutive attacks at a speed that only his clones were seen.


  Moreover, focusing on one point, Ichirou further widened the mouth of the wound that was cut open, and Steel’s torso was cut in half.


  – Did I do it…?


  – Evil Spirit class aren’t defeated by something like this!


  Haruka, an experienced warrior, warned Ichirou who maintained a vigilant posture, but expected to have crushed it.


  The lower body of Steel, whose torso was cut off and lay down on the ground, crumbled like sand and disappeared.


  At the same time, the core contained in its upper body made miasma gush out so as to burn black flames, completely regenerating the lower part from the abdomen.


  – Good gracious, its tenaciousness is beyond my expectations….


  While grumbling, Ichirou dealt with Steel’s rush who came slashing at him again, attacked it while it was unguarded with 《Komon》 and counterattacked.


  Knowing how it felt, even the Evil Spirit class was made to consume quite a lot of satana with the complete regeneration from its bisected torso. The color of the core, which was pitch black, had faded slightly but clearly.


  – Tanaka! Cross swords with that thing as you’ve been doing it!


  Haruka threw away her insignificant pride and asked Ichirou to get Steel’s attention.


  This meant that she could turn to attacking.


  Hit-and-run attacks were the specialty of Momochi Haruka.


  Haneda and Shiori’s mobile turret combination also prepared the next Dark Art, and both vigilantly awaited the moment to attack.


  (I’ll bring it down fast and go to help everyone else)


  Inspired by Ichirou, Haruka got fired up and made a sapphire blue prana ran on the sword blade.


  




  Meanwhile, Satsuki exchanged shots head-on with Juggler.


  – Damn youuuuuuuuuu.


  When she made Arciel’s sword blade shine in a golden color with a prana to the extent it was vibrant, carried a long sword wave and fired it.


  The power of that 《Jupiter》 was currently one of the best in the Japanese Division.


  ──A beautiful world is created by beautiful minds! 


  Juggler also fired one of the small ball-shaped will-o’-wisps at Satsuki all of a sudden.


  The golden wind and the will-o’-wisp collided head-on and exploded.


  A bluish-white fire pillar spouted on the spot, and a shining wind swirled.


  Both attacks didn’t reach the other and were offset while competing with each other.


  ──Now, to clean up the world!


  – Damn you! Damn you! Daaamn youuuuuu!


  If Juggler fired three will-o’-wisps, Satsuki sent back three 《Jupiter》.


  An overflowing prana that couldn’t be easily pushed back by the Evil Spirit class’s satana.


  Additionally, since Satsuki was proud of her prana, someone who was proud of their mana was there as well.


  – ──Like water flowing to a low place   Taking all heat away


  Shizuno’s voice with a certain mellowness echoed clearly under the night sky.


  She straddled the back of the mythical beast Karasbolas──a hairy golem with a giant body that was nearly 5 meters long and strong limbs to dash on the ground, and fired a 3rd Rank of Ice.


  The 《Freezing Shade》 that swept over a wide area didn’t miss Juggler and finished dyeing its body surface pure white with frost.


  It was Kuraki who attacked the frozen Juggler by surprise.


  – Iyooooooooooooo!


  Along with a somewhat traditional encouraging shout, he landed three consecutive thrusts with a scarlet spear.


  Juggler evaporated the frost with the satana in the core, tried to completely regenerate and throw will-o-wisps, but Satsuki struck it with 《Jupiter》 and supported her Senpai’s hit-and-run attack.


  – Nice follow up, Satsuki.


  – You too, Urushibara!


  Shizuno acknowledged Satsuki’s words.


  Rather, it was easy for Shizuno to do it because Satsuki was able to have a head-on fight with Juggler.


  As soon as she wrote 《Freezing Shade》, she drove it in.


  Of course, it was easy to do it thanks to Karasbolas.


  Contrary to its bovine-looking appearance, this quick-witted, agile and intelligent golem ran around, maintaining a superb distance with Juggler without any command. It sent Shizuno’s Dark Art, calculated the sense of distance using autonomous thinking and made the will-o’-wisps thrown by Juggler believe that it was further away.


  The fact that 「It was easy to do」 for Shizuno, who had the maximum firepower among all of them, excluding Moroha, meant that she had been able to build an extremely effective offensive.


  Actually, when comparing the concentration of satana in the core, out of the three of them, Juggler had lost black color the most.


  Against Mist, Moroha bore a handicap against the poisonous fog, and above all, he was fighting alone.


  Against Steel, the fire support of Shiori and the turtle tank was lonely compared to that of Shizuno.


  (I have a bit of mixed feelings…)


  After firing the 3rd Rank of Ice, Shizuno lamented instead of taking a breath.


  As the Witch and King’s Aide, she wanted to support Moroha and fight against Mist.


  However, Shizuno chose the situation to fight Juggler with others.


  Shizuno didn’t doubt that had she followed Moroha, they would have been able to destroy Mist faster.


  However, on the other hand, the distribution of forces in three places would be imbalanced, and there was a possibility that an ally would be injured or end up losing their life.


  If that happened, Moroha would be sad. Even Shizuno would end up being moved by it (Yes, totally!).


  As a result, and from another angle, she decided not to support Moroha.


  Therefore, risk management was prioritized over pursuit of damage dealt.


  Then, once the situation calmed down like now──Shizuno noticed.


  Thanks to Satsuki playing the role of attracting attention perfectly, Shizuno now had a leading role-like position.


  (Honestly, it doesn’t suit me, but…)


  While having such extravagant worries, and when she was about to start the next spelling, it happened.


  – Ara? Are you finally able to show it?


  Shizuno caught the figure of a silver-haired girl running silently with a Cursed Sword in her hand at the edge of her field of vision.


  




  Moroha and Haruka opened hostilities, and the rest followed suit──


  Still, Leshya didn’t rush out to the beach and concentrated on preparing for the fight.


  From the ID Tag, she manifested the Cursed Sword Leprazan.


  Held it horizontally in her right hand.


  Then put her left hand over the blade.


  From there, a reddish dark purple prana spilled to the blade.


  Letting the Magic Sword of “Man-eater” slurp on Leshya’s prana.


  As for the image, blood dripped from the cut wrist and made it slurp it.


  – Eat, Leprazan… eat the power that sleeps deep in my soul.


  To reinforce that idea, she continued talking to herself in the same way as a Dark Art.


  Roughly a month ago, Isurugi Jin said.


  “Satana is the power of the soul itself”.


  And “Prana and mana are just one side of satana, which is a power that hides omnipotence”.


  Then Leshya thought.


  Leprazan had the special characteristic of eating prana and mana.


  There’s no reason that it cannot eat satana, is there?


  To demonstrate that assumption, Leshya tried various things after that.


  When consulting with Moroha, Isurugi Jin cooperated with pleasure, and experimented many times to see if she could eat his satana.


  – Eat more, Leprazan… and remember the taste of the soul.


  Leshya kept muttering so as to pray and pour her prana into the Cursed Sword.


  Then, an alteration gradually occurred.


  A dark red glow was born in the gap of the sword blade that had a unique bifurcated shape.


  A blood-colored light filled the center of the jet-black blade as though it was the shape of the original Cursed Sword.


  The true Cursed Sword that never showed its true value in her previous life.


  Now, Leshya achieved that in her hand and made it flash on the spot.


  In the emptiness drifting in the darkness, the obscure red light drew a trail.


  Preparations completed.


  Leshya, a former assassin, jumped over the guardrail without shouting and entered the battlefield without being invited.


  She quickly surveyed the battlefield.


  Juggler was the closest one.


  Leprazan was also making a low vibration sound buzz so as to protest “Send more souls already”.


  – I’m here to assist you.


  Leshya said a few words to Satsuki and began a pincer attack on Juggler.


  Probably because Juggler assessed Satsuki’s 《Jupiter》 as a threat, it blocked Leshya’s ordinary slash passively.


  And foolishly.


  Leprazan’s blade ate prana and mana indiscriminately.


  This was a special characteristic that the switch couldn’t turn 「OFF」.


  Therefore, no matter how much Leshya made prana run on Leprazan’s blade, 「Venus」 was impossible.


  Therefore, until now, Leshya hadn’t been granted an effective blow against the 《Metaphysicals》.


  It was to the degree of slashing with a steel blade, and the 《Metaphysicals》 weren’t fragile enough to sustain serious wounds.


  Now──


  Juggler’s left arm, which was slashed by Leshya, was severed like a piece of paper.


  The blade went through quickly and without any resistance.


  What a satisfying response.


  Leshya’s spine was invigorated with a shiver.


  The body of a 《Metaphysical》 was made of satana itself, and this was the result of the awakened blade of Leprazan eating satana itself.


  As though it wasn’t enough for Leprazan, it buzzed noticeably louder.


  ──I’ve found filth! I have to burn it to nothing and clean it up! 


  Juggler also groaned resolutely while regenerating the left arm.


  Its eyes glared at Leshya.


  Without flinching, Leshya slashed at it.


  However, she got too worked up. The slash was a sweeping stroke longer than usual, it was lightly avoided.


  She wouldn’t make such a mistake in Savior VS Savior battles.


  The tension of the anti 《Metaphysical》 battles, which could be said was virtually her first battle, made Leshya feel like going backwards in time, from professional to rookie.


  Moreover, a will-o’-wisp was released as a counterattack.


  Slashing and feeding it to the Cursed Sword, she vanished it before it exploded, but when Juggler saw that, it released 5 or 6 at the same time.


  Leshya failed to slice off one in the air, and a fire pillar burst at point-blank range, exposing her to a heat wave.


  And causing blisters throughout her skin.


  Leshya’s 《Anti-Magic》 couldn’t defend against it.


  ──Cleaning up, exactly like that!


  Juggler let the will-o’-wisps loose indiscriminately towards Leshya in that condition.


  – This damn bully!


  Satsuki flipped out and attacked with Arciel from behind, but Juggler made full use of its regenerative ability and continued being slashed, it didn’t stop Leshya’s fierce attack either.


  Its eyes were turned towards Leprazan itself.


  It was absolutely targeted.


  Leshya was driven to defense-only, cutting down the will-o’-wisps before they exploded, and fleeing and dodging to the left and right, but in the end, she failed to cut them off and failed to dodge them, and although she barely avoided direct hits, the number of warm burns increased due to the after-effect.


  Leshya’s 《Speed》 wasn’t enough to dodge this carpet bombing flawlessly*.


  *TN: Speed is the furigana reading for Godlike Movement.


  She lacked toughness, such as 《Anti-Magic》 that could protect her against the after-effect, and 《Inner Life》 that healed her if she got burned.


  No matter how powerful the Cursed Sword she had was, Leshya herself was no more than an average C-Rank Shirogane, and this was her weakness.


  Furthermore, Juggler was cunning.


  It looked like it was releasing will-o’-wisps randomly, and when Leshya noticed it, fire pillars surrounded her in all directions.


  Juggler, who was chuckling to itself as if to swipe the fact that there was no escape under the rug, let will-o’-wisps loose all at once.


  Leshya didn’t have the confidence to be hit directly by them and be safe.


  Many bluish-white will-o’-wisps approached while drawing a parabola.


  Leshya’s eyes were glued to them.


  They looked awfully slow.


  It seemed that she could spend time on having the privilege of reflecting upon her regrets.


  Even though she finally became able to awaken the true Cursed Sword.


  And did her best to be helpful to everyone in the fight against the 《Metaphysicals》.


  And got Moroha, Haruka and even Isurugi to help her with her special training.


  After all, I──


  – What is born from water, does not return to water  Collapse!


  Suddenly, Moroha’s shout roared.


  Sonorously, so as to blow Leshya’s regret away.


  While crossing swords with Mist with his right hand, Moroha wrote the 1st Rank of Water, 《Hydro Squirt》, with his left hand, shot it to weave his way through the battlefield, and blasted away all the will-o’-wisps drawing near Leshya.


  During the one-on-one battle with a tough enemy, he noticed Leshya’s predicament and came to support her.


  The extent of his field of vision was something special!


  With gratitude overflowing from her chest, Leshya was amazed.


  Leshya didn’t know.


  For Flaga, who always fought against large armies alone, it was an exaggeration to call a battlefield where less than 20 people blended a melee, it wasn’t enough at all*.


  *TN: Flaga is the furigana reading for Moroha in his previous life.


  (Moroha is looking after me!)


  When Leshya regained her drive, she jumped greatly, escaped from the encirclement of fire pillars, and repositioned her Cursed Sword.


  Juggler was showered with Shizuno’s 《Freezing Shade》, its body froze and its movement grew dull.


  Without a moment’s delay, Satsuki, Kuraki and other Shiroganes attacked immediately.


  Leshya also responded to that.


  Despite regaining its movement with its regenerative ability, Juggler released will-o’-wisps to kill Leshya’s enthusiasm.


  They exploded and fire pillars spewed up.


  Leshya disappeared in the flames.


  ──The obstinate stain that didn’t disappear has finally been cleaned up!


  Juggler laughed loudly and flung will-o’-wisps at Satsuki immediately after.


  Aiming for that and turning on her heels, Leshya thrust Leprazan into it from behind.


  Being hit by the will-o’-wisps and pretending to have disappeared in the fire pillar was all done by an afterimage.


  She deceived Juggler’s judgment with the 《Komon》 way of walking tempered by Haruka.


  The tip of Leprazan stabbed straight from the back touched something hard.


  It was the core that fit in the heart region of the Evil Spirit class.


  It stabbed from the back side to the left side of the chest.


  Leshya didn’t vacillate and thrust Leprazan into it with 《Strength》.


  Wondering if the hard core had been pierced, it put resistance.


  ──Filthy, filthy, filthy, filthy, filthy, not this sort of filthyyyyyyyyyyy


  Together with a bloodcurdling piercing cry, Juggler writhed.


  That was its last moment.


  The tip of Leprazan reached into the core and consumed the mellow soul filling that space*.


  *TN: Soul is the furigana reading for satana.


  The color of the core that fit in the heart region lost its concentration very fast, from dark blue to ash, and from ash to light ash.


  Without the gluttony coming to an end, it eventually lost all color.


  The empty core shattered, and the body scattered in all directions as if killing itself after the death of its loved one.


  Anyway, the tough Evil Spirit class disappeared with a single stab of Leprazan.


  No, it was consumed.


  The red light that the sword blade wore was shining even more, as if it had sucked more blood.


  Then, regarding the remains where the Evil Spirit class had gone extinct, a faint twinkle flickered, and took the shape of a person similar to pointillism.


  It was the figure of a female Kuroma named Lioubov D. Kolodin, Head of the Omsk Branch Office.


  She thanked Leshya and flew to the northeastern sky. This was the direction of the city of Samara.


  Juggler was defeated.


  Satsuki and the others congratulated Leshya, who had achieved such an extraordinary feat, all at once.


  Moroha blew off Mist with 《Jupiter》 and raised his left thumb for a moment.


  Even Shizuno smiled at her from the back of Karasbolas.


  Leshya made her cheeks go red with a sense of accomplishment and a feeling of pride.


  Still, only Juggler──only one of them had been defeated.


  Suddenly.


  A presence that brought about strong chills spread like ripples, and Leshya’s skin, who was attacked by it, had gooseflesh.


  Satsuki and company also held their tongues as if to douse off their spirits.


  The cheerful atmosphere froze in one shot.


  The true identity of the presence was a thick satana that overflowed again from the stage of human bones.


  The Diva and her stage that everyone left alone and ignored because they couldn’t interfere from there and couldn’t directly attack from there either.


  At the center, Diva raised a piercing cry again.


  ──Why are you doing such an atrocious act!? 


  ──She hadn’t committed any sin!


  ──Please! Don’t spread misery to the world anymore, God! 


  The central part of the stage, which was shaped like a sunny-side up fried egg on which Diva stood, bulged again, reaching a height of about 5 meters.


  Around it, the miasma became a mist and danced, eventually gathering and uniting.


  – No way….


  Someone from Strikers muttered.


  It was that “No way”.


  The miasma gathered in one placed swirled, and a new shadow appeared suddenly from inside.


  It was a monster that should be expressed as a moving skeleton dummy. The loosely grown white hair reached its feet, a very long bone held in both hands like a quarterstaff.


  Around the heart, a jet-black core that stored satana was buried.


  The 4th Evil Spirit.


  Skeleton*.


  *TN: Skeleton is the furigana reading for Skull Evil Spirit.


  This? Immediately after finally defeating Juggler?


  Those who dropped their shoulders due to a sense of futility appeared one after another.


  However, on the other hand,


  – It’ll just become the prey of Leshya’s Cursed Sword again!


  Satsuki showed her inherent spirit of never giving up and charged at Skeleton.


  – We’ll create an opening!


  Kuraki followed her.


  Leshya would stab the Cursed Sword into the core as the two contained the Evil Spirit and tore down its defense ──it was a simple tactic that they could think of on the spur of the moment, still, Leshya also considered it to be effective.


  She was about to follow them.


  In a fraction of a second──


  Skeleton wielded the bone in its hands like in boujutsu*.


  *TN: Boujutsu is the art of using a stick as a weapon.


  Just by catching sight of that swing, Leshya’s legs cowered with fright.


  It looked casual, a polished movement as if swung by a master.


  Satsuki and company attacked first, but they were unable to avoid it and were hit strongly.


  And were sent flying backwards.


  Satsuki and Kuraki rolled on the ground due to the excess of momentum.


  Satsuki managed to get up, but Kuraki was lying down on the ground, he couldn’t imitate her.


  Confusion ran among the Strikers. They knew that Kuraki boasted an excellent toughness.


  ──I don’t feel like losing to brats


  Skeleton jolted its fleshless belly while leaking out a mumbling growl.


  It was calm and collected, and full of gaps.


  Still, no one could attack it at once.


  The blow of Skeleton emitted that much of a dignity.


  ──Hurry up and bring it on, brats. My old bones will teach you the harshness of the world


  Skeleton made the bone stick rotate overhead, struck a pose and enticed them.


  Its presence had a different status than Juggler.


  Despite becoming pale, Satsuki resolutely faced it while the others were caused to be silent.


  (There’s no way I’ll let her fight alone…)


  Leshya clenched her true Cursed Sword so as to cling to it.


  Then, she had no choice but to bolster her courage and follow Satsuki.
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  In the concert hall that didn’t exist anywhere in the world, the six-winged fiends smiled.


  Shiba and the others were watching the fighting style of Diva and the others from the balcony seats on the second floor, and Louise Saint-Germain was sitting down on the organ chair in the opposite direction.


  In the middle of the sky in the concert hall, they were crossing swords with the Strikers of Akane Academy on a beach in Sochi, and that sort of thing was being shown as a three-dimensional image.


  – Isn’t this thing, like I thought, a great success!?


  “Flash Sword” Leonard van Percy hung out over the balcony and got excited.


  – I have no objections.


  In the adjoining balcony section, “Invisible” agreed with a mechanical voice.


  – It sure is… unexpected.


  Shiba muttered from the bottom of his heart while watching from the front seats.


  – Yes. I was wondering what to expect from this Katy-something-skaya-chan.


  Louise made her legs sway to and fro and laughed. Since she was sitting deeply on a chair, her feet didn’t reach the floor.


  When Shiba gave them the seed, he advised Yuri to turn into a 《Metaphysical》 when the moment arrived.


  They estimated that with that well-known “Gravity user”, an outstanding Evil Spirit class would certainly be born.


  But things turned out like this, with this thing being born from Katya.


  – The ability to summon other Evil Spirit class one after another and use them to make them fight…? She’s definitely the strongest Evil Spirit class we have brought forth so far.


  Was there something else other than unexpected?


  Shiba felt even some kind of compassion and stared at Diva in the image.


  – This is why it’s fun to turn them into 《Metaphysicals》! Like I thought, there’s nothing like it!


  Everyone agreed with Leonard’s shout.


  – Well, there may be.


  Louise wore an evil smile that didn’t suit a girl.


  (Maybe… maybe?)


  No one said anything after that.


  If it’s about an Evil Spirit like this one, “maybe” we should strike back at Haimura Moroha──


  As one would expect, she was afraid of what they might think if she put her expectations into words frivolously.


  Therefore, everyone stared at the three-dimensional image with intense concentration.


  Though cold, the bottom of their hearts was boiling hot, and the eyes of Shiba were no exception.


  Chapter 7 - Holy Sword and Cursed Sword


  Skeleton easily and selfishly swung the bone stick.


  It didn’t look very fast or agile at all.


  But no one could dodge it. They were hit by it.


  The best they could do was to put themselves on guard from the beginning and stop it with their weapons.


  And it caused them to be blown away as if it was a joke.


  A blow that truly didn’t seem to be that powerful or heavy.


  『Kiriyuuuuuuuuu』


  Another person, a third-year Shirogane boy, was damaged and fainted, and the sword he used to block it was broken. Seeing that, Kamekichi screamed.


  『I’ll take care of your foeeeeeeeee!』


  – He’s not dead yet!


  Another third-year Shirogane yelled back, took Kiriyuu to a safe area and ran away.


  ──It is a mistake to strike back at my old bones! 


  Skeleton, who brought down a person as if handling a kid, put on an air of complacency, thrust the bone stick into the ground and struck a pose.


  Exactly like the boujutsu of a master.


  In the field that only those who had mastered the way for 40 or 50 years could reach.


  As for the eyes of Leshya, who also refined her martial arts that did not rely on Light Techniques, could see that.


  Even if she saw that, it was futile.


  An extremely skilled master of boujutsu with the physical strength, agility and regenerative ability of an Evil Spirit class.


  Even the absurd had a limit.


  ──Now, brats! Receive my teaching with gratitude.


  The whimsically assaulting stick attack of Skeleton approached Leshya.


  Leshya tried to catch it with Leprazan.


  Skeleton’s bone stick should be made of satana, and since she caught it with the blade of the Cursed Sword, on the contrary, it should have been able to cut it right in half.


  However, as if Skeleton said 「Oops, I almost forgot」, he slimily changed the trajectory of the blow on the way.


  He missed so that it wasn’t caught by Leprazan, changed the aim and struck Leshya’s kneecaps.


  – U, a… h.


  Because of the pain of having her kneecap pulverized, Leshya expressed anguish.


  Forced to stand on one leg, and without being able to slash properly, she jumped backwards greatly with her safe leg.


  Skeleton didn’t fail to notice that and took a pursuit stance.


  – Watch out!


  Satsuki shouted and Shizuno helped from the left and right.


  – The will to break the deadlock!


  Shizuno’s 《Mind Beat》 struck Skeleton from the sides.


  However, without making the smallest movement, Skeleton had to curb her. It was like this since some time ago.


  Even when someone like Shizuno used mana, Dark Art Attacks were never effective on Skeleton.


  Despite changing attributes and trying various things.


  Skeleton had such a special characteristic that Dark Arts didn’t get through to it, just as Light Techniques virtually didn’t get through to the Wicked Spirit species.


  –  Teeeeeeeeeeei!


  This time, Satsuki hit Skeleton, but on the contrary, she was repelled with ease like driving a fly away.


  Skeleton easily pushed the hindrances on the left and right aside,


  ──There is a treasure called experience in our old bones! We are way out of your league, brats! 


  Facing Leshya, whose right knee was broken and couldn’t move satisfactorily, it raised its bone stick overhead.


  Leshya strained her eyes and concentrated on 《Clairvoyance》.


  There was no other way to survive──but to predict the blow of this master somehow and stop it with Leprazan.


  I have to, she thought, and put vigor and prana in her eyes.


  The very moment when she did so, her eyes that were taking a straight look at the bone stick that was raised overhead suddenly split into two.


  (Is Moroha helping me again?)


  She thought so, but it wasn’t that.


  It was Haruka──who stood between them from the side at purple lightning speed during the attack motion of the master.


  She was battling against Steel, but was unable to just watch this hard fight and came running.


  – Leshya, step back for a moment and concentrate on recovery. Satsuki, take turns with me.


  Haruka gave instructions while keeping her back on Leshya and facing Skeleton warily.


  Her back, which was smaller than Leshya’s, looked very reliable.


  – Un, der, stood, I’m going to beat the, hell out of this thing that looks like Mt. Tsurugi over there.


  – My kneecap is broken. It won’t be easy to heal it with my 《Inner Life》.


  – Roger. Anyway, step back and stop overdoing it.


  – Sorry…. even though you took the time to train me, I….


  – Stop, don’t say that. If you say something like that, I’d have to prostrate myself before Moroha every time.


  Haruka made a joke with a grumble.


  – Do you prostrate yourself before him stark naked?


  Leshya returned a persiflage that the gentlemen of 5channel would write.


  Although Haruka’s words made her feel relieved to some extent, she retreated so as to not be a burden.


  – Now….


  Haruka fixed her gaze on Skeleton again.


  Skeleton scanned and examined the bone stick that had been sliced off halfway in a truly and apparently curious manner.


  The human-like behavior was unbearably creepy when a skeleton did it.


  (But it’s not to the point to make me feel frightened)


  Leshya had stepped back and Satsuki moved in the direction of Steel, she had to take on this master alone.


  (Imagine…)


  Haruka told herself in her mind.


  That the one standing there isn’t Skeleton, but Moroha. 


  Even Moroha had outrageous power and speed.


  It was swordsmanship in a martial arts sense, after all.


  (But now, the one standing before me is just a skeleton guy)


  Thinking so, she wasn’t scared.


  It wasn’t scary at all compared to Moroha.


  You can do it──Haruka calmly readied her sword.


  As if losing interest in examining it, Skeleton consumed satana and regenerated the bone stick.


  And immediately swung it down casually from above its head.


  Haruka dashed back with all her might.


  Yes, only about 5 meters. 


  Skeleton’s boujutsu was terrifying, not a single person could dodge it. If so, she had to try to dodge it.


  All she had to do was to escape to a distance that would never hit her.


  The length of the bone stick was greatly approximated to be 2 meters.


  There was no reason that it would hit her if she moved back 5 meters.


  (However, better not be arrogant about that)


  If Haruka just escaped far away with all her might, Skeleton would just go to attack someone else.


  For that reason, Haruka didn’t stop moving even after dashing back.


  (Speed, speed, speed! Make the best use of the only weapon I have!)


  Haruka rushed while advising and encouraging herself.


  After stepping back 5 meters, detour in a circular trajectory while keeping that distance so as to not enter the attack range of Skeleton’s bone stick and get behind it! 


  At a speed that you think no one but you can reach! 


  While Skeleton’s blow wasn’t very fast, in that instant from the beginning of the hit to the end, in that mere instant, Haruka executed just that and slashed from behind.


  Haruka surpassed the performance of the master, Skeleton, with the only thing she surpassed it which was speed and added a blow with the sword that no one could do.


  She always thought about the way to make the best use of speed.


  If a speed game was proposed, no one could beat Momo-senpai.


  It was a blow that could be said to be the culmination and true value of Haruka who continued absorbing Moroha’s teachings.


  As observed, the emaciated Skeleton was broken here and there with Haruka’s powerless 《Venus》, and it became interestingly worn-out with just one blow.


  – Don’t you have calcium deficiency?


  Haruka cracked a joke with the joy of being able to land a critical hit.


  ──Where is the harm done by me, an old maaaaaaaaaaaaan!?


  Skeleton turned aside while regenerating the broken part, and dispatched a blow of anger behind him. Of course, at that moment, Haruka was already far outside its reach.


  




  Shizuno was making Karasbolas run as Satsuki headed towards Steel.


  It was a lie to say that she wasn’t worried about leaving everything to Haruka, but she decided to support other battlefields because Dark Arts didn’t work on that Skeleton no matter how much she tried.


  In the battle against Steel, Ichirou bore the brunt of the attack and dealt with it virtually by himself.


  While Haneda and Shiori’s mobile battery combination and the fire support of the turtle tank were insufficient, he was fighting bravely by making full use of his sword skills and 《Komon》.


  If it wasn’t for this surprising fighting power, they would have been struggling much harder.


  However, Ichirou appeared to feel the pressure on his cool face and inside him.


  When Satsuki, who was a tank type and could risk her life, came running, he showed a relieved expression for a moment.


  (Now, how should I support?)


  Shizuno pondered while staring at the battle situation on the back of Karasbolas.


  Basically, the method of matching the timing with Shiori and driving Dark Arts into it was solid.


  Time had passed since the start of the battle, and the color of Steel’s core was considerably getting closer to white.


  If Shizuno’s firepower joined the front, it would make it consume more satana successfully.


  As soon as she thought so, she made eye contact with him who fought in a corner of the wide battlefield.


  It was only a moment when their gazes were entwined, but that was enough for Shizuno.


  She adjusted her breath and prepared for a major Dark Art.


  – Write──


  Leaving defense to Karasbolas, she closed her eyes and spelled while envisioning a stronger image.


  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 a stop   As if even time was frozen 


  I am a person who refuse to understand   A person who seek 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


  6th Rank Dark Arts, 《Bright White Frost》


  – Fa-fall back──!!


  Satsuki screamed when she felt the sign of colossal mana and hurriedly took distance from Steel with Ichirou.


  Having confirmed that, Shizuno flicked the magic characters spelled in the air with the tip of her toes.


  She released a manifested micro-sized boreal hell and completely froze Steel in ice.


  Even an Evil Spirit class would need time to regenerate if this much was done.


  Its movement stopped.


  This was the best assistance of the Witch and King’s Aid.


  Moroha, who waited for Shizuno’s chanting for a short while, kneaded mana while crossing swords with Mist.


  Unlike prana which was torn by 《Inner Life》 to avert the poisonous fog, he could use all of it to attack.


  While exchanging sword attacks with his right hand, he began spelling ancient magic characters with his left hand and chanted sonorously.


  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  Becoming a purifying intense mercy


  Everyone   Dies and returns to skull 


  The still bleak irony of    My hometown that was reduced to scorched earth


  Cry   God has abandoned people


  The world of decadence is not over   The trumpets are blown   The hour of judgment has come


  6th Rank Dark Art, 《Bright Red Flame》.


  He spelled a Dark Art that was paired up with Shizuno’s in the air and severed it with the sword instead of flicking it with his finger.


  Then, he caused a true deep crimson flame to twist around the blade and held it aloft.


  The aim wasn’t──Mist in front of him.


  He ran through the side of it while taking advantage of the surprise attack, and aimed at the frozen Steel that was in a straight line.


  Once outside the poisonous fog, he used all his prana to attack.


  And struck the still-immovable Steel with all his might.


  A fire pillar that pierced the heavens, which was incomparable to the ones made by Juggler’s will-o’-wisps, spouted powerfully.


  After receiving the 6th Rank of Ice, a Yin Yang that housed the 6th Rank of Flames that formed a pair was driven in, and Steel’s body, its core and everything was smashed to atoms.


  Moroha immediately brought the quick cooperation with Shizuno to an end.


  As for the remains, the brilliance of his soul, which became the source body, flickered.


  – Oh, it was you.


  Checking his face, Moroha muttered.


  He didn’t remember his name, but he was the man who was the Branch Head of Ulan-Ude Branch Office when he attacked it.


  He was a Kuroma who was unhealthily afraid that he would be assassinated by Lightning Empress at any time and for any mistake, so he lived in a transparent building, kept the lights on at night, and was escorted by 10 golems.


  The soul of such a man disappeared into the northeastern sky so as to escape.


  Steel was defeated.


  But Moroha didn’t catch his breath.


  Not just because there was still Mist left.


  But also because Diva began singing enthusiastically again.


  The stage of corpses swelled in a hemispherical shape, and what was at Diva’s feet increased in height by about 2 meters.


  The miasma that erupted from the entire stage swirled and summoned a new Evil Spirit class again.


  A bronze Guardian with a large thorn shield in each of its hands*.


  *TN: Guardian is the furigana reading for Gate Guardian Evil Spirit.


  ──A desperate defense! If you don’t want to die, I’ll absolutely defend you to the laaaaast!


  As soon as it jumped out of the vortex, it rushed towards Skeleton at full speed.


  The attack of Haruka, which was about to slash it from behind, was prevented with the shield.


  – Hey.


  And would send Haruka, who was confused by the sudden intrusion, flying with the hostile shield.


  Haruka jumped back just in time, but with that, she was completely at a loss how to keep attacking.


  The reason was that Guardian remained right next to Skeleton and didn’t move.


  A master-class boujutsu and two large shields that were obviously sturdy.


  This combination was, needles to say, powerful.


  Even Moroha hesitated.


  Was it okay to continue drawing Mist’s attention alone like this?


  Should the duo of Skeleton and Guardian be cut down?


  A voice reverberated from the megaphone──to the back of his wavering body to urge him.


  『Don’t stop, Haimuraa! Leave it to meeeeeeeee!』


  It was the angry roar of the captain, Kamekichi.


  




  Mannendou Kamekichi never doubted that he was a genius.


  Actually, even now, a gifted insight gushed out from inside his superior gray matter.


  – Listen, everyone──


  In the cockpit of the turtle tank, Kamekichi told in a whispering manner.


  This golem was designed for two people.


  In order to make the armor thicker, there was a front seat in a low position and a rear seat in a high position inside the surprisingly cramped space*.


  *TN: Front seat is the furigana reading for front pilot’s seat and rear seat for rear gun seat.


  Takenaka sat in front and Kamekichi sat behind, that was their original position.


  But today, there were two more people on the rear seat. It was packed like sardines.


  Both were Kuromas, Nakamoto Maki, a third-year girl, and Munekata, a second-year Kouhai.


  If the enemy was an Evil Spirit class with excellent mobility, the Kuromas without a golem would have no means of self-defense, and a way of doing things like the duo of Haneda and Shiori would have no fighting efficiency.


  This turtle tank directly turned the passengers’ mana into shells and fired them, so if they could bear with the tight space, then they would get stronger by carrying people to the limit.


  Therefore, Kamekichi summoned 「Everyone」, those being Takenaka, Maki and Munekata.


  – Listen… I’ve just realized something incredible.


  – Really? Please tell us, Kammie-senpai.


  Munekata, who always respected Kamekichi, made his voice get lively in anticipation.


  Heh, Kamekichi smiled.


  Maki, who despite being cramped, had to comb her hair upwards against her will, and was forced into close contact, looked displeased.


  Kamekichi said in a bitter voice.


  – This tank had a perfect anti-poison function….


  – Realize it from the beginning, Kameyoshi!


  Maki, who in spite of having a cute face was easy to anger, retorted with a headbutt instead of the hand that couldn’t move well.


  – A-anyway, that being said! From this moment, we’ll engage that poisonous fog asshole!


  – … Aye-aye, sir.


  Looking unsatisfied, Takenaka turned the course of the turtle tank towards Mist,


  『Don’t stop, Haimuraa! Leave it to meeeeeeeeeee!』


  Kamekichi acted in an arrogant manner to Moroha outside through the megaphone.


  The free Mist was about to swoop down on Ichirou.


  『Move out of the way right now! That’ll be this guy’s kill zone!』


  At the same time as he warned Ichirou, Kamekichi prepared for the bombardment.


  The turtle tank was a golem, not a machine.


  All of the steering was done by putting a hand on the crystal ball of the pedestal placed in front of both seats and pouring mana into it.


  Munekata and Maki put their hands on top of Kamekichi’s hand and injected mana together.


  Takenaka’s mana was also gathered from the front seat.


  Kamekichi pointed and confirmed that Ichirou had separated from Mist as if he had understood.


  『High-explosive shells will go boom! Four times the power!』


  The barrel of the turtle tank fired.


  The fired mana shell exploded in the air before hitting Mist, became pebble and rained down.


  Because of that, the power was reduced, but even the speed of the Evil Spirit class had a hard time avoiding them.


  『Boom! Boom! Boom!』


  The high-explosive shells were fired in rapid succession, and Kamekichi made Mist eat the mana pebbles as a barrage.


  He wondered if Mist was unable to move, just like when he tried to leave Satsuki alone without engaging her in the finals of the school league, but he wasn’t that naïve.


  Mist’s core wasted satana in the battle with Moroha and turned gray, but as soon as it could do it, it made full use of its regenerative ability and charged into the rain of high-explosive shells.


  And swung its claws.


  The armor of the turtle tank, which used up the secret art of Zlatan, the lead knight of 《Les Éléments》, didn’t have a single scratch.


  – *Laughs proudly*, my talented insight overturns the disadvantage of the unit!


  – Hey, don’t be happy! Don’t rampage! Where do you think you’re touching while taking advantage of the situation, you lecher!


  – S-sorry, I couldn’t resist. I don’t have an interest in your tits, butt or thighs, however!


  While refuting in a gentlemanlike and logically consistent manner, he turned his eyes to a corner of the battlefield──to the duo of Haneda and Shiori.


  He erased the guy from his sight (or better say, his consciousness) and focused his hot gaze on Shidou Shiori only.


  The girls called the girls of Akane Academy treated Kamekichi as raw garbage for an unwarranted reason.


  Only Shiori, who was also his classmate, was kind to him recently.


  She talked to him normally, didn’t curse him irrationally, and encouraged Captain Kamekichi, saying 「It’s difficult, isn’t? But you can do it」; this was without a doubt mutual love.


  – I dedicate this victory to Shiori.


  Kamekichi stiffened his expression and declared.


  – Listen, Kamekichi-kun. While I think it’s a good idea to dedicate it to her, Shidou-san is dating Haneda-kun, you know?


  – Please tell me it’s a lie, Takenakaaaaaaaaa!?


  – Eh? You didn’t know, Kammie-senpai?


  – Then, what the hell was that kindnesssssssssss!?


  – All boys like Kameyoshi, no? So, in order not to be hated by Haneda-kun, Shio-chan had no choice but to stop treating you as kitchen waste.


  – Women are SSSSCAAAAAAAAARRRRRRYYYYYYYYYYY.


  Kamekichi screamed as though his throat burst.


  Poured mana as though his gray matter was burned off.


  The barrel of the turtle tank fired a high-explosive shell at Mist in front of it.


  The contact shattered the core in the central part.


  – You saw it? The fire of my soul….


  Kamekichi triumphed with a feeble voice while tears streamed down his face.


  – Do it from the beginning….


  And was retorted by Takenaka.


  – I mean, it’s because of our mana, right? Your mana is a little too poor. After all, how can you have such a nice thing when you aren’t B-Rank? Keep training.


  And was retorted by Maki.


  Mist was defeated.


  




  Skeleton swung the bone stick aimlessly.


  Moroha warded it off like a willow with his beloved sword.


  He used up all the Sword Techniques and Light Techniques he had and endured the blow of the master that couldn’t be caught or dodged by anyone.


  Let alone slashing back and smashing a few ribs of Skeleton.


  Skeleton was also a formidable being, and calmly mowed him down with his bone stick.


  Moroha put his left hand on the back of Saratiga and caught it with the blade by using both hands.


  Both immediately pulled their specialized weapons and exchanged blows again.


  Both paused and fought fiercely on the spot.


  Moroha’s swordsmanship and Skeleton’s boujutsu gave off sparks with the sound of clashing weapons.


  Guardian supported Skeleton’s back.


  As for Haruka, she wanted to make a move from behind while Moroha crossed weapons with Skeleton from the front, but this wasn’t possible.


  Normally, 《Metaphysicals》 only appeared for some reason, so 《Saviors》 used to try to surround them and exterminate them, but this time was different. It was too annoying.


  Satsuki was lively, in contrast to Haruka grinding her teeth.


  The reason was that she was exchanging blows with Guardian head-on.


  When Satsuki’s 《Venus》 buzzed, Guardian stopped it with a shield.


  When Guardian attacked her, using its thorn shields as a blunt weapon, Satsuki stopped them with the sword.


  That exchange.


  She wasn’t repelled before she could do anything by the long reach of master’s boujutsu.


  – This! This is the fair and square thing I was looking for!


  However, without having mercy, Shizuno finished spelling 《Freezing Shade》 and fired it.


  – Pull back!


  Ichirou, who was exhausted in the battle with Steel and was exposed to Mist’s poisonous fog, moved back and rested, raised the alarm.


  Moroha calmly jumped back, Satsuki did so in a reluctant manner, and Shizuno’s Dark Art blew fiercely into the place where only Skeleton and Guardian remained.


  Skeleton didn’t appear to experience mental anguish as usual, but that wasn’t the same for Guardian.


  It consumed satana in the core to regenerate its frozen body.


  By that time, Moroha and Satsuki were already charging.


  Still, the two Evil Spirit class also showed cooperative performance.


  They abruptly switched their positions.


  Guardian caught Moroha’s slash with its large shields.


  Skeleton mowed down Satsuki’s charge with its bone stick.


  Particularly, Satsuki was taken by surprise and received the blow completely.


  The impact numbed her body and she fell to the ground without being able to land safely.


  ──It is known that brats are nothing more than nutrients for our old bones! 


  Skeleton came pursuing her.


  The master’s bone stick moved fast against the wind and was swung down.


  (This is super bad!)


  By the time she saw that scene, Haruka was already moving by reflex.


  There was one attempt to rescue Satsuki from her predicament.


  If she wasn’t going to use it now, when was she going to use 《Hagun》?


  Without hesitation, Haruka used her trump card──the way of walking Shukuchi, got closer to Skeleton in the blink of an eye, ran past before its very eyes, cut down the bone stick while passing each other, and at the same time, picked up the collapsed Satsuki and escaped.


  She brilliantly tided over the predicament.


  However, the cost of using the great technique called 《Hagun》 was serious.


  The legs that did something ridiculous didn’t move for a while due to the backlash.


  Skeleton didn’t fail to notice that opportunity, and attacked while regenerating the bone stick.


  Ichirou volunteered to take on the role of protecting Haruka.


  One swing of the long sword parried Skeleton’s boujutsu.


  However, a second swing that connected to it flowingly was impossible, and was repelled.


  However, after gaining that much time, Haruka recovered from the backlash, carried Satsuki in her arms and escaped from the bone stick’s range. Ichirou’s judgment was correct.


  The duo of Skeleton and Guardian was definitely strong, but Strikers didn’t lose either.


  If a foursome of this degree was made, then they were more than evenly matched.


  Moreover, Kamekichi and his tank team defeated Mist over there.


  He probably should have said “However, we rushed it”.


  Diva summoned a new companion.


  The stage of human bones further raised the central part in a spherical shape, and miasma swirled.


  There were two shapes that jumped out of the same vortex.


  Moroha opened his eyes wide.


  Diva had never summoned more than four at the same time. He thought without a doubt that using three of them was the limit. Was it actually cutting corners?


  (No… that’s not it)


  Moroha saw the two figures that had appeared and realized so.


  Both of them were human-bodied beast-faced Evil Spirits.


  Both of them were hyenas above the neck.


  More than anything, they were two peas in a pod.


  Moroha’s intuition whispered.


  Bulat W. Smertin, the Branch Office Head with whom he fought in Khabarovsk.


  That man was the original 《Donrou》 user who kept himself in a cloned state.


  Probably this Evil Spirit used his soul as its source body, a two-in-one Doppelganger*.


  *TN: Doppelganger is the furigana reading for Hyena Evil Spirit.


  He understood the trick, but this situation was awful.


  With their current strength, they stood little chance in taking on 4 Evil Spirit class.


  ──Money! You have the nerve to have the pungent smell of money! 


  Doppelganger was merrily about to attack.


  The first was going to attack Satsuki, whose body was still numb and couldn’t move, and Haruka, who carried her in her arms.


  The other one was going to attack the duo of Haneda and Shiori.


  It accurately scented out the already weak or relatively weak opponents and aimed for its prey.


  Even if Moroha went to help them, he was blocked by the skull and gate guardian that divided the offense and defense roles between them.


  – Ichirou!


  Moroha shouted the name of the most reliable Shirogane among the remaining ones.


  However, there was a shadow that moved faster than him who was in the middle of recovering from Skeleton’s blow.


  It jumped over the guardrail from the expressway and dashed.


  At first glance, she was a pretty girl that didn’t belong on the battlefield.


  However, it was definitely the shadow of a warrior who covered her slender body in the black uniform of the Russian Division and lightly carried a huge sword that was larger than her height.


  She was Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov.


  She delivered Katya, who had become an empty shell, to the lodging house and came back.


  The long sword of Yuri, which wore a cherry-colored prana, mowed down Doppelganger A.


  At the same time, she manipulated gravity and restrained B to crush it on the spot.


  Thanks to that, Satsuki gained time to recover.


  『… I am sorry for being late』


  Yuri apologized, but cheers of welcome rose from here and there.


  With the addition of a powerful helper, the balance of power was turned around again──


  




  Leonard was watching the spectacle through a stereoscopic image in “Tír na nÓg”.


  Yuri’s fighting style was bloodcurdling.


  In order to release the soul of her best friend, she disheveled her long hair, wielded her long sword and bared her fangs, just like a yaksha.


  She restricted one of the Doppelgangers with gravity, making their movement grow dull.


  Yuri herself, on the contrary, repeated a hit-and-run with a light movement that didn’t make her feel gravity.


  Like cooking with a long sword instead of a kitchen knife.


  When Leonard fought with her at the Yekaterinburg main office before, Yuri had the rare talent of having an unwavering heart.


  But now Leonard thought that she was worth it.


  No──if he were to say that, it was the Strikers who should be re-examined.


  When Leonard attacked Akane Academy before, they were much more disappointing.


  Even if Moroha was on the battlefield, if they remained as they were, they wouldn’t be able to fight against Diva, and the corpses would amount to mountains*.


  *TN: Diva is the furigana reading for strongest Evil Spirit.


  (You’re something else, young lady. Like I thought, it was the right answer to keep you alive)


  Leonard shifted his attention to a corner of the battlefield.


  Satsuki and Haruka were engaging with the other Doppelganger.


  Especially Satsuki meeting it face-to-face and speaking sharply.


  That was the Akane Academy that defeated the Six Wings crushingly.


  (Like I thought, I should fight there too!)


  Leonard extended his arm from the balcony to the stereoscopic image while writhing in agony from the wish that he couldn’t reach.


  『… Aaaaaaaa!』


  Yuri disheveled her hair and screamed as though her throat was torn.


  She manipulated gravity with 《Mars》, and restrained the movements of the two Doppelgangers together.


  The Doppelgangers tried to break free, causing satana to overflow from the core.


  It was a tug of war between prana and satana.


  Once on the Ob River, when she restrained a Dreadnought, she strained her prana to the point that she thought her entire soul would be emptied.


  It took an enormous amount of prana to restrain the Archfiend now, which was incomparable to that time.


  However, Yuri could not lose.


  She clenched her bare teeth, distorted her pretty look to that of a demon, and forcibly fetched prana.


  『… I … will definitely… save, Ka, tyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa…』
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  Manipulating gravity, both Doppelgangers were thrown into the distant sky,


  『… Now, Leshya』


  Yuri fell to her knees on the spot with no energy left to scream or stamina to look back.


  Behind her was Leshya who returned to the battlefield with her Cursed Sword as a cane.


  Yuri, who rushed from the lodging house, first came across her admirable figure that summoned all of her prana to heal her knee strenuously.


  As soon as she saw Yuri, she approached her with a plan.


  The Doppelgangers were just flapping their limbs in the sky where they couldn’t grab anything.


  Leshya looked up at that.


  Yuri did as they had arranged beforehand.


  Leshya poured all the prana that she had been kneading into her healthy right foot.


  The way of walking 《Bukyoku》 that made 《Strength》 overflow and multiplied 《Godlike Movement》.


  Leshya jumped as hard as she could.


  The muscles of her right leg, which weren’t protected by 《High Durability》, creaked and tore under the ridiculous burden.


  – I owe so much to Katya…!


  Leshya ignored the pain and soared in the sky with a momentum as if she had been ejected from a catapult.


  She headed straight at full speed towards one of the Doppelgangers that flailed clumsily in the sky.


  Her aim was one thing, the black core that fit in the left part of the chest.


  Doppelganger noticed Leshya and tried to intercept her by swinging its claws, but Leshya who soared with all her energy was much faster.


  Leshya thrust the tip of the Cursed Sword straight into Doppelganger that could not avoid it.


  Immediately, Leprazan ate the satana that filled the core.


  The momentum wasn’t the same as when she did this with Juggler.


  The Cursed Sword that memorized the taste of the soul became more and more thirsty and was about to greedily slurp it up completely.


  It ate up the contents of the core in the blink of an eye, and Doppelganger, with body and everything, disappeared.


  The other half, the twin, also vanished at the same time.


  The blade of Leprazan, which had eaten more souls*, was shining brilliantly red like never before, like a star of bad omen twinkling in the night sky*.


  *TN: Souls is the furigana reading for satana.


  After trying various things with Isurugi and the others over the past month, she realized.


  Leprazan, which had become the true Cursed Sword, the more satana it ate, the more powerful it became.


  This brilliance now was a proof that its power had reached a new high.


  Leshya defeated the second Evil Spirit class, and while surrendering herself to free fall, she stared at the blade for a moment and kissed it.


  After that,


  – Moroha!


  She threw the Cursed Sword at him on the ground──


  




  ──He received it.


  Moroha was ready.


  In his right hand was the true Holy Sword Saratiga.


  In his left hand was the true Cursed Sword Leprazan.


  Carrying both, he ran while creating a gust.


  Diva let out a piercing cry to summon a replacement for Doppelganger.


  Even with its bright red lips open,


  ──I want to be happy! I want to be happy! I want to be happy!


  ──Why does something like unhappiness exist!? Who made this world!? 
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  ──Who should I resent!? To whom should I pray to be saved!? 


  What a sad cry of the soul.


  More than any of the Evil Spirit class he had seen until now.


  Moroha now concealed those emotions and ran to the stage of corpses.


  The ground at Diva’s feet bulged even higher.


  The top, which swelled in a hemispherical shape, had already reached 10 meters.


  – That thing, Nii-sama!


  Satsuki shouted and pointed to the half sphere.


  – That was that thing’s core!


  She told him a priceless truth, which she probably had sensed with her extraordinary sensing ability.


  I see.


  It wasn’t found anywhere in the body of the white Diva.


  As a matter of fact, the core was buried in the ground.


  Every time it summoned a new Evil Spirit class, it gradually rose from the top to the ground to release a stronger satana, an despite showing itself and being way too big, he couldn’t even predict that was Diva’s core.


  (In short… that stage is that thing’s true form, huh)


  On the contrary, Diva’s appearance was like a shadow.


  Then, hit the core, which was its real form.


  Before it was allowed to summon another Evil Spirit class.


  ──At the expense of you brats, only our old bones will survive. Namely, paradise!


  ──Defend to the laaaaaast. If I do not protect Her Majesty Lightning Empress, I will be killeeeeed.


  Skeleton and Guardian, who perceived his intention, obstructed Moroha’s subjugating move again.


  The strongest weapon and shields stood in the way.


  『… Please, Moroha』


  He heard Yuri’s voice who strained her spirit and soul.


  – … I beg you, Moroha.


  He heard Leshya’s voice who fell and whose legs were crushed.


  「『… Save Katya』」


  Although Japanese and English were different, they begged as one.


  Moroha stared at both Evil Spirits and readied the swords in his hands without losing speed.


  As if spreading his wings.


  If those were the strongest weapon and shield, then these were the strongest swords.


  He skillfully manipulated the two swords at the same time.


  The white and black blades moved around.


  Saratiga, which was filled with Moroha’s 《Ars Magna》, embodied the concept of cutting.


  It cut the core in the central part, the two large shields that Guardian held and everything into two.


  At the same time, he thrust Leprazan into the left side of the chest of Skeleton and instantly sucked up the rest of satana.


  Before the double strike of the Holy Sword and the Cursed Sword, the two Evil Spirits who carried offense and defense to extremes disappeared without having a choice.


  There were no further hindrances.


  Before the miasma gathered on the stage, swirled, and a new Evil Spirit class jumped out──


  Moroha reached the central part of it.


  In front of the gigantic core that he had never seen,


  Without caring about or wondering how much satana was stored in it,


  He thrust both Saratiga and Leprazan into it.


  And with this, it was over.


  Epilogue


  On a soft bed, Katya slowly opened her eyes.


  Her blurry focus was settled, and the familiar ceiling was projected in her field of vision.


  She realized that she had returned to the room where she had spent a few nights with Yuri on the top floor of the lodging house.


  Her chest was filled with relief and awkwardness.


  She fearfully moved her gaze to the side of the bed.


  Just as she thought, she was there.


  Yuri was sitting on a chair and staring at Katya.


  To her amazement, Moroha was next to her, he was watching over Katya’s awakening like her.


  But──she felt like both of them had somewhat scary faces.


  – … I’m angry.


  Yuri said flatly as if she had seen through her mind.


  – I’m angry.


  Even Moroha said plainly.


  – Aah, it wasn’t my imagination?


  Katya poked her own head and gave an embarrassing laugh.


  Yuri and Moroha kept the same scary look in their eyes.


  Overwhelmed, Katya,


  – I-I won’t do it again, can you forgive me, please…?


  She apologized seriously.


  – … Understood. If you’re really sorry, I forgive you.


  Yuri’s expression softened.


  Thanks to that, Katya’s chest was free of worries.


  While lying on her bed, she looked out of the window.


  Yuri did the same.


  The day after the battle, it was about 10 in the morning.


  The rays of the Sun in Sochi were radiant today as well.


  While doing so for a while,


  – I have something to talk to Katya-san.


  Moroha broke the ice.


  Katya turned her gaze back towards him.


  – You said that “In a world where 《Metaphysicals》 don’t appear, 《Saviors》 aren’t needed, correct?


  – … That’s right.


  She replied so as to reflect upon the bittersweet words.


  – If that happens, let’s start a business together. Katya-san seems to be great at calculating profit and loss, and I won’t spare myself either. I’m sure it will work out great.


  – Aha, that’s lovely…. If so, we’ll have to look for funds. Will banks loan us money though?


  Moroha appeared to have said this surely as mere consolation.


  Katya thought so and went along with his kind lie.


  – Oh, for funding, I have 1 billion yen.


  Katya stared in wonder.


  – Eh…? Japanese students have such an amount of money…?


  – No, the grandfather of the Urushibara family gave it to me.


  – He is a kind grandfather, isn’t he…?


  Although she was amazed, the calm part inside Katya’s head began to use the calculator in a great hurry.


  – Hmm, but…. I want to donate to orphanages all over Russia. If we go for a big business, then 1 billion yen doesn’t sound that reliable.


  – If that’s the case, I’ll get about 10 billion yen. The old man told me to tell him.


  – I want that convenient ATM, too….


  – Let’s make Charles invest in us. Well, even if that guy gets sulky, many of his subordinates are reasonable people, so I’m sure it will move in that direction.


  – I take my hat off to Haimura-han’s connections…


  Katya stared in wonder again.


  – Now that I’ve heard Haimura-han, I felt like we really can do it.


  – I’m being pretty serious, you know? There will be a lot of unemployed people anyway, and if everyone works together, things will turn out amazing.


  – But Haimura-han. In China, there’s a terrifying expression that says “When the enemy is defeated, the victorious soldiers can be killed off”.


  – In my country, we have a wonderful expression that says “Ill weeds grow apace”.


  Moroha took into consideration the true motive of Katya’s words and said without fear.


  Yes, when it comes to this boy, I really…. 


  Katya suddenly went crazy.


  Once she burst into laughter, she couldn’t stop anymore.


  She rolled around laughing on the bed.


  – … What’s wrong, Katya?


  She answered Yuri, who appeared to be curious, while wiping the corner of her eyes.


  – Well, when I heard such big words from Haimura-han, I thought that they were hopeless and indecisive, but I was an idiot… so I laughed and laughed*.


  *TN: Kansai dialect is pure hell; this text was so hard to understand and realize what it meant.


  – Can I also complain after Katya has calmed?


  – Of course. What’d that be? Please go easy on me.


  – … It’s about Katya tricking me into becoming an Evil Spirit.


  Yuri pouted.


  – … Katya said that I was a heavy woman. Was that very Katya going to drag me along and tell me to keep on living while feeling apologetic?


  – I’m heavier than Yuri, I think?


  Katya laughed loudly and made a dry bitter smile.


  – … It’s not a laughing matter.


  – Forgive me, forgive me. I said I won’t do it again. Yuri and I have always been together. Here, let’s lean on each other.


  After doing so for a while,


  – Give me your hand.


  She stretched both hands towards Yuri and Moroha.


  They held her hands respectively.


  Katya pulled the joined hands towards herself, put them on her left and right cheeks, and covered their hands with her own from above.


  – They’re warm….


  She had no memories of when she was transformed into a 《Metaphysical》.


  Like she was made to have cold, depressing, and lonely thoughts and kept screaming something. Such vague feelings still remained.


  At that time, she was surrounded by extremists, she had no choice, but still.


  Katya was really glad that she was able to do this now and was happy to be saved.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Edward received a report from Moroha via telephone installed in his office.


  – … Yeah… sure… OK, got it. Anyway, tell Miss Katya to come to London for a moment. … Yeah, I do know. You won’t regret it. I swear in the name of her Majesty the Queen! At any rate, I got Jack to solve it without raising any dissension, so I owe you one.


  After having a briefing session like that,


  – Ah, one more thing, thank you for your hard work in subjugating the Evil Spirit class! I heard something, you know? The true Cursed Sword that can kill such tough monsters with a single stab. Is that correct? Those Six Wings must be disappointed! What faces are those guys making? I want to see them!


  He ended the call as pleased as he could be.


  He put down the telephone receiver and looked at the woman in front of him.


  It wasn’t Angela.


  She was a beautiful woman with a striking platinum blonde hair that reached her hips while waving.


  Her looks were youthful enough to seem like she was in her mid-twenties, but she was much older than Edward.


  – Why are you not relieved, White Knight-kun?


  – Good grief, that’s always the case with our gracious Jack, Sage-dono.


  Edward called her Sage.


  She introduced herself as Jane Smith, but he didn’t feel like calling her stinky false name openly.


  – As for the artifice of the Six Wings this time, however, it was rather secondary for them to obtain source bodies for Evil Spirit class. Their real goal is to have other Divisions interfere in the affairs of the Russian Division and provoke both sides to wage war. To greatly shake the power of unity of the White Knight Organization that was about to take shape. Yes, something along those lines.


  – I have no objections, Sage-dono.


  This beautiful woman that rarely made an appearance was Edward’s benefactor.


  She gave him a lot of advice at the time of the founding of the White Knight Organization.


  In both the past and present, she was a master who educated Edward, who had no interest in anything other than composition of music and combat, about the fun of what was called politics in an organization.


  Even now, she sometimes served as a counselor.


  – Without turning down the death penalty for the 《Saviors》 who committed crimes, we should deal with them with an excessively strict attitude──that’s what I would have suggested a long time ago.


  As if Sage-dono said bashfully to the kid who was naughty in his childhood.


  However, Edward was convinced that such plan of action was not wrong.


  At least so far.


  By doing so, the 《Savior》 indulging in paranormal powers would be restrained from committing crimes.


  By doing so, the governments of each country would be convinced to fear the paranormal powers and rampage of the 《Saviors》.


  It would be immensely effective on both sides.


  – However, isn’t that getting slowly out of line with the times?


  Mainly due to the rise of the Six Wings.


  In a case like Katya this time, if they applied severe punishment to those with extenuating circumstances, they would end up being sheltered by the Six Wings.


  No, this case might have already been included in those where Shiba Akira came to vigorously persuade 《Saviors》.


  – I believe so. And it must be changed, no? Taking on governments of each country and have them approve it… just thinking about it requires so much effort! If Sage-dono was in charge of public relations, would I be able to feel that I can rest easy as well?


  – I’m sorry, but I’m only allowed to give advice to White Knight-kun.


  The beautiful woman with platinum blonde hair put her palms together so as to pray.


  It was a gesture used by Japanese people, though Edward didn’t know.


  – Then, I have no choice but to choose another qualified person, do I….?


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  The next day, the training camp of Moroha and company continued.


  Because it was such a hard battle, everyone did as they please to vent their frustration.


  Satsuki, Maya and Haruka were having fun with a beach ball in the sea.


  Leshya, whose legs hadn’t healed completely, took turns with Shizuno to lie sprawled on a sheet on the sandy beach, and was wearing sunscreen.


  Moroha was watching everyone having a blast like that under a beach parasol.


  – We have to go, but I hope everyone has tons of fun until the last day of the training camp.


  Leaving those words with them, Katya and Yuri, who departed to England to turn themselves in to Edward, didn’t feel like they were going to be able to enjoy a leisure greater than yesterday.


  And now, he was on the phone with Edward while sitting cross-legged in the shade of the parasol.


  『──What this means is, I’ve decided to change the “those who have committed inexcusable heinous crimes will be shown the same as usual, and those who haven’t will be shown kindness”. However, it won’t be easy to convince the government of each country, you know? That’s why I’m thinking of nominating Ms. Katya as the one in charge of public relations』


  『… Is it because Katya-san is eloquent, speaks three languages, and is proficient in terms of ability? But Katya-san herself committed crimes once, so she doesn’t have powers of persuasion, does she?』


  『Eh? What crime did Ms. Katya exactly commit, Jack?』


  In spite of himself, Moroha ended up staring at his mobile phone.


  But he quickly pulled himself together,


  『Sorry, the heat is affecting my head. I don’t remember anything』


  『Isn’t that the case, Jack? Even I don’t know anything』


  『Apart from Satsuki and the others forgetting about it rapidly, what do we do if people in the Russian Division say weird stuff?』


  『Poor souls. I’m sure they’re being fooled by Iziaslav’s schemes』


  『He’s the “dead men tell no tales” guy, right? The witch trial era pales in comparison to him』


  The two sly dogs laughed heartily.


  After that, they exchanged two or three words,


  『They’ve been saying that the Russian Division isn’t needed anymore, so I have to insist to the politicians who aren’t full aware that an all-effort system is required in order to defeat the Six Wings』


  『I agree』


  『As for Ms. Katya, I intend to have her continue serving as the Division Vice-Head as before, it’ll be difficult, but even if that much is expected, she will receive no divine punishment, will she?』


  Edward laughed cheerfully to the end and hung up.


  – Thanks. British Director-General-dono.


  Moroha was deeply grateful to him for thinking about how to atone, which was too gentle.


  Then he put his mobile phone in his backpack, stretched his body in a big way, and stood up.


  – Looks like I want to join you as well!


  He triumphantly started running to Satsuki and company.


  


















  Taketsuru Uisuke’s body was totally drenched in sweat.


  He was being driven by such chills that the heat inside his body that he needed to live was slowly leaking out of his body.


  It was the first time he experienced sweating so disgustingly like this.


  Taketsuru was hiding and observing a certain private house.


  It was a small and completely ordinary two-story house.


  A peaceful provincial city in peaceful Japan.


  On the street, the children were leaving school and happy.


  The unaware housewives sometimes gossiped idly in front of their houses.


  Only one person, Taketsuru, like a resident of another world, was nervous and often deceived his dry throat with a plastic bottle while laying down on the roof of another house in the neighborhood, isolating his presence with 《Rentei》 and peeking at the situation with 《Clairvoyance》.


  It wasn’t until he finally saw a man coming out of a house that the unpleasant sweat spouted out.


  A bespectacled, medium-sized young man with a very common face and quiet appearance.


  Taketsuru, despite being several hundreds of meters away, and despite his perfect 《Rentei》, was being pressured by the man as if his whole body was being scorched.


  This terrifying young man was none other than the monarch of the Six Wings.


  Shiba Akira.


  Taketsuru remembered that among the members of the Six Wings, the faces of those who once belonged to the White Knight Organization were in the pictures he got from his girlfriend.


  Shiba truly had an ordinary face, he mixed with the citizens shamelessly and walked down the main street with confidence.


  Another person was following behind him.


  His collaborator named Shiroi Usako.


  In the first place, the origin of Taketsuru arriving at this private house was this being, Usako.


  In June, Taketsuru laid out a thread of 《Mars》 all over the city to capture Lu Zhixin, who often appeared in the area around Akane Academy.


  At that time, he saw suspicious people before he spotted Zhixin.


  Those were Moroha and Maya who went out with an unusual and sneaky behavior.


  For some reason or other, there was something he felt, so he concealed his presence and tailed them.


  Bingo.


  Moroha and Maya had secret meetings and dates with a terrorist*.


  *TN: Terrorist is the furigana reading for Shiroi Usako.


  Taketsuru wasn’t stupid enough to doubt Moroha. He presumed that there was something wrong.


  That being said, it’s a good opportunity, he thought.


  If he followed Usako heading home, he should be able to find the Six Wings’ hideout──to be exact, the six gates──the six places that connected the concert hall that was in another dimension and this world.


  However, trying to tail Usako heading home was terribly difficult.


  Wondering if she had a sharp intuition, unless he tracked her at a considerable distance, he would be immediately found.


  She also disappeared into the crowd of people passing along the way, and she was skillful at erasing her presence unexpectedly.


  Taketsuru was extremely good at covert operations, but Usako was fairly good too.


  In fact, he ended up losing sight of her the first time and finally succeeded the second time.


  And he finally arrived at this private house.


  As a result of observing it for a few more days, there was no doubt that there was one of the gates in this private house.


  It was a completely unpopular vacant house, but in spite of that, Usako suddenly came out of the front door and without a warning disappeared after returning home; she did that many times.


  (If I intrude there and discover the gate, then we’ll finally have reached the hideout of the Six Wings…)


  The throat of Taketsuru moved to try to swallow saliva, but his mouth was completely dry and couldn’t do it.


  (How am I going to let you pieces of shit do as you please?)


  While slowly wiping the sweat, Taketsuru made an effort to calm his feelings.


  Now, he could confirm that Shiba Akira had gone out to somewhere.


  In other words.


  If he was going to investigate the hideout while the S-Rank 《Demon》 was away, it had to be now──
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