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  Chapter 1 - The okonomiyaki sauce has a dangerous aroma


  This is the story of Haimura Moroha when he just entered Akane Academy.


  The calendar still shows that it’s April.


  About a week has passed since the nine-headed serpent incident──


  




  Why was the savory smell of burned sauce so good to stimulate one’s appetite?


  It was no exaggeration to say that it was rather violent.


  Surrounded by the smell drifting in the entire store, Moroha became more and more hungry.


  – Isn’t it good already?


  Unable to endure it, he complained as if shrieking.


  In front of him, on the iron plate integrated with the table, three pieces of okonomiyaki were enshrined.


  The sauce hadn’t been added yet, but a well-cooked brown color was reflected in the eyes of Moroha so as to insist, 「Let’s eat already!」.


  Despite this──


  – No can do! Just a little more.


  Together with a snap, Ranjou Satsuki thrust the spatula for okonomiyaki at him.


  She was a competent and rigorous okonomiyaki magistrate that ran this place.


  – Why do we have to wait a little longer?


  Moroha appealed a second time like a poor peasant feeling very hungry, but the magistrate didn’t comply.


  Turning upside down the three okonomiyaki with a skillful movement,


  – Listen carefully, Nii-sama. You can hear the sizzling sound, right?


  – Yeah.


  – It’s the sound of the excess of water in the cabbage evaporating and the deliciousness condensing tightly.


  Having been explained so, Moroha swallowed saliva loudly.


  When he heard that, even this sound induced a terrible appetite.


  It became more and more irresistible.


  – Do we have to wait until it’s no longer sizzling?


  – It’ll be overcooked at that point. Hmm, it’s hard to explain with words, but anyway, I never miss the moment when it reaches a supreme and perfectly cooked state, so hold on for a little longer!


  – Okay….


  Moroha obeyed Satsuki’s words, feeling like a dog that had to wait.


  His 「Younger sister」 was a master chef.


  Moreover, she had a thorough knowledge of okonomiyaki because she had been in Osaka and Hiroshima until middle school.


  Satsuki said that she knew there were no mistakes.


  He sympathized in his head.


  However, the urge in his stomach couldn’t be soothed.


  – Yup! It’s almost ready!


  As soon as the magistrate’s permission was given, Moroha spread the sauce with a brush as if to fire himself up, sprinkled plenty of green laver and sliced dried bonito and used mayonnaise abundantly.


  – It’s complete!


  Moroha, together with Satsuki, got even livelier.


  At that moment──


  – Thank you for your efforts, Ranjou-san.


  Urushibara Shizuno, who only had been playing around with her smartphone until now, stabbed her okonomiyaki with a spatula.


  Shizuno made a cut so that it was easy to eat silently.


  – Hey, Urushibara! What’s with that “making people do it” attitude!? For your information, I’m not your employee!


  – Ranjou-san, the self-appointed manager, made one for me even though I didn’t ask for it, so I’m doing this to honor you?


  – How about telling me a few proper words first!?


  – I did say 『Thank you for your efforts』, didn’t I?


  – Why don’t you say 『Thank you very much, Satsuki-chan, who will surely become a cute wife that is good at cooking in the future』, huh!?


  – Even if you can’t become a 《Savior》 because you drop out of Akane Academy, Ranjou-san will have an excellent okonomiyaki restaurant in the future. I envy you.


  – I-I’m going to be a an amazing 《Savior》.


  Satsuki and Shizuno scored the okonomiyaki while continuing a trivial quarrel.


  Moroha had stuffed his face long ago.


  The okonomiyaki made by Satsuki was, in one word, supreme.


  The pleasant smell of the browned and thoroughly cooked batter became one with the secret sauce of this restaurant in his mouth, further enhancing the sweetness, saltyness and sourness that it had in a well-balanced manner.


  Indeed, it was perfectly fried*.


  *TN: I’m honestly not sure how you cook okonomiyaki, the verb is so vague it can mean cooked/grilled/roasted/fried/etc.


  Moreover, Satsuki wasn’t only good at cooking.


  She used a spoon that was used only to scramble the ingredients of the okonomiyaki that were served in a silver bowl, and the execution of it looked like a divine work.


  Making satisfying sounds, she finished in the blink of an eye.


  Despite all that, there were no inconsistencies, the batter was baked gently and softly.


  – The flour used in this restaurant is so good!


  Those were the words of the magistrate.


  If asked, she would say that there were many vendors in Osaka that sold flour suitable for okonomiyaki and takoyaki, and there weren’t only dozens of goods, and okonomiyaki restaurants sought the best batter and blended the flour themselves.


  – I saw that the owner of this restaurant is also a person with that sort of obsession.


  Satsuki kept sharp, watchful eyes like a hawk.


  Not only that, it wasn’t just the sauce and flour that she was obsessed about.


  For example, spring cabbage was in season now.


  The shop staff had changed the way of cutting. The finely chopped ones produced a crispy texture, and the ones chopped into chunks produced a crunchy texture; the food texture changing was fascinating.


  He never got tired of eating it.


  – It’s not just how it’s cut, is it? They must be using two or three different production areas.


  – How can they be this consistent…?


  It sure was tasty. He couldn’t believe it because it was ¥380 at this time.


  With the addition of the skill of Satsuki, the magistrate, it surely became stronger and stronger.


  Moroha looked at the inside of the store while smacking his lips.


  It was located in an incomprehensible place, on an alley, but it was quite large.


  And it was almost full of customers.


  Salarymen returning from work and students returning from club activities. They talked with their friends until it was baked, and once it was fried, they stuffed their faces while it was piping hot with a smile. There seemed to be many regular customers. An atmosphere that everyone liked this establishment was transmitted.


  The owner with a good physique and temperament.


  His daughter, a good-natured waitress.


  The well-known hidden shop created by their obsession and service spirit.


  Moroha also wanted to come again and again.


  The wonderful atmosphere──but suddenly,


  – Is the money ready, owner!?


  It was ruined by a roaring, violent angry voice in the restaurant.


  A case of beer filled with empty bottles was thrown from the entrance door.


  It was slammed against the floor, and the contents shattered and scattered with an ear-piercing sound.


  All the customers plugged their ears, turned in their seats, and trembled without knowing what was going on.


  A large amount of beer bottle shards scattered on the floor afterwards.


  It was like a miracle that in this gruesome scene there were no injured.


  As if to pour salt on the wound,


  – What the hell are you doing!? I got tired of waiting already!


  A man with atrocious facial features rushed into the restaurant while raising hell.


  A sudden tragedy.


  And the violent air that filled the restaurant.


  The customers were shriveling. They were unable to voice anything.


  It wasn’t an enjoyable dinner.


  The man who rushed in glared around the shop and continued threatening.


  A man in a flashy patterned shirt who really looked like a punk.


  He was fat, but his body build did have quite the amount of strength.


  On top of that, another person appeared from behind.


  He was a slender man in the prime of his life who wore a flashy white suit but without a tie.


  Swaggering, he walked calmly, and the punk who entered earlier humbled himself and moved out of the way.


  When the slender man shrugged his shoulders stylishly,


  – My bad, owner. My employee is a hardworking person, you know? For those unaware, he sure went too far, but he’s doing his best. He’s a gift of the spirit of dedication to our company.


  He shamelessly said so.


  Upon seeing his speech and conduct, everyone recalled that six-letter word in their minds.


  Namely, 「Yakuza」.


  – The one who couldn’t bear it was the man in charge of the restaurant.


  – Give me a break! I have no reason to return the money to you, so get out right now, Saruta-san!


  Changing his expression and rushing out of the kitchen, he confronted the slender man called Saruta.


  Saruta raised an eyebrow, as if to say it was truly unexpected,


  – I wouldn’t do that, owner. Since the restaurant looks busy, you don’t appear to have time to bring the money, therefore, I’m sure I told you in advance that I’d come to get it here today, didn’t I? If you don’t have it ready, we’ll have no choice but to return empty-handed.


  – I must have said this many times, you have no decency to retaliate against me.


  – Oh my, what an unreasonable person.


  When the owner refused firmly, Saruta raised both hands exaggeratedly.


  Then, with a smile on his face, he said without hesitation.


  – Inuyama. Please explain the harshness of society to the owner.


  – Ayeeee.


  The punk straightened up his back and affirmed.


  Then, it happened in the blink of an eye.


  The punk called Inuyama knocked down the owner.


  A sharp blow to the temple.


  Even the owner, who had a good physique that made one believe that he played some kind of sport in the past, was knocked out with just one blow, and collapsed.


  – What the hell are you two doooooiiiinnnngg!?


  Satsuki screamed when she saw the owner who had fainted completely.


  – Inuyama is a former boxer, he has good punches, don’t you agree?


  Even after receiving a protest, Saruta grinned broadly.


  Anomalies peculiar to human beings who lived in violence.


  A genuine yakuza.


  A moment later, the customers who understood what had happened screamed as if to tear the place down.


  – Father!


  – His daughter, a waitress, (Her age around that of a university student) , threw the tray away and tried to run up to him.


  But──


  Saruta and Inuyama turned stingy gazes towards her all of a sudden, making her catch her breath with a 「Eek」 and petrify.


  – The owner looks tired, so we’ll have his daughter come to the office instead. We also need to fully discuss the repayment plan.


  While Saruta looked at the surprisingly good figure of the daughter from top to bottom,


  – Escort his daughter courteously, Inuyama.


  – Aye.


  Inuyama licked his lips vulgarly and headed towards the girl.


  Probably because she understood what was being done, the poor girl couldn’t move.


  All the customers began to freeze.


  Some turned pale, some averted their gazes, but no one tried to stop this violence.


  The courage to strike back at a yakuza wasn’t something an ordinary human being had.


  Inuyama, who swaggered inside the restaurant with too much excitement and acted as if he owned the place, was going to sidle up to the girl.


  Moroha blocked his path.


  Like taking a walk in a carefree manner.


  Protecting the girl behind him, he stood up against the wannabe boxer punk.


  – Hey…. T-that guy is going to try to stop them….


  A customer groaned.


  Inuyama was one size higher.


  His body was two sizes thicker. An overwhelming physical disparity.


  What would such a boy do to his opponent, a yakuza, the incarnation of violence?


  The inside of the restaurant suddenly became noisy, their eyes focused on Moroha.


  The person himself showed no concern at all.


  He only stood there in a very Natural Stance.


  – How is the owner, Satsuki?


  Without taking his eyes off Inuyama, he asked,


  – He’s okay! He kind of fainted for a moment!


  He heard Satsuki’s report, which made him turn to look at his condition, and became satisfied.


  Saruta raised an eyebrow,


  – What do you want, boy? Go to the toilet? It’s this way.


  He kindly pointed behind him with his thumb.


  Moroha pointed to the entrance quickly and sharply,


  – In that case, the exit for you is over there. This is a place to eat, don’t you see?


  He replied detachedly.


  Saruta shrugged his shoulders exaggeratedly,


  – You got me. If we hit a student, we’ll be in trouble.


  He grumbled like he wasn’t troubled at all.


  Moroha immediately answered.


  – If so, can both sides say nothing to each other? If I’m troubled, there will be a problem.


  – Hahaha, a boy with a very firm character, I see.


  Saruta cracked a smile.


  – Inuyama. Make that boy learn about the world.


  – Ayee.


  Inuyama cracked his fists and threatened while staring at him.


  – If you use Light Techniques against ordinary people, this won’t just be a “problem” anymore, don’t you think?


  Sitting elegantly in her chair, Shizuno advised.


  – It’s fine as long as I don’t use them, right?


  Moroha waved his hand and agreed.


  Prana was invisible to ordinary people. Still, while it wasn’t something that would be found out so simply, he was against it because using it felt like bullying.


  – What nonsense are you saying? Take this!


  Inuyama peeled his eyes and dispatched a right hook.


  A very sharp one.


  (But not to the level that I can’t predict it)


  Letting it draw near completely, Moroha dodged it by stepping back at the last moment to the extent he could feel the wind, and at the same time, he counterattacked.


  Kicking up his right foot, he thrust his toes into Inuyama’s abdomen.


  – Geee…h.


  Unable to endure it, Inuyama bent down on the spot, he couldn’t stand up.


  – I don’t know how long you’ve been training, but your soft and flabby belly can’t handle it? I’ve heard that those who do it seriously will surely get angry, so I think it’s better to remove the name of “Boxer”.


  Moroha glanced at him from above.


  *Wow*, the customers cheered and the atmosphere inside the restaurant erupted in joy.


  A thunderous applause was sent to the brave young boy who displayed his brilliant skill.


  Moroha had no choice but to scratch his head in silence.


  – S-shut up! I’ll kill you aaaaall, you hear me!?


  While still clutching his belly, Inuyama stared at the surroundings and barked.


  His posture lacking strength, the lines of this punk were too simple.


  The customers only leaked giggles and stifled laughs.


  Saruta sharpened the look in his eyes for a moment, looked around the inside of the restaurant, and then,


  – Haha, I give up, I give up. Students these days are scary. Inuyama, on the contrary, thank him for being allowed to learn about the world.


  He laughed and said with a relaxed attitude.


  – A-Aniki, then, my honor will….


  Inuyama tried to protest while bending down, but without giving a reply, Saruta approached Inuyama and put a hand on his shoulder.


  He silently hit Inuyama’s face with his knee.


  At the sudden and gruesome beating, the customers who rallied for a moment were lost for words again.


  – … I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I’m sorry.


  While bleeding from the nose profusely, Inuyama apologized to Saruta with all his heart.


  Without being concerned in the slightest about him, Saruta turned towards Moroha,


  – Are you learning some kind of martial arts, boy?


  He asked as if nothing had happened.


  – Well, little by little.


  Moroha also answered as if it was a small talk.


  – I see. You seem to have trained a lot. No, too much at that young age.


  Saruta casually put his hand in the breast pocket of his suit,


  – But you haven’t seen something like this, right?


  With a broad smile, he pulled out a knife.


  No, to be exact, it was a short sword called dirk or dagger.


  A white blade was pulled out under the light, and the customers screamed and shrieked.


  Unable to restrain themselves, those who ran away leaving half-eaten food behind appeared one after another.


  – The excitement is too strong for amateurs, is it not?


  Saruta said with a smile.


  At the same time, he thrust the sharp and shining point of the dagger at Moroha without hesitation.


  – Well, it can’t be helped. This is another deal. Even an amateur can punch and kick. Even those who haven’t punched or kicked have at least seen one. However, daggers are the only thing that we the pros swing around. Amateurs have never smelled the smell of real bloodlust or the smell of slashing and striking.


  The tip was getting closer and closer.


  – You’re so scared you can’t even make a sound, student?


  While producing an extraordinary horror, Saruta smiled even broadly.


  – Eeek… eeeeeeeeeek.


  Behind Moroha, the girl was already convulsing.


  Having a real blade in front of him, sure enough, Moroha──


  – Not really?


  He answered in a very calm manner.


  Saruta’s smile stiffened.


  The stare of the yakuza, which had a composed demeanor ever since coming to the restaurant, held still for a moment.


  – Don’t put on a brave front, boy.


  – No, I’m serious.


  – … You’re telling me that I have no effect on an amateur? Are you making light of me?


  – Aren’t you the one being all talk here? That’s what I get.


  Anyway, pushing the wrongdoing against Inuyama over there, he was a low-life that thought selfish things such as staying pure-white like the suit he was wearing.


  – … I was looked down on. In other words, he’s really not scared of my dagger….


  Saruta’s complexion turned bright red with anger.


  Ferociously, as if roaring,


  – Kahaha… I’m really done for…. A non-scary yakuza has no choice but to retire…


  – Speaking of what I’m scared of, I’m scared of Isurugi-senpai holding a sword, you know?


  – Haha, that’s a unique Senpai for sure!


  Saruta pushed out the dagger with a furious facial expression.


  A stab wearing real killing intent.


  The point of the dagger approaching straight towards his abdomen──Moroha avoided it by moving his body slightly to the left.


  He let it graze his flank, and at the same time, secured Saruta’s thrusting arm with an armlock.


  If he put his weight on it from above, Saruta, whose center of gravity collapsed due to the thrusting motion, couldn’t fight against it.


  He knocked him down from the front, held him down as he was, and with that, it was over.


  – Kya〜〜〜〜n ♥♥♥ Nii-sama is so cool〜〜〜〜〜〜♥.


  Satsuki joined her hands in front of her chest and shook her body from side to side.


  – Are you kidding me…?


  Saruta was speechless.


  Inuyama was amazed.


  They had the same face as the customers when they saw the dagger with their own eyes.


  When Moroha tightened his arms further, Saruta dropped the dagger in pain.


  – Well done. You were cool, I think?


  Seeing that Shizuno picked it up,


  – Don’t joke.


  Moroha also let go of Saruta.


  There were no more customers left, and the restaurant fell completely silent.


  The fainted owner. The beer bottles scattered on the floor.


  And the dumbfounded Saruta and Inuyama in a defeated posture.


  – This is the way ooo


  Satsuki opened the front door with a triumphant look.


  With that, Saruta and Inuyama came to their senses and fled in haste.


  Upon leaving, they glared at the owner and his daughter only once,


  – We’ll come again.


  They made a parting threat.


  「Yeah, yeah」, Moroha muttered. To think that despite acting like a refined man, Saruta spat out worthless words at the very end… how profane.


  Well, in any case.


  – You’re fine now.


  Moroha turned around and extended his hand to the girl who was still trembling.


  She curled herself up to hug her body, but when she saw Moroha’s hands, she relaxed.


  Grabbing the hands of Moroha nervously──her cheeks slowly started to dye red.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  The owner, who was struck in the head, was taken to the hospital for an examination just in case.


  While waiting, Moroha and the girls accompanied his daughter and sat side by side on a bench.


  Perhaps the girl wanted to open her heart to someone, she began to talk about the situation little by little.


  10 years ago, the owner borrowed 5 million yen from an acquaintance to fund the opening of the restaurant.


  He also wrote a promissory note.


  He paid it back for 10 years, but because he was an acquaintance, he was careless, he didn’t receive any kind of receipts. Of course, he didn’t get the promissory note back.


  It appeared that he and his acquaintance had a bad relationship, and just the other day, the yakuza came to get him to pay back, using the promissory note that the acquaintance should have as a pretext.


  Perhaps the acquaintance sold it to the yakuza──


  In short, a common story.


  – It’s a shame that there’s no proof it was paid back. That’s why they got a hold of the promissory note.


  Shizuno said with a Noh-mask like face, and without including any emotion.


  The girl’s face stiffened and Moroha sympathized.


  – Isn’t there something that can be done?


  – Even if there’s a trial, they have the advantage, around 7 to 3.


  – Then why the does the yakuza not go to trial? He doesn’t need to break into the restaurant.


  Satsuki asked a simple question.


  – There’s a 30% chance of losing, no? Trials are very expensive and time consuming. If so, they thought it was more reliable to extort him, perhaps? Speaking of what a shop can do, they can only call the police every time the yakuza comes and rampages.


  – The yakuza will just wreck the place until the police sluggishly arrive, won’t they!? If such a thing continues and a bad reputation is established, customers won’t come!


  – To pay money before that happens, that’s their aim, you see.


  Listening to Shizuno’s explanation, the girl became dispirited.


  Satsuki dropped her shoulders as much as her.


  She appeared to have become a complete fan of the restaurant. 「I want to do something」 「But I can’t find a way」, such troubles were all jumbled together in her mind.


  Pouting, tears emerged in the corner of her eyes.


  It wasn’t a problem that even Moroha could do something about. All he could do was to stop the violence being exercised in front of him, but in the end, he was a mere poor student. He wasn’t an important figure, to say nothing of being different from the saviors who appeared in many fiction stories.


  So, he grabbed Satsuki’s shoulders,


  – I feel like eating okonomiyaki every day from now on, so can you make it?


  Without wavering, he said in a soft voice.


  Satsuki smiled.


  The expression staring at him shone brightly.


  Scrubbing hard the tears in the corners of her eyes,


  – What? Did you become addicted to the okonomiyaki I make?


  Being all smiles, she cracked a joke.


  – Yeah. Moreover, I can eat them for around 300 yen, so it’s kind to the money I carry, too.


  – That’s right! It brings peace of mind because it’s a shop in the 300 yen range these days!


  When the two got excited, they heard Shizuno’s sigh next to them.


  – Really, there’s a limit to simple souls…. If you eat it every day, you’ll soon lose interest in it.


  – Not gonna happen! We’ll eat modern-yaki on Mondays, eat shrimp squid okonomiyaki on Tuesdays, eat beef tendon balls on Wednesdays, eat mochi cheese balls on Thursdays, and eat modern-yaki again from Friday. That way, we’ll never get tired of it!


  – Just by listening to you, it sounds like a schedule that will make you grow fat by eating okonomiyaki….


  – In that case, you shouldn’t come, Urushibara!


  – Shouldn’t you say no one should come?


  – I won’t make it even if you come, make it yourself.


  – Is this low-level harassment? Fine, it’s so simple that it cannot be called cooking, because I can make it myself.


  – Don’t underestimate the depth of okonomiyakiiiiii.


  – Both of you, we’re in the hospital. Don’t make noise.


  When Moroha rebuked them, the two turned away and with that, they kept silent.


  Moroha could do nothing but wear a bitter smile.


  Then, the girl suddenly got up from the bench.


  Satsuki and Shizuno noticed her as well.


  When they thought what she was going to do, she stood in front of Moroha, kneeled on the floor,


  – Can I really ask you that, Haimura-san?


  She grabbed Moroha’s right hand with both hands.


  He was being stared at with imploring eyes.


  – Stop it. I only go to eat food, no?


  Moroha replied harmlessly, but the girl dyed her cheeks rosy, her face appearing to be overcome with emotion.


  Immediately, cold gazes pierced him from the left and right.


  – What’s wrong with you two…?


  – Nothing? I know you’re that kind of person, but you’re not aware of it.


  – Setting a flag indiscriminately again, Nii-sama is really….


  Shizuno closed her eyes calmly and Satsuki answered with eyes half-closed.


  Moroha had no choice but to scratch his head.


  Meanwhile, at that time.


  After returning to the office, Saruta rampaged.


  – The yakuza shouldn’t be looked down on… they absolutely shouldn’t be looked down upon! This is no longer a matter of busineeeeeeeeess*!


  *TN: Business is the furigana reading for debt collection.


  He found faults with not only things and people but with everything.


  Inuyama, who bore the brunt of the criticism the most, was riddled with bruises.
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  – Aniki, no more….


  And, begged for forgiveness, but,


  – Don’t you understand the situation, Inuyama!? The young head is coming to visit soon, you know that!? No, he came long ago, and probably checked the state of our territory. If there were to be a day when the story about us being made fun of by a brat reaches the ears of the young head, it’ll be our end, do you get that!?


  – It can’t be helped, Aniki. That’s not an ordinary brat. What if he returned from the army or is a wannabe mercenary or something like that…? There’s no way he’s an amateur after not cowering in the face of a threatening look….


  – Even if that’s the case, who would believe such a foolish thing!? This is Japan!


  Saruta threw a heavy ceramic ashtray at him and smashed the front teeth of Inuyama.


  And yet, his anger did not subside, went to Inuyama, who was bending down and writhing, to kick him──


  – … I believe it.


  Truly all of a sudden, there was an eerie voice like a ghost talking.


  Startled, he shifted his attention to the entrance of the room.


  A creepy man stood there unnoticed.


  He wore a black long coat and a hood, and his arms peeking from the sleeves were as thin as a dead tree.


  The face under the hood was too skinny, like a skeleton.


  God of death──


  A fairy-tale-like association of ideas crossed Saruta’s mind.


  But this man wasn’t such a simple existence.


  He was a hitman with remarkable ability that the young head used heavily.


  To consign those who were an inconvenience for the organized-crime syndicate from darkness to oblivion.


  Rumors have it that he approached the target without any specialized weapon and pulled out their hearts with his bare hands.


  That surely sounded like nonsense, but there were some people of the same period as Saruta who actually witnessed that.


  – Kusanagi-san… is it you who came?


  Saruta immediately was obsequious.


  He put himself in a world of violence, but Kusanagi was in a different dimension.


  A resident of the world of death and darkness.


  Just by facing each other in this way, it seemed that fear had crawled up his feet and went all the way up to his spine….


  The back of his shirt was already soaked with cold sweat.


  – … There are many things in this world. I know that veeery well. I wouldn’t be surprised if there were Japanese students returning from the army. Rather, I am even more curious.


  Kusanagi laughed gloomily.


  – Recently, I haven’t killed guys with a backbone. He looks interesting, so let me see him. Keep this a secret from the young head, alright?


  The unexpected proposal should have been a godsend, and yet.


  Saruta tried to laugh and failed.


  He was so scared that his face was completely stiffened….
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  After school the next day.


  Moroha, accompanied by Satsuki and Shizuno, dropped by the okonomiyaki restaurant.


  – I’m sorry. My father will be hospitalized for two or three days and see how his condition changes….


  The girl looked apologetic.


  The restaurant opened an hour later than usual and was still in preparation.


  Moroha and the others decided to get inside and wait, but──


  – … Are you the student with a backbone?


  An eerie voice was heard from the front of the restaurant, as if a ghost was speaking.


  It wasn’t the voice of the other person who was waiting.


  They, who surrounded the table, turned their gazes all at once.


  Standing there was a man in a black coat and hood, an appearance that resembled the god of death.


  And he was accompanied by Saruta and Inuyama.


  – Sure enough, you were here today as well, boy…. You seem to have a strong sense of responsibility.


  Saruta talked to himself with a surly face.


  Moroha was worried about his pitiful-sounding tone of voice.


  – What the hell do you want!? Did you call a helper because you were no match for Moroha!?


  Satsuki half-rose to her feet with a clank.


  Keeping the same surly face, and without even trying to look at them, Saruta,


  – Listen to my advice. Run away quickly. As the proverb say, “While there is life in this world, there is hope”.


  – You say that when it was YOU who tried to stab Moroha yesterday!


  – You won’t die from getting stabbed a little in your stomach. However, Kusanagi-san doesn’t do such a half-assed job. Now, go away.


  – Excuuuuuse me?


  Satsuki stuck out her tongue as if to say I donth undershtand.


  In the meantime, Moroha never took his eyes away from the eerie man called Kusanagi.


  – … Saruta-san, enough of this chitchat.


  When Kusanagi calmly told him so, Saruta became ghastly pale and shut up, even though it wasn’t a strong tone.


  Kusanagi nodded seemingly satisfied.


  He got where they were without making any sound.


  – … My right hand is the hand of the god of death that has sucked blood from many people.


  Then he pulled the sleeve of his coat and exposed his right arm, which looked like a withered tree.


  – … What do you see?


  A light like that of a will-o’-wisp lighted his right arm.


  It was an obscure, dark brown glow.


  It swayed bewitchingly, covering the entire right arm of Kusanagi.


  Moroha, Satsuki and even Shizuno gazed at it reflexively.


  That was exactly──


  The brilliance of prana…!


  – Kukukukuku.


  Kusanagi raised his right hand above his head and looked at it with rapt attention.


  In a gloomy tone, he began to speak as if having a feverish dream.


  – Don’t say mean things…. The brilliance in this right hand cannot be seen by ordinary people…. You can’t believe it either, can you…? I have something called memories of my previous life…. It gives me the power to grant this wonderful brilliance only to the chosen ones…. You’re young, yet terribly strong, but your teacher won’t tell you that, am I wrong…?


  The narration of Kusanagi was so uncanny it got to be true to nature.


  – That person isn’t yarning. He’s serious as hell.


  Still having a pale face, Saruta desperately shouted as though he was concerned about them.


  They didn’t need to be warned.


  Moroha and company were clearly aware of how special this Kusanagi was.


  The three of them looked at each other.


  Then turned around to Kusanagi one more time and said in unison.


  – No, we can indeed see it. It’s your prana.


  – And we also have as much as we had in our previous lives.


  – I learn it every day from my Sensei to the point I’m fed up with it?


  Kusanagi stiffened.


  Saruta and Inuyama had their mouths wide open.


  A cold evening breeze blew into the restaurant from the wide opened entrance.


  Probably because he was caressed on the nape of the neck by it, Kusanagi trembled and calmed down,


  – … Are you mocking the power of my right hand? If that is the case, you will regret it, do you understand?


  With only a cold, angry gaze, he glared with a look dreadful enough to kill a person.


  Moroha and the girls looked at each other,


  – I mean… what?


  – We’re only telling the facts?


  Probably because their attitude rubbed him the wrong way to a large extent, Kusanagi raised his voice for the first time.


  – Then show me evidence! Can you do it too!?


  – Well, yeah.


  Satsuki wore golden prana on both hands and right foot.


  – In three places!?


  Kusanagi was shocked, his eyeballs about to pop out.


  – Ara ara～? After all this, you can only put out prana on your right hand?


  Satsuki bent forward simply because this was the moment and chuckled to herself.


  – It’s extremely rare, isn’t it? A person who awakens with their own strength and abuses 《Ancestral Arts》. Prana and mana are invisible to ordinary people, so it’s hard to detect them.


  Shizuno put her hand on her cheek and grumbled seemingly depressed.


  – Nii-sama, why don’t you show it too?


  – Eh? No, that’s fine. I feel bad for him.


  – I want to see it. Please〜.


  – I have no choice, do I, Satsuki?


  Moroha scratched his head while listening to the request of his spoiled 「Younger sister」.


  His posture was Natural Stance. From there.


  Right hand, left hand, right foot, left foot, glabella, heart, below the navel──he opened the 7 gates leading to divinity throughout his body, pumped out prana, and wore a dazzling glitter like white flames.


  And with that, it was over.


  The intensity of its brilliance was exactly the same as 「Sirius」 that had descended on Earth.


  – Eeek. Eeeeek. Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeek!?


  Kusanagi, who witnessed it personally, was struck with awe and screamed, becoming frantic.


  That wasn’t all.


  – I can’t believe such a monster exiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiists.


  He turned tail and ran away, disappearing into the city at dusk.


  – Ku-Kusanagi-san!?


  Saruta and Inuyama got cold feet and followed him as if competing.


  As if to say──there’s no way such a scary opponent exists, Kusanagi looked over his shoulder, and his eyes that saw Moroha were so startled that he would never feel like opposing him again.


  Feeling left behind, Moroha stood still.


  He was waiting for them quite enthusiastic, but this was disappointing, too much indeed.


  And ended up being unable to hold back his laughter.


  The girl, who curled herself up in the kitchen, came out fearfully,


  – Ex-excuse me…. What happened in the end?


  She asked in a way that she didn’t know whether to be happy or not.


  The girl couldn’t see prana, and the previous life thing was so incoherent that she didn’t understand what was being talked about. It was also forbidden to explain to ordinary people.


  So, Moroha answered briefly.


  – Case closed.


  Even when she heard him, the girl made a face as if being bewitched by a fox.


  Her expression was funny, and Moroha explained again with Satsuki.
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  Thanks to that, they were able to open the restaurant safely.


  Moreover, the schedule was moved up and the lively owner returned from the hospital.


  As soon as the curtains were raised, customers came in one after another.


  Yesterday’s riot had no negative influence.


  They also made a phone call to the school and reported Kusanagi.


  There seemed to be a rule that said “Stray 《Saviors》 should not be forgiven”, and the White Knight Organization Japanese Division Audit Department would chase him until the end of the earth.


  With that, Moroha was also finally able to get okonomiyaki.


  After all, yesterday it was left half-eaten.


  That was really a waste.


  Waiting eagerly for the okonomiyaki that Satsuki would make.


  The burning smell of sauce filling the restaurant.


  The okonomiyaki put in front of him, the sizzling sound of water evaporating.


  He couldn’t help wanting to eat it quickly.


  – Alright! It’s almost done!


  As soon as the magistrate’s permission was given, Moroha spread the sauce with a brush as though to fire himself up and sprinkled plenty of green laver and sliced dried bonito. And also used mayonnaise abundantly.


  – It’s complete!


  Moroha, together with Satsuki, were even more delighted.


  Rushing in high spirits, Moroha boldly, Satsuki cheerfully, and Shizuno elegantly cut the okonomiyaki with the spatula and eat it while it was piping hot.


  – So good. This is just the best restaurant there is.


  – It’s the taste that Nii-sama protected. It’s okay to be puffed up with pride.


  To Satsuki, who said innocently, Moroha shook his head from side to side.


  It wasn’t like he was being shy.


  Satsuki found the restaurant and enthusiastically explained how wonderful it was, so Moroha was just curious about it.


  He thought from the bottom of his heart.


  (It is you who protected it. When you get right down to it)


  Chapter 2 - Sir Edward’s slump


  The following occurs during the fourth year since the founding of 《Order》.


  About a year before Moroha entered Akane Academy──
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  Angela Johnson was making black tea in the coffee kitchen of the British Division building.


  A rude operation while whistling.


  That stood out even more because of her maid outfit.


  Well, if she was seen by people.


  Angela’s “true nature” could be laid bare precisely because there was no one there.


  She shook her head from side to side to the rhythm of the whistle and rocked her long hair.


  The melody was an early representative number made by that person she loved.


  She waited for the water to boil in a relaxed mood.


  However, she was by no means doing it carelessly.


  She kept an eye on the temperature of the hot water so that it didn’t exceed 95ºC, the cup and teapot had already been warmed, and the amount of tea leaves was precisely measured. The hourglass to follow the steaming time had also been prepared.


  It was black tea made for that person she loved. In a serious manner.


  And precisely because it was black tea for that person she loved, her spirit rose, and subconsciously, ended up whistling.


  The surface of the hot water in the kettle was rippling furiously.


  Bubbles also started to rise.


  It’s time.


  Angela extended her arm to raise it from the burner──


  – A… aaaaaaaaaaaaah.


  She heard a scream of that person she loved.


  – My lord!?


  Throwing out the kettle, Angela ran.


  She rushed out of the office kitchen with a momentum to kick the door down, ran down the corridor with the power of a strong wind, and jumped into the nearby director-general’s room with great vigor.


  – What happened, my lord!?


  A man was lying down in the room.


  Paper was scattered on the floor, and he was writhing in pain.


  He was in anguish with a terrible look in his face, his eyes blank, his arm extended to the sky so as to ask for help.


  – Is it a new kind of remote attack of the 《Metaphysical》!? Is it an assassination attempt by the worthless French Knights!?


  Angela ran up to him immediately.


  Pressing both knees against the floor, she examined his condition.


  The man clung to her hips while screaming in pain.


  Angela comforted the man she would never forget, put his body facing upward, and had him lay his head in her lap.


  This man was the Head of the British main office.


  Sir Edward Lampard.


  Nicknamed White Knight, he was an absolutely undefeated 《Light Savior》.


  To think something made her lord, who boasted unrivaled defensive power, suffer so much and become incapacitated….


  – What’s happening!? Please tell me, my lord!?


  Please order AJ to bring down the enemy! 


  Angela also desperately appealed.
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  Then, light returned to Edward’s eyes.


  – So…


  – So?


  Angela bent forward and strained her ears to not fail to hear the order of her lord.


  Edward screamed while pulling his silver hair out.


  – I can’t write a soooooooong….


  This man was Edward Lampard.


  Officially named 「Anti-《Metaphysical》 Agency」, it had been nicknamed the「White Knight Organization」, “The model image”. *


  *TN: The model image is the furigana reading for source of another name.


  He was an S-Rank hero, one of the six in the world──


  He had the face of a 「Composer」 who was bestowed the title of Knight by Her Majesty the Queen for the achievement of making the hosting of the Olympics a success with David Beckham.
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  – Oh, I lost control.


  Edward laughed embarrassedly as Angela enjoyed the brewed tea.


  Sitting directly on the top of the desk office, outspoken.


  Although his face was still a little pale, he had regained his composure becoming of a lord.


  Angela, on the other hand, collected the scattered paper on the floor and gazed at the traces of the musical symbols that had been scribbled crossed out with oblique lines.


  – My lord appears to have been struggling a lot.


  – I had been neglecting that job for some time, you know…? I’m losing my touch a little.


  *Boo-hoo*, Edward dropped his shoulders.


  Angela couldn’t help but re-think.


  What happened about a year after the establishment of the British main office was the hardest time for her lord.


  The organization hadn’t become certainty yet, there was shortage of personnel, and every time a 《Metaphysical》 appeared, Edward rushed, and unless he did the most strenuous effort, exterminating it seemed almost impossible.


  In addition, the management budget was limited, and Edward used up his own funds to finance it.


  Still, it was not enough, and he had to accept requests for compositions one after another.


  Management of the organization, human resources training, combat, writing music──Edward, with herculean effort, was managing exhausting work that not even a number of people would be enough to keep up with.


  Of course, at that time, he went through a lot of hardships.


  However, Angela had no memories of her lord being as troubled as this time with writing music.


  – If my lord takes a day off from training the sword, it will take three days for him to get it back. I cannot affirm it as I am an outsider, but it may be the same thing….


  Edward, his shoulders dropped, didn’t look pathetic to Angela.


  The efforts and struggles of her lord paid off, and now the British main office was on track, and their attempts were recognized by the government, receiving a generous budget.


  Therefore, his writing activities died away for a while, but it seemed they had died completely.


  – Rather, why doesn’t my lord announce that he is not accepting requests and that will completely devote himself to being the Head of the British main office?


  – It’s hard to refuse a commission from a producer who helped me a long time ago…. Lately, you guys have become so reliable that I don’t need to go all out to eliminate the 《Metaphysical》, do I? Then, it was a mistake to accept something like a song. To be troubled to this level, I can’t help but be shocked….


  Edward put down the empty cup on the trolley service,


  – Anyway, I made you worry, Ann. I’m sorry.


  Angela shook her head from side to side.


  – No, I do not mind.


  She was really, really, really worried, however.


  – So, my lord doesn’t need to apologize.


  She really wanted him to make it up to her with a date, however.


  – I will be withdrawing now, so please concentrate on writing the song.


  She really wanted to help him, but there was nothing she could do.


  Angela was good at bloody battles and serving tea.


  Writing music was way beyond her area of expertise to do anything.


  Hiding the shameful feelings with a composed expression,


  – If there is something my lord needs, please tell me without reservation.


  She bowed and was about to withdraw. Then,


  – Hmm….


  Suddenly, Edward showed a pondering gesture.


  Angela raised her face a little, saw a sign of being asked something at once and waited like a faithful dog.


  – Can I… can I ask you a favor, Ann?


  Edward was terribly shy to say it.


  This composition was completely his personal work and had nothing to do with the affairs of the White Knight Organization.


  For Angela, a 《Savior》, it was essentially out of the “mission” category, he had no right to ask her.


  – Of course, sir!


  But Angela cut in and agreed.


  She couldn’t care less about such rights.


  Because Angela liked Edward!


  She loved him!


  If she could help him, she gladly welcomed it.


  – Well, what should I do!?


  – The commission is a sugary first love number, but the song will come out soon apparently. How frustrating. All I need is inspiration to give that little push. I want stimulation.


  – Understood! Then, what should I do!?


  She didn’t understand what her lord was saying at all, but Angela threw in interjections spiritedly for the time being.


  – Let’s see… stimulation… sweet stimulation….


  Edward made a difficult face for a short while and stared into the void.


  – Sweet… something sweet… to the point it hurts….


  – I see, does my lord want a dessert!?


  – … That’s right. If there’s such a dessert, my inspiration may gush out….


  – Yes, my lord!


  Angela bowed energetically, and this time she rushed out of the office.


  




  And, 30 minutes later──


  Angela made an urgent convocation to the executive-only conference room in the main office building.


  Six men and women, including herself, gathered in a small secret room.


  The executives who worked at the main office were all A-Rank 《Saviors》, and as masterful as her.


  Angela, who sat in the chairman’s seat, looked around and informed solemnly.


  – ──For that reason. Lend me your wisdom and knowledge for my lord. To present him the dessert that it’s so sweet it hurts the most in the world as soon as possible.


  When they heard her, everyone looked stupefied.


  No matter how many names were famous on the battlefield or how impressive the 《Metaphysical》 were, these unflinching, fearless fighters couldn’t be silent.


  (Talk about a challenge. That sure is the case, considering how their expressions are clouded)


  Angela nodded in her mind.


  As a matter of fact, in their hearts, they,


  (Th-this isn’t important at all…)


  (More importantly, I want to finish my paperwork…)


  And so on, she didn’t even notice what they were thinking.


  – … Hey, Angela.


  Paul Carragher, a middle-aged man who was also called the advisor of the British main office, in a tone as if to admonish children,


  – Do you know the most delicious roast beef restaurant in the world?


  – Huuh? What are you asking? What’s best in the world is decided by what one likes.


  – What about a café that serves coffee that makes you have bittersweet feelings?


  – What do I know? I’m not a poet. Hey, cut it out.


  Don’t talk about anything unrelated to this emergency, said Angela, getting annoyed.


  If that person wasn’t the advisor, she would be rebuking him now.


  But that wasn’t a good idea, and Paul, with a cocky attitude,


  – The answer is what you just said. Desserts that are so sweet they hurt the most in the world only exist in children’s fantasies.


  He gave her a harsh but honest advice as though to be amazed.


  – ………… What?


  Angela squinted her right eye and opened her left eye completely.


  Prana suddenly spouted from her whole body.


  And she didn’t even try to hold it back.


  Angela put her hands on the conference desk. And didn’t do anything.


  Still, every time her emerald aura swayed, cracks were carved on the top of it.


  「Eeek」All the executives drew back with their chairs, but she paid no heed to them.


  With a threatening voice, in a slow and easy-to-understand manner,


  – A children’s fantasy? In what way? My lord wants it. “To deliver even at the cost of one’s life”, that’s what a loyal retainer is, isn’t it? If you have the time to act high and mighty under pretense of helping me, then rack that putrid brain of yours at once. If you can’t, you’ll die. Hold your breath right now. I see no value in pieces of trash like you being alive.


  All the executives who heard her were white as a sheet.


  On their faces, 「You’re a mad dog rather than a loyal retainer」 was written, but Angela didn’t notice.


  – Hey, Barbie-chan?


  She glared at the girl sitting at the foot of the table with only her wide-open left eye.


  – Y-yooo.


  This girl, who replied languidly, was Barbara Rooney.


  Even though she was still seventeen, she was a tacky girl with layers upon layers of makeup and the chest area slovenly exposed.


  After skipping a grade and graduating from Cobham, a training school for 《Saviors》 under the British main office, and working at the main office as an executive cadet for only half a year, she was able to get rid of the status of cadet, she was a person of exceptional talent.


  A messy appearance was a messy mind, or rather, although her frivolous personality was a problem, her true strength was real. Angela was staring at her.


  – By the way, if I remember correctly, you ate so many sweets, enough of them to melt your brain, no?


  – Ye-yeah, thaaat’s riiight.


  – Don’t be humble. Be proud. The day has come when your sloppy diet will help my lord, did you know that? You didn’t, did you?


  Angela gently asked a question while making her emerald prana buzz.


  – You’re not going to tell me that you don’t know, do you? You’re a woman worth keeping alive.


  – I-I’m honored to be complimented and looked after. Umm… yeeears ago, my dad took me to a patisserie in Paris, to a shop where lines were made every day, it was super insane.


  – Good job. In other words, if I go there, I can buy the cake that it’s so sweet it hurts the most in the world, right?


  – Ma-maybe.


  – Whaaaaaaaaaaaaat!?


  – Of course you can buy it!


  – Okay, it’s settled. I’m heading there.


  Angela left her seat, saying that there wasn’t a moment to lose.


  Immediately, Paul pompously,


  – Wa-wait! Paris is the headquarters of the French Division. If you enter without any specific purpose, it’ll be nothing but a weird provocation. If things get worse, it’ll be a diplomatic issue──


  – I do have one! My lord’s imperial command!


  Angela hit the conference desk with her fist, causing a huge crack to run in the heavy mahogany top.


  – No matter how many worthless French Knights appear, no matter how many restless morons get in the way, I should kill them all. Wiping the floor with them won’t raise any diplomatic issues!


  While yelling, she strode with big steps and headed to the entrance.


  On the way, she grabbed Barbara’s neck.


  – W-why even me!?


  – If you aren’t with me, I won’t know the location of the shop, will I?


  – I-I can make a subordinate go….


  – We’re talking about my lord’s desire, if I don’t prepare it in this way, it’ll be meaningless.


  – I, I’ll definitely do something about 『Cradle of the Sun』 and the diplomatic issues.


  Barbara spoke about something while trembling, but Angela dragged her away without listening to her.


  




  Making full use of her secretarial skills cultivated over several years, she prepared a private jet very fast, grabbed Barbara’s nape of the neck and boarded it.


  If she left London now, she could buy it by evening, she calculated.


  Present it to her lord, and get him to create a nice piece of music.


  And make him happy.


  And get him to praise her lots and lots, with lines such as 「You went out of your way to go to Paris to buy it?」!


  Angela relaxed her cheeks as the clouds outside the window reminded her of the face of her beloved one.


  When she arrived in Paris, she hit Barbara on her buttocks and had her guide her to the cake shop in question.


  And she arrived in front of the shop──


  – Hey, Barbie-chan.


  – Yo….


  – Didn’t you tell me something completely different?


  – T-this is weird.


  In front of the shop, far from a line, it was quiet.


  The signboard was sooty and the windows were dim.


  It didn’t seem at all that the cake that it was so sweet it hurt the most in the world would be in such a place.


  – If there’s none, I’ll kill you. Understood?


  She warned Barbara, grabbed the girl’s neck, who let out a tiny scream, and went inside.


  Unmaintained showcase.


  Only ugly-looking cakes were lined up.


  Angela asked the dispirited man (who was probably the owner and pastry chef) over there.


  – Can I get the cake that it’s so sweet it hurts the most in the world?


  Fortunately, they could communicate in English. Hanging his head, the dispirited man replied as if deprecating himself.


  – …… We were the best in the world until two years ago.


  Angela instantly grabbed Barbara by the collar.


  – I’ll let you choose how to die! You and your social standing have the nerve to make me come for no reason!


  – H-hold on. There must be a reason. We should hear him.


  – … Hmph. Your wisdom of begging for your life is the only thing that works.


  Angela let go of her and asked the dispirited man again.


  – Why did the best shop in the world go under like this?


  – … I can’t get the ingredients.


  Irritated, Angela listened carefully to the long explanation of the lifeless man.


  The shop used to procure the finest vanilla beans from a country in Southeast Africa. However, a conflict arose in that country, the political situation got unstable and it became difficult to obtain goods.


  – Oh, that country?


  – … Because of that, our business was doomed. Unable to get the taste of those days, our customers ended up leaving us.


  – Is there any other production area somewhat similar to those vanilla beans?


  – No, no matter how many times I tried it. That fine taste won’t come back.


  The man let sorrow loose on his back and distorted his mouth in a nihilistic manner.


  – Angela fully understood the situation and,


  – A low pastry chef is posing as a fully-fledged artist!?


  She grabbed the man by the collar through the showcase and stared at him from a very close distance.


  – You’re swearing, Nee-san. Cooking and confectionery are a kind of art.


  Barbara hurriedly pinioned her, but Angela didn’t let go of the man’s collar.


  – Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! Men don’t make excuses! If you’re a pro, make them according to the customers’ requests!


  – What if you drum those words into Sir Edward?


  At Barbara’s words, Angela let go of the man’s collar.


  Instead dropped her clenched fist on Barbie-chan’s head for lèse-majesté.


  Ignoring the disloyal one who clutched their head and crouched,


  – If I get those vanilla beans, can you make the world’s best?


  – … If you get it, that is. But, as I said, there are no vendors who will go to the conflict zone to buy──


  – If so, I’ll go and get them.


  Angela interrupted the man’s complaint and told him with resolution.


  Astounded, the man,


  – D-don’t be reckless. It’s dangerous. And you’re a woman, right?


  – What about it? I’m first the sword that serves my lord before I am a woman.


  The man didn’t understand the meaning of Angela’s words.


  However, it seemed that her spirit was transmitted. He didn’t say anything anymore.


  – Let’s go, Barbie-chan.


  – Geeeeeh? Me too?


  – Obviously. Two people are faster than one.


  – I’m out. There’s no way I’ll go while gunfire flies past each other!


  – Stop complaining! All you have to do is hit and cut everything that gets in the way.


  – That’s too reckless. Nee-san, when it comes to Sir Edward, you do things without discrimination!


  – Hahaha! Do you see the reason why I’m called mad dog?


  Angela smiled broadly, and Barbara shut up with a horrified face.


  – Now, let’s go. If necessary, why don’t we beat and cut down the political situation──


  Dragging Barbara, Angela set off in high and proud spirits.


  The destination was Southeast Africa.


  The conflict zone.


  Barbara protested, 「If we cut it down, we’ll be in the conflict. If we cut down the political situation, it’ll be in vain」, but she wasn’t heard.


  She faced forward and declared with pride.


  – ──Because we’re 《Saviors》.
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  It ended up taking her three days to buy a cake and go back to London.


  A disgrace.


  Angela suppressed her feelings of impatience and arranged the cake on a plate neatly.


  She prepared black tea as well, a superfine one.


  Pushing the trolley service, she gracefully and modestly carried it to Edward’s office.


  She had tasted the cake first──and whether it was painful or not──it was sweet and very tasty. She wasn’t an idiot wannabe artist boasting conceitedly for nothing.


  (I’m sure my lord will like it too)


  She restrained herself so as to not whistle unconsciously and knocked on the door.


  She entered the room and bowed.


  – I am sorry to have kept you waiting, my lord!


  – … Hey… welcome back. … it looks like I… made you go to a very long distant place, didn’t I?


  Edward’s feeble greeting returned.


  As for how feeble it was, it was weak as if he had been imprisoned in a dungeon without drinking and eating for three days.


  His eyes were sunken, his cheeks were thin, and his hair was disheveled and without gloss.


  How did he get into this state in these three days she took her eyes off him…?


  Was it that much of a slump?


  Edward spread his keyboard on the office desk.


  His companion for the main composition.


  She heard long ago that the difference in scale was so clear that it was suitable to find the notes and sounds that made up a melody.


  While Angela was preparing tea and cake, Edward stared at the keyboard with sunken eyes and kept playing the piano.


  Every time, an electric sound sounded in vain.


  The exact same scale reverberated over and over again.


  He pressed and held the exact same note over and over again.


  Many times. Many, many times.


  – M-my lord!?


  Angela, who noticed the anomaly, asked her lord what happened to him.


  – Hahaha….


  Edward laughed with a husky voice,


  – Which one was 『La』…? How would I know…?


  (A serious illness────────────!)


  Angela stifled what was about to become a scream somehow.


  – L-l-let’s take a break from writing music for a moment, my lord! Even if my lord keeps at it, it will have the opposite effect. Let’s have a cup of tea, let’s take a break, I brought a cake that is so sweet it hurts as my lord requested!


  Angela confiscated the keyboard and prepared tea as a substitute for it.


  – Now, now, please take a bite and a sip. Please allow the sugar to spread throughout your tired brain.


  – Hahaha… I’m sorry for everything, Ann…


  Edward grabbed the fork with his hands that trembled like that of an old man, cut the cake and carried it to his mouth.


  And chewed it slowly like a sick person.


  – How is it? Is it painfully sick like your first love? Did you get inspiration?


  – Ann….


  – Yes, what is it!?


  – What is love…?


  – Edward-sama is a composer! Not a philosopher!


  – Good vanilla has a slight saltiness on the tip of the tongue. It reminds me of the taste of tears….


  – It’s a first love song! What do you do with a broken heart song!?


  – Hahaha… I’m weak… I fell low… like this cake…


  – Goddamn you, Barbie-chaaaaan, you have the nerve to make the choice to look down on meee, I’ll fucking kill youuuuuuu!


  Although she completely vented her anger, Angela yelled at Barbara who wasn’t here.


  – Hahaha… thank you for the meal… it was very helpful….


  In the end, Edward took a bite and said that so as to remove the cake from the desk.


  While staring into the void and muttering, he returned to the task of pressing and holding the keyboard many times.


  Because the keyboard had been confiscated, he kept pressing the air keyboard over and over again.


  (How heartbreaking…!)


  Angela couldn’t look him in the face.


  She didn’t know what to do while tidying up the dishes on the trolley service.


  This cake wasn’t helpful at all.


  Then she would like to help him next time.


  If Edward wanted something, whether it was Excalibur, which was painfully sharp, or the Holy Grail, which was exciting to the point it wrenched one’s heart, she was ready to find it without fail and give it to him.


  But unless he said it, she couldn’t do anything.


  Why was it so painfully hard to be with a creator and serve him?


  She involuntarily wiped the corners of her eyes──


  – Hey, Ann….


  Her beloved lord called her.


  – What do you need, my lord!?


  Angela replied, interrupting him.


  Edward asked while pressing the air keyboard.


  – What is first love for you?


  – Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh?


  She ended up letting out a hysteric voice at the absurdity of the question.


  – … What?


  – Fo-fo-fo-fo-fo-for me, first love is….


  Angela stared at Edward’s face from the side.


  He persisted until he became haggard like this.


  The light that emerged in the eyes at the bottom of his sunken eyes was serious.


  – What is first love…?


  Just by staring at him, her cheeks became hot.


  Immediately after looking him in the eyes, she felt embarrassed and closed her eyes tightly.


  (C-can I say it〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜?)


  In her head, another version of herself swung and flailed both hands and feet and raged.


  – … You don’t even know?


  The puzzled voice of Edward.


  With that, Angela came to her senses.


  What her lord wanted.


  It wasn’t Excalibur or the Holy Grail, just Angela’s simple answer.


  If she couldn’t present this, was there any meaning in serving him!?


  – For me, first love is──


  Angela strengthened her resolve, took a deep breath, and reported with a clear voice.


  – ──It’s Edward-sama himself!


  She said it.


  She went and said it.


  This was no different from confessing, but was this something he knew??????


  It was Edward-sama’s fault for asking her.


  She wanted him to take responsibility.


  Angela was enraged, glared at Edward so as to challenge him, and waited for a reaction.


  As Edward still stared into the void and played the air keyboard──


  – Hahaha… no matter how many times I press『La』, I can’t even hear the note….


  – No matter how much you play the air keyboard, it won’t make a sound!


  Angela retorted with all her strength.


  She hatefully looked hard at Edward who still continued playing the air keyboard.


  He wasn’t in a sane mental state.


  He probably didn’t know what he said or what Angela said.


  (For Christ’s sake, give back my confession!)


  Despite thinking so, Angela could never get to hate him, so it was her loss.


  The one who fell in love was the loser.


  While sighing, she decided to move back the trolley service this time.


  The keyboard she confiscated was also returned to Edward, and the 「Fa」 note echoed in the room many times.


  She heard the ringing tone of the extension telephone──mixed with that lifeless sound like a ghost playing an instrument.


  Angela immediately picked up the receiver.


  She listened to the report of the subordinate who was half-raising hell.


  And sharpened her eyes.


  – What!? At a time like this!?


  She yelled back involuntarily.


  They contacted and shouted each other loudly and got a grasp of the situation.


  – Damn it….


  She ended the call while cursing in her mouth.


  That was the moment.


  She heard a 「Bump」 coming from the office desk.


  When she looked there, Edward was standing up.


  – Did a 《Metaphysical》 appear?


  – Yes…. It’s not an ordinary 《Metaphysical》. It’s a Dreadnought….


  – That’s a big deal.


  Edward slowly combed down his disheveled and left-to-do-as-it-pleased hair.


  – Moreover, it was determined to be a Wicked Spirit species.


  – Hahaha, that’s worrisome.


  Tension was revived very fast in the sunken cheeks of her lord.


  – Currently, it’s going east to Salisbury, and at this rate, London will be damaged.


  – There isn’t a moment to waste, so it came, huh.


  His sunken eyes were filled with vitality.


  Edward was already completely back to his usual self.


  Even Angela was confused by the tremendous transformation.


  – My lord…?


  She inferred, but there was no reply.


  Edward just gave a stifled laughter.


  And began to speak as if having a feverish dream.


  – A Dreadnought class, huh…. How long has it been since it first appeared? It seems that a Demonic Beast Dreadnought appeared just the other day in France. Isn’t that unfair? That Charles complained again, but isn’t there a paper-thin difference between grumbling and pride? I can’t be more annoyed. … But, it’s fine. Of all things, it’s a Wicked Spirit Dreadnought, and it appeared in England…. Fufu, I’m sure it’s strong. I can’t help but wanting to encounter it soon…. It’s painful and unbearable….


  A half-soliloquy way of telling a story, one that didn’t need Angela’s reply.


  At the same time, he played the keyboard smoothly.


  It was a melody she had never heard.


  Angela had memorized all of Edward’s past compositions, so there was no doubt.


  There was not a chance that it was an existing melody that Angela didn’t know.


  The complexion, youthfulness, and soul of Edward were clearly seen in the tune.


  Just listening to it, her chest in a bittersweet, painful and throbbing manner──just like a first love number.


  (Edward-sama, you did it. A new piece has been created)


  Angela swallowed what was about to be yelled out in a hurry.


  She couldn’t afford to interrupt him.


  Therefore, she contemplated.


  She recalled that time again──when Edward was going through the most difficult time.


  The fact that he received requests for compositions one after another meant that he was the most popular composer.


  He fought, composed, fought, composed, fought, composed….


  Angela now was convinced that it was the difficult times that inspired Edward like water.


  She felt like it was… a series of cake quarrels.


  But more than that, Angela was 100 million times happier with the fact that this beloved person was able to escape from his slump.


  – Let’s go, shall we?


  Edward stopped playing the keyboard.


  – Please wait. The enemy is a Dreadnought. Let’s mobilize the troops from all over the country as soon as──


  – We can’t wait. London is in danger, no? The fighting power of the main office will sortie first.


  Certainly, that was reasonable, but it wasn’t unlikely that there would be casualties if they went too far.


  Angela thought so, but as if Edward read her inner anxiety,


  – It’s okay. I’m here*.


  *TN: I’m here is the furigana reading for S-Rank. To be more specific, “For that reason, we have an S-Ranker”.


  He patted her shoulder while passing each other and heading to the entrance.


  Angela looked back.


  Edward’s strong back opened the door and moved forward.


  The undefeated symbol, “Silvery” Argusten, was manifested early, and his reliable back was clad in silver armor.


  Angela chased his back and followed him after three steps so as to never be left behind.


  Like her lord, like her, she lifted the corners of her mouth to enjoy the rapture, and answered while smiling like a mad dog.


  – Yes, my lord.


  And──


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  The battle with the liquid Dreadnought that appeared in the Salisbury Plain was pure hell.


  Light Techniques didn’t work quite well on Wicked Spirit species, and the British headquarters had a chronic shortage of 《Dark Saviors》.


  The battle was prolonged and dragged because it couldn’t be hit with a decisive blow.


  It was the worst memory struggle in the history of the British headquarters.


  There were many people who got cold feet and lost the will to fight, and no matter how much Angela made her voice hoarse and encouraged them, there was almost no effect.


  However, when Edward took the most dangerous position, didn’t step back, swung his long sword, and protected everyone, he showed real courage with a battle style like that of gods.


  – There’s no need to be pessimistic. This thing is no big deal. Let’s go with all you’ve got!


  They were inspired by the words of such a lord many times.


  In the end, when it was over, they were able to win without having any casualties.


  Everyone enthusiastically acclaimed the name of their lord, staring at the back of Edward clad in armor, standing stock still on the battlefield that fell completely silent like it was a joke.


  And the next day.


  One floor below the top floor of the British main office building. The office of the director-general.


  Her lord was playing the keyboard while humming.


  Electronic sounds raged and danced.


  – You’ve made a complete recovery, my lord!


  Angela in maid clothes yelled.


  If she didn’t shout, he wouldn’t hear her.


  – It’s so weird, not even I can do anything about it!


  Edward screamed while playing the keyboard happily.


  – It’s all thanks to yesterday’s battle! We have to thank the Dreadnought!


  – Eh? The battle has nothing to do with it, you know? We’re talking about writing music, right?


  Without stopping his fingers, Edward looked amazed.


  Her lord, who didn’t even know himself, couldn’t help but be anything else but cute to Angela.


  And Angela couldn’t help but feel happy about the fact that she understood Edward better than Edward did.


  – Then, please tell me your impression of yesterday’s battle!


  That’s right, Edward thought for a moment,


  – In a word: wonderful! It got me really excited. When I think back, I want to do it again, it’s not painful at all. I’m already over the “first love” phase in my life, hahahaha!


  Looking too happy about it, his fingers hopped on the keyboard.


  Inspiration sprung out.


  Phrases of the new song were created.


  It was more vivid than when he played a little before the sortie yesterday, and yet, the depth of emotion increased.


  For Angela and the others, the battle of hell was nothing more than a sweet tryst for Edward.


  As expected, her lord was a monster.


  Lovely!


  It made her want to start dancing to the rhythm of the song played by her lord.


  Itching to do something, Edward winked,


  – If you don’t get into the swing, I won’t have confidence in my song.


  – U-understood! I’ll get into the swing for you, my lord!


  Permission given, she danced and got excited like being in a club while in maid clothes.


  Angela didn’t know yet.


  Approximately one year after this development.


  Edward would write a song that would be called his masterpiece in his lifetime.


  A product of inspiration gained from fighting a boy in the Far East named Haimura Moroha.


  Chapter 3 - A semi-charming Parisian night tale


  The following happens around two years after 《Order》 was established.


  In terms of set-up, most of the Divisions were hardly still solidified, and while they were devoted to securing 《Saviors》 and exterminating 《Metaphysicals》, the French Division, which was based on the Magic Association 「Cradle of the Sun」, had already formulated a strong organization by this time.


  However, it had been only a year since they lost their shrewd Division Vice-Head, and the wound was still half open──


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Saint-Germain-en-Laye.


  A quiet suburb away from the chaotic Paris to the west, where plenty of vegetation and high-class residential areas existed in harmony.


  At 3am, people and forests fell asleep, and only the clear spring moon gently claimed its existence.


  Such stillness of the night──


  Was suddenly disturbed by a violent thunderous roar.


  It wasn’t only one time either.


  In the depths of the forest park, roars reverberated in quick succession.


  Each time, flames were emitted in a straight line, burning the beautiful green garden down to the ground without mercy.


  A flame hell was born all of a sudden.


  At the center of it was something strange*.


  *TN: Something strange is the furigana reading for calamity.


  In the raging flames, an eerily swaying silhouette stood out.


  The upper body was a beautiful naked girl.


  However, the lower half of the body was a huge spider made of steel.


  In the middle of the torso, a large crystal similar to an eye glowed red.


  8 machine-like legs were raised one by one, and flames were blown from the tip of the claws like a flamethrower.


  It was half-human half-monster, similar to Arachne in mythology.


  The maiden part cried and shouted.


  – Stop! Don’t shoot my friends!


  However, the spider part rampaged.


  A detonation.


  The emission of flames warmed the night air, burned the vegetation and reduced everything to ashes, spreading around.


  This was exactly what the discrepancy between words and actions, and the opposite of her lines were.


  Recklessness that resembled insanity.


  It was so painful that she couldn’t see it──Lissette Cabaye grinded her teeth in her mind.


  – You don’t have to cry, Blanche! I’ll help you now!


  Lissette shouted while avoiding the looming emissions of flames one after another with side steps.


  Because of that movement, her ponytail jumped and bounced up and down.


  An idiotic figure, she only wore a uniform jacket on top of nightwear.


  The face of the girl who was still innocent, illuminated by the flames.


  However, it was exactly that of a warrior evading fierce attacks with a sword in her hand.


  The yellow prana that her whole body was clad in was still dazzling, surrounded by fire lamps.


  – Don’t worry about me! Run away, Lissette! Right now!


  The half-human half-monster screamed back in tears.


  No──the real her wasn’t a monster.


  The name of the girl who took Lissette into consideration and appealed was Blanche.


  They had been classmates for three years, and their dormitory rooms were next to each other.


  They were best friends at school.


  When she left the dormitory this morning, she was energetic, and yet.


  Why was she turned into such a monster?


  Lissette couldn’t help but think──but because she was being distracted by it──she was too slow to notice that the pattern of the flame attack had suddenly changed.


  Instead of blowing flames straight like a flamethrower, it kept them like a blowtorch, swung them like flame swords, and mowed her down with them.


  The attack range went from point to line.


  Therefore, a side step couldn’t avoid them.


  Moreover, the reach was long, and even if she ran backwards, she wouldn’t make it in time. If she could notice them sooner….


  – Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaah.


  Having been hit by the flame swords, Lissette screamed because of the tremendous pain.


  She managed to reduce the damage with 《Anti-Magic》, but it was no more than a drop in the ocean.


  While writhing on the ground and extinguishing the flames spreading on her clothes, she shed tears of regret for her stupidity.


  She had to have a way to evade them as soon as she jumped over them.


  However, if a second swing came, she wouldn’t be able to move about in the air, would she?


  ──While being puzzled by this and that, she was slashed again.


  In fact, during the battle, she was something that stood upright and was easily wounded….


  Ever since she entered school, the teachers had been telling her 「If you don’t get rid of that bad habit of thinking too much, your talent will be wasted」, and it ended up backfiring naturally in her first actual battle.


  The flame swords had been swung down two or three times in quick succession, and despite rolling on the ground and avoiding them, Lissette reflected upon the sad thoughts.


  – Run away… run away… Lissette… run away….


  Blanche repeated the same line as if being caused to cry out in her sleep.


  She could tell that her consciousness was becoming fuzzy.


  She was more and more worried about her best friend.


  – I refuse! I’m not going to run away anymore!


  Lissette rolled, pressed her hands against the floor and sprung up.


  The forest was burning further and the surroundings were completely covered with flames.


  Without 《Inner Life》, she would have been suffocated by smoke.


  The route of escape was getting narrower and it was getting harder and harder to fight.


  Then the steel spider gradually came around so as to corner her.


  The area was covered with tremendous heat, but Lissette didn’t stop cold sweating.


  (What to do…? What should I do…?)


  She could do nothing but ponder in such a desperate situation, she couldn’t help but think.


  She knew it was a bad habit, but she couldn’t help but think.


  Lissette solidified while grasping the sword she had at the ready.


  The steel spider swung one of its forelegs right overhead and blew fire from the tip of the claw.


  The flame sword, long enough to pierce the heavens, aimed at Lissette.


  More than the heat covering the surroundings, it was filled with a stinging air of tension.


  There was nothing more that could be done──no matter how much she thought about it, she could only give the same answer.


  Far from saving Blanche, would she only end up being burdened with the work of killing her friend?


  A shameful feeling tortured her heart.


  Then,


  – Fool. Don’t dart around the battlefield with a half-hearted attitude!


  She heard an angry voice from above, as if it was scolding her.


  It was the screeching voice of a man, as if it had cut through the stinging air of tension.


  Something strange occurred at the same time.


  As soon as the air shook, the wind blew, it got stronger, and intensified like a storm.


  It wasn’t a natural phenomenon.


  The windstorm formed a circle and spun to surround Lissette and Blanche.


  To say nothing of trying to suck them into the circle.


  Lissette planted her feet and fought against it, and the steel spider also pierced its eight legs into the ground and put resistance.


  Only the flames were sucked into the ring of wind, becoming a flame storm and blowing up into the sky, scattering away.


  The only traces were the forest that was cleared up like a slash-and-burn method and the ash-covered land.


  The flames that had spread to that degree were put out beautifully.


  What on earth happened?


  Lissette couldn’t understand.


  Even though the steel spider also pulled its legs out from the ground, it didn’t move with caution.


  – Thank goodness… you were saved….


  Only Blanche let out a sigh of relief with a terribly vague face.


  It became a stalemate.


  However, it didn’t last long.


  *Thump*, a landing sound.


  When she looked in the direction and wondered who made that sound, a man stood there unexpectedly.


  Black hair. Black suit. Black tie. He even wore black leather gloves.


  In the dead of night, only the color of his eyes that stood out piercingly was blue.


  And before she knew it, he wrote a line of ancient magic characters in the sky.


  (Dark Arts!)


  By the time she noticed it, a chain appeared from the ground at his feet and ran in the air.


  The chain extended towards the steel spider and tried to stop it, but the spider jumped back and avoided it.


  As if firing a second and third arrow, new chains appeared and stretched one after another.


  It was a quick shot of Dark Arts, and a fast one at that.


  She learned at school that it was difficult to make Dark Arts manifest without chanting, but the man didn’t seem to have chanted it.


  The clarity of his wonderful skill.


  However, the spider was also formidable.


  Showing agility that didn’t suit its large build, it entirely avoided the chains with rhythmic backsteps.


  As it was, it disappeared into the forest at night, which hadn’t been burned yet.


  – Blanche!


  Lissette hesitated to go after her.


  If she went after her like this and had no chance of winning, her thoughts would turn round and round in her head and wouldn’t be able to take a step forward.


  Missing the opportunity completely, she let out a sigh of disappointment.


  Then she looked at the 《Dark Savior》 man.


  She didn’t know who he was, but he helped her anyway.


  The man glared at the escaping spider with a sour face,


  – How impudent. I didn’t hear that it was that nimble.


  He clicked his tongue while complaining.


  He was probably a regular 《Savior》 from the French Division of the White Knight Organization.


  And was considerably skillful.


  His rank mustn’t be below B.


  There was a possibility that he was a Les Éléments of 「Cradle of the Sun」, which was famous for its rumors.


  ──After she started considering that sort of thing, Lissette suddenly realized.


  (This isn’t good. I have to thank him first!)


  While scolding herself, she walked towards the man.


  – Thank you very much! You saved me!


  She bowed as much as she could.


  She waited for the man’s reaction as she was, but there wasn’t any.


  Thinking suspiciously, she guessed the situation.


  – I’ll admit it. That lass seems to have more magic power than expected.


  The man muttered annoyingly, looking in the direction the spider had escaped.


  – Excuse me….


  Talking to him a second time, and with an attitude as if to say he finally noticed her existence, the man,


  – You’re still here? Don’t be a nuisance. Get lost!


  He said arrogantly.


  Glancing at her only once, he immediately returned his gaze to where it was turned before.


  Frankly, she was annoyed by it.


  No matter how much he helped, he didn’t have to have this attitude!


  No, on a second and third thought, this man probably didn’t feel like going after Blanche──no, that spider? ──and didn’t feel like helping me even a tiny little bit either. 


  – Okay, okay. I did give you my thanks at least!


  Lissette turned back, squared her shoulders and tried to take her leave. As he had hoped.


  – Wait.


  However, she was called to stop immediately.


  – Are you telling me to get lost or to wait? Which one is it!?


  – You simpleton. I’ve just changed my mind. Do you understand that?


  The man sniffed with a condescending look on his face.


  No matter how many times she thought and reflected on it, she shouldn’t be the one being at fault here!


  – We have to talk. Talk about what you heard right away.


  – Is that the attitude to ask people things!? I don’t have such obligation.


  – You little ungrateful being. Is that the attitude to have after being saved by me?


  – When I thanked you, you ignored me～～～～～～～.


  Why is this man able to say things that only get on my nerves like this!? 


  (What a bothersome guy…)


  That was the first impression of Lissette when she talked to this man.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  – That uniform. Are you an École des Rouge student?


  That was the first question of her lifesaver.


  École des Rouge was a 《Savior》 training facility directly under the French Division.


  – Correct. A third-year──


  Lissette suddenly noticed her appearance while answering.


  It was unavoidable in this situation that she just threw on her uniform jacket on top of her nightwear, but a lot of it was burned down and her skin was exposed here and there.


  She blushed at her own immodest appearance.


  She hurriedly turned around, her back facing the man.


  – Lass. If you have the time to notice that you’re interested in men, answer quickly.


  – I’m Lissette Cabaye, a third-year student!


  – Fool. I don’t give a damn what your name is.


  – S-so mean!


  The declaration that he had no interest in her name was mean, but what should she answer?


  – Don’t you know? That lass possessed by Arachne is also a Rouge student. That’s why I’m asking what she has to do with you.


  – You didn’t ask that question though!?


  – You’re not smart. If you think for a moment, you’ll get it? What is your head for?


  – I’m sorry!?


  When she glanced back, the man still had a condescending look on his face, making Lissette rage.


  How refreshing would it be to punch that face of his?


  But she endured it,


  – That child──is Blanche, a classmate.


  – Are you on good terms?


  Lissette was about to nod and desisted from doing so.


  This man. Even if she answered Oui, he might say 「I’m not interested in whether you guys are friends or not」.


  There must be another intention for his true question.


  Unless she read it, anticipated it and replied, she would be cursed at again.


  She didn’t hate to think.


  After contemplating, Lissette answered prudently.


  – I don’t even know why Blanche ended up like that. She’s an incredibly outstanding Dark Savior, and despite being a student, she’s summoned by 『Cradle of the Sun』 every Sunday to research golems with the Les Éléments. She went out as usual this morning──


  – Wait. Who asked that now? My question was 『Are you on good terms』, wasn’t it?


  – Eh, umm, we are, but…. Instead, let’s talk about what you seem to want to hear….


  – Nonsense. You’re reading too much into it. Shouldn’t you just answer what was asked? Can you do such a simple thing?


  – I don’t want to hear that from you!


  – And. If I ask you, answer immediately. Don’t make me wait.


  The man demanded conceitedly while actually tapping his foot, showing how impatient he was.


  – This guy is really annoying!
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  – You insolent. What’s your intention by saying 『This guy』 in my face?


  – Then you should tell me your name first, no? I gave mine.


  – Nonsense. Why do I need to give my name to the likes of you?


  This guy was really annoying.


  She repeated. This guy was really annoying.


  – Then I’ll call you “This guy” the whole time! This guy! This guy! This guy!


  Lissette turned only her face around, spitting saliva and saying those words repeatedly.


  The man, even with this, grimaced seemingly displeased,


  – Charles.


  With a tone that sounded annoyed, he briefly gave his name as if agreeing with her.


  It seemed that he really had no intention of telling her anything.


  Charles was a common name in France.


  The name of Lissette’s class teacher was also Charles.


  The name of the Head of the French Division was also Charles.


  There was even the possibility of being an alias.


  What a suspicious man──when Lissette proceeded with the inquiry in her mind,


  – And?


  Charles said something to encourage her to continue while making the tapping of his foot intensify.


  Lissette didn’t know what to answer.


  Charles lost his patience,


  – What happened after that “Blanche” went out in the morning? The rest, quickly. You ignoramus.


  – It was you who interrupted me though!


  – It’s Charles. You damn insolent. Good grief… why did I bother to give my name?


  – You want to hear the rest of the story, right? Then shut up already!


  Making her blood go up to her head, Lissette ranted.


  Charles grimaced and covered one of his ears,


  – This barking of yours…. Can you not yell every single time, hysterical woman?


  – You really don’t want to hear the rest of the story, do you!?


  Lissette retorted with all her might.


  Did she really, really get mad because of a nobody?


  




  However, she couldn’t speak much.


  Lissette was waiting in her dormitory room as usual for Blanche’s return.


  It had become a custom to have dinner together.


  But today, there was absolutely no sign that Blanche would return.


  Normally, when she was late to return, she got an email saying that she should eat first.


  In the end, it got dark, and Lissette, unable to endure it, had dinner first, changed into her nightwear, lay down on the bed, and started to doze off──


  She heard Blanche’s call.


  Welcome back!  Lissette jumped up.


  And she saw it.


  The figure of Blanche sneaking a look at her from the outside of the window.


  However, Lissette’s room was on the 4th floor!


  She began to scream, but Blanche’s,


  – Help me….


  Rather, upon hearing a thin voice, Lissette hurriedly covered her mouth with her hand and suppressed the scream.


  She immediately rushed to the window and checked Blanche.


  The lower half of the body of her best friend had taken a strange shape and remained on the outer wall of the dormitory with 8 legs.


  Seeing that bizarre appearance before her very eyes, she screamed this time.


  – Help me, Lissette…. I don’t know what to do….


  Being on the other side of the window, Blanche appealed while crying.


  – The person I always do research with told me to try testing a different golem today… I was told to give it a try because it’s a special type that anyone can activate, so I tried pouring mana into it… and now I’m like this….


  Even if she appealed to Lissette, she couldn’t reply all of a sudden.


  While standing by the window, various thoughts spun around in her head.


  Golems were artificial creatures that Dark Saviors used primarily for self-defense.


  Then why had it become one with Blanche?


  Lissette, a 《Light Savior》, didn’t know about it. Was it a normal thing?


  How could she help Blanche?


  Should she get in touch with her teacher first for advice?


  ──While giving it a thought again and again.


  Actually, while escaping to a thought equivalent to standstill.


  A situation she couldn’t be recovered from.


  – I’m sorry…. Even Lissette doesn’t know what to do, right…?


  Blanche said so with tears and laughter and jumped off far below her eyes.


  There was only one thing Lissette should have done before anything else.


  If only she had opened the window and welcomed her, she would have appreciated that.


  She wished she had hugged Blanche because it was her who was really anxious and unable to bear it.


  When she finally realized such an uncomplicated and obvious thing, her figure, which had become half-human half-monster, was about to disappear into the darkness.


  – Wait! Blanche!


  Lissette hurriedly grabbed her uniform jacket, opened the window and jumped from there.


  She put the jacket in the air and landed with 《Godlike Movement》.


  And chased her without looking aside.


  Then, she caught up with her in the forest park, but suddenly she was attacked by the steel spider.


  Of course, it seemed that her lower body started to move against Blanche’s will, she was also frantic.


  




  – It’s an Arachne. They possess Dark Saviors and move by absorbing their mana. At first, the host moves their limbs freely, but it gradually erodes the host’s spirit, taking the hegemony.


  Charles interjected impatiently before Lissette’s story was over.


  Upon hearing the explanation, Lissette trembled violently.


  Near the end of the last battle, Blanche’s consciousness was already quite fuzzy.


  The steel spider, on the other hand, got to change the pattern of attacks, making them more annoying.


  Just before Blanche was robbed of her self and the spider was about to take the hegemony….*


  *TN: Please do note it’s not herself but she losing the sense of self.


  – W-what will happen to her if left as she is…?


  – It’s obvious. Eventually, the host’s self will disappear completely and become a living battery that will only supply mana. On the contrary, the Arachne will begin to attack people indiscriminately. An auspicious and true monster will be born.


  – Golems are guardians, aren’t they? Are they that dangerous!?


  – It’s not normal. That’s a very particular thing that the Saint-Germain of two generations ago, who was an extraordinary Golem user, created with malice, childishness and caprice, and left behind. Therefore, it has research value and was strictly managed. A fool broke the seal and took it out.


  – Blanche wouldn’t do that!


  – I know. Said fool has already been caught and interrogated. It seems that your friend possesses rich mana that is rarely seen. He had his eyes on her and made her a test subject.


  – That’s awful….


  Blanche was fooled by what was called an experiment and ended up being turned into a monster like this.


  – Last question. Who is the person that “Blanche” cherishes the most? What is her family structure? What about her friends? List them all as much as you can remember. Now answer.


  – Why are you asking such a thing?


  – Answer me. The Arachne hasn’t taken full control yet. In order to destroy the host’s spirit as soon as possible, it will kill the person the host cherishes the most in front of them.


  Lissette caught her breath at that ghastliness.


  – Answer. Fast. Are you aware that there will be casualties while you’re immersed in sentimentalism?


  – Is that a threat!? … Okay. Wait. Everything? Let me think….


  Lissette contemplated.


  She closed her eyes, sweat running down her forehead, and thought with utmost effort.


  She thought about Blanche, considered the nature of this man named Charles──and replied.


  – Her parents are divorced. She’s been abandoned by her father, but I’ve heard that she really cares about her mother….


  – Are you sure? What else?


  – I don’t know. She’s a bit introverted, so I’m the only one who can be called her friend….


  – Where is her mother’s house?


  – In Lyon. Far from here──


  While talking, Charles quickly turned back.


  – Wait! What are you going to do if you find Blanche!?


  – That’s also obvious. Deal with her.


  – I thought as much…. I won’t let you do that!


  Lissette turned around completely and tried to extended her arm towards Charles.


  However──


  – Sleep. You’ve served your purpose.


  Charles, who had turned around, put magic characters into written form in the air with only his finger pointing at her.


  What and when?


  A terrifying quick work.


  Lissette’s consciousness fell into darkness as an intense sleepiness by means of Dark Arts surrounded her.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  – That guy!


  Waking up, Lissette jumped up.


  She checked the clock.


  It was still past 4 o’clock.


  She slept for about 30 minutes even if she made a rough estimation?


  While grinding her teeth and suppressing her anger at Charles, she ran to the dormitory with 《Godlike Movement》.


  Preparations for the battle were needed.


  She ran back to her room and took off her burned and tattered clothes.


  There were no burns left on her skin reflected in the full-length mirror.


  The healing effect by 《Inner Life》.


  Extraordinary prana and toughness were one of Lissette’s talents that school teachers praised.


  If she had her combat uniform, she could make an even better use of her defensive faculties.


  She took it out of the closet and put it on, adjusted the collar in front of the full-length mirror, and this time she fired herself up.


  And Lissette left the dormitory again.


  Alone, she rushed out into the city covered in deep darkness without fear.


  She couldn’t ask her teacher or anyone for help.


  Still, it was very likely that they would suggest killing Blanche like Charles.


  Using 《Godlike Movement》, she looked around a number of parks with large grounds.


  The last location was too undesirable to fight the Arachne.


  In the woods, fire spread here and there, she ended up being shrouded by it.


  So, if she was going to fight, a more open place was better──


  Lissette chose the vast grass, and waited in the center.


  If she waited alone, then the Arachne was bound to come without fail.


  Because Blanche was on bad terms with her parents and Lisette was her only friend.


  What she told Charles was a complete lie.


  That man wasn’t trustworthy, so she kept him at a distance in Lyon.


  And he was deceived by Lissette’s idea.


  Her sense of hearing, which was concentrated on 《Divine Hearing》, singled out the sound of eight legs squirming quietly.


  Nervous, Lissette made the sword manifest from the ID Tag.


  – You kept me waiting! ──Although I say that, I don’t know if my words will get through to the golem.


  She deliberately encouraged herself with brave lines.


  Illuminated by the moonlight, she thrust her sword at the Arachne that appeared so as to crawl out of the darkness.


  The spider, the lower body, didn’t answer anything.


  It only made a large crystal like an eye attached to the torso shine.


  When the two forelegs were raised, flames were blown from the tip of the legs like a pair of swords.


  – Li… sse… ah… ua….


  Blanche, the upper body, was no longer in a state that could speak.


  The vanishing of her self was intensifying.


  There was no time to waste.


  – I’ll get my friend back!


  Lissette carried the sword in one hand and started running.


  The Arachne took advantage of the reach of the flame swords and mowed her down from afar with the left sword.


  Lissette jumped over it and dodged it.


  Without a moment’s delay, the Arachne swung the right sword down.


  Lissette had no way to avoid this in the air.


  Enhancing her prana, she made 《Anti-Magic》 run on her combat uniform put on her whole body.


  A yellowish-green aura sparkled, and the design of the combat uniform changed to a shape suitable for defense.


  She took the flame sword head-on.


  A sharp pain──but not to the point of being unendurable.


  Her body had minor injuries and her combat uniform had completely put up with it.


  She used the failures, the blows she received a while ago, as source of encouragement.


  With that level of firepower, and as long as she had her combat uniform.


  – I! Can do it! Even in actual combat!


  The trembling of the hand holding the sword stopped.


  The problem was how to attack, rushing as she was.


  The Arachne had become one with Blanche.


  If she attacked poorly and the host was damaged, she would mistake the cause for the end.


  Was it okay to cut off each of those legs?


  Wouldn’t Blanche be saved if she crushed that meaningful crystal eye?


  ──While taking such things into consideration, her rushing legs grew dull.


  She was trapped in her bad habit of thinking too much again.


  In the meantime, the Arachne used its two forelegs and took a posture as if holding a two-handed sword.


  The two sword blades combined, forming a thick, long sword of roaring flames.


  And it caused the attack pattern to evolve again, swinging the maximum sword down in a vertical straight line.


  – Run………… a………… way………….


  Despite becoming fuzzy, Blanche squeezed out those words.


  However, her feelings were in vain, and the speed of the sword that was swung down was tremendous, she couldn’t dodge it at all.


  Even if it was Lissette, the blade of the bursting flames approached with a sense of intimidation that couldn’t possibly be eclipsed.


  Even when having a fire-shaped death before her eyes, she felt no fear.


  She only and earnestly felt regretful to have to kill Blanche, a friend.


  (I shouldn’t have come here, should I? Wasn’t it better to avoid facing reality and tremble in my room?)


  She didn’t want to think that way.


  Her field of vision was blurred due to sadness──at that time, there was a sound as if something was stretching.


  Suddenly, the sword of roaring flames stopped moving.


  Two chains extended from the ground, restraining the Arachne’s forelegs which were swung down.


  – Don’t give up! You just said that you’re going to get your friend back, didn’t you coward!


  A scolding voice attacked her.


  From far above.


  Unable to believe it, Lissette looked up nervously.


  It was Charles.


  Having the moon in the background, he stood in the empty sky with no footing and stared at the world below.


  He wore flying Dark Arts, which she heard was the only one in the world.


  He helped her again.


  Despite being such a conceited and arrogant man, she couldn’t get to hate him or detest him.


  – You didn’t go to Lyon….


  – Fool. Are you mocking me, telling me that I’m blind? You don’t look like a woman heedless enough to tell the truth to a man you don’t know. Since that’s the case, you thought of looking for the Arachne. I let you swim and I stood watch from above. Well, I sent Zlatan to Lyon just in case.


  He was one cut above.


  Lissette could do nothing but be amazed.


  The Arachne escaped from the binding while they exchanged words.


  Both legs in the second row from the front spewed flames similar to short swords and cut the chains.


  – That crystal. If we break that, Arachne will stop moving.


  Charles used a new Dark Art from the sky.


  The chanting was omitted.


  On the contrary, when he cut the emptiness with a knifehand strike, a line of magic characters was written after it.


  It was a fast work that went beyond human limits.


  Perhaps by dividing the phrase into five parts and spelling it with five fingers, he made this divine skill become possible.


  – This time, I won’t let it get away. There won’t be a way out!


  Every time Charles waved his left and right knifehands, the chains, which resembled iron shackles of hell that captured the dead, extended from the ground one after another, attacking the Arachne.


  The Arachne also wanted to swiftly and nimbly swing the two short swords and cut them down, but the chains were born too fast.


  One by one, the chains twined around it.


  At this point, Lissette realized.


  The user of 《The Origin》 who owned the sky.


  The fast-shooting sorcerer that couldn’t be expressed in words such as expertise.


  He was the “Magician of the Eiffel Tower”.


  The Head of the French Division.


  Charles Saint-Germain, he was that person.


  He should be scolding her snappishly, saying things such as 「You insolent being!」.


  But──


  No matter how sharp his nasty tongue was, this man had helped Lissette twice.


  In spite of saying he was going to deal with Blanche, he didn’t use any offensive Dark Arts, but only Dark Arts of Binding.


  On a second thought, it had been like this since what happened in the forest park.


  From the point of view of the Head of the French Division, Lissette, a student, was probably a roadside flower that he didn’t mind dying.


  From the point of view of the “Magician of the Eiffel Tower”, it was possible to burn the Arachne completely to ashes.


  – Hurry up. If you only smash the crystal, your friend will be released without being hurt. It’ll be useless unless you do it!


  Because of that, she was able to honestly believe Charles’ words.


  – Don’t hesitate! You’re still in time, you can still save your precious friend. You lucky one… grab that luck with your own hands! Grab it and don’t let it go!


  Without understanding the reason why Charles was becoming so eager, his words touched her heart.


  – Don’t stand there doing nothing! They say “Inadequate ideas are worse than none at all” don’t they!?


  Even if she was told something that offended her like this, she couldn’t hate him or detest him anymore.


  Aah, what a bothersome person!


  – You have my thanks.


  Lissette answered in a whisper and readied her sword.


  The sword blade was put horizontally, its tip aiming at the crystal.


  Blanche’s eyelids were about to close.


  As Charles said. There was no time to hesitate.


  Reading herself, she broke into a run.


  Believing in Charles’ words, she only thought about saving her friend.


  Transforming herself into an arrow, she accelerated explosively.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Bukyoku》.


  Another ability that Lissette was proud of.


  Making full use of the power she was blessed with, she quickly, powerfully and single-mindedly charged straight into the eye.


  Into the eye of the Arachne that was getting desperate to cut down Charles’ chains──


  With a colliding momentum that used all her might, she thrust the tip of the sword.


  




  Charles’ words were correct.


  The steel spider stopped moving and was immediately wrapped in light, leaving only a worn-out saber and a fallen Blanche.


  When she checked her best friend who was stark naked, she didn’t have a single cut.


  Lissette breathed out a sigh of relief from the bottom of her lungs.


  She held Blanche in her arms and shook her awake.


  She immediately made her cute eyelashes quiver, opening her eyes.


  – Good morning… Lissette.


  – Don’t… “Good morning” at meeeeee. Have you thought how worried I was!?


  She got mad and complained, and Blanche smiled as tears accumulated in the corner of her eyes.


  – I know. I was watching.


  Then she hugged her with all her strength.


  Even if there were no words, all her feelings of gratitude were conveyed.


  Lissette was taken aback.


  On the contrary, she became embarrassed.


  In a joke-like tone to gloss over it,


  – No, you don’t know, Blanche. I really had a hard time! It was great that a mysterious man named Charles had appeared──


  She told her the whole story.


  Blanche was silent and listened with great interest.


  When she learned that the man was the Head of the French Division, she was naturally amazed and surprised.


  – ──In conclusion, our Division Head has, generally speaking, a sharp nasty tongue, but in reality, I think he’s a very good person.


  Lissette closed her eyes and pondered.


  From a student’s point of view, the Division Head was a godlike existence, but after meeting him this way and being saved by him, she was able to come in contact with his personality and know his abilities.


  She was now completely convinced that he was a praiseworthy man, suitable as a Division Head.


  She was still at the other end of the organization, but she was proud to be a member of the French Division.


  She wanted to graduate faster, work for him and offer her sword if possible.


  While thinking such things,


  – Umm… it’s not that I have a different opinion, but….


  Blanche whispered into her ear as if to say 「I’m sorry for interrupting you while you’re in the middle of something」.


  – Yes?


  – If Charles-sama had revealed his identity from the beginning and asked for cooperation, and Lissette hadn’t probed each other unnecessarily, the case could have been resolved more easily, don’t you agree…?


  No way. Are you kidding me? 


  Lissette closed her eyes tightly and pondered while rubbing her middle forehead.


  She recalled and scrutinized Charles’ remarks one by one.


  She couldn’t help but admit what her best friend had pointed out each time, and couldn’t stop sweating either.


  Blanche is dangerous! Why was she driven to the edge of the cliff?


  – Ah… that kind of bothersome guy is the Division Head. Am I really going to be okaaaay!?


  She couldn’t help screaming.


  As if the brainwashing had been lifted, just remembering Charles’ face made her angry mood come back.


  I’ll make a complaint. I shall do so.


  She didn’t give a damn whether the other party was a big shot or her benefactor.


  She should at least have the right to throw a complaint.


  Thinking so, Lissette searched for Charles.


  He should still be nearby──she thought, but he was nowhere to be seen.


  With a quick work as usual, and before she knew it, he collected the turned-into-a-saber Arachne and disappeared.


  To think that he did it silently, this swaggerer bastard.


  No, he probably just returned because he was impatient.


  He didn’t care about Lissette or Blanche anymore!


  The eastern sky began to become white.


  The spring dawn was so, so beautiful. She especially thought so today.


  Forgetting her anger, Lissette was enchanted by Blanche for a moment.


  Then she sneezed cutely in her arms.


  She remembered. Blanche wasn’t wearing anything right now.


  – W-we have to go back quickly!


  – E-e-everyone will be awake.


  It would be a big scandal if she was found running with a naked girl in her arms by someone taking a walk in the morning.


  Lissette hurriedly began to run as if eloping.


  Although she was panicking, she found pleasure in the joy of returning with her best friend.
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  A year later, Lissette, who graduated, got a notification of appointment to work at the Paris main office.


  The task given to new staff members at the beginning was an interview with the Head of the French Division who was feared as the “Sorcerer”.


  One by one they were called to his office and returned with a pale face.


  What kind of terrifying 「Interview」 was waiting inside?


  The tough look of those who were of the same year of graduation as her started to become quiet and meek all of a sudden only this time today, and waited for their turn while trembling again.


  And finally, it was Lissette’s turn.


  Being braver than anyone else, they watched her back dashing down the corridor gallantly in mute amazement.


  As soon as she knocked on the door, a reply immediately came in: 「Come in」.


  She wondered if he was impatient as usual.


  Seeing that fearless smile of hers, those of the same year of graduation became confused.


  Of course, Lissette wasn’t afraid.


  (Because, I can finally tell the complaint I had at that time to the person in question!)


  She had plenty of time to think about what to say.


  Lissette triumphantly touched the knob.


  Unconsciously wearing a beaming smile, she pushed the door of the office where Charles was waiting──


  Chapter 4 - Assassination Magical Girl


  The following occurs when Moroha and company were still first-year students.


  The calendar showed it was October.


  At that time, Moroha had triumphantly returned from the war with the Russian Division, and the French Sorcerer hadn’t visited him yet──
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  The hobby of Elena Arshavina, also known as Leshya, was net surfing.


  Day after day, as soon as she returned from Akane Academy, she turned on her PC in her dormitory room.


  She was about to go around 「5ch」, Japan’s largest anonymous textboard──


  When she noticed that she received an email from the school principal.


  That was unusual.


  Just the other day Leshya had broken her ties with the Russian Division, but it was Shimon Mari who put a lot of effort into the procedures and this and that so that she could get to live in Japan. She was her benefactor.


  Unable to disregard it, she opened the email immediately.


  At that very moment──


  A mysterious application was installed without permission, launched, and spread to fill the monitor.


  (No way, the school principal-dono sent me a virus)


  She believed in her, but she was betrayed.


  She was depressed. She wanted to die.


  Shocked, Leshya considered how to deal with it in her mind while being on the verge of tears.


  Meanwhile, the mysterious application started to work.


  The green dinosaur mascot (Anime CG) displayed on the monitor waved its hand towards her.


  A design that walked on the fine line between 「Cute」 and 「Ugly」.


  The animation process was elaborate, it moved smoothly like a real creature.


  And it talked through the speaker.


  With a cute female voice, and a terrible pronunciation of French accent using clumsy English,


  『Nice to meet you, Elena-chan! I’m Arlene Highbury. Simply put, it’s me, the Head of the American Division!』


  – You’re lying.


  『Don’t deny it in a few words, okay!?』


  The dinosaur mascot had teary eyes, probably because it was able to recognize Leshya’s natural voice.


  ──No, in Internet slang, this was the so-called 「There’s a person inside」 situation, so shouldn’t it be called a dinosaur avatar?


  Leshya glared at it with a gaze filled with suspicion,


  – If you’re not satisfied with a denial in a few words, I will explain it in a long sentence.


  She earnestly talked to the rude person who pretended to be the American Division Head.


  – First, according to what I have heard, the American Division Head is a busy person. I don’t think she has the time to spew nonsense like this. Second, I heard that the American Division Head is a person who has no interest in anything other than her own research. She has no relation with me whatsoever, and in the first place, there is no way that she is aware of me. Not to mention, it’s absurd to contact me using such elaborate means.


  Every time Leshya explained, the dinosaur avatar panicked and sent large drops of sweat flying.


  After the explanation was over, it appealed with an excessively produced and desperate look.


  『Erm, I’m sorry, I’m certainly that kind of person, it’s really hard to counterargument, but it’s truly me! I have something to say to you, so I got Principal Something to sent you a message. If you think it’s a lie, check with the principal!』


  – Understood. Give me a minute.


  Leshya immediately sent an email to the school principal with a smooth movement of her hands.


  She didn’t get a reply, probably because she was busy.


  Leshya booted her laptop, her backup machine, and started net surfing.


  The dinosaur avatar incessantly expressed its discontent, saying things such as,


  『Not yet?』, 『How long are you going to make me wait〜?』 and, 『The American Division Head is busy!』, but she ignored her because her 5ch tour was making good progress.


  After about 15 minutes, she finally got a reply from the school principal.


  What the dinosaur avatar was saying was true.


  – I’ve got confirmation just now. I’ve decided to believe you. Nice to meet you, American Division Head-dono.


  『You have the nerve… to have that attitude towards me…』


  – Of course. If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be able to fulfill my duty as an assassin. Still, I cannot let my guard down.


  Since Leshya had quit that already, it might not be necessary, but what was sunk deeply into her mind wasn’t something that would go away so simply.


  – So, what do you need me for?


  『I wanted to apologize to you…』


  The dinosaur avatar (A fine art), which was dejected somehow, did a 180 and bowed its head very deeply.


  – I have no idea why I’m making you do that though?


  『Actually…』


  The dinosaur avatar started to talk as if being sorry.


  The other day, Leshya was still aiming for the life of Haimura Moroha at the secret order of Lightning Empress──


  The Head of the American Division planned the elimination of Leshya, an essential and valuable asset of the eyesore Russian Division, and wanted to make her crash into Moroha as soon as possible.


  For that sake, she used Sophia Mertesacker, who was allowed to study abroad, to do this and that behind the scenes.


  『But I heard from Sophie. You’re not a cold-blooded assassin, but rather a poor child who was forced to do things against her will due to some circumstances. Once I heard that, I felt guilty. At least let me apologize to you…』


  A truly apologetic voice was heard from the speaker.


  The feeling of apology was transmitted.


  Because of that, on the contrary, Leshya was confused.


  Was she really the Head of the American Division?


  Wasn’t she a fake after all?


  She got the impression that she was too different from the personality she heard from others, and it made her have an unconcealed look of suspicion in her eyes.


  Frankly speaking, it wasn’t like she even had a grudge against her.


  Thanks to clashing with Moroha, Leshya was able to connect more with him.


  With that as a start, she could enjoy a peaceful school life today.


  There was no need to apologize.


  However.


  If the American Division Head used her subordinates or someone and made them apologize poorly on her behalf──she wouldn’t forgive that. Even making fun of her had a limit.


  So she decided to give it a try.


  – If you’re going to apologize, there is one thing I’d like to ask of you.


  『What, what, please be sure to tell me!』


  – I’ve heard that your 《Ancestral Arts》 is an ability that manufactures mysterious weapons and magic items. May I ask you to create a sword for me?


  The American Division Head created everything that was made to order, so they were valuable.


  If she went out of her way to create one for Leshya, there would be no greater expression of gratitude than this.


  If she accepted gratefully and had a chance in the future, she could pay back the debt.


  『That’s easy-peasy! So, what kind of sword?』


  As was expected, the American Division Head answered quickly.


  – My Leprazan is completely useless in fights against 《Metaphysicals》. I want an alternative weapon.


  Leprazan, the man-eating Cursed Sword.


  Its blade absorbed all prana and mana, and Leshya’s own prana was no exception.


  Normally, Shiroganes fought by loading destructive prana into the sword blade, but that was not possible with Leprazan.


  In the first place, while a sword, if it was a battle between Saviors, it would exert sufficient killing power even if no prana was loaded into it. However, 《Metaphysicals》 had even abnormal vitality, so she couldn’t deal decent damage with an ordinary sword. It was useless.


  『Yeah, I got it! Leave it to me!』


  The dinosaur avatar hit its chest.


  『Well, there’s just one issue. In order for me to present the best sword for you, I need to be given the best inspiration. If possible, I’d like to be allowed to lick your body fluids, or just smell your body odor』


  – What… did you say just now?


  Body fluids? Body odor?


  It wasn’t like she was bad at English, but did she mishear her?


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  『Well, that’s impossible, isn’t it? I know there’s nothing that I can do, but I want to know your personality at least.  More specifically, who is Elena-chan’s favorite?』


  – Haimura Moroha. He’s my only family.


  Leshya answered immediately.


  『Yeah, good answer. But unfortunately, I don’t know Moroha-kun, so I will get no inspiration. Is there something more typical that you like?』


  – Please give me a moment….


  Leshya put her hand on her chin and pondered.


  It was pretty hard to think of something when being asked head-on, it made her rack her brains.


  Even if she was told that she liked something other than Moroha….


  (That’s right. I’ll try to remember the fun memories with Moroha)


  There should be a clue there.


  – … I don’t hate McDermott’s… hamburgers.


  『Hmm〜, food won’t give me inspiration for a weapon』


  – … Something that I like that is related to weapons, then?


  Having a sullen face, Leshya thought──and an idea flashed into her mind.


  – I enjoyed an anime film I saw with Moroha. The heroine is cute, yet brave, and fights the evil that is trying to destroy the world. I like that girl very much.


  『So, what is the genre of the anime in specific?』


  – Moroha said it was “magical girl”.


  『Then it’s an imported anime I’ve watched too! Alright, I like that kind of thing!』


  – Will that give you inspiration?


  『It sure will. It’s not as good as body fluids, but not to the level that I can’t create! Look forward to it, okay? I’ll have it shipped to Akane Academy Girls’ Dormitory as soon as it’s completed』


  The dinosaur avatar unilaterally informed so and disappeared from the monitor.


  The application was closed.


  Leshya hesitated for a moment, wondering if she should delete it, and left it as it was.


  When she realized, the uncovered suspicion and the rugged part of the eyebrows closest to the nose became softer.


  What kind of thing would she send?


  She became aware that she was looking forward to it.
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  – ──So, is this what was sent?


  After hearing about the situation, Moroha just nodded.


  On a holiday, he was summoned by Leshya to the martial arts stadium of Akane Academy.


  Moroha was in plain clothes and Leshya in her combat uniform.


  In front of them, there was a loosely packed cardboard box.


  What arrived at the Girls’ Dormitory this morning was brought by Leshya as it was.


  – Even if it’s a trap, I’ve concluded that we’ll be safe if we’re inside the martial arts stadium which is inside the mystical barrier.


  – That is correct. Then, let’s open it right away, shall we?


  With curiosity, Moroha quickly peeled off the packing tape and unpacked it.


  What came out from inside was a completely unexpected good.


  It was a wand.


  It had a fancy design that little girls would totally like, and the tip was very big, it had a shape as if spreading its cute wings fully.


  At the center of the wings was a large blue jewel-like object.


  – A manual was also included. It says that if I touch this jewel, it will activate.


  While Leshya read aloud with one hand, she touched the blue jewel carefully──rather, fearfully and with uncovered suspicion──with the other hand.


  But nothing happened.


  Moroha looked at Leshya and waited for a while, but nothing happened.


  – … Is it broken?


  – Or maybe I was made fun of.


  When they suddenly couldn’t make a decision and were at a loss about what to do, from the wand,


  『A, a〜, a〜, a〜〜. Testing, testing, can you hear me?』


  Suddenly they heard the cute voice of a woman.


  Moroha was a little surprised, and didn’t know how to react, but Leshya answered very plainly.


  – We hear you.


  『Okay. I can also hear you and see you well. You guys are Elena-chan and Moroha-kun, yes? I’m sorry to have kept you waiting, I was on a meeting on Skype… no, no I wasn’t! I’m a fairy that lives in this magic wand! I’ve been sleeping for hundreds of years, so it took me a while to wake up』


  Said the self-proclaimed fairy who talked fluently in English with a strong accent.


  Moroha looked sullen at how excessively fishy it was, but Leshya didn’t seem to feel that there was anything strange in that regard, and talked to the wand in a deadly serious manner.


  – Magic wand…? But what I requested to the American Division Head was a sword.


  『But Elena-chan wants to become a magical girl, right? Will you make a contract with me?』


  Leshya gazed at the words of the fairy of the wand in wonderment.


  – Is that true!? Can a woman like me, who lived in the darkness of Russia, become a cute warrior full of dreams and hopes like the girl in that movie?


  『That’s absolutely guaranteed! Take me right now and recite the transformation spell 「Mira no kechinbo yarou, teeburu no ashi ni koyubi butsukero」*』


  *TN: This is all said in Katakana, and it can be translated as “Mira, you cheapskate bastard, hit your little finger against the foot of the table”.


  – U-understood.


  Leshya hurriedly picked up the wand.


  From her face seen from the side, it could be inferred that she was half anxious, but also that she had great expectations that she 「Wanted to become something she could be」.


  Holding it in her right hand, she recited what she was told in a monotone voice.


  – Mira no kechinbo yarou, teeburu no ashi ni koyubi butsukero.


  Immediately, something strange happened.


  The jewel on the tip of the wand shed a dazzling blue flash of light.


  Moroha squinted his eyes right away and noticed something while withstanding the dazzle.


  And, he was about to spurt out.


  At the center of the blue flash of light, the combat uniform that Leshya was wearing vanished abruptly.


  She was what was called stark naked.


  It was so dazzling that these details and these others weren’t seen.


  However, the feminine roundish body outline of Leshya’s outstanding proportions, such as the slender yet cheating plump breasts and hips were clearly and perfectly visible.


  It was a lascivious sight that seemed to be burned into his eyelids, but it only lasted for a few seconds.


  The flash of light subsided, and Leshya in fancy clothes and a wand in her hand stood in its place.


  Yes, the clothes she wore had changed to something completely different.


  A cute dress with pink as the base color and plenty of frills.


  Because the lace decoration was elegant, it didn’t feel like Lolita fashion.


  It went very well with the features of Leshya, a beautiful Eastern European girl.


  – T-this is….


  Leshya confirmed her appearance with surprised eyes.


  She twisted her body to the left and right and gazed at here and there.


  Then she suddenly noticed Moroha’s gaze,


  – I-is it that weird?


  Her cheeks reddened palely.


  Leshya always had a resolute countenance, so such lovely facial expression was precious.


  『What are you talking about? Those are clothes that I designed, they can only be cute, right?』


  The fairy of the wand voiced her discontent, but Leshya didn’t hear her.


  Can you compliment me? 


  Or is it impossible? 


  Being anxious, she continued staring at Moroha only, waiting for a reply.


  Moroha replied frankly while making his gaze soften reflexively.


  – It’s cute. Very cute.


  – I’m happy to be praised by you… no, what Moroha complimented were these clothes.


  – The clothes suit you, and Leshya is cute, that’s what I said.


  – ………… I’m overjoyed.


  Leshya muttered with a voice that seemed to gradually vanish.


  She looked down, blushed even more, made her body shrink, and hugged her wand.


  Because of her, who showed an increasingly innocent reaction, even Moroha felt embarrassed and scratched his head.


  They stared at each other for a short while.


  At that moment──


  – Aren’t you happy, Leshya? You got my cheating Nii-sama to compliment you!


  They heard a thorny voice from behind Moroha, from the entrance.


  Moroha got so startled that he almost jumped up.


  He fearfully looked back… Satsuki-san was in a daunting pose very close to him.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Putting her hand on her waist with anger, and pouting seemingly dissatisfied, she turned reproachful eyes towards them.


  – At what point… no, how long have you been listening?


  – From 『It’s cute. Very cute』. I never imagined that Moroha was actually a smooth talker!


  – I just said what I thought?


  – To be complimented so many times like this, as expected, I also am embarrassed.


  – See? This is Leshya’s reactiooooon. That’s why I’ve been saying that Moroha is promiscuous!


  Satsuki pointed to Leshya, who was bashfully shy, with a momentum as if she had found significant criminal evidence.


  – I dropped in because she told me that she would show me something interesting, but I never thought that I would be shown the scene of an affair!


  Moroha, overwhelmed by Satsuki’s threatening attitude, didn’t know what to do.


  Then, from the entrance, Shizuno, who came around with a refined manner of walking following Satsuki,


  – Just because you’re not cute doesn’t mean that you’re going to be jealous of others, are you, Ranjou-san?


  – I’m sure as hell am cute, Urushibaraaaaa.


  – What a shock. I’ve never seen a cringe person say that they’re cute themselves.


  – Uh…! I-isn’t it you who has to be jealous of me because you’re not cute enough to sing your own praises〜?


  – You’re right. I’m not cute. Unlike Ranjou-san, I’m merely the most beautiful woman in the world.


  – You’re far more cringy than me, aren’t you!?


  – Ara? But Moroha always tells me, 『You’re like the most beautiful woman in the world』?


  – Nope, I’m not buying it! Moroha only says that 『I’m the cutest in the world』!


  – What a lame falsehood.


  – Urushibara’s is way lamer thoouugh*.


  *TN: Another joke lost in translation. In this case, Shizuno uses the i-adjective 寒い. It has two entries. The first is cold (cold weather, cold wind, etc), and the other is lame/weak/corny/etc. Satsuki’s reply is in response to having her answer called “cold” so she responded that Shizuno’s answer was beyond cold, in this case, permafrost (Urushibara’s is permafrost thoouugh).


  ──And in that manner, the focus of Satsuki’s menacing look completely changed to Shizuno.


  Thanks to that, Moroha was saved.


  He paid his respects to Shizuno, who casually winked in his direction, with feelings of gratitude.


  However, behind him, the fairy of the wand,


  『Who are those girls, Elena-chan? It looks like they aren’t on good terms with Moroha』


  – I shall introduce them. They are 『I’m Urushibara Shizuno, a friend』 and 『I’m Ranjou Satsuki, not a true friend at all』.


  – Why am I the only one having a mean introductory essay!?


  Satsuki, who should have been in a quarrel with Shizuno, suddenly bent her neck 90 degrees and snapped at Leshya.


  Even sharp ears had a limit.


  Then she reintroduced herself while in anger. Shizuno agreed with her,


  – I’m Ranjou Satsuki-chan, it’s written as Moroha’s 『Younger sister』 and read as 『Beloved one』.


  – I’m Urushibara Shizuno, it’s written as Moroha’s 『Beloved one』 and read as 『Shizuno』.


  As soon as they finished saying it, the two of them gave off sparks with their incorrigible gazes.


  However, neither of them was surprised that the wand talked.


  Maybe because they were told in advance, 「Why don’t you come see the weapon created by the American Division Head?」.


  The talking wand said in a trembling voice all of a sudden.


  『Hey, Elena-chan…? Is Moroha-kun seeing two people at the same time?』


  – No, not at all.


  『Phew…. I thought too mu──』


  – There are many women, including myself, who are intimate with Moroha. Two people don’t satisfy him at all*.


  *TN: Another possible translation is “It doesn’t stop at two people”.


  『This guy is an enemy of womeeeeen!』


  The jewel at the tip of the wand suddenly turned red as if it was angry.


  『Listen, Elena-chan! It’s the mission given to the magical girl to keep fighting with cuteness and pop in order to destroy all the evil in the world!』


  – I see, it was the same in the anime.


  『It sure was──first of all, chastise Moroha-kun!』


  While dyeing the jewel more and more red, the wand said ridiculous things.


  「「W-wait….」」


  Moroha said in unison with Leshya.


  However, the wand didn’t wait.


  『Don’t you want to be a magical girl? Are you going to abandon your mission so fast?』


  – B-but… Moroha is my….


  『You won’t go as far as to take his life! With the magical girl’s justice hammer, all you have to do is get him to go through a minor painful experience and have him become a pure Moroha-kun!』


  – I don’t really get it, but is it a good thing for Moroha to be pure?


  『Of course it is a good thing! Magical girls are superheroes!』


  Leshya changed her expression and got invigorated as if she was touched by her ardent words (in appearance only).


  Moroha knew.


  That was the face of Leshya when she was incited by 5ch….


  – Understood. If I can help Moroha to be pure, I’ll steel myself and fight. How do I fight again? Do I beat him with you as a blunt weapon?


  『Recite this deadly spell after me. Sharuru no sekkachi yarou, rengoku no ochiro!*』


  *TN: Charles, you impatient wretch, fall into purgatory.


  – Sharuru no sekkachi yarou, rengoku no ochiro.


  Moroha didn’t even have time to stop her, and as soon as Leshya repeated, the tip of the wand changed shape.


  Expressing its anger, it spread its wings in a tense manner, like a person squaring their shoulders.


  Then, the red jewel shone fascinatingly, creating a flame ball in the air.


  It was the size of a baseball, and it suddenly flew towards Moroha!


  – Whoa whoa!


  Since the fireball landed at his feet, Moroha hurriedly raised his feet, but the scattered sparks ignited some parts of the cuff of the jeans.


  Unable to endure it, he extinguished the fire by wiping the cuff with his hand while preventing burns with 《Anti-Magic》.


  Meanwhile, a second and third fireball aimed at Moroha accurately and attacked him.


  – Hey, forgive me already!


  Unable to stay still anymore, Moroha turned around and ran away.


  However, fireballs were created one after another and aimed at him tenaciously.


  Satsuki and Shizuno, who were glaring at each other, heard this commotion and made it stop with a loud voice.


  – What on earth are you doing, Leshya!?


  – I ask you to stop such a dangerous thing soon.


  . How can I stop it, fairy of the wand?


  Leshya had an I-don’t-know-what-to-do and troubled face because of the wand that kept attacking as it pleased.


  『Once the battle has started, it cannot be stopped so easily. What a lamentable means』


  – ──That seems to be the case. I’m depressed.


  Leshya turned a troubled face to Satsuki and Shizuno this time.


  Satsuki and Shizuno became pale because there was nothing that they could do even if she turned towards them.


  – Sorry. I’m leaviiiing.


  Moroha raised his hand and said goodbye to everyone, and ran off to the entrance at full speed.


  However, the side door was opened from the outside before Moroha reached it.


  The one who showed up was the blonde angel-chan.


  – Good day nanodesu, Moroha! I got Mari-onee-chan to make sandwiches desu.


  Maya, who returned to the school principal’s house because it was a weekend, brought a big basket.


  『Oops, this is dangerous』


  As soon as the very young girl appeared in Moroha’s path, the attack from the wand stopped.


  As if to say it was not good to get her involved.


  – Didn’t you say that it couldn’t be easily stopped?


  Leshya pointed out concisely, and the fairy of the wand whistled and tried to gloss over it.


  Satsuki, Shizuno and Moroha, who looked back, glared at it with a half-opened eye.


  On the other hand, Maya, who just came, didn’t know the situation and innocently hugged Moroha,


  – There is a lot of potato sandwiches that Moroha loves desu. Maaya mashed a lot of potatoes desu. I want you to praise me desu.


  She made sure to lower her head and behaved like a spoiled child.


  – Oh. You went through great lengths, didn’t’ you? Thank you, Maaya.


  While Moroha patted her head, the danger seemed to have gone and he returned to everyone.


  For some reason, he was greeted by Satsuki and Shizuno with a disappointed look.


  – I, I would have helped you lots if you had invited me…. I’m so good at it….


  – I cannot be too careful of Maya-san, can I?


  – The words of my older sisters are difficult. Maaya, a child, can’t understand them desu (Happy face).


  Maya showed an angelic smile on her face while clinging to Moroha’s arm.


  A strange tense air drifted between the three people facing each other.


  Moroha was at loss, wondering what to do, but the situation was already unavoidable──


  『… Hey, Elena-chan. Who is that little girl who is intimate with Moroha-kun?』


  Even the fairy of the wand inquired Leshya about it with a criticizing tone.


  – She’s 『Moroha’s roommate, Shimon Maya』.


  The obedient and honest Leshya replied immediately.


  Moroha panicked,


  . Wait, wait. Don’t get the wrong idea, alright? Maaya is a child, and even if she’s my roommate, it’s not like──


  – Nice to meet you nanodesu, Wand-san. I’m Maaya, Moroha’s 『Softest, warmest, and cutest body pillow nanodesu』.


  – It’s a misunderstan────────!


  『This guy is a damn lolicon────────!』


  The jewel at the tip of the wand went beyond red, it was dyed in a darkish color.


  『Elena-chan! As a magical girl of justice, beat Moroha-kun’s nature into shape! Otherwise, he’ll commit a crime in the near future!』


  – T-that’s…. In the case of Moroha…


  『No, rather, it’s too late! Something-chan and the others think so too, right?』


  – Hmm. Well, sometimes I think it’s weird….


  – I clearly recognize it as a serious problem?


  – You all resent me, don’t you?


  – If… if Shizuno says so, then Moroha really lost his final chance….


  – Look, Leshya didn’t take it seriously.


  Upon seeing Leshya touching her mouth and trembling as if shocked, Moroha covered his face with his hands.


  – I’m depressed… I should die….


  『If you’re a magical girl, do not succumb to despair, Elena-chan! With hope in your heart, keep fighting to correct Moroha-kun!』


  – … Understood. What should I do?


  『Recite the ultimate annihilation spell after me, Elena-chan! 「Vashiriisa no kuzu yarou, juu baikaeshi da」』


  *TN: Vasilisa, you goddamn scum, I’ll pay you back tenfold.


  – Vashiriisa no kuzu yarou, juu baikaeshi da.


  – You do have a grudge, Leshya.


  In front of the screaming Moroha, Leshya’s wand was further transformed.


  Both ends of the wings were vertically extended and took a shape like two antennas.


  A dazzling lightning surged from between the antennas!


  A number of electric shocks were fired making a sound, striking in all directions.


  Moroha became pale, Satsuki and Maya screamed, and Shizuno hid behind Satsuki.


  The aim of the electric shocks was chaotic, they hadn’t hit anyone yet, but it was only a matter of time.


  There was an electric shock that fell right at the feet of Leshya, the chaos seemed to say that not even the safety of the user was guaranteed at all.


  Leshya was bewildered by holding up high the wand that had suddenly turned into a dangerous object.


  She had a strong sense of responsibility. It seemed that it was more dangerous if she let go of it, so she couldn’t even throw it away.


  – I think this is indeed going too far. Even Shizuno got involved.


  Leshya hurriedly protested.


  『T-this doesn’t look good. I didn’t design such a fierce thing!? Was it not factored in or did it rampage!?』


  Yeah, she was at a loss.


  – Dharmapala does not let any wind come near me*.


  *TN: is a type of wrathful god in Buddhism. The name means “dharma protector” in Sanskrit, and the dharmapālas are also known as the Defenders of the Justice, or the Guardians of the Law.


  Becoming desperate, Moroha scribbled 《Blue Hex》 in the air,


  – Ooooooooh!


  He let out a war cry and charged.


  The goal, the way-too-inconvenient wand that Leshya had!


  He closed the shortest distance at the fastest speed.


  Many electric shocks flew, but he didn’t avoid them.


  He didn’t have time to waste avoiding them.


  By overlapping the Light Technique 《Anti-Magic》 on top of protection from Dark Arts, he clenched his teeth and resisted them forcibly.


  Then, he snatched the wand while passing by Leshya, ran past and away from everyone, and hit the tip of the wand against the ground.


  He didn’t mind if this dangerous product were to cause a big explosion due to the impact, he was that much prepared.


  A satisfying sound echoed to the ceiling of the martial arts stadium.


  The tip of the wand was partially destroyed, and the handle broke in the middle──causing it to stop rampaging.


  There was no such thing as big explosion.


  It was quiet.


  In spite of making most of his clothes burn, Moroha wiped the cold sweat.


  He was able to protect everyone.


  – Are you okay, Moroha!?


  With Leshya taking the lead, everyone ran up to him looking concerned.


  – Yeah. It hurts a little, but I managed to do something. If I go outside the martial arts stadium, I will be healed right away.


  Moroha answered while putting up with it.


  – Of course, this will also be as it was before.


  And added while picking up the remains of the wand.


  However, Satsuki, Leshya and Shizuno looked at each other,


  – While I certainly think it’s a powerful weapon….


  – I don’t want to use something that I can’t trust and that will rampage. That’s not worthy of being my partner.


  – Most important, the final result was that even friends were involved, no?


  Their faces said they already had enough of it.


  Furthermore, the voice of the fairy could be heard from the broken wand,


  『There’s no need to worry. The stored Lepracarna is insignificant, so this wand wasn’t going to last long from the start. I just wanted Elena-chan to enjoy her dream for a little while』


  As if to show she had no time, she gave a quick and unclear explanation.


  – Thank you──


  Upon hearing her, Leshya stared at the sleeves of her own clothes.


  Probably because the wand wasn’t in her hand, it went back to her combat uniform instead of the magical girl fashion.


  – Certainly, I got to dream a little.


  In a carefree tone, she thanked the lying remains.


  Moroha wondered why it was so good, but when he saw Leshya’s expression, he couldn’t say anything.


  『That’s great. Then, take the real weapon that Arlene-chan entrusted me with』


  As the fairy said so, the top of the partially destroyed wand opened like a lid.


  Inside was a knife stored in a scabbard.


  Leshya picked it up without haste.


  『It’s designed to fit perfectly in the breast pocket of your combat uniform』


  – I see….


  As she was told by the fairy, Leshya, who put it away in the breast pocket, had a face as if to say 「This is great」.


  『Furthermore, the great thing about this knife is… kufufuh, please tap it from the top of your clothes』


  The fairy laughed mischievously and said nothing at all as if running out of battery.


  – Li-like this?


  Leshya tapped her breast pocket as she was told.


  Moroha and the others were curious about what would happen.


  Leshya felt around her own breast pocket, got invigorated with an expression that could not believe it, and reported.


  – The knife… multiplied.


  Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno and Maya looked at each other and retorted, with each of the four being different from the other three.


  There’s no way those are cookies…
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  The knife she received fit in her hand, and if she tapped it, it would multiply as much as she wanted, and it felt nice to hold in both hands. It was a very easy-to-use weapon as it was great to throw without hesitation given the number of mobile phones left*.


  *TN: About the very last part, it was another way of saying that the number of knives was pretty much unlimited.


  It wasn’t as absolute as Leprazan in Savior VS Savior battles, but it was at a level that one would pay for one’s sins if one complained.


  In the end, after having a good time with Moroha and the others, Leshya returned to the dormitory feeling replenished and booted her PC so as to take a breath.


  Now, it’s net surfing time──the moment she was enthusiastic about it, the application launched of its own accord again.


  A green dinosaur avatar appeared on the monitor and cackled.


  『Do you like the knife I made?』


  – Of course. You have my thanks, American Division Head-dono.


  『It’s nothing, really. Besides, I also want to thank you. Because of you, I could observe Moroha-kun a little today』


  – …? Is that what they call “Using any means”? How is that related to me?


  『To tell the truth, the fairy of the wand was me』


  – No waaaaaaay. I didn’t notice.


  At the astonishing fact, Leshya became speechless.


  『I’ve been interested in Moroha-kun since a while ago〜. I was impressed by the rumored chivalrous teenager』


  – I know, right? Moroha is a wonderful person.


  『I feel like I understand why you like him』


  – That’s right. He wrapped my heart, which was like a drawn blade, like a scabbard.


  Leshya replied with a straight face.


  Without laughing, the dinosaur avatar, in a playful manner,


  『If you wish, should I make a weapon that works against Moroha-kun? Moroha-kun will love Elena-chan so, so much that you won’t stand it』


  – That’s not necessary.


  Leshya answered immediately.


  The dinosaur avatar wasn’t perplexed at all, to the point it was taken aback for a short moment.


  『Why?』


  – I wanted to fight and be like a magical girl, which was an unattainable longing for me. So, thanks to you, I got to dream about it and be so, so happy even if it was for a brief moment.


  Leshya pressed her left side of the chest over her plump breast.


  – But the desire that I want to stay with Moroha forever is not a dream.


  When she closed her eyes, the great number of happy memories she had with him were recalled vividly.


  Causing her to be filled with warm feelings.


  Leshya let out a calm sigh, opened her eyes, lowered her left hand, and turned to the monitor.


  – That’s why I won’t borrow your help. I don’t need that kind of happiness that will end up bringing me to reality in a moment.


  With eyes that seemed to shoot straight through, she threw out her chest and replied.


  The dinosaur avatar raised both hands as if giving up and gave a bitter smile.


  『Fair enough, you’re not fit for a magical girl at all, huh. Your thoughts are extremely pragmatic and rational. I like that very much!』


  Leshya agreed with a very plain tone as usual.


  – Of course. If I wasn’t pragmatic and rational, I wouldn’t be able to fulfill my duty as an assassin.


  Chapter 5 - The mystery of Yuri Olegvic (In a gender sense)


  The following happens when Moroha and the others were still first-year students.


  The calendar showed it was November.


  Back when the Japanese-English-French joint assault on 《Stronghold》 was over and they were enjoying the most peaceful time before encountering Shiba Akira──
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  Saturday night was the time with the most freedom for Moroha.


  Maya, his roommate, returned to the school principal’s apartment.


  The next day was a holiday, so he could stay up late as much as he liked.


  He could surf the internet that he got to learn in high school, indulged in reading manga and novels, enjoyed a long bath leisurely, and did whatever he liked.


  – Well, it looks like I won’t be able to take my time today….


  Moroha muttered to himself while putting a X on the wall calendar.


  In the place for tomorrow’s plans, a memo was written, 「Katya & Yuri   Station      10:00」.


  The two women he had fought together with in Russia came to stay at Akane Academy.


  It had been a long time since they met him, and Moroha was looking forward to it as well.


  He didn’t want to sleep beyond the meeting time.


  He should wash off his sweat and go to bed early.


  There was also a large bathhouse in the Men’s Dormitory of Akane Academy, but it was crowded at this hour.


  If it was a shower, each room came with it, so that should do it for today.


  If necessary, he could take a bath in the morning tomorrow.


  Moroha decided so and immediately entered the shower room.


  After washing his body, he was going to put on his underwear with the towel on his head──


  – Are you making money!?*


  *TN: Stereotypical Osakan greeting.


  ──He stiffened as he was.


  A girl suddenly threw open the entrance door and rushed in.


  Their eyes met.


  Moroha was in blank amazement.


  The girl relaxed her courageous look,


  – Didn’t I, who was able to worship a semi-nude Moroha-han as soon as I had arrived, hit the jackpot!?


  She bluntly said words unbecoming of a young woman.


  She was Katya Eskevna Honda.


  Her father was a Japanese person, so she was a person of mixed parentage, and was a woman with enough talent to serve as the Russian Division Vice-Head.


  『Hey, Yuri. Come in, Yuri. Come and see something precious』


  Facing the hallway outside, Katya called out to Yuri in English with a strong accent.


  Moroha wanted to retort「Why are you here todaaay?」, 「Please knock at least」 and 「Don’t you lack the shyness of a maiden?????」.


  He didn’t know where to start retorting because there were too many things to retort.


  In the end, and after hesitating,


  – I’m in the middle of changing my clothes, so step outside, please!


  He did the fastest retort.


  No, it might have been just a scream rather than a retort.


  




  Three minutes later.


  『I’m really, really sorry for barging in all of a sudden. But when I thought that I could meet Haimura-han for the first time in a while, I was unable to contain myself. Isn’t this what they call a sweet maiden’s heart? I was all smiles. When I came to Haimura-han’s room, I thought things would be kept tidy and in order. I thought you were a hardworking person even in your everyday emails, but the room really shows your personality. Or the girl who lives with you does all the cleaning diligently? You’re quite the shrewd person, kufufu. Oh, that’s right. Here, a Russian souvenir. Can I put it here? I’m sure that girl will be happy』


  As soon as she was allowed to enter the room, Katya continued talking like a machine gun and looked around the room rudely──she peeked into the shower room──and placed a large stuffed animal, the souvenir, on the TV stand.


  Moroha was stunned by her vitality.


  Katya took out two zabutons of her own accord and sat down quickly*,


  *TN: Zabuton is a flat floor cushion used when sitting or kneeling; usually rectangular.


  『Ah, could it be that you’re angry because of what I ended up seeing? Don’t mind it, nothing was lost. If you like, would we be even if I were to show my boobs?』


  『… It’s okay. I’m not angry anymore』


  Only his shock couldn’t be hidden.


  『Haimura-han doesn’t need boobs? Isn’t that unfortunate?』


  Katya beckoned to the hallway while cackling in a light mood.


  A girl like a bisque doll was squirming on the other side of the doorway.


  Her name was Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov.


  『… I’m so embarrassed』


  Taking Katya’s joke seriously, she hung her head bashfully.


  Who would think that this innocent and beautiful girl was the strongest Shirogane in the Russian Division, the “Gravity user”?


  Moroha waited for Yuri to sit next to Katya,


  『I didn’t hear that you would come today…』


  『Don’t say something so boorish. Since we finished our business quite early, we just wanted to meet Haimura-han, so we came flying』


  Katya laughed while waving her hand quickly.


  Moroha was also informed in advance of their purpose of coming to Japan.


  The reorganization of the Russian Division had finally come to an end, and because they had time to spare, they came to thank the Japanese Division directly for helping them out in the coup d’état again.


  She was supposed to come to stay at Akane Academy after that.


  『The Division Head Suruga-han is truly a laid-back person, the talks were over soon after they started』


  『This is quite the rare opportunity, if only you had taken your time to enjoy yourself in Tokyo…』


  What a waste.


  『For us, Haimura-han is more important than sightseeing Tokyo. Isn’t that right, Yuri?』


  『… Yeah. I’m not interested in sightseeing』


  Katya leaned against her and Yuri gave a number of small nods.


  They were as close as ever.


  Because both were beautiful girls, they were perfect for a picture.


  『Understood. If that’s the case, please take your time』


  Moroha made tea for three people with three tea bags in the electric kettle and arranged them on the low table.


  He sat down across from them.


  He didn’t need to get up early anymore, so it was amusing to chat with them all night.


  『Allow me to say one thing first: This is the Men’s Dormitory』


  Originally, women weren’t allowed to enter.


  Moroha didn’t want to say that they were too noisy, and Taketsuru, the dormitory leader, might overlook it, but listening to noisy female voices even early in the morning──was naturally unacceptable.


  『We know that very well. We’ll be staying at a hotel. Well, will you hang out with us all day tomorrow?』


  『Of course. Satsuki and Shizuno are also looking forward to it』


  『Those two aren’t needed』


  『Eh?』


  『Aha, I’m joking!』


  Katya bent herself forward over the table and hit Moroha’s shoulder twice.


  Well, if it was a joke….


  『Later, Haimura-han. It’s getting late so I’m going back, but won’t you let Yuri stay?』


  『Is that also a joke?』


  『Aha, it’s the truth!』


  Katya bent herself forward over the table and hit Moroha’s shoulder twice.


  He was hit either way….


  『Whether you like it or not, I don’t have room to accommodate her』


  『There’s this place, no?』


  Katya pointed to Moroha’s room in a really natural manner.


  『… I also beg of you』


  Yuri said so apologetically.


  Moroha could do nothing but be lost for words.


  『Is that a no?』


  『Impossible. Women are not allowed in the Men’s Dormitory, and there’s no way I can accommodate one in my room』


  『Aha, don’t worry about that』


  Katya burst into laughter.


  What’s so funny?


  Moroha couldn’t get it.


  After laughing for a while, Katya explained.


  『Yuri is a man, so there’s no problem』


  Moroha could do nothing but be lost for words.


  『Surprised? But, in the first place, Russians can tell by name whether you are man or a woman. Yuri Olegvic Zhirkov is a man’s name, you know?』


  『I-I’ll look it up』


  Moroha clung to the writing desk and looked it up on the internet using his PC.


  It was true.


  If she was a woman, her name should have been 「Yuri Olegoevna Zhirkova」.


  Moroha turned around in a motion like a tin doll without oil.


  『Oh. Your face says that you still can’t believe it, right? Well, I get how you feel. But it’s not a lie』


  『… Yeah. I’m a boy』


  Yuri shyly confessed.


  Aside from Katya, she (No, he?) wasn’t the type of person to play a prank.


  In spite of himself, he ended up staring at Yuri.


  She wore a feminine casual dress.


  A ribbon decorated her head.


  『There’s no law that doesn’t allow you to be dressed as a woman if you’re a man』


  『… I love cute clothes』


  『If the clothes didn’t suit her, from my point of view, it’d be a crime, but they do suit Yuri, so it’s legal!』


  『Well, in terms of appearance, it’s not a problem, is it?』


  Moroha retorted.


  Yuri’s shoulder width was small and slender.


  As for her hips, if she was a man, they were unbelievably thin.


  The legs that extended from the hem of the skirt were like wires.


  Above all, there was a swelling in her chest!


  It was a swelling smaller than Satsuki’s and much, much smaller than Haruka’s, but if he had to say whether it was 0 or 1, it was definitely 1.


  『… These are pads』


  Yuri, who noticed Moroha’s line of sight, confessed while making a slight movement seemingly embarrassed.


  『You really went that far…?』


  『Why don’t you touch them, Haimura-han?』


  『Eeeeh?』


  『Don’t be so surprised. It’s a joke, a joke. If you were making a serious face, on the contrary, even I would be embarrassed. You can rub them indecently while laughing with a triumphant air, you know?』


  『No, I won’t do such a rude thiiiiiing』


  『… It’s not rude at all? Try checking them』


  Yuri shyly said with upturned eyes.


  She was already murderously cute.


  He ended up skipping a beat.


  『Hmm? Could it be that Yuri is making Haimura-han’s heart beat faster?』


  And he ended up being frightened.


  『T-that is no good! No matter how cute he is, Yuri is a man! You must not lose control of yourself!』


  『Ha, hahaha… not lose control of myself… you say?』


  『… So, why don’t you rub them? It doesn’t mean anything between men, does it?』


  Yuri said with a somewhat red face and the same upturned eyes as before.


  『O-okay. Do note that I’ve been granted the permission to rub them』


  Moroha walked on his knees and moved awkwardly next to Yuri, and fearfully extended his hand to the swelling in Yuri’s chest.


  First with his fingertips.


  Yuri’s fake breast (?) responded with a magnificent elasticity.


  『Haimura-han, you’re unexpectedly nervous. Or rather, unskillful?』


  『Uu….』


  『It’s a pad, you don’t need to hesitate! Hold it tightly like a man, with an eagle grip!』


  Katya jeered, and Yuri silently nodded.


  Moroha helplessly grabbed the two bulges strongly.


  『Hmm….』


  Immediately Yuri closed her eyes and let out a painful and sweet sigh.


  At her erotic action, Moroha started to break out in a cold sweat.


  『… You can put even more strength if you want?』


  The cold sweat didn’t stop.


  Yuri’s fake breasts (?) were tiny, and yet, they had an elasticity that made him feel like they were tightly packed; they had a rubbing response.
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  Moreover, it didn’t feel like mere rubber, and the warmth of the skin was wonderful.


  As if appealing to him, 「No, don’t leave me ♥」.


  It took tremendous mental strength to let go of what was tempting him to want to rub it forever.


  『Are… these… really pads?』


  Moroha mustered his mental strength to the last drop and let go of Yuri’s fake breasts (?).


  『Silicon nowadays is well made, isn’t it? I can tell that you’re amazed』


  『Why is silicon so warm…?』


  『Well, that’s the progress of science』


  Katya said shamelessly.


  Moroha didn’t buy it, but he wasn’t well informed on those matters, so he didn’t know the veracity of it.


  『… You can see to make sure?』


  Yuri turned her face to the side, blushed, moistened her eyes, and touched the button on her chest.


  She had the air of a village girl offered as a maiden instead of an annual tribute to the evil local governor.


  『No, no, no, no! I believe you. You don’t have to expose your chest』


  Moroha hurriedly begged.


  All of Yuri’s gestures were feminine and erotic, and bad for his heart.


  (Let’s stop…. Just thinking about whether she’s a man or a woman has me in a terrible situation. If so, I have no choice but to admit it and try not to care about it. Yeah, that’s….)


  Moroha put his hand on his forehead and collected his thoughts.


  『Then, Yuri-san, please spend the night here. Hotel fees are a waste after all. Please use my bed. I’ll sleep on the floor』


  『… I think we should use the bed together』


  『No, no, between men, that’s a little… you get me?』


  『It’s as Moroha-han says. Yuri should also go and do so』


  『… Understood. I will be under your care for the night』


  Yuri clasped Moroha’s hands and thanked him.


  Her hands were small and soft, he didn’t think they were a man’s hands, but that was the end of it.
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  It was around midnight when Katya returned after chatting late at night.


  Yuri began to doze off, and became the process of dissolution.


  『As expected, you are tired, no? I’ll go prepare the bed right now』


  Moroha took out the bedsheets and pillowcases that had been washed in advance and prepared the bed.


  And prepared the bedsheets for himself, spreading them out on the floor.


  『… I can sleep on the floor』


  『Now, now. There’s no way I can allow a guest to sleep in such a place』


  Anyone would get tired if they traveled abroad and had a very strict schedule.


  『Let’s sleep soundly, recover our energies, and have fun as much as possible tomorrow』


  『… Moroha is kind』


  Yuri, who got in the bed, stared at him lying down in the sheets on the floor.


  Moroha smiled and even though he disguised his embarrassment,


  『But, about that. Katya-san was super energetic, wasn’t she? It surprised me how much she talked on her own』


  『… Yeah. She was really jovial』


  『Maybe when coming to Japan, her Japanese DNA awakened』


  Moroha said a joke.


  However.


  Yuri looked upward and stared at the ceiling so as to turn her gaze away from him all of a sudden.


  Did he say something unpalatable?


  Yuri spoke to the suspicious Moroha little by little.


  『… Katya has been a little tired lately. It’s been a while since I saw her lively like this』


  『I see…』


  Moroha fully understood her.


  『She’s reorganizing the once-broken Russian Division, right…?』


  『… Yup. We’re quickly heading in the right direction, but it’s not easy』


  Yuri’s tone was bitter.


  Like she was deeply worried about her best friend and reflected upon her own uselessness.


  He had heard that Katya was the one who managed Russia after the fall of Lightning Empress almost alone.


  It was easy to imagine how difficult it would be to rebuild an organization that had lost its pillar, Lightning Empress, who had a strong personality for better or worse.


  Unless Katya was a talented woman who excelled at politics and negotiations and overflowed with vitality and leadership, it would be a project that couldn’t be done.


  『… So, as long as she is in Japan, I will get her to have fun as much as she can』


  『I’ll accompany you two to the best of my ability』


  『… It’s a relief to have Moroha say so』


  Yuri finally turned to him and smiled.


  However, with a mischievous smile,


  『… Katya likes Moroha after all. I’m glad』


  『What!?』


  『… It’s true. A young woman with a determined spirit like Katya met a boy she could rely on for the first time. That boy is you』


  Moroha was completely covered in sweat.


  『… Fufufu, don’t make a face like that. It’s okay, Katya is an adult. She knows very well that Moroha has a lot of precious things in Japan』


  Yuri must be the same age as him, but her──his face when he chuckled to himself and said that, looked like that of an adult.


  『.. So, for about a day, I’d like you to let Katya off even if she’s too frolic』


  『S-sure』


  『… Thank you. Good night』


  Yuri said so and covered herself with the bedsheet all the way to her head.


  He immediately could hear her breathing as she slept.


  After all, she bore with her sleepiness and told Moroha various things.


  (Yuri-san does care about her friend, huh…)


  Moroha turned over.


  Then, he saw the souvenir stuffed animal on the TV stand.


  Feeling like Katya was there, he slowly fell asleep, locking eyes with its round and cute eyes.
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  The next morning.


  Moroha woke up in the bed.


  He checked the bedside clock with his half-awaken head,


  – It’s still six o’clock…?


  And when he was about to try going back to sleep,


  – Why am I sleeping in the bed?


  He was horrified.


  He couldn’t try to jump up in a hurry.


  Something was clinging to him from behind.


  Of course, it was Yuri.


  Yuri’s legs, as thin as they were, were entwined around Moroha’s legs, and her soft thighs were rubbing against him, and Moroha’s buttocks and Yuri’s crotch were glued to each other.


  Yuri’s arms were turned around Moroha’s torso, there wasn’t even a millimeter of space between Moroha’s back and Yuri’s body. And two elastic bulges were pressed against his back.


  (He uses pads even when sleeping…?)


  Moroha was losing his cool.


  (No, is he really a man in the first place…?)


  The question he had decided not to think about anymore resurfaced.


  The touch of the hugging limbs didn’t seem to be that of a man.


  Her whole body was bouncy everywhere.


  If she was a man, he would have to become this skinny, and the sensation would be harder and bonier.


  『… Hmm. … You woke up, Moroha? You sure are an early riser』


  Yuri’s breath tickled the nape and ears of Moroha.


  Her body odor and sigh were sweet and fragrant, tickling his nasal cavities.


  『Is this the deed of Yuri-san?』


  Moroha tried not to be conscious of the rising of his heartbeat and asked with an extremely serious attitude.


  『… Well, you seemed to be unable to sleep well on the floor』


  『Even so…. I was unconscious』


  It would have been okay to wake him up while being carried to bed.


  『… I manipulated gravity, made you float and carried you』


  『You went that faaaar?』


  Moroha retorted loudly, but Yuri just giggled.


  Even her way of laughing was cute.


  『A-anyway, please let go of me. I’m getting up already』


  『… How admirable. Katya is so bad at waking up that she says「One more hour〜」 without hesitation』


  『All thanks to Yuri-san, right?』


  He was so surprised that he woke up in one shot.


  『… Now that I woke up, I’d like to take a bath』


  『I do have a shower here』


  『… I want to soak in a bathtub』


  『You’ve got me there…』


  The only bathtub was in the large communal public bath.


  Even if Yuri’s identity was that of a man, at a glance, she was no more than a beautiful girl.


  If she was found in the bath, she would panic.


  Certainly, there was a high possibility that no one was using it in such an early morning, but….


  『… Is it impossible?』


  Yuri rubbed her cheek against the nape of his neck like a spoiled child and stroked his earlobe with her smooth and dry long hair, and a tingling and strange pleasant sensation ran down Moroha’s spine.


  『F-fine. Let go of me, please』


  All he could do was to surrender.


  




  Moroha first examined the large communal bath, confirmed that there was no one, and entered stealthily.


  Because Yuri was shy and covered her body with a bath towel, Moroha became more and more conscious.


  In the washing place to wash oneself that looked like a public bath, they turned their backs on each other and washed their bodies.


  Moroha lost his voice when he saw the back figure of Yuri reflected in the full-length mirror.


  A seductive outline from the waist to the round and swelling buttocks.


  She absolutely didn’t look like a man.


  When soaking in the bathtub, Yuri was also shy and in a corner.


  Moroha had no choice but to encamp in the opposite corner.


  Because of that, the awkwardness was at its peak.


  (This has been too bad for my heart since yesterday…)


  The idea that “he shouldn’t try to care about it” was overly optimistic from the beginning.


  He had to be careful.


  By coming to this place, Moroha reached enlightenment that Yuri, whether a man or a woman, was the possessor of a charm dangerous enough to be enchanted by if he was careless.


  When he returned to his room in such a mental state, Katya entered the room and waited.


  『You’re early』


  Moroha made his eyes blink.


  『Because I’m able to have a good time with Moroha-han today, I couldn’t sleep at all. Am I giving you trouble?』


  『No, not at all』


  Moroha welcomed her from the bottom of his heart.


  Rather than being alone with Yuri, a man (?), it was better to be with Katya, a female ──honestly, he felt at home.


  She was so laid-back that he could naturally treat her like a male friend.


  『… I have the feeling that Haimura-han is thinking something rude』


  『It’s your imagination』


  『… If so, that’s okay, but still…』


  Katya remained suspicious for a while, then,


  『I’ve had enough! If we don’t put ourselves together, the day will end in the blink of an eye. I didn’t say everything I wanted to say yesterday, so there’s catching up to do』


  She quickly became cheerful and began to talk like a machine gun.


  Moroha joined Yuri and had a friendly conversation.


  How many hours did that peaceful time last──


  『Just as I thought, you were here!』


  Satsuki rushed into the room with great momentum.


  Behind her was Shizuno with cold eyes like a blizzard.


  – W-what’s wrong? Why the menacing look…?


  – How am I not going to have a menacing look!? When it comes to these women, they said to come to pick them up at the station at 10 o’clock, but they broke their promise!


  – Oh….


  Because Katya and Yuri visited him, he completely forgot about it, but that’s how it was supposed to be in the first place.


  – It instantly made sense? The two are already at Moroha’s place──or it’s possible that they are already there since yesterday.


  – … A good answer.


  Moroha trembled while answering to Shizuno whose voice was cold like ice.


  – It’s a petty mistake, alright? Don’t be so angry.


  Katya, contrary to her words, provoked them with an incendiary tone.


  Immediately Satsuki made her hair stand on end, and the temperature around Shizuno dropped.


  – These two didn’t do anything weird, did they, Moroha!?


  – No, not rea──


  – There was nothing weird about it, right, Haimura-han? Yuri just stayed overnight, didn’t she?


  – Huuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuh!?


  Satsuki let out a hysterical voice.


  Shizuno’s eyes staring at Yuri turned to absolute zero.


  – W-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-what is the meaning of this, Nii-sama!?


  – No, it means nothing at all. That’s exactly what it means.


  – When you have me, your younger sister! You dirty. Cheater. Womanizeeeeer!


  – Listen to what people say to the end. Yuri-san is a man.


  – There’s no way a man this cute exists, is there!?!?!?!?!?


  That’s right.


  – If you’re going to lie, be sure to fool me better.


  – It sounds like I’m lying, but it’s true. Please, explain it to them.


  Moroha looked back at Katya and Yuri while being pressed and overwhelmed by Satsuki.


  『Stop making bad jokes. Yuri is a fully-fledged girl, you know?』


  『… Yup. I’m a girl』


  – Take a closer loooooooooooooook uuaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah.


  While being held tight by the wailing Satsuki, Moroha petrified.


  『Eh? Eh…? Even though I denied it so much, you insisted that you were a man….』


  『I have no memory of that』


  『… Yup. I don’t remember』


  An awful betrayal!


  『How do you explain your name? Yuri-san isn’t a woman’s name, is it?』


  『It’s a story so sad that both me telling it and you listening to it will cry our eyes out….』


  Katya suddenly made a grave face and began to narrate.


  『When we were small, the political situation in Russia was chaotic. Public security was the worst in the border where Yuri was born. When a girl was born, she was called a man. In fact, unless they were dressed like a man, they couldn’t walk outside because of the danger──that’s how things were back then』


  『Kuh….』


  As expected, Katya had a splendid excuse.


  He couldn’t deny the possibility of a made-up story, but he couldn’t question her too much.


  In the unlikely event that it was a true story. It was the act of a savage to face Yuri, who had such a painful upbringing, and ask her, 「Aren’t you speaking the first thing that comes into your head?」.


  Moroha was shocked,


  『… Stop making excuses and admit it』


  Yuri clung to him tightly.


  – Hey, don’t be unnecessarily intimate!


  Satsuki thrust her finger at her and reproached her.


  『Haimura-han and Yuri are head-over-heels in love. Yesterday, he rubbed her boobs and slept in bed together, it got so hot and erotic that even I was affected by them. Look, the evidence is here』


  Katya took out two photos.


  One was a photo of Moroha rubbing Yuri’s fake breasts (?).


  The other was a photo of Moroha sleeping while being hugged by Yuri.


  Satsuki received them, became pale and stared at them.


  (How and when?)


  Moroha couldn’t bear it.


  He held his head, and it came to him suddenly.


  He picked up the stuffed animal that Katya brought as a souvenir.


  After all, it was unnaturally heavy!


  Most likely a camera was inserted. It could be operated remotely and also sent digital images.


  How meticulous….


  『… He took a bath with me a while ago』


  『Please don’t corner me any more than this』


  『That’s fine. If you’re hated by them, you can come to Russia. Yuri and I will be kind to you』


  No way, was that their aim?


  He had been enthusiastically invited to become the Head of the Russian Division before, but hadn’t they given up yet?


  – Nii-sama, you dummy, you should go to Siberia and marry this sharp and sarcastic womaaaaaaan!


  Satsuki thrust the crushed photos at him and tried to run outside while crying.


  – Well, wait.


  Shizuno grabbed her hand and stopped her.


  – Let go of me, Urushibara! I’m going binge-eat on parfaits and cakes!


  – As much as I’d love to see a chubby Ranjou-san, please cool down your anger a little.


  – What will happen if I do so!?


  – Maybe Yuri-san is really a man?


  Shizuno fixedly stared at Katya with frozen eyes.


  Katya also,


  (Well, well, well. You really are stubborn!)


  She stared back at her with fiery eyes.


  Cold and heat.


  Although the quality of their gazes was different but the intensity was the same, they collided with each other.


  – Give up, Urushibara-han. It’s as that girl said before. There can’t be a cute guy like Yuri.


  – Then, can you show me the evidence?


  – Hmm? What should I do?


  – If she has breasts──even if she’s a cutting board like Ranjou-san, I’ll get angry even if you can run away.


  – Hey, which side are you on!?


  – How about pulling Yuri-san’s skirt up? It will be easy to see if you’re right or wrong.


  Shizuno said something bold.


  However, Katya was bolder.


  – No, I feel bad for Yuri-san, but──


  Even as Moroha stopped her, she took action.


  – I can’t help it! Open your eyes wide and watch!


  Yuri’s skirt was still pulled up.


  Her pure white panties were exposed to everyone’s eyes.


  A plain and neat design that, while it was strange to say it, suited Yuri.


  However….


  Yes, however….!


  What was before their eyes was a thick, swelling and shocking sight that was the opposite of graceful and that didn’t suit Yuri──


  – Uwaaaaaaaaaaaan, my eyes are corrupteeeeed.


  Satsuki left while crying this time.


  – ……


  The bold Shizuno turned away and froze without saying anything.


  In the extreme case of Katya, she had a face like she had seen the end of the world.


  『Yuri… were you really a man…? I didn’t know…. I can’t believe that you kept such a gross thing a secret from me this whole time…』


  She trembled in blank amazement while keeping her skirt pulled up.


  『… It’s embarrassing』


  Yuri bashfully held the hem of the skirt down.


  The only thing left behind was silence.


  No one could emit a sound anymore….
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  It took an hour for Satsuki to come back after everyone recovered from the unexpected disastrous scene.


  They pretended they didn’t see anything, and tried to forget about it──


  Even the awareness of such an accomplice began to grow, and they all went out to eat lunch together in harmony and decided to have fun by going shopping and karaoke.


  Katya, who tried to put Moroha in a honey trap, completely admitted she was wrong,


  – Forgive me. I got carried away a little.


  She implored.


  On a second thought, this was probably what Yuri asked for before sleeping last night.


  Because at that point, Yuri knew about the honeytrap plan and was taking part in it. As promised, Moroha decided to let her off.


  And, that Yuri, however──


  『You really are a girl, right?』


  Moroha asked in a low voice after estimating a moment when they could be alone.


  He remembered.


  The feeling of having Yuri clinging tightly to him in the bed this morning.


  The hotter his cheeks got, the detailed it became.


  If there really was a legitimate thing between Yuri’s legs that he saw with his own eyes some time ago, he should have been aware that Yuri was a man at that time.


  Therefore, it was a fake.


  He guessed that she just put something under her panties and inflated it.


  He thought that probably she was in the mood to keep up with Katya’s honeytrap, but she really didn’t want to corner Moroha.


  When he asked, Yuri replied:


  『… That’s a secret』


  With a very mysterious smile on her face, she dodged the question.


  Moroha gave up.


  Her smile was very attractive, and at the same time, he ended up losing the motivation to question her any further.


  Chapter 6 - Angela Johnson wants to make him have a tearful face


  Angela aka AJ was extremely angry.


  – Kuh… this is frustrating.


  She bared her canines, grinded her teeth out of anger and threw a pillow at the wall.


  The finest, soft pillows used in four-star hotels.


  Even though she threw it with all her strength, it only made an incomprehensible sound like 「Pfft…」, ending with her being annoyed rather than feeling better.


  – Aargh, shit! Even the pillow dares to get on my nerves!?


  AJ became sulky and sprawled on the bed, making her limbs flap as she was.


  If it wasn’t for the finest mattress distorting its shape and reacting gently to her, it would surely have been noisy.


  She looked like a child, or better say, it wasn’t something that a good 23-year-old woman would do.


  – I cannot contain myself! That goddamn brat. He irritates me so muuuch!


  In a chic, luxurious room, she kept roaring at the ceiling with a stylish chandelier for a while──


  The extension phone started ringing.


  AJ stopped rampaging and extended her arm to the chest beside the bed. And picked up the telephone receiver.


  – What?


  When she answered with a displeasured voice,


  『Ah, it’s me──』


  She heard the hesitating voice of a boy.


  This was a phone call from the next room.


  – Like I said, what? Say what you want to say fast, Haimura.


  AJ demanded bluntly, her voice becoming more and more displeasured.


  With a tone of voice that became more and more hesitant, the boy──Haimura Moroha,


  『Well, uhm, the walls seem to be surprisingly thin in this place…』


  – !?


  『If you shout too much, you will annoy those around──』


  – It’s all your faaaaaaaaaaaaaaault.


  He heard me! Thinking so, AJ made her cheeks go red and slammed the receiver against the bed while screaming to disguise her embarrassment.


  AJ was in the middle of a trip.


  It was a trip across Russia, acting as the pilot of the ignorant and illiterate Japanese.


  She was given an imperial command from Edward, her master, and unwillingly accompanied Moroha (This is where she laughs) who got worked up and went to war with the Russian Division.


  The truth was that she wished to avoid taking care of him diligently because of such dangerous hatred and to avoid sleeping or eating together for days alone.


  It was a request from Edward-sama, whom she respected and loved, so she had no choice.


  Yes, she had no choice!


  Because of this, seven days had passed since the trip started, but she had been 「Annoyed」 by Moroha the whole time.


  To put it simply, it wasn’t nice at all.


  He was trying to fight alone against the Russian Division, which was feared to be the worst and most sinister.


  AJ was experiencing what was thought to be a hard time.


  Given that Moroha bowed his head admirably and said 「Please let’s fight together」, apologized in tears and said 「It was reckless of me to start a war alone!」 and relied on her, saying 「Angela-san’s strength is the only thing I can rely on」──.


  At that time, it was inevitable.


  It really was.


  She was willing to give him a hand.


  And yet, after coming with that damn cocky brat!


  – I’ll be okay on my own.


  Saying that, he showed a foolish laughter characteristic of the Japanese,


  – There’s no way I’m going to involve Angela-san in this.


  And said and spat out hypocrisy peculiar to Japanese people.


  How am I not going to rampage with all this!? ──No, right when I was going to treat him kindly for once, really, that damn braaaaaaat. 


  – Yes… a glance will do…. I want to see that guy crying his eyes out.


  AJ was lying face down, burying her face in her pillow and complaining.
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  That night──


  AJ changed into her racing suit and left the hotel 「Siberia」.


  Together with Moroha, she melted into the darkness covering the city.


  It was around 2am, the people were sleeping.


  Ulan-Ude was a city in Eastern Siberia with a population of 410,000.


  Many Buryats of Mongolian descent lived in the city, and the cityscape was full of exoticism, where their simple and magnificent culture was fused with the European culture of Russia.


  There weren’t many modern buildings, and even fewer high-rise buildings.


  Without a choice, AJ chose one of them at her own discretion and encamped on the rooftop with Moroha.


  They lay side by side and did reconnaissance on the target.


  What AJ was peeping through the binoculars was──a building about 1.5 kilometers away, about the same height as this building.


  It was a building with a strange appearance.


  The entire third floor was completely transparent.


  The walls, ceiling, and even the floor was made of glass.


  The inside was visible from the outside.


  Even if one was inside, the entire third floor had a see-through structure.


  And the lights turned on were as brilliant as daylight.


  In the quiet and artless cityscape of Ulan-Ude, only that building looked comically out of place and stood out from the surroundings.


  – Why did they build such a strange building?


  Moroha asked while looking at the building with the naked eye.


  – Since assassins may come, it appears to be a way so they try not to sneak in.


  AJ answered together with a sardonic laugh.


  She peeped into the top floor with binoculars.


  The owner of the building lived there.


  A man named Akinfeev, the Russian Division Branch Office Head.


  In a bright and sort of bias room as if to say 「Not even a shadow is allowed」, he clasped his arms around his knees, bit his thumbnail, and stared at the void with bloodshot eyes late at night.


  Around him, five pairs of men and women danced waltz and spun around Akinfeev.


  An event so flashy that they could even hear the splendid BGM from that distance.


  But this was Akinfeev’s routine.


  He was terrified of being assassinated while sleeping, he always made the surroundings noisy so that he didn’t sleep as much as possible.


  – Is he being targeted by someone?


  – Lightning Empress immediately punishes her subordinates for absurd reasons, you know? He’s scared of that.


  – Oh….


  Moroha agreed with an amazed voice.


  – And that thing he was doing, that coward is, in a word, strange.


  AJ curtly held out the binoculars to Moroha.


  Five pairs of men and women surrounded Akinfeev and danced.


  When looking through the binoculars, he could see that not all of them were human.


  It became clear that they were mannequin dolls that imitated humans.


  Autonomous, moving dolls──namely, they were golems created by Akinfeev.


  A single golem was a fortress on its own, yet he surprisingly made 10 rare golems serve him and guard him.


  In order to confirm that, Moroha refused with a smile the binoculars lent kindly by the person.


  – Oh. I can see without them.


  – What? You’re joking. There’s no way you can see at this distance.


  AJ immediately got in a bad mood.


  There was a Light Technique for Moroha and her──for Light Saviors called 《Clairvoyance》 that strengthened eyesight, but it wasn’t possible to see what was 1.5 kilometers away so clearly.


  If one thought in a common sense.


  – No, this much will do, really.


  But this irrational Japanese representative declared cheerfully.


  He really wasn’t nice at all!


  – You don’t have to put on airs, you hear me?


  AJ ordered──rather, advised in a threatening voice.


  In the meantime, her face was bright red and tried using 《Clairvoyance》.


  She attempted doing reconnaissance on the building with the naked eye as well.


  The figures of a crowd of people were doing something… that was all she could see.


  No matter how worked up she got.


  – Listen to me…. Don’t overdo it and use these, Haimura….


  AJ pushed the binoculars against Moroha while becoming stubborn and scrutinizing.


  – I said that I don’t need them. Please go ahead and use them, Angela-san.


  Moroha forced the binoculars back with a smile.


  – I can see even without these things. It’s the truth. From the beginning.


  AJ pushed the binoculars with her right hand while rubbing her eyes with her left hand hard.


  – Well… the quality and strengths and weaknesses of prana vary from person to person, so even if Angela-san doesn’t put on airs like that….


  – Who’s trying to put on aaaaaaaiiiiirssss!?


  AJ stood up reflexively, struck the binoculars reflexively, and screamed reflexively.


  – Shh! Shh!


  Looking up at her while lying down, Moroha made the gesture of putting his index finger on his mouth.


  – Angela-san said that if we don’t eliminate our presence even at this distance, we might be in danger of being found, right?


  He brought to her attention in a low voice.


  (How cocky of you to lecture me!)


  AJ was about to shout back, but she realized.


  From the direction of Akinfeev’s building, she felt 10 gazes like moving searchlights.


  – Lie down, Haimura.


  – I am lying down.


  Although he protested something, AJ ignored Moroha and covered him from above so as to hide him.


  She held her heavy breath and made herself smaller.


  She endured it with a tense look for a while──and the sensation of gazes that looked like searchlights ceased.


  She was able to let them go past.


  – Phew. I heard it in the report, but… those golems sure have terrifying antennas*.


  *TN: Antennas is the furigana reading for alert ability.


  – Wasn’t Angela-san who reminded me that I shouldn’t make noise even at this distance…? Did Angela-san forget that?


  – Huh? Who forgot what?


  AJ had a vein about to burst from pent-up anger on her forehead, but she held back suddenly because she would repeat what happened when she yelled at him.


  She made an effort, changed her mood and topic while clicking her tongue many times.


  While trying to calm down as much as possible and leaning limply on Moroha’s back,


  – Now, Haimura. As you can see, the golems have wicked antennas. It’s impossible to get close stealthily because they’re holding that strange building, right?


  – Th-that seems to be the case.


  Moroha threw in an interjection, his voice swiftly turning into a trembling one for some reason.


  He made his spine twitch as if being surprised for some reason, his body temperature was raising for some reason, and his heartbeat was accelerating for some reason.


  AJ’s plump breasts were being flattened so much and sticking so close to him that those sensations were transmitted.


  AJ continued while finding it strange.


  – Moreover, it’s not a type specializing in searching for enemies, and there are reports that its fighting power is extremely high. I’ve heard that it takes a lot of time and effort to make a golem, but I’ve never heard of a guy having ten of them. No, let’s not be amazed now.


  – Y-yes, they’re hard to make.


  – Unlike the disappointing Branch Office Heads until now, this guy appears to be a tough one──what do we do?


  – We-well, why don’t we do something about this position first?


  – Huuh? Is this the moment to talk about that now?


  What a strange guy. 


  AJ cocked her head on top of Moroha.


  Besides, in the cold weather of Russia, to be able to stand the coldness, it was better to lie on top of Moroha like this than to lie down directly on the freezing rooftop concrete.


  So to speak, Moroha was a substitute for a carpet.


  – Hey, think how to fight quickly.


  Placing her chin on the back of Moroha’s head, AJ jeered.


  Moroha finally accepted the offer with a tone as if resigning himself to something.


  – Given the fact that he can maintain as many as 10 golems at once and at all times, he also possesses a considerably amount of mana, doesn’t he?


  – That’s right. Even if we’re talking about you, you better be prepared in case the opponent is an above-the-average skilled 《Dark Savior》.


  – As long as I can get close to him, I can bring him down with Light Techniques, but it is true that it will be troublesome if there are that many golems.


  – Yeah. When it comes to Golems, even when there’s only one, they’re really strong. And there are 10 of them.


  AJ threw in an interjection in high spirits while resting her chin on the back of Moroha’s head.


  It would be really fun to see how this greenhorn would be troubled and perplexed!


  AJ stiffened her cheeks that were about to break into a smile, became extremely serious and cleared her throat a few times while resting her chin on the back of Moroha’s head.


  – This is, well, what we expected, no? We only have one way to do it, don’t we?


  The problem was that there was a lot of golems.


  There was no choice but to make effective use of the advantage of their numbers.


  Even if he rushed in alone and couldn’t win, if it was the two of them, they could win with a margin.


  At any rate, Moroha had an Onee-san he could rely on very close to him.


  He will get it even if I don’t say it, right? 


  No, I’ll GET him to understand? 


  ──AJ tapped Moroha’s side and urged him to hurry.


  – That’s right. There’s only one way.


  While pondering, Moroha replied while partially spacing out.


  – Right? Right? There’s no need to, like, hesitate, right?


  AJ happily checked her ID Tag.


  – That’s right. This is not the moment to hesitate.


  – Right? Right? Rely on my ability, so be at ease and leave it to me.


  – That’s right. There’s no way Angela-san will be seized with fear.


  – Right? Right? I’ll take five of them. No, wait. I don’t mind taking 6… no, 7 of them, you know? It can’t be helped. I don’t have the slightest obligation to go along with this war of yours, and I’m fed up with getting involved, but if you apologize in the end──


  I’m not an Oni either, you know?


  The very moment when AJ said so, Moroha’s head rose abruptly.


  – Wait, wait. Lower it instead of raising it──


  Moroha’s body started to move faster than AJ finished saying so.


  Without paying attention to AJ placed on top of him, he slowly got up and stood up.


  「Uwawaah」, the uncollected AJ clung to the nape of Moroha’s neck.


  – Please keep clinging to me like that. It’s going to get dangerous.


  – What…?


  While AJ found it suspicious, Moroha began to do something ridiculous.


  As soon as he pointed to Akinfeev’s building, which was 1.5 kilometers away,


  – Write──


  He began spelling ancient magic characters in the void with his fingertip.


  – Heeey!? A Dark Art all of a sudden? What the hell do you think yo──


  Without appearing to hear AJ’s cry, Moroha started chanting sonorously.


  Oh, is this the sweetness of the night air that strokes my skin? 


  Our Queen in the firmament   Please look at me


  I beseech thee, please listen to my words   Please send thy arms to this earth 


  Hopefully, by means of thy divine will, I will achieve the completion of Hagun


  – And what Rank of Dark Art are you planning to fireeeeeeee?


  AJ screamed while clinging to Moroha’s neck.


  He showed no concern at all to that protest.


  In fact, this boy revealed even complacency, and completed this great 5th Rank magic with majesty.


  The moonlight, which was conspicuously dazzling from the heavens, became a ray of brilliance and rained on Moroha.


  Immediately after, it was condensed, and became an even more powerful sparkle.


  It turned into a beautiful javelin that looked like it was made of moonlight itself.


  Moreover, it was as big and even as divine as the arms made for giants.


  Ancestral Arts Dark Arts, 《Moonlight Javelin》.


  A gigantic silver javelin floated in the sky and Moroha raised his hand overhead towards it.


  Before that mystical sight──AJ lost her voice for a moment.


  She was captivated.


  – Suraaah.


  From Moroha’s throat, a shrieking fighting shout gushed out.


  AJ also came to her senses as if being struck.


  When Moroha swung the raised hand downward, the silver javelin flew as if it had been thrown by an invisible giant.


  It rushed through the night sky in a straight line towards its objective.


  The aim?


  Of course, it was that building.


  Surprisingly, it pierced the long and large building that was 1.5 kilometers away and blew off the northeastern corner of the square rooftop.


  A sudden roaring explosion in the peaceful city.


  A dense eruption of smoke rose up from the top of the building.


  AJ had the illusion that Ulan-Ude had changed to wartime in an instant.


  – Y-you irresponsible bastard!


  She couldn’t help but be terrified.


  How irresponsible it was to use a 5th Rank Dark Art so lightly.


  How irresponsible it was to attack when there was such a distance.


  In the city where anyone could be watching, it was irresponsible to end up using such a flashy 《Ancestral Arts》.


  – Didn’t you tell me before that he’s not an opponent I can go easy on?


  – If telling you in advance was enough to get away with anything, then police wouldn’t be needed.


  – Still, I don’t think it was as irresponsible as Angela-san says.


  – Huuuuuuh!? Are you challenging me? How isn’t this irresponsible──.


  – Look, here it is.


  What does he mean by “here it is”!?


  It came flying faster than AJ protested.


  From that building where Akinfeev was.


  《Moonlight Javelin》.


  As if returning the favor.


  – Hey, isn’t it normal?


  – Hyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaanh.


  AJ screamed immodestly while making her body hair stand on end.


  Not only did she cling to Moroha’s neck, but her legs were also twined around his waist.


  Because she couldn’t help it.


  A 5th Rank Dark Art came flying.


  If hit directly by it, it didn’t matter if she was an A-Rank Light Savior, there was no guarantee that she would be alive.


  「Offense is easy    Defense is difficult」


  The 《Moonlight Javelin》 fired by Akinfeev approached AJ, who clung to Moroha──and pierced the air by being slightly off to the right by about 4 meters.


  It missed.


  However, the shockwave that passed by made AJ’s hair flutter violently.


  – Aba… aba… ababa….


  AJ was about to pass out from fear.


  No proper language came out of her mouth.


  The woman who was feared as a mad dog in her home country became a puppy that trembled on Moroha’s back and exposed a disgraceful behavior.


  – I told you that you don’t need to feel nervous to that extent and that you will be okay. 《Moonlight Javelin》 has a perfect range, but its accuracy is a problem.


  In contrast, Moroha said with a cool face.


  – Do you have nerves of steel or something!?


  – Ahaha, how many times have I heard that line?


  – ──What are you doing right after saying that!?


  – Eh? Preparing a second one?


  Moroha readily put ancient magic characters into written form with a cool face.


  And chanted quickly.


  The huge javelin that manifested immediately flew away, scraping off the northwest corner of the rooftop of Akinfeev’s building.


  Without a moment’s delay, Akinfeev’s response came flying and pierced a corner of the roof of the building where AJ and Moroha were, causing a big explosion.


  Moroha shot a third javelin.


  Akinfeev also returned a third javelin.


  Every time a giant javelin flew about, a big explosion occurred.


  The noise of sirens of fire trucks could be heard from far away, and the quiet city suddenly became noisy.


  She didn’t want to think about what kind of news would be spread the next day.


  – It is irresponsible. Both of you are the personification of a big irresponsibility.


  AJ clung to Moroha even more while calling him names.


  At the British Main HQ to which she belonged, there was only one really talented Dark Savior, so this kind of flashy Dark Art battle was something she got to see for the first time in her life.


  Moreover, she, a Light Savior, couldn’t do anything in these circumstances.


  On the narrow rooftop of the high-rise building, there wasn’t even space to escape.


  She could do nothing but wait while trembling for Moroha to win.


  It was so scary that someone else was clasping her life!


  It was still better than being told “Can I leave all 10 golems to you”?


  – It’s not irresponsible. Isn’t this definitely better than charging into that place where 10 golems are ready and waiting for us? It makes sense.


  – You idiot! Honestly, you’re the fine line between big shot and stupidity!


  She wanted to pretend to cling to him and strangle him to death.


  – So mean… ah, you’re interrupting my chanting, so I’ll concentrate a little.


  – Come on, don’t smile at me and look ahead, look aheeeeeead. It’s coming. It’s here. It’s going to hit us! It’s going to hit us! A direct hit course!


  – I know. I’m just letting it come near.


  Moroha spelled and chanted at high speed as if rapidly getting used to it, and offset the huge javelin that came flying on a direct hit course by making it crash into a javelin.


  AJ stared with tears in her eyes as it became a brighter flash of light and scattered.


  She was saved, but she didn’t feel like living at all.


  Still, Moroha calmly looked over his shoulder,


  – Edward said it as well, right? Dark Arts are slow, so even after you see them, you have leeway to deal with them.


  – I was keenly aware that you are an S-Rank for Christ’s saaaaaaaaaaaaaake.


  AJ’s scream echoed in the night sky of Ulan-Ude; it was even louder than the explosion sounds of Dark Arts.


  The Dark Art battle, which had a range of 1.5 kilometers, ended with Moroha’s victory.


  While exchanging shots, Akinfeev’s firing intervals became more and more scattered.


  While Moroha cast two javelins, only one javelin came flying, reaching a point where it happened dozens of times, and Moroha overwhelmed him with firepower and number of javelins.


  – I think he grew impatient and his misspellings increased.


  That was the statement of Moroha who continued spelling flawlessly like a precision machine until the end.


  – He made 10 golems, right? Since he spent that much time in that, his proficiency in other Dark Arts is nothing to worry about.


  After it was brought to an end, he smiled without having a drop of sweat on his body….
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  Even the next morning, Angela aka AJ was extremely angry.


  – Kuh… so frustrating….


  She bared her canines, grinded her teeth, and hit her bed from above.


  It was a mattress made of the finest memory foam materials used in four-star hotels.


  Despite hitting it with all her strength, there was no refreshing sensation, and instead of feeling better, she got more irritated.


  – Aaaa fuck! Even the bed dares to get on my nerves!?


  There was only one reason why she was in a bad humor.


  Every time she remembered the battle last night, she wanted to hang herself in shame.


  She wanted to see Moroha with a tearful face at least once──she had the time to think such a thing.


  – I’m on the verge of tears, what the hell am I going to dooooooooooooooooooooo!?


  AJ sprawled on the bed and flailed her limbs as she was for a while──


  The entrance door was knocked.


  AJ stopped rampaging and got up sluggishly.


  And opened the door.


  – What?


  She answered with a displeasured voice,


  – Should we eat before checking out?


  The one who showed up was a boy wearing a smile.


  It was Moroha with two plastic packs.


  – The food stalls were running early this morning.


  – Y-you idiot! Isn’t it dangerous for you who is unfamiliar with Russia to go out of the hotel aloneee!?


  – It’s a few steps away. I could see it from the window of the room. Angela-san is overprotective. But that’s also the opposite of kindness, isn’t it?


  – Who is overprotective, you dimwiiiiiiiit!?


  Did anyone ever say such words to this mad dog?


  She threatened him by baring her fangs, but Moroha didn’t care at all.


  – More importantly, here, it looks tasty, doesn’t it? It’s an expensive waste to just ask for room service, and sometimes this is better as well.


  He presented one of them with a beaming and happy face.


  Losing her bearings, AJ had no choice but to be disheartened.


  When she received the pack reluctantly, it was a piping hot pozy.


  It was a Buryat ethnic dish, similar to the Chinese xiaolongbao.


  The skin was thicker than that, and lamb was often used instead of minced beef.


  Gravy overflowed plenty from inside the skin, so it was similar in that regard.


  It was packed tightly in the pack.


  She heard that he bought it at a food stall, but it looked genuine and yummy──while thinking so, AJ suddenly noticed.


  – Hey… what about money?


  – Well, I was told to bring some in case something happened, so I had deposited money, you know? I had the privilege to use a little from there.


  – I know that. I’m asking how much this pozy was.


  Moroha replied with a beaming and happy face again.


  – The stall owner was a kind person, each one costs 500 rubles, but made two for 800 rubles.


  – Interesting… two for 800 rubles, huh. My goodness.


  – Is it because I’m a tourist? To think that the Russians were so kind, I’m so happy.


  – Because that’s 2,500 yen.


  – !!!!!!?????


  Moroha’s eyes died all of a sudden.


  The always brilliant light disappeared and lost its color.


  It was the first time she saw such a face of this easygoing boy.


  AJ poured salt on the wound while showing a cruel smile.


  – That’s because you’re an Asian person who absolutely looks like a tourist, you were bilked.


  – No… that can’t be… Angela-san gave me 100,000 rubles; I surely thought that rubles were cheaper than yen….


  With eyes that lost light, Moroha complained.


  – Fool. You’re at the very least a VIP of the 《Order》, no? That’s how things are.


  AJ became more and more pleased and poured salt on the wound.


  – By the way, the room service of this hotel is 500 rubles even if you ask that it’s for two people, you know?


  – Such an irresponsible conversation… can I be forgiven…?


  Both shoulders of the lamenting Moroha fell down dejectedly like a fleeing soldier.


  When AJ put her hand on his shoulder,


  – It’s an expensive waste to just ask for room service, and sometimes this is better as well, right?


  – I want to go back in time when I didn’t know anything….


  Moroha started coughing with a vigor that seemed to be hemoptysis.


  Looking at this pathetic figure──


  AJ felt relieved.


  Finally! Finally, I was able to see the crying face of this brat! 


  Hmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm, it feels sooo gooooood.


  – Then… let’s meet in the lobby later….


  Moroha turned around totteringly, and returned to his room with a zombie-like manner of walking.


  – Yahoo. Well, wait.


  AJ grabbed the nape of his neck.


  And changed the smile on her mouth from a mean one to a playful one.


  – … Yes?


  – It’s not like we have to eat alone though? That sounds insipid.


  – … Can I enter your room?


  – We’re not in a relationship where you’re going to hold back now, are we?
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  After that, and without complaining about this and that, she dragged Moroha into the room.


  And made him sit on the sofa while humming.


  When she saw him without energy, giving the feeling of being pale and burned out, she thought he was still a child.


  She even thought he was cute.


  – Now, eat. This will cheer you up.


  While having breakfast together, she decided to comfort him just a little.


  Really just a little.


  Yes, it was fine to at least thank him for this pozy that he expressly bought for her──


  Chapter 7 - A not-so-special day for Haimura Moroha?


  The following occurs when Moroha and company were still first years.


  It was Saturday, November 24th.


  The desk clock set with a timer at 6 am was sounding a loud alarm beside the bed.


  Moroha was already awake, but unless he got up, he couldn’t stop it.


  – Munya… five more minutes nanodesuuu….


  Because of his roommate who complained with a sleepy voice.


  It was Maaya-san who showed an innocent sleeping face like that of an angel.


  She was a 10-year-old tiny little girl.


  She was light, very light.


  To the point──Moroha didn’t even notice Maya leaning on top of him and hugging him closely until he woke up.


  – Maaya? Maaya-san? Maayaa? If I don’t get up soon, I’ll be late, you know?


  Unable to push her aside, Moroha tried to wake her up gently, but Maya just returned a predictable line, 「Just five more minutes nanodesuuu」.


  – Okay, I’m not telling you to get up. Can you go there? Please?


  – It’s cold desuuu. I want you to cover me with a futon desuuu.


  – No, if I cover you with a futon in this posture, it will give a criminal impression.


  Isn’t it already criminal?──He decided not to hear the voice of his heart.


  – It’s cold desuuu. December is just around the corner nanodesuuu.


  Maya hugged him more and more while protesting with a sleepy voice.


  Maaya-san was true to the catchphrase「The cutest, softest, and warmest body pillow in the world」, but now Moroha was being used as a body pillow.


  Honestly, he gave up.


  He had an appointment from 6:30, but he wouldn’t be in time.


  – If you move out of the way obediently, I’ll buy you a pudding at a convenience store on my way home. What do you say?


  Moroha had no choice but to try to bribe the little girl.


  – I’d like you to add steamed buns too desuuu.


  – You’re definitely awake.


  – Children should be given enough sleeping hours and warm food nanodesuuu.


  – Are you aware that those words aren’t infantile anymore?


  Moroha retorted, but Maya just breathed 「Suu, suu」 while sleeping.


  A behavior as if to say it was just sleep-talk, so it couldn’t be helped.


  – … Alright… later.


  – Have a good day nanodesu (Happy face).


  Maya made way with an angelic smile on her face.


  Moroha had a bitter face, but he suddenly noticed that a folded jersey on the desk had been prepared before he knew it, and relaxed his expression.


  – It looks like our angel-san is also a dwarf.


  He changed into the jersey and patted Maya’s head.


  Maya’s long, silky hair wavered on the bed, and Maya wore a face as if looking comfortable.


  Then──she stopped pretending to be asleep and beckoned Moroha.


  Wondering what was the deal now, and when she brought her face near,


  – May Moroha’s day be a special day.


  She kissed the cheek of Moroha while saying something like a good luck charm.


  – Haha, it will be the best as usual for me.


  To return the favor, Moroha kissed Maya’s forehead.


  




  Just before the meeting time, Moroha arrived at the park near the dormitory.


  – I’m sorry to have kept you waiting.


  – No worries, you’re right on time.


  Momochi Haruka, who was on a swing, jumped with momentum and landed next to Moroha.


  She did something that a boy at the peak of mischievousness would do.


  Her short hair and plain running wear brought Momo-senpai’s tomboyish charm into prominence.


  When looking at her, he realized that the cuteness of girls wasn’t the same at all.


  – Hey, are you listening? Yesterday, I was beaten by Sophie-senpai, so today I wanted to fire myself up a little.


  Haruka brought that up while starting calisthenics at once.


  – Then, if you’re asking for my advice, how about having a long course?


  – Yeah, you said that, right? Let’s see, let’s go to Kashimabashi.


  – Isn’t that about 20 kilometers away from here?


  – I’m joking.


  Haruka laughed like a boy.


  He glanced at her pure-white teeth.


  While having such a silly conversation, the two of them continued stretching carefully.


  They assisted each other and did gymnastics designed for two people.


  Their backs were stuck together, their elbows were entwined, and one put the other on their back alternately.


  The warmth transmitted from Haruka’s back was pleasant, especially at this time when it got cold in the early morning.


  An elderly couple who passed by on their walk saw them,


  – Oh dear, what a lovely couple.


  – They remind me of when we were young.


  They passed by with a pleasant look on their faces.


  Although they didn’t mean to make fun of them, Moroha smiled wryly instinctively.


  If he were to say he wasn’t embarrassed, that would be a lie.


  However, it wasn’t like Moroha and Haruka were dating, they were trying to jog early in the morning once a week! It was just a promise.


  – It’s absolutely normal, isn’t it?


  – I-i-i-i-i-i-i-it is. It’s a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-absolutely normal.


  Momo-senpai was panicking too much.


  – I-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-i-it’s about time to go.


  She untied the entwined elbows and started running.


  In a strange form with her right hand and right foot coming forward.


  As Moroha ran next to her,


  – Is that the running style of a ninja or something? Like, it’s hard to make noise.


  – Sh-shaddup. Don’t tease me.


  – Are we going to run while holding hands today?


  – You’re a pervert, Moroha! A lecher!


  – I’m joking.


  Moroha tried to laugh like she did.


  Realizing that he answered what she had said earlier, Haruka made her mouth tremble with a bright red face.


  – You’re an idiot, Moroha! And mean!


  – Ahaha, I’m sorry. My bad. But to say that I’m a lecher just for holding hands; Momo-senpai truly is Momo-senpai, isn’t she?


  – What do you mean with that, you jerk!?


  Because Haruka was in a huff, Moroha accelerated his pace.


  Haruka went after him.


  Moroha kept running away while laughing, overtaking the elderly couple of a moment ago,


  – Oh dear, they’re madly in love.


  – They remind me of our youth.


  They were pleasantly sent off again.


  




  After returning from jogging, Moroha took a shower, held hands with Maya, and headed to the cafeteria in the men’s dormitory.


  Then──


  – Divine puuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuunishment.


  A sudden killing intent from behind!


  Someone who came charging was going to disconnect the hands of Moroha and Maya that were connected by wedging a knifehand strike between them.


  – Be careful!


  Moroha hugged Maya right away.


  At the same time, he swept that person’s feet, making them fall down.


  – Gubeeeeeeeee.


  Someone crashed to the floor face first due to the excessive momentum and screamed like a frog being crushed.


  Moroha coldly looked down at that someone──Mannendou Kamekichi who was energetic from the morning, today as well,


  – Can you refrain from doing dangerous acts, Kammie-senpai?


  – Shud ze ellh ubhh. Can you bastard refrain from acting as a couple?


  Kamekichi, who got up, protested with a bloody nose.


  – I’ve been told that so many times that it has gotten annoying. Isn’t it time to lose interest in that?


  – You lose interest in that first. You have the nerve to flirt and flirt and flirt and flirt and flirt and flirt and flirt day and night! At least keep TPO in mind. Do you know what TPO is? It means TOKI (Time), PAAI (Situation), and OTOKORO (Place)!


  – TPO means TIME, PLACE and OCCASION nanodesu.


  – THIS CHILD IS SMAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAART!?


  Having been retorted by Maya, Kamekichi hit his head against the wall many times.


  However, Kamekichi was way out of control than Maya being smart.


  What on earth is PAAI?


  – Let’s go, Maya.


  – If we don’t eat soon, we’ll be late desu.


  – Hold on a secooooooooooooooooond.


  – Come on… what is it now, Kammie-senpai?


  – A match! Have a match against me, Haimura!
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  The resurrected Kamekichi brushed up his hair pompously and declared neatly.


  – Eat fast and get dressed up for the maaaaatch.


  – Why do I have to do such a meaningless thing?


  Moroha coldly rejected him.


  – Whenever you have the chance, you show off how you flirt with this girl! The pathetic ones who are in the middle of breaking impressive records without a girlfriend fall into a loss of self-confidence, saying 『Could it be that we have no appeal as men?』, and incidents happen frequently in the dormitory. That’s why I have to prove it for the sake of those guys. I have no choice but to beat you, show my superiority as a male and become the ray of hooooooope!


  – Those who carry various things on their backs appears to have a hard time, huh.


  Moroha said bluntly and took his leave without further delay.


  However, Kamekichi followed him like a petty small-time yakuza following his blackmailed victim and when Moroha and Maya lined up in the serving line, he lined up with him, and when Moroha ordered food from the old man in the cafeteria, he asked for the same thing.


  And when Moroha and Maya sat in an empty space on the long table, he sat next to them.


  「「Thank you for the food」」


  Moroha and Maya behaved themselves, placed their hands together,


  – Aaalright! Let’s have a speed-eating contest! Readyyyyyyyyyyyy, go──────────!


  Kamekichi arbitrarily shouted the start signal.


  – Check that out!


  – Kammie appears to be doing something interesting again.


  – It’s a bit far away. I can’t see.


  The people around them stopped eating and gathered in swarms.


  – *Gobble* *Gobble* *Gobble* *Gobble* *Gobble* *Gobble*


  Kamekichi stuffed his belly while barely chewing.


  He was turning pale; his appearance was that of a glutton.


  Moroha savored the food and ate it slowly.


  The food that the old man made was being wasted.


  – Doooooooooooooooooooone.


  Kamekichi screamed as he fell backwards from the chair.


  – I wooooooon. I defeated Haimuraaaaaaaaaa.


  In fact, even men started crying.


  – Amazing! I don’t get it, but Kammie defeated Haimura!


  – What, THAT Haimura!?


  The surrounding spectators made noise, and in the end, they began to even toss Kamekichi into the air.


  As Moroha ate food with Maya,


  – The Men’s Dormitory is really lively today, don’t you agree?


  – It’s like a festival, and it’s fun desu. Maaya doesn’t hate it desu.


  – I know, right?


  They stared at Kamekichi who was being thrown into the air and cried and choked while overwhelmed with emotion.


  However, the food this morning was more appealing than that.


  




  The good thing about living in the dormitory was that the school was near.


  Even though he left the dormitory past 8 o’clock and took his time to walk, he arrived at the main gate way before homeroom started.


  Thanks to the jogging, he wasn’t drowsy.


  Being alone and with a clear mind, he passed through the school gate,


  – Mo──────────roha────!


  He heard an unbounded and cheerful call from behind.


  He turned around and there──were breasts.


  – *Boing*


  A bust over one meter in size rushed in and was pressed against Moroha’s face.


  – May I have a minute, Moroha!? I defeated Haruka yesterday!


  He was being hugged by a tremendous physical power and even the chest was pushed against him.


  These mil… er, this voice belonged to Sophie-senpai.


  Her height was over 190 centimeters, so when being hugged normally, the head of Moroha was exactly buried in Sophia’s plump cleavage.


  That was also literal.


  The big American size bust swallowed and wrapped Moroha’s head completely, making him enjoy an indescribable elasticity.


  No, he mustn’t enjoy it!


  – Please let go of me (bobibubebobome).


  Moroha begged, but his face was completely buried in the boob valley, so he was unable to speak properly.


  – It was as Moroha taught me! When I used 《Clairvoyance》 with the intention of straining my eyes, the flow of prana was better than usual, and I was able to follow Haruka’s movements with my eyes perfectly!


  Sophia went on talking without noticing him at all.


  Perhaps she was so happy, she hugged him tightly.


  And he was made to enjoy the wobbling boobs more and more.


  – That’s great, isn’t it? (babibubeabubibenbibu).


  Moroha was happy.


  No, he wasn’t happy because of her breasts, but because Sophia was able to grow again.


  – Next is Haruka’s turn to level up. I’m looking forward to what kind of secret plan Moroha will coach her.


  – That happened already as we jogged this morning (Babubabbebebubabubebabibabebobbebubibubobibu).


  – So when Haruka gets stronger, will it be my turn again?


  – Of course (Bobubobube).


  It was a delight for Moroha that Sophia, the person with the highest power in the school, and Haruka, the person with the highest speed in the school, encouraged mutually like this, became stronger and stronger, and above all, enjoyed themselves doing this.


  However, he was about to be bewitched by the sensation of her boobs.


  – Please, I beg you, let go of me (Bibebubabibebubobubebubobobe)


  – Are you pretending to be a baby making baby sounds from a while ago? So cute〜.


  After being hugged close, and having her boobs pressed against his face from the left and right so as to hold his face between them, Moroha was about to go crazy.


  I… can’t endure it anymore…, the very moment when he resigned to his fate!


  – Sophie-kun. As a member, I’d like you to refrain from engaging in provocative acts in front of the public.


  He heard the cough of salvation.


  – Oh, Jin! Good morning.


  Sophia relaxed a little to look back.


  Moroha raised his face from her boobs and craved oxygen.


  The one who chided Sophia was the captain of Strikers, Isurugi Jin.


  It seemed that he accidentally happened to pass by while going to school.


  – Everyone is talking about you behind your back, you know?


  The one showing a wry smile next to him was Taketsuru Uisuke.


  His Senpai had a wry smile, but it was refreshing somehow.


  – When it comes to the Japanese, even modesty has a limit. Hugging is pretty normal in the States.


  Sophia cutely frowned and protested, but,


  – But you also have a saying in America, no? When in Rome, do as the Romans do.


  Isurugi remonstrated her with a firm and calm voice.


  – Yeah, yeah, I surrender to the obstinate Jin.


  Sophia completely let go of Moroha and shrugged her shoulders with an exaggerated gesture.


  She winked at Moroha, and headed towards the school building as if to disperse.


  – You saved me, Isurugi-senpai and Taketsuru-senpai.


  – It’s not like Sophie-kun is a bad girl.


  – Yeah. She’s 10,000 times more wholesome than Demon Vice-Captain.


  Isurugi and Taketsuru complained, and the three of them wore a forced smile.


  Then, as if suddenly realizing something, Isurugi,


  – I almost forgot, Haimura-kun. About the approval of the aforementioned matter, Taketsuru and I will take care of it.


  – What approval of what matter?


  Without having an idea of what he was talking about, Moroha asked back.


  – Haimura isn’t participating in that matter, Isurugi.


  – Hmm. Did I misunderstand something? I’m sorry, Haimura-kun. Please forget it.


  – Understood.


  While talking, they arrived at the shoe rack and Moroha separated from his Senpais.


  – Mooorning! Nii-samaaa.


  As if to change places, Satsuki came from behind and headed to the classroom together.


  




  Akane Academy was a school that worked on Saturdays, but to make up for that, classes ended by noon.


  All those who remained at the school were teachers, club students, and regular and reserve members of the Strikers such as Moroha and company.


  Moroha had lunch with Satsuki and Shizuno at the school cafeteria, and relaxed until the special exercises began.


  Three people lay side by side on the grass in the courtyard.


  It was mid to late autumn.


  The wind was gentle, the grass was pleasantly warm, and above all, the rays of the Sun were comfortable.


  If he looked at the blue sky idly, milk-white clouds flowed as if walking.


  Satsuki, who was looking up with him, muttered a few words.


  – I want to eat marshmallows….


  Moroha spouted out.


  – I want to eat cotton candy.


  Was there any doubt that they were siblings?


  – I get you. I don’t get why our school cafeteria doesn’t have a sweets menu….


  – Don’t you buy sweet buns?


  – Deep inside me, sweet buns aren’t included in sweets!


  – Well, certainly, what fills our hearts may be different.


  When the two of them were peacefully amusing themselves in a silly conversation,


  – Despite you two eating so much, you still want to talk about food?


  Shizuno, who had a small appetite, said in a disgusted tone.


  Then suddenly,


  – As for me, this satisfies me more?


  She closed the distance with Moroha.


  And entwined her arms around his arm.


  Moroha, who was being stared at by Shizuno who was lying by his side with upturned eyes, made his heart beat faster.


  – What the hell are you doing, Urushibara! Don’t disregard me, his younger sister!


  – Isn’t it fine to disregard his little sister and not his girlfriend?


  – This is not okay. In the first place, I think it’s not okay to do such a shameless thing at school!


  – If so, Ranjou-san should cling to him too, no? Moroha has two precious arms after all?


  – Oh, you’re right.


  Satsuki excitedly entwined her arms around the vacant right arm of Moroha.


  – … I think it’s not okay to do such a shameless thing at school.


  Moroha retorted with eyes half-closed, but,


  – Eh? It’s physical contact between siblings, so it’s not shameless, is it?


  Satsuki just stared in puzzlement.


  Having been gently and tightly hugged from both sides, Moroha was troubled because it was pleasantly hot and it felt good.


  – My head is itching….


  – I’ll scratch it for you!


  – Ouch, I suddenly have a stomachache….


  – I’ll rub it for you?


  – No, what I’m saying in a roundabout way is “please let go of me”.


  「「We cannot hear you」」


  Satsuki and Shizuno said the same thing in unison.


  – Are you on bad terms or on good terms…?


  Moroha retorted with a sullen face, but the two kept pretending they didn’t hear him.


  With no other option, he let Shizuno and Satsuki do as they liked.


  Enveloped by the warmth of the sun, the grass, and the skin of two girls.


  Everyone, for some reason or another, kept silent.


  But it was a satisfying time.


  How much time had passed since he forgot everything and was immersed in joy──


  – Yuck. What are you doing?


  The passing Momo-senpai made her face stiff.


  – It’s not good to do such a shameless thing at school.


  – No, this is physical contact between siblings….


  – When did Shizuno become your younger sister?


  Moroha explained, but he was flatly grilled by Haruka.


  On the other hand, Shizuno, with a relaxed voice,


  – What if Momochi-senpai also clings to him?


  – H-h-h-h-h-h-how am I going to do such an embarrassing thing?


  Even with this, Haruka was suddenly dismayed.


  – Does that mean that you want to cling to him in a situation that is not embarrassing?


  – ………


  Haruka was covered in sweat because of the pressing words of Shizuno.


  – I have special exercises, so I’ll be going now!


  – Ah, she ran away.


  – I’m not running away, Satsuki! You all are going to be late too.


  Haruka yelled so while running towards the martial arts stadium with her superb leg strength.


  – We have no choice. Shall we go as well?


  – Isurugi-senpai is scary.


  The two finally let go of him and the three got up.


  They headed to the martial arts stadium while stretching their bodies,


  – I almost forgot, Nii-sama. After today’s exercise──


  – I’m sorry, but I promised Kanzaki-senpai to accompany her in her personal intensive training.


  – Oh, it’s fine, don’t sweat it. We have something to do, so we can’t go back together.


  – Alright.


  – But don’t go all lovey-dovey with Kanzaki-senpai, okay?


  – I won’t. We’re talking about Kanzaki-senpai after all, right?


  At Moroha’s words, an air of “I know, right?” flowed.


  Then, in the locker rooms, men and women were separated, and Moroha changed into his combat uniform and entered the martial arts stadium first.


  – You’re late, Haimura!


  – Don’t make your Senpais get tired of waiting!


  – Kammie has come up with another interesting special move. It’s going to make us laugh, so come here, this way.


  – It’s so mean of you to laugh at it, Takki-senpai! Please express that I’m brimming with creativity!


  Kamekichi and Taketsuru were doing something funny again, so he joined their circle.


  




  After a high-density special training by all the Strikers and a break of about 30 minutes, Moroha came back to the martial arts stadium again.


  Kanzaki Tokiko, the Demon Vice-Captain who was waiting there,


  – Haimura. You have a wonderful butt today as well, you know?


  – Please compliment me for devoting myself to the special training….


  Moroha was sick of the sexual harassment and responded to it from the moment he opened his mouth.


  – I complimented you, so you better accept it gratefully and obediently. While we’re at it, let me rub it.


  – I’ve told you that there’s no man who will be pleased with such a compliment. And I won’t let you rub it.


  As soon as she came to his side, Moroha continued to brush away the evil hand of Tokiko that stretched out to his butt.


  – You’re a completely reckless guy. You know that you will be severely punished for not listening to the orders of the Vice-Captain, don’t you?


  – I think it’s Senpai who is being way too reckless.


  Moroha turned scornful eyes towards her, but without looking affected by it, Tokiko began to talk with a serious expression,


  – The trivial greeting is over. On a serious note, I have something to talk with you──


  – Hmm? This isn’t about accompanying you in your individual special training?


  Moroha also changed his attitude and listened seriously and carefully.


  – Why don’t we have an open affair in the middle of this large martial arts stadium? Forget about special straining.


  – I was so stupid to try listening to you seriously….


  Moroha sighed.


  He didn’t know anyone else who was more suitable for the expression “This person is a waste of looks”.


  – You’re a weird fella. A beautiful and kind Senpai wants to make special memories with her cute Kouhai, and yet, why are you against it?


  – What’s weird is Kanzaki-senpai’s words and actions. If Isurugi-senpai finds us, you will be yelled at again, no?


  – Kukukuku, as if I was scared of the unsociable and disappointing captain, can he even do erotic things!?


  – As soon as you say so, I see Isurugi-senpai standing there.


  – *Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeek*, what I said just now is a lie, a misunderstanding, a joke, a figure of speech, a parable!


  Immediately Tokiko cowered and tried to hide her head like a child.


  However, even if she waited, she saw that the punishment of Isurugi didn’t come flying,


  – You tricked me, Haimura!


  – I’m sorry, I didn’t think it would have an immediate effect like this. Like Pavlov’s dog.


  – Argh, I hate myself for ending up being trained by Isurugi.


  Tokiko embraced her own body and made it bent back and forth in a lewd manner.


  – If it’s only about erotic matters, I’ll go home. Goodbye.


  – Hey, wait. This time I’m serious.


  Tokiko grabbed the butt of Moroha who turned back with a powerful eagle grip.


  – Shouldn’t you grab my shoulder?


  – I’m very, very sorry! My everyday habits are scary.


  – I’m scared of Senpai the most.


  Thus──this sexual harassment became a complete and great mess because of the object with glasses and finally, a really serious conversation began.


  – Recently, I was resolved to do something. I’m devoting myself to learn 《Blaze Storm》.


  – Really…? That’s a 4th Rank Dark Art, right?


  For the B-Rank Tokiko, it was a high-difficult move that took a lot of effort.


  – I’ve been practicing this and that for almost a month now, but I haven’t succeeded at all. Maybe the spelling is inaccurate.


  – Shall we take a look? Please turn around.


  – Noooo, no way, as soon as I turn around, you’re going to do lewd things to me, aren’t you!? I gladly welcome it!!!!!


  – Please don’t drool, and face in that direction quickly.


  – You damn party pooper.


  Tokiko turned her bottom towards him while clicking her tongue.


  – Excuse me for a moment.


  Moroha stuck to Tokiko’s back and put his arm around her from behind.


  He placed his left hand on the back of Tokiko’s right hand from above.


  Immediately, she made her body quiver.


  – What’s wrong?


  – I-it’s nothing. Someone as lowly as Haimura made me skip a beat. You’re a cocky fella….


  Tokiko’s voice was trembling somehow.


  But, well, if it was nothing,


  – Please try spelling in this state.


  – I-in this state…? Sure, why not? I should do it, right? What do you think?


  – Isn’t your arm shrinking? I mean, why are you not spelling as bold as usual?


  – Oh, I was wondering if I should do this!


  As if becoming desperate, Tokiko began spelling with a dynamic movement and finished writing.


  -Uh-huh, I understand. Here, here and here, these parts aren’t spelled well.


  Moroha grabbed Tokiko’s right hand strongly and made her spell the correct spelling.


  – Y-you spell the difficult part so smoothly….


  – Hahaha, practice makes perfect, right? I mean, isn’t your face getting red or something, Senpai?


  – It’s not red!


  Tokiko blushed and raised hell.


  But, well, if she said so,


  – Let’s do special training today until you can spell it properly, shall we?


  – I-in this posture!? T-the whole time!? F-fine, I better resolve myself.


  – Even if you’re not that eager about it…. Compared to Senpai’s sexual harassment, this is nothing, right?


  – Shut the hell up! I’m good at being erotic, but, this, is, you know… different. The sweetish and bitterish maiden heart that was sunken in the depths of my chest seems to have awakened, and I can’t resist it.


  – Don’t say nonsensical things, and now, let’s begin.


  – Guuu, you lowly Haimura….


  Tokiko resumed the special training, but she became strangely stiff and the spelling didn’t go well.


  Of course, Moroha was only going to accompany her until she was able to do it.


  




  As expected of someone ought to be called Demon Vice-Captain, although it was stiff at first, the spelling gradually took shape.


  – It’s getting late, so should we stop for today?


  – Y-yeah. It’s 6 pm already? … Time flies so fast.


  – I’ll have Senpai do independent special training for a while, so I hope I’m allowed to see you again at a later date.


  – Sure. Then, let’s go to eat something, shall we?


  Tokiko said bluntly, still blushing somehow.


  Instead of going along with her personal special training, it was a promise to get him to eat delicious food.


  Moroha nodded cheerfully, saying 「Yes!」──


  – Haimura Moroha-kun, student from Year 1 Class 1.  Haimura Moroha-kun, the guardian of Elena Arshavina-san. Come to the Year 2 Class 3 immediately.


  He was called by the school broadcast.


  By Shimon Mari’s voice….


  – I’m sorry, it seems that Leshya did something, so I will be going.


  – Hey, what about the meal!?


  – Please treat me to it another time.


  After Moroha put his palms together as if praying to Tokiko, he rushed to the classroom of Year 2 Class 3 in great haste.


  When he arrived, there was a disastrous scene….


  – You came, Moroha?


  Dismayed, Leshya, who avoided meeting his gaze, made a face as if looking and hanging onto Moroha.


  There were three knocked out female students around her.


  And the figure of Mari, who put her hand on her forehead as if enduring a headache.


  – … So? What did you do today, Leshya?


  Moroha also resisted the urge to hold his head and headed towards her.


  – I haven’t done anything. I was invited to a club activity and came to learn by observing them.


  – A club so dangerous that they have to be knocked out…?


  – It seems to be a cyber hunting club. I heard that it was a meeting to play this game relaxedly.


  Leshya pointed to the screen of a handheld game console all shook up.


  – Oh, it’s Metaphysical Hunter.


  The popular name MH was a big hit game, and Moroha was also aware of it.


  He hadn’t played the latest 4S yet, but previous titles were crazy popular in elementary and middle school, and more than half of the boys in the class played them.


  Moroha was a child who couldn’t buy consoles due to the financial situation of his family, but his good friends often let him play.


  Lately, as he learned about Edward’s love for Japanese games, he suspected 「Didn’t he take the name 《Metaphysical》 from here?」, but he was afraid of having a confirmation about it, so he didn’t ask.


  No, the story went astray.


  – Why are people collapsing when playing games?


  – I’m playing this game for the first time today, and I got them to lend me this machine, but it’s a scary game.


  – What do you mean?


  Moroha cocked his head in puzzlement as Leshya appealed desperately.


  Until MH4, which he knew, it was a very normal game with nothing scary.


  Leshya put her hands together in front of her chest and continued appealing fervently.


  – Last night, I fully investigated this game on 『5ch』 and prepared for it. According to my investigation, 『Those who wear a full set』, 『Those who don’t wear two types of anti-beaststone equipment』 and 『Those who leave a lot of free slots』 will be kicked without exception.


  – What a brutal game….


  – I’ve heard that if you don’t kick them with resolution, it will result in an inconvenience to those who have done nothing wrong. And it’s said that kicking can teach imprudent players. Since they were players who met the already mentioned conditions, I had no choice but to steel myself, reprimand them strongly with my whip of love and send them flying. I had no other choice… I want Moroha to understand at least….


  Leshya finally hugged him and appealed while having tears in her eyelids.


  – Umm, you guys….


  Mari, who was covering her forehead, interrupted.


  – The “kicking” in this case is a slang, which means making them leave the in-game gathering place by force, you know…?


  Leshya froze while clinging to him.


  She then hung her head, blushed, and began to tremble,


  – In that case, my whip of love is….?


  – It’s just school violence.


  – I’m depressed, I should die.


  – No, you don’t have to die.


  Moroha comforted Leshya, who broke down crying and made dark prana hang on her shoulders gloomily, with utmost effort.


  In the end──


  Moroha healed the three female students with Dark Arts, and decided to apologize with Leshya after they woke up.


  Mari was also satisfied with that,


  – Then, see you later.


  – Oh, yes.


  She would come to check if things were brought under control.


  Immediately, he traced and spelled the bodies of the female students lined up on the floor with his fingers, and saw off Mari while treating them.


  On the other hand, as Leshya watched over the work of the dispirited Moroha,


  – I cause nothing but trouble for you all the time….


  – There’s no way that this is a bother.


  He felt bad for the three people who had collapsed, but Moroha himself didn’t really care.


  – But, every time I end up making a blunder, Moroha makes up for my mistakes, which makes me feel sorry….


  – Don’t say that I’m making up for your mistakes, we’re family.


  When Leshya, who sat down on the floor, trembled in a deeply impressed manner,


  – At least I’d like Moroha to allow me to rub your shoulders so that you don’t get tired.


  – Wow, wait, the spelling will be messed up.


  Moroha managed to calm down Leshya who was clinging to him and continued the treatment.


  After finishing so and explaining the situation to the girls who woke up, they fortunately understood it right away.


  An advisor teacher of the Cyber Hunting Research Society came to confirm their health, and Moroha and Leshya were officially acquitted of everything.


  On the way back, they had dinner together and went home.


  That was fine, but──


  – Did the school principal have something to take care of?


  They left the school while being puzzled.


  




  He inadvertently talked to Leshya until it got late, and after returning to the Men’s Dormitory and while he was taking a bath, it got pretty late.


  When Moroha checked the table clock in the room, it was 23:49,


  – Hmm〜〜〜〜〜, it was another hard day today〜.


  He finished his homework (it wasn’t much) on the desk and stretched out as much as he wanted.


  Then Maya, who was preparing the bed, turned around and asked with an innocent smile.


  – Was it a special day today desu?


  – Hmm.


  Moroha reflected on the day.


  Maya didn’t let him out of bed in the morning.


  After that, he went jogging with Momo-senpai.


  While attending school, Sophia gave an ardent gratitude to him.


  He was helped by Isurugi and Taketsuru.


  After taking classes and practices, he lunched with Satsuki and Shizuno,


  After school, he did his best in the special exercises with all the Strikers.


  He accompanied Tokiko in her personal special training.


  Leshya did something bad and chatted with her while having dinner.


  And now──


  – Well, today was like any other day.


  Moroha leaned against the chair and answered vaguely.


  – Maaya’s good luck charm didn’t work desu. That is unfortunate nanodesu.


  Maya put her arms around Moroha’s neck from behind the chair.


  – It’s not unfortunate. I have fun every day and I hope that common days like this will last forever.


  Moroha extended his arm to the back and patted Maya’s head.


  – But Maaya won’t give up desu. This will be a good luck charm to make tomorrow a special day nanodesu.


  Maya said so and kissed Moroha’s nape as if burying her face into it.


  – Haha, Maaya the fairy-san is an obstinate person, isn’t she?


  Moroha looked at the clock again while laughing.


  It was 23:59. The day was about to change.


  He rather should go to bed.


  He was about to invite Maya──when suddenly──his mobile phone started ringing.


  At this time of the day?


  Surprised, he saw the incoming call, it was from Satsuki.


  – Hello?


  『Bad news, Nii-sama! Come to the cafeteria right now!』


  – Eh? Now? ──Oh, she hung up.


  Moroha glared at the mobile phone with a bitter face.


  – I mean, she said cafeteria, but what cafeteria…? No way, the Men’s Dormitory’s──


  – I’m sure it’s that one nanodesu. Hurry up desu.


  – Maybe Maaya the fairy-san knows something about it?


  Moroha squinted.


  However, Maya just wore an angelic smile (happy face).


  Scratching his head, he headed to the cafeteria as he was told.


  Maya also came along with him.


  As he walked down the corridor and got close, a somewhat noisy sign was transmitted.


  At this hour? Isurugi would surely tell them off, but….


  What is going on?──Even though his doubts increased, Moroha set foot into the cafeteria.


  Immediately, he was stunned.


  Satsuki was here.


  Shizuno was here.


  Leshya, Haruka, Sophia and Tokiko were here.


  Not only girls.


  Kamekichi, Taketsuru, Isurugi, and those he knew from the Men’s Dormitory.


  In the end, even the school principal was here.


  Everyone popped party poppers and shouted as one.


  「「「Happy birthday!」」」


  All Moroha could do was to be stunned.


  Certainly, November 25th was his birthday.


  But he didn’t remember talking about it to anyone.


  – You lowly Haimura, don’t be so cold! Here, come here and be congratulated!


  Having his head locked by Kamekichi, he was taken to the center of the cafeteria.


  (… By the way, my birthday is January 1st, so spread the news to your circle indirectly, okay?)


  (Hahaha, yes sir)


  He nodded to Kamekichi in a whisper.


  Won’t that be in the middle of winter vacation? He swallowed the comeback.


  When Kamekichi set him free, Satsuki pulled his hand this time.


  – Here, here, Nii-sama, eat, eat. Eat the many dishes that Satsuki-chan made to the best of her ability!


  Moroha ended up being impressed after seeing the dishes lined up compactly on one of the long tables.


  – Thank you…. But, wasn’t it too hard? This is too much….


  – I’ve been preparing this from the evening! With everyone!


  – This is a way to express our gratitude.


  – We-well, it’s same as the school festival. We got used to cooking under the supervision of Satsuki.


  Following Satsuki, Sophia said with a big smile, and Haruka said being a little embarrassed.


  Shizuno didn’t say anything, but when he saw the band aids on her left fingers, Moroha was filed with feelings of guilt, happiness and others that were hard to say.


  – But how did you know that it was today?


  Otherwise, they couldn’t make such careful preparations.


  – Well, about that, it’s on the student register, you know?


  Mari winked.


  I see, was it originally the idea of this person?


  – I didn’t hear about it. I was left out. I’m depressed.


  Leshya said as if sulking and made dark prana hung on her shoulders gloomily.


  – Because if I let you cook, I’m sure that you would have done something bizarre!


  Satsuki hit her shoulder and induced everyone to have a wry smile.


  Meanwhile, Tokiko stepped forward in front of Moroha,


  – Haimura! This is a birthday present from the Vice-Captain-sama. Accept it gratefully.


  She pushed out her plump breasts as if holding them reverently.


  – … What should I do with them?


  – Rub them.


  Tokiko shouted like a man with a cool face.


  – ──It goes without saying, but he will be troubled if I let you go over the top too much.


  Isurugi grabbed her head with enough strength to crush it with his hands.


  Tokiko screamed 「Higiih」 in agony, but he paid no attention to it.


  – You have my permission to make use of the cafeteria at night. Please feel free to engage in a pleasant conversation, everyone.


  With his lead, the birthday party for Moroha began.


  The cafeteria was filled with more and more lively sounds of laughter.


  Moroha crouched and listened to Maya who was smiling beside him.


  – I take back what I said. It’s a special day… a great one for sure.
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