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  Prologue


  Are you aware of the relationship between the yin and yang girls?*


  *TN: Relationship is the furigana reading for fate. If using this word, then the sentence above would be “Are you aware of the fate of the yin and yang girls?”


  

















  Banquets were held almost every day at the castle and the lights never went out, allowing the enjoyment of the pleasure of the sumptuous feasts.


  However, it was a paradise promised only to the aristocrats who monopolized the mystery called magic.


  At the foot of the hill where the castle was built──


  The tens of thousands of slaves imprisoned there were not allowed to even dream.


  The slaves, who crawled like insects in the jumbled slave block surrounded by hopelessly high outer walls and where the sunlight was limited, the wind was stagnant and a nauseating stench hung in the air, were imposed penal labor and just ate fodder without a purpose to live day after day.


  A little black-haired girl was also a slave.


  Merely three months ago, the brand that had just been stamped on her chest was painful to look at.


  Due to mental anguish from being separated from her family, the poor little girl couldn’t speak well when she tried to speak, and her expression froze when she tried to cry.


  Because of that, she was hated and despised by the slaves who were supposed to be in the same situation, saying things such as 「How miserably」 and 「Disgusting」.


  It was rather natural for such a girl to do the job that everyone hated the most.


  There was a cursed tower in the middle of the slave area.


  It was said that the basement was a prison, and the monster sealed by the king was related to it.


  The girl was ordered to deliver three meals to said monster every day.


  The spiral staircase leading to the dungeon was covered in perfect darkness.


  No sooner she entered, there was a heavy atmosphere, as if swallowed by the darkness itself.


  She was told to go through such a scary place while relying on a single candle.


  Moreover, what kind of strange thing or unknown monster was waiting for her in the depths?


  She had even heard that traitors who died in prison long ago or former people in charge of the meals were eaten by the monster, became ghosts and wandered around the spiral staircase.


  The girl’s legs cowered with fright, and she couldn’t take a step further.


  Her body trembled, and the handheld candlestick in her right hand and the wooden plate in her left hand swayed.


  「Go fast」, questioned by an old woman, the slave leader, her back was hit with a whip.


  Unable to withstand the pain of her skin cutting open, the girl went down the spiral case while enduring the emotionally crushing horror.


  But before she hardly moved, her legs came to a stop.


  On her way, the deep and dense darkness that couldn’t possibly be illuminated by a candle licked its lips.


  Even if she turned around, the light at the entrance was no longer visible.


  It was as if she was trapped in the darkness.


  The world of the girl was only a small area, lit by the unreliable light of the candle.


  She was so helpless that she ended up cowering.


  The girl wasn’t stupid, she knew in her head that getting confused in such a place was futile, but her body didn’t listen to what she said.


  Should she throw away the food, go back as she was, and tell the lie that she let the monster eat?


  No, that was no good. If she was asked what kind of monster it was, she wouldn’t be able to answer.


  If they found out it was a lie, she would receive punishment far more terrifying than being whipped.


  What should she do?


  Thinking about it offered no wisdom.


  The girl was too young and powerless.


  Without taking a straight look at reality, she closed her eyes tightly.


  How long did she cower on the spot──


  – Don’t be afraid, you’re okay now.


  She heard a voice.


  It belonged to a woman.


  It wasn’t only bright, it was such a voice that encouraged her with all her strength, conveying so in a few words.


  Startled, the girl raised her face and looked around.


  There she was.


  A beautiful princess stood just ahead of the spiral staircase.


  For some reason, only her figure was clearly visible in the complete darkness.


  A pure white dress with a large blue ribbon wrapped around her waist.


  But from the neck and shoulders, and all the way down to the boots, she was in something that looked like armor.


  She wasn’t an ordinary princess. She was a fighting princess. A princess of war.


  It was adorable that her hair, which was as bright as her voice, was tied up and hung on the left side of her head.


  Who was she?


  Why was she in a place like this?


  Wasn’t she the aforementioned ghost?


  The girl thought so──in an event that was strange even for her, her trembling had subsided.


  – Come, don’t be afraid of anything.


  The eyes of the princess of war who said so and beckoned her were thoroughly warm.


  – It looks like you were told that he’s some kind of monster, but that’s a big lie. My Nii-sama won’t grab you or eat you, so rest assured.


  Upon saying so, the smile that emerged looked absolutely innocent.


  When the girl stood up, she started running straight towards the princess of war.


  It was better to be with a gentle ghost than to be alone in a darkness like this.


  The two of them went down the spiral staircase.


  With that, the princess of war stopped talking, but she didn’t mind. They were the same in that regard.


  Just having her by her side was reassuring.


  It was frustrating that her hands were occupied with the candle and food. She couldn’t get to hold hands.


  The more she thought about that, the more she was able to relax in her heart, and the long stairs went by in the blink of an eye for them.


  They arrived in front of the deepest dungeon.


  It was an unexpected and mysterious sight.


  An enchanting and ephemeral phosphorescence filled the inside of the cell.


  A decadent atmosphere suitable to a prison settled there, but thanks to that, there was no eeriness in such an underground.


  Beyond the sturdy iron bars, there was a man chained multiple times.


  Strange chains. They were probably made of some kind of metal, but it was a material that the girl had never seen. They emitted light themselves and made phosphorescence blink as if they were pulsating. This was the identity of the fantastic light that illuminated this prison.


  Speaking of who was the one being rigorously imprisoned with who knows how many layers of that kind of unfamiliar chains──


  It was a poor young man who was emaciated like a dead tree.


  His eyes closed, he leaned against the wall as if he used all his strength.


  Only the hair that had grown to the floor was as dark as the darkness.


  Indeed, with all this, he didn’t look scary at all.


  – Please take care of Nii-sama, okay?


  The princess of war said so.


  The little girl nodded, and by the time she turned her face, her figure had already disappeared.


  Was she really a ghost?


  She had no time to think about it.


  Instead, a groan was heard from the cell, and the young man made his eyelids quiver.


  He opened his eyes slowly, as if doing so required a tremendous effort.


  However, the power of will──the ambition wasn’t lost in the pupils inside them.


  With his gaze, the girl had the illusion that her chest had been pierced.


  – Are you the new person in charge of the meals?


  The voice asking so was completely parched, but it had a strong will.


  While nodding timidly, the girl put the candle on the stone paving and stood in front of the iron bars.


  The young man also made the chains chink and headed towards her.


  As she could guess from his slim figure, his body was utterly weak.


  To the extent that he mustered all of his strength enough to make beads of sweat emerge.


  However, his composed expression remained the same, he never showed such hardship on his face.


  Was it vanity? No, it was dignity.


  He was different from the slaves who always dropped their faces and shoulders and walked with gloomy expressions.


  – So young… how old are you?


  Coming right in front of the iron bars, the young man asked again.


  The girl, unable to answer that she was eight years old, just shook her head.


  – Could it be that you can’t talk?


  That alone made the young man realize the situation immediately. He seemed to be very intelligent.


  The girl could do nothing but nod.


  She was sad. She thought that this young man would surely look down on her like the other slaves.


  That was no more than an assumption.


  – That’s… pitiful. However, little girl. What you think about everything depends on how you see it, no? At least──you’re not more disabled than me.


  The young man proudly raised his right arm, which was chained, and laughed cheerfully.


  The little girl was surprised (Her facial expression remained frozen).


  Far from looking down on her, he tried to encourage her.


  First the princess of war. Now this young man.


  It was the first time she was encouraged by two people in quick succession, and were kind to her after she was branded as a slave….


  If she was the way she was before her facial expression froze, she would be happy and would have started crying.


  His hands extending from between the iron bars were put on the little girl’s head.


  Like that, she was patted with an affectionate hand movement.


  She couldn’t help but find it strange why he was called a 「Monster」.


  She surrendered herself to the comfort of being patted on the head by him for a while.


  (Thank you)


  She wanted to convey that. But she couldn’t because she became speechless.


  – You don’t need to thank me.


  The young man replied that it was nothing.


  The little girl was surprised again.


  (How did you find out what I was thinking?)


  – It becomes clear to me. When I look at your face and eyes, it’s easy to tell.


  Upon saying so, the man poked the girl’s cheeks and,


  – Oh, did you finally smile?


  It was he who let a smile escape.


  (Smiling? Me? You’re lying…)


  – It’s not a lie. I can see a cute dimple.


  The young man once again poked the girl’s cheek on the same place.


  – Well, it’s so cute that you may not be able to find it without me.


  As if understanding that it was just a joke, he seemed very proud of his playful attitude.


  (Amazing…!)


  But the girl took him at his words completely. She was deeply impressed.


  The fact that she, who was unable to speak, and he came to understand each other so easily.
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  Even the girl herself found the sprout of an expression that was or wasn’t on her face, which she thought was completely frozen.


  – Nonetheless, I can’t grasp thoughts that are too complicated. If you want, can I teach you how to read and write?


  In such a dungeon, the young man behaved like a king with a body like a dead tree.


  The girl simply and merely stared at him with a longing look.


  And from that day, the girl’s life changed completely.


  In the depths of the earth where the sunlight didn’t reach, the rendezvous between the “monster” and the girl were repeated again and again.


  She went to see him three times a day, filling her immature and small chest with pain.


  But when he taught her how to read and write, she learned from him earnestly.


  Thanks to that, she was able to learn those things almost in less than three months.


  Then he taught her how to spell the magic characters that the aristocrats monopolized.


  – If you become free someday, make use of it and escape from the block.


  He went as far as to say so.


  Feeling like she had learned something very bad, the girl made her heartbeat accelerate.


  But if he gave him something, anything, she accepted it greedily and made it her own.


  One day, as a reward for the girl’s hard work, he told her his name.


  Shuu Saura*.


  *TN: I think in the past I wrote his name both as “Shuu” and “Shu”, but “Shu” is incorrect. My apologies for the inconsistency in that regard.


  That was the name of the young man who was imprisoned and chained underground.


  (Shuu Saura…)


  The girl chanted so as to confirm his name in her speechless mouth many times.


  Every time she felt like her chest got warm.


  Then the girl wanted Shuu Saura to know her name as well.


  She finally had become able to read and write.


  She tried to communicate it in writing.


  But──


  – Stop.


  Shuu Saura laughed quite indifferently in his cell.


  – Your name is a sort of curse. And you’re letting your name be known to a monster like me? So that I’m possessed and killed? Hahahaha!


  (Stop joking. I’m serious)


  – Well then, let’s have a serious conversation.


  When the girl had a sullen look, Shuu Saura put his laughter away and changed his seating posture.


  With a calm demeanor typical of him,


  – Master magic and think only of leaving this place as soon as possible. Don’t leave behind anything in a place like this. I’ll forget about you soon, you’ll also forget everything, and seek only a new life and happiness.


  He said earnestly so as to warn her.


  Seeing the girl not trying to nod, Shuu Saura continued.


  – There’s a tale like this. 『The Box of Elmena』. It’s an old fairy tale from Lenstalfa──


  One day, a girl called Elmena was given a silver box by a friend.


  A sturdy box with a key.


  According to her friend,


  – A demon is trapped in the box. If you talk to it from the outside, it will reply and give you all sorts of information. It will teach you even magic. However, never get the demon out of the box.


  Upon hearing so, and out of curiosity, Elmena spoke to the box.


  – Is it true that you teach magic?


  『It is true, young lady. As soon as possible if you get me out of the box』


  “It” replied with an ecstatically masculine beautiful voice that made her unable to believe that it was a demon.


  – Tell me first. Otherwise, I won’t get you out of it.


  Elmena did exactly what her friend taught her, and learned magic and all sorts of information from “it”.


  Furthermore, they talked about this and that every day like friends.


  It was only a matter of time before she started treating “it”, the demon who gave incredibly sincere answers, as a partner and talking as lovers.


  Then Elmena finally unlocked the box and released the contents.


  The demon that came out of the box ate Elmena with great joy.


  The end of a foolish girl who was enthralled by a taboo.


  – You’ll become Elmena.


  Shuu Saura brought so as a conclusion.


  The girl, as expected, couldn’t agree with his words.


  Of course, it would be a lie to say that she didn’t feel repulsion.


  However, she suppressed it with effort and endured it.


  She knew that Shuu Saura was thinking of her and saying things for her sake, and above all, no matter what the girl argued──she didn’t think she could crush this calm man with words.


  (I will definitely make you call my name someday)


  The girl decided secretly.


  For the sake of that, she had to do her best to master magic.


  The next day, the girl brought breakfast to Shuu Saura earlier than before. She tried to secure some extra time to study.


  In the face of the darkness, she went down the spiral staircase as if running.


  And when she was about to arrive at the dungeon──


  She heard his call from the depths.


  – Sarasha….


  Taken aback, the girl stopped running.


  Due to his immeasurable and extraordinary wisdom, his knowledge of the universe, especially his knowledge of magic, and possibly due to his depth as a human being and his strong way of talking in a jesting manner, the things the girl was surprised at diminished, and yet.


  Did I mishear him? she wondered.


  – Sarasha….


  She heard the same name again.


  If she strained her ears, she could hear him calling her repeatedly as if talking in delirium.


  She didn’t mishear him.


  (As expected, Shuu Saura is amazing…!)


  The girl went down one step at a time while mustering her courage.


  (How does he know my name…?)


  She couldn’t imagine it, but it was surely possible for someone as wise as him.


  (What was that exchange yesterday? If he knows, he should say that he knows. … But. … I see. He wasn’t pushing me away. After all, my name is a curse. In reality, he knew it all along)


  While being deeply moved, the girl arrived in front of the dungeon.


  And something shocked her all of a sudden.


  Beyond the iron bars, there was another person besides Shuu Saura.


  The princess of war was leaning in close to him who slept with his back on the wall.


  She, who had never shown up since she first led her to this place──now──was staring at him intently, whom she called 「Nii-sama」, and stroking his cheeks with affection.


  While dreaming, he continued to call the name 「Sarasha」 as if talking in delirium.


  The girl realized.


  She wasn’t stupid or slow enough to not be able to notice.


  Shuu Saura wasn’t calling the girl’s name.


  This was the name of the princess of war.


  She jumped to an extreme wrong conclusion.


  (Our name… was the same…)


  The girl’s chest throbbed with pain.


  It was surely a mere coincidence.


  (But without this coincidence, I feel like the princess of war wouldn’t have appeared in front of me…)


  When the princess of war noticed the presence of the girl, she suddenly vanished like an apparition.


  The dungeon returned to the world of only two people, Shuu Saura and the girl.


  However, the pain in the girl’s chest didn’t go away.


  This feeling she felt for the first time.


  The pain called jealousy.


  The girl’s dream came to an end there, and Urushibara Shizuno opened her eyes.
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  Chapter 1 - The continuation of the dream


  When Shizuno woke up, there was the arm of a man there.


  It was the arm of her beloved man.


  She slipped into his bed and slept while hugging him all the time.


  And reflexively pressed her lips against him. She was confident in their softness. And tried to suck him up.


  – Excuse me, Shizuno-saan?


  She heard the voice of her beloved man who seemed to have woken up first.


  Of course, Shizuno’s only beloved man was Haimura Moroha.


  – You’re not half awake anymore, are you? This is already a dangerous situation, so can I ask you to stop doing lewd things?


  Shizuno pretended to be still half asleep and licked Moroha’s arm.


  – This is a bold way to be half asleep, isn’t it?


  Moroha hurriedly withdrew his arm.


  – ──I mean, you’re not half asleep. You’re awake, aren’t you, Shizuno?


  – You woke me up now.


  Shizuno lied as if nothing had happened.


  – If anything, may I ask you to wake me up in a more gentlemanlike manner?


  – … Like?


  – While I sleep, why don’t you try rubbing my breasts and see how hard you can do it before I wake up?


  – That’s without a doubt an animal-like way of waking you up….


  – So, will you do it?


  – Don’t 『Will you do it』 me. I’m not going to do it.


  Having been retorted unreservedly by Moroha, joyful feelings surged up within Shizuno.


  Well, both in her previous life and in this life, her expression didn’t move like it was frozen.


  The most she could do was to show a small dimple on her face.


  – Don’t.make.fun.of.me.


  Moroha poked the dimple that Shizuno couldn’t find even if she looked herself in the mirror so as to reproach her.


  She became more and more happy.


  Shizuno looked up at his face while lying beside Moroha lying on his back,


  – But you don’t hate it, do you?


  – She asked with a feverish gaze as if looking into his heart.


  – *Groans*…


  Moroha just groaned.


  He didn’t make a clear denial now, and that was what made him who he was.


  However, such an attitude only ignited Shizuno’s sadistic desires.


  – But I do like both your honesty that values me and your manly side that glances at my breasts whenever there’s a chance?


  She put all her heart in the aspects she liked and whispered.


  Moroha just groaned again.


  To say nothing of blushing slightly.


  What a lovely girl!


  Their positions reversed; it was Shizuno who poked the cheek of Moroha.


  Moroha tried to escape from Shizuno’s torment, and as he made his head twist with a defeated face,


  – Don’t be too noisy. Someone is still sleeping.


  He said something that sounded like a scolding.


  Was he trying to regain the leadership with such a degree of argument? That side of him was also cute.


  (Well, boys don’t let someone else carry the flowers, do they?)


  Shizuno chuckled to herself in her mind and stopped poking him.


  Instead, she lifted herself a little and put her head on Moroha’s chest.


  – Yes, it is as you say.


  And looked to the other side of him.


  There, Ranjou Satsuki hugged Moroha’s arm and slept peacefully.


  She really had forgotten about her completely.


  They were in the lodging house rented for the summer training camp, and this was the room assigned to Moroha.


  At midnight, Shizuno, who had sneaked in, discovered Satsuki who had sneaked in earlier.


  After looking at the two sleeping in bed for a while in a pleasant atmosphere, she also slipped into the sheets.


  (This explains the dream I had…. I’m sure of that)


  While staring at Satsuki’s sleeping face, Shizuno thought vaguely.


  The inside of her chest, which was made to ruminate the contents of her dream, also felt gloomy.


  (It’s your fault, Princess Sarasha)


  Shizuno stretched her arm and poked Satsuki’s cheeks.


  No, she didn’t use an amount of force that should be expressed as poking. *Bouncy* *Bouncy *Bouncy*, It was more like a vicious door-to-door salesman pressing the doorbell at the front door continuously without reserve and consideration as if hitting it fast and repeatedly.


  The expression of Satsuki who couldn’t sleep well was distorted.


  Her eyelids remained closed, but her eyebrows were raised.


  – Hey, cut it out….


  Moroha appeared to be concerned, but the feel of Satsuki’s cheeks was unexpectedly fascinating, and Shizuno didn’t stop.


  
*Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy* *Bouncy*──


  
– Ugaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!


  
Satsuki screamed and raised her upper body.


  – Ara?


  – Don’t 『Ara』 me, Urushibara! And don’t go disturbing the good sleep of people. If you do, wake me up more gently!


  – I couldn’t help it. Even if I tried to see how hard I could rub you before you woke up, you have no breasts I can rub.


  – What the hell are you talking aboooooooooooout.


  Disheveling her hair hanging down, Satsuki shouted.


  – I mean, why are you there!? Just when I was finally able to sneak in the middle of the night and sleep together with my sleeping Nii-sama. Just the twwwwooooo of us!


  – I didn’t sneak in the middle of the night just to sleep together with the sleeping Moroha and you.


  – Please refrain from doing thiiiis!


  – Rather, neither of you should sneak in on your own….


  「「Moroha didn’t lock the door, so it’s your fault」」


  Shizuno and Satsuki refuted Moroha’s retort in unison.


  – Are you on good terms or on bad terms? Which one is it…?


  Moroha covered his face with his hands.


  And his line was his classic retort repertoire.


  Of course, they were on good terms. At least Shizuno thought so. Yes, it was frustrating, but it sure was nowadays! In fact, she ended up forgetting this uncertain feeling she had in her dreams while toying with Satsuki.


  Still,


  – There’s no way that Satsuki and I are getting along, is there?


  Shizuno showed a small dimple on her face, and said what was in her mind and outside of it.


  Immediately Satsuki pouted.


  A dissatisfied face as if to say (I affirm that! I’ll never ever get along with her!)


  That side of her that showed immediate results like this, she was a girl who was worth teasing.


  She was beyond cute.


  That was why Shizuno kept being brazen.


  – It’s impossible for Satsuki to like me because I stole her beloved Nii-sama from her, isn’t it?


  – When did you steal Moroha from me!?


  – Just now. While Satsuki was sleeping.


  – That’s a lie! A lie, a lie, a lie, a lie, a lie!


  – Well, why don’t you confirm it with Moroha?


  – It’s a lie, right, Moroha? Moroha likes me more than Urushibara, right?


  Lying down a second time, Satsuki held the arm of her beloved 「Older brother」 and asked seriously with teary eyes.


  – Will you tell us the truth, Moroha? It’s the job of the older brother to tell the truth to their younger sister with brother complex, is it not?


  Shizuno held Moroha’s arm again and whispered so as to tickle his ear with a sigh.


  Having been approached and begged from the left and right, Moroha wavered.


  – I see. It’s not a problem if you can’t answer.


  – I’m not okay with it.


  – It’s fine. Who do you like more, Satsuki or me? Take your time and think about it until you get an answer, okay?


  Shizuno hugged Moroha’s arm tightly.


  In order to get him to fully enjoy the bust she was proud of for his sake, and the feel of it that had the best softness and tension.


  – Alright, I won’t lose!


  Satsuki rubbed her cheeks against Moroha to fawn on him. She offset her poor body with a girlish cuteness. A pretty strong enemy.


  – Have mercy on me!


  Moroha admitted defeat right away, but the girls didn’t listen, of course.


  With him in between, they gave off sparks with their gazes.


  At least until breakfast time arrived, he couldn’t escape from this match.


  
──Immediately after enrolling in Akane Academy.


  Shizuno wasn’t very worried when she learned that Shuu Saura’s 「Younger sister in his previous life」, who had an unavoidable relationship with him, was born again.


  Nowadays she couldn’t help but think that being with these 「Siblings」 was a very enjoyable and happy time.


  In addition, Shizuno sincerely believed that what Moroha cherished was also important for her, and above all, she felt her own growth and couldn’t help but be proud of it.
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Moroha came to Sochi, and the morning of the sixth day arrived.


  The summer training camp of the Strikers was scheduled to last for 10 days, so only half of the schedule remained.


  After spending a lot of time on the bed in anguish, in other words, after Satsuki and Shizuno took advantage of him from the left and right, Moroha took a cold shower and calmed the burning sensation in his body.


  (That was really dangerous)


  It was a success that his hands were being hugged by them and that he was in a sealed state.


  He kept his reason thanks to that.


  Speaking of the girls, they went to their rooms before breakfast time. They also wanted to take a shower. Besides, women needed a minimum of grooming to appear in public.


  Moroha was a man, so he wore casual clothing such as a T-shirt and headed to the dining room on the first floor.


  This lodging house, which had been turned into a training camp, was a recreational facility owned by the White Knight Organization Russian Division.


  It was a hotel-like building.


  Moroha got into the elegant elevator, which was quite spacious.


  Other guests were there.


  Momochi Haruka, who had a tomboy appearance in a T-shirt and shorts (But her pure white bare legs were dazzling!), and Elena Arshavina, who dressed herself in the uniform of Akane Academy.


  – Good morning, Momo-senpai.


  – Hi.


  – Good morning, Leshya. Are your legs better?


  Moroha was worried about her.


  Late at night on the second day of the training camp──during the battle against Diva and company, the worst and strongest 《Metaphysical》 that Moroha had encountered, Leshya’s legs were crushed and was unable to walk.


  Leshya replied.


  – My legs are fully recovered. All thanks to Moroha and Shizuno healing me with Dark Arts every day.


  She stepped firmly on the floor with both feet to show evidence, and took a standing at attention posture.


  – Leshya did her best with 《Inner Life》 as well, accelerating the recovery.


  – The effect of 《Inner Life》by means of my prana doesn’t amount to much. It’s thanks to Moroha. Thank you.


  Leshya bowed politely.


  – Haruka. I became much obliged to you too. Let me thank you again.


  Then she bowed to Haruka.


  Until yesterday, Leshya, who was unable to walk alone, was taken care of and looked after by none other than Haruka.


  They moved to a double room and she looked after Leshya who was unable to do anything.


  Her Senpai was very caring, and the two of them suddenly became friends before the summer vacation.


  – Don’t worry about it.


  Haruka, who had a clear-cut and straightforward personality, laughed like it was nothing.


  – We don’t get to share a room in the dorms of our school, do we? It’s refreshing doing it once in a while, and I enjoyed it.


  – I, I also enjoyed becoming Haruka’s roommate.


  – Is that so? Then, shall we keep doing it for the rest of the training camp?


  – Can I? I’m happy.


  Leshya, who had the tendency to engage in physical contact when being overcome with emotion, shook Haruka’s hands with vigor.


  Haruka made an uneasy face and was extremely bashful. Even though she was usually frank, when a strong affection was directed towards her, she immediately flinched. It was part of her self-torturing habit that had become a little better these days.


  – I’m glad you have a Senpai you can rely on, Leshya. Don’t mind being spoiled by her as much as you want from now on.


  – S-shut up, Moroha! I’ll remember this!


  – It’s as Haruka says. It’s not good to be spoiled by others. …… Well, I ended up looking forward to it a little, so that makes me a fool.


  – Uwaaaa, don’t let heavy prana hang over your shoulders, Leshya!


  Haruka shook Leshya’s hand, who suddenly felt depressed, with vigor and calmed her.


  Finding it funny, Moroha laughed free from worry.


  While doing so, the elevator arrived on the first floor.


  When the three of them headed to the dining hall, about half of the Strikers’ regular and reserve members had gathered.


  People who were close to each other talked loudly in each of their seats.


  Among them, they found the figure of Shimon Maya who was occupying a table for 6 people alone and headed there.


  – Good morning nanodesu, everyone. Maaya reserved good seats desuuu.


  This was Maya’s joke.


  The dining hall here was spacious and rich, with a perfect view of the magnificent Black Sea, so all were good seats.


  – As expected, Maaya is a well-behaved child, isn’t she?


  But Moroha and company went along with it and patted her head in order.


  Maya was happy even if her gold-thread-like hair was disheveled.


  Moroha and company also sat down. The two extra seats were, of course, for Satsuki and Shizuno.


  The waiter came and asked them in English 『Would you like to begin breakfast?』 while arranging mineral water, milk, orange juice, etc. on the table.


  Moroha requested with a 『Yes』.


  Satsuki and Shizuno told him to start breakfast first.


  The waiter bent at the waist politely and headed to the kitchen.


  During the training camp, it was set that the cleaning and laundry of the rooms would have to be done by themselves, but the meals would be prepared by the Russian Division, and they and the cook would take care of them.


  It was Katya Eskevna Honda who provided all the conveniences for all the Strikers and for Moroha to have a fun training camp.


  She was now heading to London to atone for the crimes she committed.


  – Come to think of it, I got an email from Katya-san.


  Moroha took out his cell phone and showed Leshya the email he received last night.


  Every day, he checked her voice over the phone to see if she was experiencing injustice in London or if he was fooled by Edward. However, she seemed to be decently busy there, and could barely greet her. This email was their first decent message.


  The main contents of the mail were──


  
“I’m tired, both Yuri and I end up pretty tired every day. We’re hounded by Angela-san from the morning and she makes us work as volunteers. I don’t mind cleaning the streets and helping at homes for orphans, but all I do is run and run. They’re going to make me scream like a fool. That middle-aged lady is dressed in maid clothes, yet why does she have such a militaristic air? If I ask her about that, she tells me to do more as she wishes. Can you believe that she really made us dig a hole and fill it yesterday? Moreover, when it gets (Omitted) and dark, she (Omitted) us write an apology like a fool, we don’t have time to sleep, I (Omitted) if they’ll gain anything just by saving my life. This is (Omitted) from what I thought about atonement, as for taking the role of negotiator with the government of each country, there have been no talks about that matter (the rest is omitted)”


  
It was an e-mail with endlessly written complaints.


  She didn’t have time to sleep?


  As expected of the over serious Leshya, she looked over the full text while throwing sincere interjections, but Maya, who opened up a can of worms with curiosity, saying 「I want you to show it to Maaya desu」, returned the cell phone to Moroha,


  – What is important is that Katya-onee-san and Yuri-onee-san seem to be fine nanodesu!


  – Isn’t that an incredibly sloppy summary…?


  Moroha retorted with eyes half-closed.


  Well, they didn’t seem to be experiencing injustice, so Moroha was totally relieved. Angela was taking care of them, so there was nothing to worry about. The virtue of AJ-san’s true nature was why Moroha put an immense trust in her.


  He could have breakfast without worries.


  The waiter brought the dishes and everyone started, saying 「Here goes!」.


  An early morning special training was waiting for all members after this, so energy supply could not be neglected.


  Being a coastal city, it was no exaggeration to say that there was plenty of freshly caught seafood.


  Also, it wasn’t just fresh fish that made them happy. Moroha and company got completely addicted to the traditional dish of herring called 「Seledka」, which was herring brined in salt and oil for seven days. It was used abundantly in salads.


  When imagining a herring, their body was dry and had a poor taste, but the food texture was moist and viscous like flounder sashimi, probably because it had been brined for seven days. The taste was rich because of the salt and oil, but surprisingly, it wasn’t as bad as red-flesh fish. It didn’t smell.


  To the point he felt respect for the ancestors who had established a cooking method that made it so delicious to eat cheap and unpopular ingredients.


  On the other hand, there was sea bream that everyone ate with great joy. Most of the fish caught in the Black Sea were anchovies and herring, but other fish weren’t completely unfishable. The cook was careful to serve a large number of fish that Japanese people loved.


  Sea bream could be grilled with salt, but if it was freshly caught, it had to be raw sliced fish.


  Kamekichi Mannendou, the captain of Strikers, brought a large amount of soy sauce.


  – Hey, guys! Aren’t you pretty tired of using Western-style seasonings every day? If you’re a Japanese person, I have soy sauce, soy sauce!


  With a speech unbefitting of a Japanese person who subtly mixed Western language in it, he had the audacity to be arrogant.


  But the members swarmed him without minding it.


  – As expected of our captain, he’s always ready!


  – You were cool just now, Kamekichi-kun!


  – So now be sure to share that soy sauce!


  – Give me! Give me, captain-san!


  He was treated like a hero.


  Kamekichi brought a lot of fireworks during the training camp last year, but he still devoted himself completely to enjoy the event. Was he a festival man? This was the reason why he was popular among the male members.


  Surrounding Kamekichi, the place became exciting in one go.


  「Soy!」「Soy!」, they cheered as if they were in a festival music.


  Many of the regular members, such as Kuraki, a third-year boy, were seriously injured in the battle against the Diva and company and hadn’t recovered completely, but they were full of energy and enjoying leisure.


  – Kammie-senpai, give us one share.


  Moroha also went to get what remained.


  – Huuuh?


  Kamekichi immediately had a fishy look in his eyes.


  – You have a lot of love around you, so you don’t need soy sauce, do you? You always think it’s tasty without any seasonings, right?


  While looking at Leshya, Maya, and Haruka remaining on the table, he gave off a refreshingly aura of jealousy.


  – Come on, don’t say that. Please show why we rely on you, Kammie-senpai.


  – Tchhhhhhhhhh. You sure have a way with words, don’t you!? You don’t have an ounce of respect for me! I’m smart, so you won’t fool me twice, you hear me?


  Kamekichi pressed a bottle of soy sauce against Moroha while saying so with a moody face.


  – I do respect this about Kammie-senpai.


  – This is what I’m talking about, when I hear an obvious compliment, I get hives.


  Kamekichi pressed another bottle against Moroha while making his body get itchy.


  He didn’t need two bottles.


  Anyway, Moroha returned to the table where everyone was with the spoils of war.


  – Mannendou-onii-san is easy to trick desu.


  – I’m.a.good.person! If it wasn’t for your rough manner of speaking, you’d be perfect.


  He lightly poked the head of the angel-chan who said a precocious thing.


  Kamekichi told them he would go to the kitchen, went there, and the cook sliced the raw sea breams and served them on plates. The waiter brought them to Moroha and company without seasoning anything.


  There was no such thing as a soy sauce dish, so everyone dressed their own dishes with a small amount, dipped the sliced fish in it with a fork and bit into it. The taste was quite different from Japanese sashimi, but the freshly caught sea bream wasn’t guilty of it. On the contrary, it was absolute justice.


  The 「Umami」 itself, which was a little different from the sweetness peculiar to white fish, bloomed in their mouths. It was tightened and emphasized by the taste and flavor of soy sauce.


  – It’s super delicious!


  – I also like this way of eating very much now.


  And, both Haruka and Leshya gave their praises.


  – It’s a pity that there is no wasabi nanodesuuu.


  Maya wore a big smile while saying something precocious again.


  – If you don’t eat it right away, the flavor will be ruined, but it’s a waste to use wasabi in a tube for such a nice sea bream.


  – I know how you feel. I wish Satsuki and Shizuno would come soon.


  – Even if they aren’t here, Maaya knows nothing desu (Happy face).


  – But I think they’re really taking their time.


  Leshya stopped moving the fork and Moroha followed suit.


  Both Satsuki and Shizuno were picky about their appearance, and at the very least, it took time for girls. However, Moroha thought that it was indeed taking too long.


  – I’ll go take a look.


  – If so, I’ll go too.


  – One person is enough, so it’s fine, Leshya. Eat slowly.


  – But if it’s two people, we can split.


  – No, splitting is too much.


  Leshya was too serious and bracing herself, so at such time, Moroha tried to make her take it easy even if he had to be pushy. She was already convalescing.


  However, Leshya suddenly realized what she was thinking,


  – I, I see… I wasn’t tactful…. Moroha intends to meet them all of a sudden as they are changing clothes in their rooms. He’s aiming for the lucky pervert moment.


  – You’re way too influenced by 『5ch』.


  Moroha was made to retort with all his might.


  – Uwaa, how lewd. You’re lewd, Moroha.


  – … Momo-senpai, please don’t make fun of me as well.


  – The daily behavior of Moroha is at fault desu.


  – Eh? That’s a false accusation.


  As the four of them had a conversation like that──Satsuki and Shizuno appeared in the dining hall.


  – Sorry to have kept you waiting. Have you finished eating?


  Satsuki, who wrinkled up her eyebrows, sat down.


  It wasn’t like she thought Moroha and the others were coldhearted,


  – Urushibara and I agreed to meet, but she never came. Wondering what had happened to her, the kind Satsuki-chan went to her room, and did you know what? She went back to sleep, and soundly at that! Even the gentle Satsuki-chan was amazed.


  – I’m kind of sleepy today. And I often dream of old dreams….


  Shizuno sat down next to Satsuki while yawning and with a completely unabashed attitude.


  Even if Satsuki gave a scornful sidelong glance at her, she didn’t feel anything.


  On the contrary, and probably because she was still sleepy, she felt strangely unsteady.


  – Eat this, Shizuno. It’ll wake you up in no time.


  Moroha presented her own plate of sea bream sashimi.


  – Raw fish isn’t my cup of tea.


  – Are you joking? It’s the first time I hear that, you know?


  Before Moroha finished retorting, Shizuno quickly picked it up and ate it.


  – It’s so-so.


  – Yeah, your needless retort is back, so is your usual self.


  Moroha made his cheeks stiffen.


  – I should have left you alone and let you sleep as much as you wanted.


  Satsuki stared at her with even more disgust.


  – I’m glad Shizuno is back to how she usually is.


  And the response Leshya gave was too straightforward.


  Haruka and Maya had a bitter smile.


  But well, everyone was there.


  Let’s start breakfast aga──the very moment when Moroha was about to say that.


  His mobile phone started ringing.


  When he took it out and checked it, he received an incoming call from an unknown number.


  Not only was his mood to start a fun day from now on ruined, but also Moroha had a bad feeling.


  His mood was transmitted to the surroundings, making Satsuki and the others have grim faces.


  Moroha answered the phone with a careful hand movement while drawing their gazes.


  – Hello?


  『Hello, Haimura-kun!? Thank goodness. I got through to you….』


  A female voice that he did know and didn’t know.


  It took time to remember.


  It wasn’t just that the voice was unclear on international calls. He wasn’t close to her, and she was quiet, rather, cool, so he didn’t talk much with her. Actually, even if a Kouhai-Senpai relationship existed, he ended up not exchanging cell phone numbers with her (So it should be a number he didn’t know).


  – What is it all of a sudden?


  Moroha was more and more worried about why she called.


  『Please, I want you to save Uisuke!』


  The one who begged virtually as if screaming was──Souya Manako.


  A third-year student last year. A plain girl with glasses. But she was a regular member of Strikers. A B-Rank Shirogane. After graduating, she entered the Internal Audit Department of the Tokyo Main Office; she was a master of 《Clairvoyance》.


  And she was Taketsuru Uisuke’s girlfriend, who also graduated.


  Manako shouted in a voice that was more distraught than ever before.


  
『He sneaked into the hideout of the Six Wings! Alone!』


  
Moroha made an effort to not click his tongue.


  This bad presentiment he had was truly and annoyingly on the mark──


 
  Chapter 2 - Assassin of Justice


  Taketsuru was a young man who had a refreshing smile as his strong point.


  That very face of his became stiff when he was infiltrating the citadel of the Six Wings that he finally found.


  He carefully went through the corridor, which truly looked like a Western-style house.


  The laid rug was extremely luxurious, absorbing the sound of footsteps so that making stealthy steps was unnecessary.


  There were no windows to light it up, and the corridor, which had nothing but candlesticks lined up, wasn’t stumped by the shadow that hid itself.


  Still, Taketsuru was alert, and used the Ancestral Arts Light Technique, the way of walking that isolated the sound of footsteps and presence──《Rentei》, with all his might and with great care.


  The hard-working Taketsuru had a rare 《Mars》 that turned prana into steel threads with which he used various Light Techniques dexterously.


  Still, he was no more than a C-Rank Shirogane.


  If someone found him, he would stand no chance.


  Yes, someone──


  After confirming the absence of Shiba Akira, the ringleader, he sneaked in.


  Lu Zhixin was already a prisoner of the Japanese Division.


  “Invisible” was found to be a Golem made for assassination, and was destroyed by Moroha and Les Éléments (That’s what the White Knight Division believes).


  Still, “Flash Sword” Leonard van Percy remained.


  And the PSG of two generations ago, Louise Saint-Germain.


  The information on the remaining two wings was still unclear.


  Other than that, it wasn’t always the case that there were no former 《Saviors》 that were tricked by Shiba.


  He was in such a place.


  The den of the fearsome 《Demons》.


  There was no such thing as being too cautious.


  The corridor continued from the time he invaded the hideout to this point.


  It had a structure that bent many times on the way, but it was a perfect straight path.


  There, he ran into a large double door.


  Don’t open the majesty-emitting, massive ebony door──with half resolution.


  Taketsuru put his ear on the door cautiously and listened attentively.


  Music could be heard from the other side of the door.


  It was a masterful performance by a pipe organ.


  At a glance, it sounded like it went through this thick-looking door; it was considerably loud.


  – … Alright.


  After taking a deep breath, Taketsuru readied himself and opened the door.


  Slowly and slowly to the point even he got worried, so that he didn’t make a sound or his presence was revealed.


  He opened a gap just enough for his slender body to pass through, and went in as if sliding──


  What he entered was a small concert hall.


  The huge pipe organ installed at the very back was too asymmetrical, it looked like a toy, and it had a cute and humorous taste.


  Taketsuru was on the central balcony seats on the second floor.


  He looked around from behind the balcony handrail.


  The ceiling was moderately high and wide, with a large circular light in the middle. It didn’t look like an artificial light like a fluorescent light, but no sky or sun peeked through it either, so it was an unnatural light source. Anyway, thanks to this, the amount of light in the hall wasn’t an inconvenience.


  There were four balconies in addition to the central seats where Taketsuru was.


  It was getting dark inside, and because there was no way he could hang out from the balcony handrail to check the situation, he couldn’t see it clearly. However, he couldn’t feel the presence of people.


  And when he looked down to the first floor──two people.


  Two people were there.


  Both were upper echelons who were part of the Six Wings!


  First, a man lying down naughtily in a bench-shaped spectator seat.


  Leonard van Percy.


  He was a former member of the American Division, and the reason for that was that there still pictures of him. Having gotten the versatility from Manako, Taketsuru also grasped his physiognomy.


  Next, the girl who played the pipe organ with heart and soul.


  White hair. White dress. A white skin that lacked vitality like a doll. She also wore long white silk gloves.


  Only her appearance from behind could be seen from the balcony seats, but only the color of her eyes should be blue.


  Louise Saint-Germain.


  Taketsuru realized this after seeing her figure through the familiar at the time of the attack on Akane Academy by the Six Wings about half a year ago.


  There was some distance between the second floor and them.


  Furthermore, Taketsuru’s 《Rentei》 wasn’t being sensed by the S-Rank Zhixin.


  He was not going to be found. He could not be found.


  Still, sweat began to gush out abruptly from the whole body of Taketsuru.


  He experienced a pressure as if his inside was being scorched.


  (Don’t be impatient. Don’t be afraid)


  While telling himself that, he released silent prana more prudently.


  As he did so, Louise finished the solo performance.


  Leonard, who put his cowboy hat on his face, gave an apathetic applause while lying down.


  『Like I thought, I’ll ask a more energetic song next time, Louise』


  『A more energetic one? Like Toccata or Fugue?』


  『No, like Justin Bieber, perhaps?』


  『Hold this and get out of here』


  Louise threw a smartphone at him.


  Leonard caught it while laughing and started playing with it.


  While hiding and observing the situation, Taketsuru was struck by the strange mood.


  The demons that should be frightening. That was the only thing that he thought about them.


  However, even they talked about silly things and used smartphones.


  After happening to see this with his own eyes, he could understand in his head that it was natural.


  This sense of discomfort couldn’t be erased at all. Wouldn’t these guys end up losing their bearings if they had a more inhumane attitude? He wondered.


  Taketsuru had to encourage himself, who was about to relax.


  The demons continued to chat downstairs without being aware of him.


  Taketsuru had no choice but to listen to them carefully.


  If possible, he wanted to go to investigate other places. He wanted to closely investigate the construction of the hideout, and maybe find the two unidentified wings. Above all, there was a possibility that the former principal and prisoner, Shimon Mari, could be rescued.


  However, it was difficult to move to another place without being found by Leonard and Louise.


  Taketsuru could conject that the entrance of the other balconies had the same structure as the straight path that he had just came through, and was just a connection between this concert hall, which was in another dimension, and somewhere in the real world.


  There were only three other entrances on the first floor of the hall, one facing the pipe organ and the others on the left and right.


  If he wanted to go to investigate the other side of those big doors, he had to cross the first-floor hall where Leonard and Louise were.


  No matter how much of a 《Rentei》master Taketsuru was, the risk was too great.


  (Nevertheless, if I go back without doing anything like this… it’s not worth wondering why I intruded, mustering nonexistent courage and for the sake of who)


  Only the location of the approach path to the hideout was one-sidedly sent to Manako before rushing, informing her about it.


  Even if misfortune were to fall onto him in this place, he wouldn’t let this valuable information be buried in the darkness without anyone learning of it.


  Taketsuru continued keeping an eye on the demons in the concert hall.


  *Yeah*¸ Leonard grumbled while lying down.


  『I can’t believe that imbecile Boris and boss Zhixin are gone. When Shiba-san and Nelly go out, like I thought, it feels like I’m going to die of boredom』


  『How about deepening your friendship with the new demons?』


  Louise, who was sitting on the organ chair but in the opposite direction, said while swinging her legs.


  A trivial proposal with a displeased voice.


  Leonard shook his head in an exaggerated manner,


  『It got dark, so where are they!? The bunch that got deceived by Shiba-san, like I thought, are they hiding something? Moreover, aren’t they dragging out this feeling of indebtedness for having betrayed the White Knight Organization? The fear of the Six Wings is indelible, so they’ve been fearful the whole time? Even if we drink with such mentally weak people, like I thought, they’re just not good at drinking alcohol*』


  *TN: The last part, about drinking with someone and them being bad at drinking alcohol, can be interpreted as they might show potential for something, but in the end, they fall short when the moment comes.


  『Well, it’s not like we don’t know that either』


  『That’s why, like I thought, I’d rather listen to Louise’s boring performance』


  『… I wonder if you’ll pay the performance fee』


  『Sure, why not? How much is it?』


  『When you die, I’ll make use of your dead body as a puppet material』


  『Sorry. Like I thought, pretend I said nothing』


  Leonard ducked his head down in an uncanny manner.


  In that same posture, he sunk into silence for a while and changed the topic completely.


  『… Shiba-san goes out constantly and suddenly. What is he doing?』


  『Well, it looks like he’s going out to trick someone again』


  『… Oh well. I’d normally think that’s the case, but….』


  『Why did you say it in a roundabout manner? If you’re thinking of suspecting Akira-kun without cause, I won’t forgive you』


  『I’m not suspecting him. I also trust and rely on Shiba-san. But that’s why I’m wondering if he’s trying to do more unbelievable things that we don’t know! If he’s doing so, I’m up for it, but, like I thought, don’t you think it feels distant and lonely not talking about it?』


  『That’s a child’s opinion. Men that are that mysterious are cool, you know? Keep that in mind』


  Leonard whispered, 『Sure, grandma』


  『I heard you! I may have the privilege to crush you!』


  Louise tried to intimidate him by sitting up straight on the organ chair.


  However, even if she did so with the tiny body of a girl, no scary force came out. Rather, it only increased her cuteness.


  Leonard just laughed it off,


  『Scary, scary. Well, I’m leaving. Practice by yourself』


  He jumped up from the bench with momentum, put on his cowboy hat, and left the concert hall.


  He opened the large door on the right side of the pipe organ and disappeared beyond it.


  The door closed making a heavy sound.


  Louise, who was sticking out her tongue, turned to the organ as if she had regained control of herself, and began to play a magnificent melody again.


  The amount of sweat on the whole body of Taketsuru skyrocketed.


  It wasn’t cold sweat what spouted out.


  The pressure that scorched his insides increased several times.


  Leonard was gone. He couldn’t help thinking about the meaning of this.


  Good luck… would be an overstatement. But it was definitely a good opportunity.


  The girl-shaped monster who was playing the organ carefree over there was a witch──a Kuroma who had phenomenal mana, possessed countless powerful golems, manipulated many of them at the same time, and was over 100 years old.


  Physically, she should be no different from a normal person.


  Yes, unlike Taketsuru, a Shirogane!


  (Can I do it…? Even I…)


  In this situation, even the C-Rank Taketsuru might be able to defeat that witch.


  He might bring down one wing, which was the enemy of the White Knight Division, and the “PSG” of two generations ago.


  However, it was a life and death situation.


  If he failed, he would definitely die.


  Die….


  Taketsuru closed his eyes tightly.


  He couldn’t stop the sweat gushing out from his forehead and cheeks.


  What surfaced in the back of his eyelids was Manako’s face with no make-up.


  The face of a woman that never had shown a smile, a much cooler clear face, but it was the face of the woman Taketsuru loved the most in the world.


  He might end up turning that into a crying face.


  It was painful. Difficult.


  But──because of that, Taketsuru could make a decision.


  The feelings that cherished his life didn’t appear by accident.


  (In my previous life, I was a filthy assassin….)


  This world hadn’t changed in essence.


  Taketsuru admitted so with a strong courage.


  But was there a bad reason for an assassin to do justice?


  Were 《Saviors》 nothing but flawlessly shiny heroes with nothing left to be questioned?


  No, that wasn’t the case. Justice──wasn’t exactly the same as the justice of 《Saviors》. Tanaka Tarou, a teacher at Akane Academy, once warned him about this.


  Taketsuru couldn’t be reborn as a hero like Moroha.


  After all, Taketsuru, for instance──could be reborn as an assassin and a Savior at the same time, he could be reborn like that*.


  *TN: Savior is the furigana reading for champion of justice/superhero.


  (Mana-chan will surely understand how I feel)


  So, Taketsuru stuck to his goal, and even if he were to die a martyr, or if he made Manako cry, she would surely be proud of Taketsuru.


  Because she was such a woman, Taketsuru fell in love with her.


  Yes, he broke through his doubts.


  Taketsuru opened his eyes slowly.


  He held them open coldly like an assassin, but the look in his eyes was one that never lost its light.


  While maintaining 《Rentei》, he jumped over the balcony handrail and landed behind the audience seats on the first floor.


  Despite the considerable height, the well-trained 《Godlike Movement》 didn’t make the slightest sound.


  Moreover, Louise was playing now.


  Taketsuru passed between the benches while cutting off his presence and footsteps, and tried to sneak up on Louise from behind.


  ──Suddenly, the musical performance stopped.


  Taketsuru was shocked as if his heart was being tightly hold.


  He reflexively hid behind the bench.


  『Is〜〜 there〜〜 someone〜〜 there〜〜?』


  Louise looked back with a childish laugh, and on the contrary, she sat down correctly on the organ chair.


  『It’s useless to hide, so come out』


  She pointed to the ceiling with a complacent smile.


  Taketsuru turned his gaze towards what Louise had showed while being hidden alertly.


  He was startled.


  Countless eyes appeared on the ceiling, fixing their gaze on Taketsuru all of a sudden.


  『This “Tír na nÓg” is a building type-golem that I made with utmost care. The inside is full of mechanisms against intruders like this. For example, the eyes have the ability to detect suspicious people who have stepped into the hall and inform me. Pretty cool, don’t you agree?』


  Louise, the “witch of dolls” who showed her enthusiasm as usual, couldn’t help but brag about the functions she made.


  Taketsuru resisted clicking his tongue and searched for a plan b.


  He should give up here and plan how to escape with all his strength while hiding himself.


  If it was just about going stealth and escaping, he might be able to even get through to this witch, his opponent.


  Just as Taketsuru thought so, as if beating him to the punch, Louise,


  『If you don’t come out, I’ll make you do it, you know?』


  She took out four pieces of metal from her breast pocket, held two in each hand and spread them around.


  Taketsuru doubted his own eyes.


  This was because the pieces of metal looked like the ID Tags provided to the 《Saviors》 of the White Knight Division.


  And there was no way to mistake them.


  This happened at the time of the attack on the Tokyo main office building in April this year. The real “Invisible”, in the confusion of the moment, stole all the stored ID Tags and distributed them to the Six Wings.


  Since the Japanese Division Head Suruga Andou imposed a gag order, only a handful of people at the main office knew about the theft. It was natural that Taketsuru didn’t know.


  (Why does she have ID Tags?)


  Taketsuru was completely confused.


  As if he had the time to wonder about it, Louise threw the ID Tags in the air and made something manifest.


  The four ID Tags that glowed red and stretched out like candy turned into four golems.


  A blacksnake with a hill-like body and shell served and protected Louise.


  An awakened-like blue-scaled dragon solidified to the right side of Taketsuru.


  A red bird whose body was made of flames cut off Taketsuru’s retreat.


  Finally, a tiger covered with white fur examined at Taketsuru from the left side covetously.


  He was completely surrounded by four golems.


  Moreover, the majesty that these four golems were clad in was not common.


  If compared to a Shirogane, they were A-Rankers. All four of them.


  Taketsuru didn’t mistake this kind of sensation. Because he didn’t seem to immediately grasp the strength of his opponent, his assassination job, which wasn’t the most powerful, wasn’t viable.


  – Fuuh… you got me. I give up.


  Taketsuru raised both hands and stood up from behind the bench.


  Without needing to be careful anymore, he made his amber prana rise up with all his might.


  – Oh, what a good boy. As for me, I can’t play with dolls anymore, so I’m a little disappointed.


  Louise switched from English to Japanese.


  – So? Who are you?


  – I’m a lost child who was passing by. If you tell me the exit, I’ll leave right away?


  – If it’s the road to Hades, maybe I can tell you?


  Louise giggled and laughed maliciously.


  Still, her eyes were tinged with wet light, and stared at him with a snakelike horrifying look.


  – You’re the first who was able to sneak into my “Tír na nÓg”. You’re not an ordinary person at all.


  – I’m an ordinary person though….


  – You conceal your talent well, so why don’t you tell me how you were able to invade?


  – I wanted to join you and become a fine demon believer. So I desperately looked for it.


  – You were asked the number of means, not the reason. It’s useless to pretend to be a fool, so don’t insist.


  – If I talk, will you spare my life?


  – I promise it.


  – What is the guarantee? In what form?


  – I had fun playing with dolls, and that’s a good thing, is it not? It’s easy to change my mind though.


  – I said I gave up. I said that I surrendered.


  Taketsuru covered his face with his hands.


  He raised his chin as if he was looking up at the sky.


  (Even if I become a soul, I’ll always watch over Mana-chan. She’ll get mad at me again and say 「Shush, Uisuke」 and 「Don’t be too clingy」. And then, she’ll praise me lots)


  Instead of reciting a farewell poem, he thought of his distant girlfriend.


  On the other hand, as Louise patted the shell of the golem beside her in a cute-looking manner,


  – Is silence what follows aimless lies? What on earth are you doing?


  – That’s obvious, no? I’m stalling for time.


  – Hmm, is there anything good about gaining time?


  Without seriously paying attention to him, Louise cackled.


  – Yup. 10 more seconds.


  – Alright. 10 seconds. What will happen then? I’m looking forward to it ♪.


  – Yeah, I’m sure you’ll be surprised.


  – Niiine. Eeeight. Seeeven──


  In a silly manner, Louise started counting with a dull voice.


  – 6──.


  And Taketsuru followed her.


  – Fiiive.


  – 4.


  – Threeee.


  – 2.


  – Ooone.


  – 0.


  Taketsuru announced.


  It was no different to a death sentence.


  With that alone, fresh blood spurted out from Louise’s mouth.


  As predicted, the girl’s eyes were wide open in astonishment.


  Taketsuru, still facing up, still covering his face with his hands, turned his gaze to the side and gazed at her with a cold attitude.


  On the organ chair, Louise was clutching her chest and writhing in agony.


  – Wh… at… ha… ppened…? 


  Louise asked as blood overflowed endlessly out of her mouth.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Mars》.


  Ever since Taketsuru reached the hall, he scattered prana so, so thinly around it so that it wouldn’t be noticed by anyone.


  After his intrusion had been discovered, he intensively sent it into Louise’s lungs through breathing.


  Then, in anticipation of accumulating a large amount, he transformed prana into the shape of his soul──into steel threads.


  The inside of Louise’s lungs was torn to shreds.


  Since she was a Kuroma who couldn’t use either 《High Durability》 or 《Inner Life》, she was unable to put any resistance.


  However, Taketsuru didn’t reply.


  He wasn’t an enthusiast who couldn’t help brag about his own feats──


  Because he was an assassin who just aspired to want to be a 《Savior》.


  He silently saw with his own eyes how the witch who lived for more than a hundred years was nearing death.


  – … Guh……….!


  Louise lost blood in her face, distorted her pale face like a demoness, and shouted what sounded like death throes.


  Immediately, the four golems attacked Taketsuru from all sides.


  He escaped the ramming attack of the red bird flying at a tremendous speed at the last moment.


  However, just being exposed to the waves of heat of its blazing body caused blisters all over his skin.


  Taketsuru’s poor 《Anti-Magic》 couldn’t endure it.


  At the landing point where he jumped back, the head of the blacksnake crawled and stretched on the ground and hid under the bench.


  With its head, which was as big as a baby’s body, bit at Taketsuru’s left leg.


  Sure enough, Taketsuru’s poor 《High Durability》 couldn’t prevent it, and the bitten leg was crushed.


  Taketsuru manifested a sword from the ID Tag and tried to cut off the head of the blacksnake.


  However, Taketsuru’s 《Venus》 didn’t lead to decapitation, the most he could do was to send it flying and make it release his left leg.


  The blue dragon made its tail whiz and hit him by sweeping its tail horizontally.


  Taketsuru, whose left leg was crushed, was unable to dodge this on the spur of the moment and danced in the air like a ball that had been hit.


  The crash of the impact destroyed many ribs.


  Just before he fell to the ground, he managed to perform an ukemi.


  He tried to do that with his mental strength──his willpower only.


  However, at that time, the white tiger was already closing in on him.


  Its jaw was open.


  He could see the throat of the tiger, all the way to the back. What a dark cave.


  With a speed and strength that willpower could do nothing about alone, the realization of a hard death was imminent.


  Yes──
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  Surrounded by four golems deserving of being A-Rank, it was impossible for Taketsuru to stay safe.


  This was expected from the beginning. He was prepared.


  Still, he struck back at Louise, the former Paris Saint-Germain.


  This hideout was the most extreme, but he killed the most troublesome witch, who was capable of providing a wide variety of support to the Six Wings other than simple combat capabilities, and perhaps never appeared on the front line.


  Even if it was a tie, he got what he hoped for.


  It was I, Taketsuru Uisuke, who plucked one of their precious wings! 


  Certainly priceless. A surprise victory.


  Moreover, it wasn’t like he asked for anything in return.


  What was justice, and what was not justice?


  Taketsuru was an assassin, but he was no longer a filthy assassin.


  For the first time in his life, and for the first time since he was reborn, he was intoxicated with an indescribable feeling of satisfaction.


  Numbed by the joy that resembled drugs, he waited for the moment when he would be bitten to death by the white tiger.


  At that moment, a black flash of lightning pierced his sight.


  Black lightning, advent.


  That was the only thing that Taketsuru could see.


  Something jet-black, as fast as a flash of lightning, smashed the white tiger from above with a single blow in an instant.


  Immediately after, it exercised even more violence.


  This black thunderclap was also a black gale.


  When the inside of the concert hall was devastated left and right, the red bird became the prey of the windstorm, the blue dragon was cut in half and the blacksnake was burned down.


  It was truly a split-of-a-second event.


  The jet-black lightning wind, which destroyed all four powerful golems, finally put an end to its violence and took the form of a young man standing still there.


  A tall and lean figure shrouded in a black suit.


  Thin cheeks and a firm facial expression.


  The principal of Akane Academy, Isurugi Jin.


  At the unexpected entrance of his best friend, Taketsuru didn’t know what kind of face he should make.


  – Give me a break….


  Joy for having his life saved. Appreciation for being saved. Admiration for his bravery. On the other hand, and on the contrary, it was embarrassing as if a parent had found a mischievous scene. A lot of emotions were mixed, he couldn’t collect himself, and in the end, Taketsuru depended on his best friend and complained.


  – If you do such a badass move, then I’ll be left in the dust, don’t you think? I’ll be yelled at by Mana-chan because I’ve been fooling around, no? Good grief….


  The pain in his crushed left leg was still unendurable, so he crouched on the spot.


  – Yeah, you will be scolded a whole lot.


  Isurugi returned with a rusty voice.


  – Why did you rush on your own, Taketsuru? What would have happened to you if Souya-kun, who read the email, didn’t immediately inform me?


  Still pretending to be the captain, he scolded him.


  That was what Taketsuru appreciated from the bottom of his heart.


  – I’ll call Mana-chan and tell her I love her so much. Later, that is.


  – Yes, later.


  Taketsuru and Isurugi turned around at the same time.


  Louise was on the chair organ and was about to die.


  Someone caught her in their arms and tried to nurse her.


  That someone was Leonard.


  He came back from the doorway on the right side of the hall and sneaked in without making a sound.


  『I, don’t want to, die yet…!』


  Louise spat out together with hemoptysis.


  She broke down crying and clung to Leonard,


  『I still, haven’t had, enough, fun, not.. at all. There are still so, many, many, many, many, many dolls that I want to make…! I will become, a 《Fallen Angel》together, with Akira-kun… there are still, so, so, so, so, so many dolls to make and make and make and make and fill the world instead of humans…! To keep… having… fun… in a world for just the two… of us…!』


  With her clinging hands, she continued scratching Leonard’s chest.


  A delusion as if struggling, as if she was still alive.


  Taketsuru unconsciously swallowed saliva at her who continued saying things that lacked sanity even with her shredded lungs, her distorted and strong will and her vigor full of abnormalities.


  However, no matter how much of a witch she was, she was a living human being.


  『I don’t want to die… I don’t want to… di… e….』


  Louise passed away while appealing so until the end.


  『… Aah. Jesus. … Like I thought』


  Leonard, who listened carefully and silently, closed her eyelids in a pious manner.


  He also closed his eyes and offered a silent prayer.


  Then, Louise’s corpse was laid down reverently on the organ chair.


  『… Thank you for reading the air. Like I thought, you’re good guys』


  While staring at her dead face, he talked to them.


  Leonard’s face seen from the side was clear, and Taketsuru couldn’t imagine what he was thinking or feeling.


  His face was also turned slowly in their direction.


  To be precise, he suddenly fixed his gaze on Isurugi.


  『While it’s not a way to give you my thanks, how about having a rematch with me, Isurugi?』


  Leonard pulled out one of the two swords hung on his waist with the sound of the sword slipping out of its scabbard.


  – Taketsuru. My apologies, but let me take care of him alone. He owes me one.


  Isurugi also wielded his wide-edged sword by putting his left foot forward and holding the sword pointing upright with the hilt in front of the right shoulder.


  – Weren’t you scolding me just now, telling me not to rush on my own?


  Taketsuru could do nothing but complain.


  – You’re younger than me.


  – Oh, really?


  He couldn’t refuse the request of his best friend and lifesaver.


  Taketsuru stood up, supporting himself with his safe right leg, and hopped on one foot to leave the place. In such a state, he made full use of 《Mongyoku》, the supernatural way of walking that turned every place into a footing, climbed the wall vertically, and arrived at the central balcony seats on the second floor. Such a deft action of a man who was really good at it.


  The way his back rested on the back of the seat represented the amount of trust in Isurugi.


  The arena was set.


  『Like I thought, I suspected as much!』


  Leonard got excited and wore a sky-blue prana on his body.


  On the other hand, Isurugi remained silent and made a jet-black flame-like aura spout from his whole body.


  『It’s not prana, is it? … It looks like satana』


  『Correct』


  『I knew it! I mean, you’re also clever. How did you get to use something like satana?』


  『A kind fiend taught me』


  『That’s amazing. If such a fiend exists, I’d like to meet them as well』


  『I think you already did though?』


  『Like I thought? It’s cruel that you know such an interesting side of boss Zhixin, one that you won’t tell me』


  Throughout the nonsensical conversation, Leonard awaited his chance to attack and changed his standing position little by little, and despite Isurugi taking a solid posture, he made minor adjustments to the distance by sliding his feet.


  Almost like a distance for blade lock.


  Although both were great Shiroganes, they didn’t neglect such details.


  A tense battle had already started, so tense in fact that Taketsuru, who was watching from the side, felt his stomach ache from the pressure.


  『Heh. Aren’t you quite open to an attack at such level? Like I thought』


  『The same goes for you』


  『Then, how about this?』


  Possibly because he thought of something, Leonard aimed at Isurugi and threw the sword at him all of a sudden.


  – Unh?


  Even though Isurugi suspected something, he knocked it down with the wide-edged sword very easily.


  But by that time Leonard was already moving.


  The thrown sword was a distraction. He got to the side of Isurugi at lightning speed, and attacked.


  Before he knew it, Leonard’s right hand was holding an ID Tag.


  Isurugi didn’t know that these guys had ID Tags.


  Therefore, his reaction came late.


  Leonard swung the new sword that had been manifested, and Isurugi failed to catch it.


  A bright blood breeze danced.


  Isurugi had his shoulder cut off horizontally.


  However, the cut was shallow.


  『So… hard….』


  With a face as if being surprised again, Leonard moved back warily, regaining distance.


  He once crossed swords with Isurugi, so he roughly estimated how much Isurugi’s 《High Durability》 was, however, he was surprised that the hardness was remarkably different from before.


  That Light Technique of Isurugi that used satana instead of prana wasn’t a Light Technique.


  It was an exceptional act that was later named Inverse Light Technique by Ba Tekka, the Head of the Chinese Division.


  – Ooooh.


  Isurugi roared, and this time he attacked first.


  Leonard also responded indomitably, assaulting each other head-on.


  No, not head-on.


  Leonard’s figure suddenly split into three.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Komon》.


  With a way of walking that created afterimages, he tried to slash at Isurugi from three sides.


  – Gnnh…!


  Isurugi breathed out a strong breath.


  At the same time, a jet-black lightning was emitted from his left hand.


  One flash of lightning hit Leonard in the middle by guesswork──or so he feigned, and suddenly created 2 clones.


  He struck Leonard who had split into three and ran in the air.


  『What the hell is that!?』


  Even Leonard couldn’t say 『Like I thought』.


  The Leonard in the middle and on the right side were attacked by a black electric shock and disappeared as a mist, and Leonard on the left side, the real one, dodged the attack with a sidestep.


  Without a moment’s delay, Isurugi hit him.


  He bisected Leonard diagonally from the shoulder──he pretended to be bisected, it was also an afterimage.


  The wide-edged sword rotated and only blew away part of the floor and the surrounding spectator seats.


  Leonard’s real body was far away, and reduced the distance.


  『Your power, toughness, and especially your speed have increased dramatically, they’re better than before. Like I thought, is it because of satana?』


  『I’ll leave it to your imagination』


  『Furthermore, even your 《Mars》 looks fishy somehow!』


  『I’ve learned a lot about how to fight with you. There are some things I can do with a public 《Mars》, but you see… well, being stingy about it will hurt my honor』


  『Haha, tell me about it!』


  With a look that said he couldn’t help be happy, Leonard jumped at Isurugi again.


  He used the rare 《Godlike Movement》 to kill him off while making disturbances to the left and right.


  Isurugi sped up satana. Having said that, it was originally slow. When compared to pure speed, Leonard still overwhelmed him.


  Leonard’s sweeping flash aimed at Isurugi’s forehead.


  Isurugi caught it solidly with his raised sword.


  Without a moment’s delay, Leonard put his left hand into his breast pocket.


  「Ah」, Taketsuru thought. Isurugi also gazed at him in wonderment.


  At that moment, Leonard pulled out his left hand.


  He clasped a new ID Tag, manifested a new short sword, and thrust it into Isurugi’s flank.


  A surprise attack by means of dual wielding.


  Isurugi, who was using a sword to catch the sweeping slash aiming at his forehead, couldn’t prevent this right away.


  Deeper than the first attack, the blade cut into his flesh.


  This time, it was Isurugi’s turn to jump back and reduce the distance.


  At the same time, he released an Inverse 《Jupiter》 and tried to restrain Leonard’s pursuit with a jet-black gust.


  And something amazing happened.


  Leonard jumped high in the air and easily jumped over 《Jupiter》. This wasn’t surprising.


  At the same time, Leonard transformed the two swords manifested from the ID Tags into two chains.


  『Whaaat!?』


  Leonard swung his arms with a keen spirit.


  With that movement, the two chains meandered like living things, chased the falling Isurugi and hit him very hard from the left and right.


  The pain distorted Isurugi’s face in agony.


  His legs stopped moving.


  Leonard was unforgiving. He transformed the iron chains into two swords again, readied them to the left and right and slashed at him.


  Using 《Komon》 and striking just before he made a move, he attacked from three sides with two afterimages.


  Isurugi used Inverse 《Mars》 once again.


  A three-pronged lightning tried to intercept Leonard and the afterimages.


  But this time Leonard showed an excellent countermeasure.


  He transformed the sword in his left hand into a shield.


  Since it was divided into three, the power of the black lightning dropped sharply. It only left Leonard’s shield in a worn-out state, it didn’t get to the person in question.


  Leonard threw away the shield and unleashed a thrust with the remaining sword.


  The power of the charge was also added, and the tip of the sword was thrust into the lower side of the left clavicle of Isurugi.


  It seemed that it would pass through just like that, but Isurugi, a person that must not be taken lightly, tried to kick Leonard into the air as if to cut his flesh and crush his bones.


  When Leonard gave up the thrust on the way without any regrets──what a taijutsu! ──and jumped backwards using the stamped leg of Isurugi as if it was a stepping stone, he also used the power of the kick to maintain a long distance.


  Wondering how many ID Tags he carried, Leonard manifested a short sword from a new ID Tag and held two swords.


  (Who is this guy…!?)


  On the balcony seats, Taketsuru hit his knee.


  (Isn’t his technique the same as mine…!?)


  The ID Tags produced by the American Division Head “Arsenal” Arlene manifested all kinds of weapons based on the mental image of the user.


  However, if the power of the mental image was weak, only fragile ones could be manifested.


  Therefore, most Shiroganes made the mental image clearer by manifesting and getting used to only one armament. It was a form of virtuous cycle recommended by the White Knight Organization.


  However, Taketsuru, who lamented being a jack of all trades and master of none, tried to carry his dexterity to extremes in this aspect as well.


  He practiced a number of weapons so that he could strongly imagine them, and as a result, he came to be able to freely transform the ID Tag into various weapons according to the situation.


  What Leonard was trying to do now was exactly the same technique.


  No way, there were other people who came up with the same idea!


  It wasn’t something that could be done in a day. Perhaps he trained extra hard when he was part of the American Division. Probably Leonard also felt his strength coming to a wall and struggled.


  Taketsuru, who thoroughly knew how much time and patience was needed in order to learn that, could send his heart out to Leonard’s mental attitude.


  Because of that, yes.


  Getting impatient, Taketsuru couldn’t help but stare at Leonard.


  He couldn’t help but sympathize with Leonard.


  With a polished 《Godlike Movement》 and his ingenuity using ID Tags, Leonard was superior to Isurugi in the fight, about 7:3.


  In fact, Leonard was unharmed.


  And yet, Isurugi had been hardly damaged.


  Leonard’s powerless 《Venus》 couldn’t damage Isurugi’s Inverse 《High Durability》 effectively.


  With a fleeting glance, Isurugi confirmed the number of minor wounds carved in his body.


  Like Taketsuru, he also noticed.


  It didn’t matter the distance or details, he faced and charged at Leonard.


  Without minding that there could be a gap, he swung his strong sword.


  Leonard avoided it very easily, made a perfect counter and retreated.


  However, and as expected, Isurugi’s body only had slight wounds.


  Being highhanded, Isurugi repeated the hard swings.


  Leonard dodged them lightly and nimbly, or made him slash an afterimage, and each time he counterattacked the left and right blows and retreated, he only dealt minor damages, he was making no progress.


  On the contrary, Isurugi steadily changed the quality of the slashes.


  It wasn’t a strong sword that he wanted to swing with all his strength.


  But a soft sword that released tension from his wrists, elbows and knees, used his body flexibly, and slashed as if caressing.


  Although its power was weak, it smoothly guided him from slash to slash, creating almost no gaps.


  Isurugi, who was defeated by Leonard, invented a beheading method to oppose the high-class speedster.


  Still, Leonard continued dodging the slashes swiftly, but on the other hand, the frequency of the counters decreased very fast.


  Leonard just dodged, and Isurugi continued using his sword, becoming a one-sided situation.


  『Tchhh』


  Leonard took a risk as he clicked his tongue powerfully.


  The attack he went with was too small to call it “Taking him by surprise”, and launched thrusts using both swords.


  However, it was still absurd.


  Isurugi’s counter made it in time.


  No, to be exact, their attack entered at the same time, they simultaneously struck each other.


  Small cuts were carved in the left chest and abdomen of Isurugi.


  A flashy cut was diagonally carved in Leonard’s torso.


  Blood splashed.


  The spurt of blood stained Isurugi’s cheeks and suit.


  Unable to endure it, Leonard had no choice but to jump back. To aim for a fresh start.


  As for Isurugi, it was the best opportunity to devise a hot pursuit.


  ──But even then, Isurugi didn’t go after him. It caused Taketsuru to be shocked.


  While standing where he was, Isurugi vexedly thrust the tip of his wide-edged sword into the floor.


  Then, he turned towards Leonard and shouted at him with a violent conduct that wasn’t typical of him.


  『Why!?』


  With a tone as if being mad.


  With a tone as if protesting.


  Above all, with a tone as if sulking.


  This calm man made his fingers quiver with uncontrollable emotions and thrust them at Leonard.


  He pointed.


  He pointed to Finisher that Leonard never tried to pull out and that remained hanging on his waist.


  『Why don’t you use it!?』


  Isurugi’s angry voice sounded like 「Are you looking down on me?」.


  『Go ahead and use Finisher! You’re Leonard van Percy, the one who is not satisfied with being the strongest Shirogane of the American Division, the one who will cut deep into the heavens but will not see the end of it, aren’t you!?』


  『Yeah, that’s right, Isurugi. It’s as you say』


  Leonard distorted his look in a sarcastic manner.


  It looked like a self-deprecating smile in all respects.


  『I’m the same as you, so I’ll be honest. My Finisher has to have Dark Arts loaded into it instead of bullets. And there are three people in the world who can load more powerful bullets than Louise into it』


  – ……!


  Isurugi groaned loudly and opened his eyes wide in astonishment.


  His expression was dyed with a tint of satisfaction.


  『You also realized, didn’t you, Isurugi? There’s one more fight where I can fight with all my strength』


  His expression was dyed with a tinge of unsatisfaction.


  『So… like I thought, you get me, don’t you, mate?』


  『… If I could only go all out one more time… I’d do my best against Haimura-kun』


  Taketsuru had never seen Isurugi grinding his teeth regretfully like this.


  『Don’t make a face like that, Isurugi. Just so you know, this isn’t an excuse, alright?』


  Leonard turned his smile into an insincere one.


  To the point Taketsuru was dazzled by how positive and strong his force of will was.


  『Even without Finisher, I’ll defeat you』


  Once again, Leonard held two swords impeccably.


  However, Isurugi didn’t clasp his sword.


  『… What about the rematch?』


  『You’re the one who called me “mate”, no?』


  With a stern look, Isurugi shook his head to the left and right so as to shake off some discord.


  『I see. … I see. … Isn’t this interesting? Despite being enemies, we were able to understand each other pretty well, huh』


  Leonard also lowered his sword. He was making an awkward-looking face.


  Isurugi didn’t return any impression, his mouth shut in a straight line.


  Taketsuru was perplexed. He interjected from the balcony.


  – Isn’t that really bad, Isurugi?


  Looking at Isurugi’s expression, it was transmitted to him that he didn’t think lightly, but it was a bitter decision to end the conflict.


  Having said that, Taketsuru couldn’t agree to it carelessly.


  It appeared as if what had happened here would be overlooked and they would overlook Leonard challenging Sir Edward and Moroha especially.


  – Haimura-kun will not lose.


  Isurugi replied curtly.


  – I can challenge Haimura-kun as many times as I want. Someday, yes, someday, I may get to reduce the distance that is difficult to bridge little by little. It may be wasted effort. But my path isn’t closed.


  But Leonard was different.


  Louise died, and if he shot all the bullets he had now, the power of Finisher would become a mere shadow of its former self.


  – If it’s only once, I’d like to choose the place to die myself. You can understand that feeling, can’t you?


  – … That’s. … I do, but….


  At the words and tone of Isurugi that didn’t allow any objection, Taketsuru was made to swallow his words.


  Words were cut off from all the mouths, and the concert hall was engulfed in silence.


  Taketsuru looked down at Isurugi with mixed feelings while understanding his state of mind.


  Without trying to make eye contact with anyone, Isurugi looked in a different direction with a stiffened face and an intense gaze.


  Leonard quietly walked up to Louise and carried her in his arms with a kind manner of using his hands.


  『Her favorite spot is in the back』


  After saying that, he disappeared on the other side of the big door on the right side of the hall.


  Surely there was a suitable place for her burial.


  Leonard’s presence faded, and Isurugi sighed deeply as if squeezing out all the air in his lungs.


  Then, in one leap using 《Godlike Movement》, he came next to Taketsuru on the second floor.


  – What do we do, Isurugi? I came with the intention of investigating the inside more.


  – Don’t overdo it with that leg of yours. Let’s withdraw for now.


  – Well, you saved me, so I have to do what you say.


  Borrowing Isurugi’s shoulder, Taketsuru stood up with his safe leg.


  They opened the large double door at the back of the central balcony.


  And became speechless.


  There was nothing on the other side of the door.


  Darkness. Nothingness. Emptiness. How should it be expressed? Only that uncertain thing drifted.


  Taketsuru extended the threads of 《Mars》 in that direction as a test, but they didn’t go beyond the door.


  When he fearfully tried to touch it, a disgusting feeling that he couldn’t extend his hand beyond that point attacked him.


  – Was our path of retreat cut off…?


  – Maybe it’s the effect of Louise passing away.


  The two men nodded together.


  Isurugi’s surly face was the same as usual.


  However, Taketsuru was making the same facial expression as if he was his reflection in the mirror.


  




  The guess of Taketsuru was not incorrect.


  “Tír na nÓg”, which existed in another dimension, sensed the death of its master, froze half of its functions, and closed the six gates that were the joining points with the earth.


  Together with the people inside the building, it had been decided that they would be eternally secluded in a shell, in another dimension.


  A situation in which contact with the outside was completely cut off.


  After Louise’s death, only one person had grasped information about them accurately.


  One wing of the Six Wings.


  “Medium” Amagi Utsuho.


  She was in the back of a maze-like corridor that repeatedly diverged and merged from the large door on the left side of the hall.


  Utsuho, who now had the status of a first-year student at Akane Academy, almost never left her exclusive bedroom during the summer vacation and slept like a log.


  She woke up exactly at the same time as Taketsuru invaded the concert hall and the “eyes” used for surveillance on the ceiling opened.


  Utsuho, through these “eyes”, grasped all that transpired in the hall.


  As for why she could do this, the answer was one.


  “Tír na nÓg” was a golem built by Louise.


  At the same time, a Fortress was used as its source body.


  Louise was the owner of the golem, but Utsuho was the ruler of the 《Metaphysicals》.


  Regarding “Tír na nÓg”, there was nothing that Louise could do that Utsuho couldn’t.


  For example, although it took time, the floor plan and structure of the building were tampered with, and the living quarters of the novice 《Demons》──including Shimon Mari──were put away in the deepest part of the building.


  In any case,


  – To think that there are masters who got here. Rather, they make me want to give them a reward.


  Utsuho confessed.


  An arrogant voice quality that didn’t seem to belong to a girl.


  – Losing Louise truly exceeds my expectations…. Hmm. On the contrary, can we take advantage of this rare opportunity depending on how we fight?


  If she felt like it, she could connect the concert hall and the outside world again, but she wouldn’t dare.


  Isurugi and Taketsuru had to be locked up inside this place at all costs.


  Utsuho smiled as if she had collected all the evils of the world, and tried to think of a way to do so.


  Yes, some percentage of the bad luck of a person was created by the malicious intent of a third party without the knowledge of the parties concerned.


  Chapter 3 - “The concert hall that does not exist in this world”


  A black-haired girl named 「Sarasha」 by her very ordinary parents.


  It had been about a year since she met Shuu Saura, who was called a monster and was imprisoned.


  Sarasha was not aware, but she was particularly clever.


  She perfected reading and writing in just three months, and her absorption and growth rate were far from ordinary people.


  Moreover, she had a talent for magic.


  Recently, she was able to spell as many 1st Rank Dark Arts as she pleased.


  Sarasha’s position was that of a slave as usual, and her social standing was at the bottom of the kingdom.


  However, no one in this shabby slave block──none of the aristocrats who hid the mystery of magic, no one in this impure world who would ever approach Sarasha──no one was more powerful than Sarasha who had magic.


  – A helpless young girl who is despised by everyone hid a power stronger than everyone else. Is there a story as thrilling as this?


  Shuu Saura laughed with a completely crafty look.


  (… Y-yes)


  Sarasha timidly threw in an interjection.


  She couldn’t agree clearly because her magic was still imperfect.


  Although she became possible to use 1st Rank Dark Arts, their effectiveness was weak.


  There were three general classifications necessary for magic.


  First of all, while obvious, it was mana.


  Next, write the magic characters perfectly.


  Lastly, to strongly have a mental image of the event that caused it.


  As a reinforcement, it seemed that magicians usually wrote magic characters and at the same time chanted vocally.


  「It’s a kind of self-suggestion」, said Shuu Saura.


  However, it was impossible for Sarasha, who became speechless, to vocalize.


  – Still, you are the owner of a rare quantity of mana. With a little more training, you’ll be able to become an average magician even without chanting. Keep at it.


  Sarasha nodded with resolution this time at the severe and kind encouragement of Shuu Saura.


  Then, after she finished carrying his dinner and lesson, Sarasha went to the surface through the spiral staircase hidden in the darkness.


  Someone was waiting.


  It was the old woman, the boss of the slaves who had a dark red sunset that looked like glowing ember behind her.


  – It took you quite a long time, huh.


  The old woman said with a sarcastic tone.


  It made Sarasha become frightened.


  In fact, every time the girl met Shuu Saura, the feeling of not wanting to be apart from him became stronger, and spent a little more time in the basement day by day.


  The old woman opened one of her eyes wide and made sure to scowl at her,


  – Don’t tell me that you’re indulging in something suspicious with that “monster”, aren’t you?


  Being pressed for an answer, Sarasha couldn’t stop breaking out in a cold sweat.


  She thought she had to make some clever excuse, but the girl who couldn’t speak was unable to do it.


  When the old woman interpreted it arbitrarily as “That’s what it looks like”, it led to a fit of anger,


  – If you feel relieved because you’re still young, then listen to me! How dare you be seduced by such a creepy “monster”!?


  She wielded the whip while scolding her loudly.


  Sarasha had no choice but to cower and endure it with all her heart.


  – Fools like you don’t understand! That “monster” is a very important source of mana for the king! If something were to happen, he will be in trouble. He is different from trash like you!


  This was a first for Sarasha.


  While being whipped, she listened to her desperately and analyzed in her head.


  But when she heard the next words of the old woman, she couldn’t stay calm anymore.


  – You don’t have to go to the dungeon anymore. The duty of carrying the meals will be entrusted to another person.


  (No way…!?)


  Sarasha, in that same cowering posture, just faced upwards.


  The old woman, tired of whipping, stopped her hand and told her while breathing heavily.


  – From tomorrow, I’ll leave it to the rookie No. 3347. I’ll give you a tougher job, so look forward to it. Are we clear?


  At the words of the old woman, Sarasha was aghast for two reasons.


  Her meetings with Shuu Saura had been taken away from her.


  But more than that, she was shocked that an infamous new slave became the one in charge of the meals. The man feigned friendliness in front of the old woman, the boss of the slaves, and behaved submissively, but behind her back he was famous as a dangerous person who was pleased to use violence against the weak.


  What would Shuu Saura have to experience if such a man took care of him?


  Sarasha could do nothing but worry.


  (At least choose a gentler person!)


  Sarasha clung to the old woman, but she was just shaken off unkindly.


  – Hmm, do you want to hang around such a monster that much? Argh, what a disgusting girl.


  She didn’t get her to understand, it was as if she had been misunderstood by the old woman.


  Even if she tried to resolve the misunderstanding, she couldn’t speak.


  – You were quite enthralled by him. Just as I thought, I can’t leave that “monster” to you. 『The Box of Elmena』 isn’t a joke.


  The old woman said in disgust, abandoned Sarasha and went away.


  The left-behind Sarasha stood still in a daze.


  Noticing that the sun was setting, she went back to her bed slowly.


  On the dirt floor where the slave women were imprisoned, they slept together in a huddle, but she couldn’t sleep.


  When she closed her eyelids, she only pictured Shuu Saura being struck by undeserved violence.


  ──Late at night.


  Sarasha stood alone as everyone fell asleep.


  She got out of her bed and ran towards the cursed spire.


  She had already made her decision.


  (I will be Elmena)


  Yes, thinking back.


  「The Box of Elmena」. The fairy tale she heard from the mouth of the old woman for the first time in a while.


  Elmena, the foolish girl who broke a taboo and was enthralled by it, unlocked the box.


  But Sarasha thought.


  (What’s wrong with breaking a taboo? What’s wrong with being enthralled by it? I don’t care if I’m stupid. Because I appreciated the sweetness of its taste!)


  She ran down the spiral staircase surrounded by darkness, where even the moonlight didn’t reach while relying on a single candle.


  And the very abyss of the abyss she arrived at.


  The dungeon colored by a mystical light emitted by the chains restraining him.


  Probably because the “monster” sleeping there noticed the girl’s presence, he opened his eyes heavily.


  And said before anything else.


  – What’s wrong?


  An anxious voice.


  He felt something was off just by glancing at Sarasha looking like something serious had happened.


  (Run away with me!)


  To make up for her inability to speak, Sarasha pointed outside.


  Shuu Saura, as expected, with that alone, immediately understood the situation.


  But he didn’t shake his head vertically.


  – Run away alone.


  (Why!? Don’t you want to get out of here?)


  Sarasha pointed outside many times and appealed fervently.


  And yet,


  – I’m the same as a dead person by now. No matter where I am, that won’t change much.


  Shuu Saura said such a thing with an understanding face.


  – My father was the king of Lenstalfa. Because being a good-natured person was his only redeeming feature, and because he left government affairs and military affairs to others and spent all of his time in idle amusement, a rebellion was orchestrated by all his retainers. He was attacked when was asleep in bed, my mother was also easily killed, and as for me, I’m in this sorry state.


  (Then, don’t you want to avenge them!?)


  If it was her, she would want to defeat them.


  The resentment of being hunted as a slave by the nobles of this country and separated from his family was unforgettable.


  – I thought that at first. However, when I was brought to this block──upon knowing that there was something like this, I changed my mind. Knowing that some were being oppressed and were called slaves, I was shocked by what my father was doing and wondered where that gentle and generous king was. I completely lost the motivation to avenge him. No, I have no intention of avoiding responsibility. When I was all cozy in the royal palace, I was absorbed in my favorite magic research, and I didn’t even try to be aware of the reality outside. It’s retribution that I’m imprisoned here.


  So don’t worry about me.


  Shuu Saura said to the girl with a mixed expression of self-mockery and affection in his eyes.


  (No! Please, run away with me)


  Sarasha shook her head violently.


  – Sorry. I don’t know what you’re thinking.


  Shuu Saura said impudently.


  It wasn’t him who couldn’t understand such a simple thing as that.


  (If so, give me your hand!)


  In an attempt to communicate by writing, Sarasha thrust her hand between the bars and extended her arms towards him.


  However, he was sitting cross-legged in the back of the cell and didn’t do the slight movement.


  (So far…!)


  Despair gradually began to erode Sarasha’s heart.


  Just separated by bars, the short distance became too far.


  His eyes staring at the girl were too far away.


  She was sad. And more than that, she was lonely.


  Her heart was about to be torn by a bitter feeling close to unrequited love.


  Tears began to overflow from the black eyes of the girl.


  At first, little by little.


  Eventually endlessly.


  It was as if ice had melted.


  Sarasha, whose facial expression was frozen all the time, couldn’t laugh no matter how hard she tried, and couldn’t cry no matter how bitter it was, was now clearly distorting her expression with sorrow.


  That wasn’t all.


  – … Run… me.


  Sarasha’s throat, which had lost the use of language for a long time, emitted a squeezed voice.


  – Run aw… me.


  Sarasha repeated.


  Even if it was painful, she didn’t stop trying to strain her voice.


  Her voice grew louder each time she repeated it.


  And,


  – Run away for me!


  She finally recovered her words.


  Shuu Saura opened his eyes wide.


  Sarasha pressed him for an answer.
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  – You always told me to run away alone, but I don’t like that! I was enthralled by the “monster” that resulted to be you a long time ago! I can’t live without you! … So please…. … Please! If it’s always the same wherever you are, stay with me! If you are no different from a dead person, then give that life to me! Live with me! Violate the ban with me! Let me be Elmena! Please! Please!! Please!!!


  Wiping her tears, she stared at Shuu Saura in a blurred view, and thrust her index finger at him.


  With her fingertip, she put ancient pale magic characters into written form in the air.


  And shouted at the same time.


  – Decisive will!


  With that, the magic was completed.


  She shattered one of the mysterious phosphorescent chains restraining Shuu Saura.


  – Decisive will!


  Another one.


  And another one, she removed the restraints one by one.


  When a chain was cut, it stopped emitting a mysterious phosphorescence.


  As Sarasha cut off the bindings one by one, the inside of the cell became darker.


  Finally, only the candlelight brought by the girl made his figure stand out bewitchingly in the oppressive darkness.


  – Did you know that these chains are connected to the royal palace and rob me of my mana?


  Shuu Saura asked while staring at his hands which had been free for the first time in a long time.


  – Anyone who gives it a little thought will realize that.


  Sarasha answered while still wiping her tears.


  – Hmm…. What you’ve done is quite a big deal. This tells them that I’ve been released from the shackles, did you know that?


  There was no shade of criticism in Shuu Saura’s voice.


  Rather, there was even a feeling that he was enjoying the situation.


  Despite grumbling a while ago. Was he that calculating?


  (… No, that’s not it)


  Sarasha immediately noticed.


  What seemed to be fun for Shuu Saura was that he changed his mind after seeing her determination and actions.


  The girl, who couldn’t even speak because of her emotional scars, poured her feelings so much into it that she regained her words with a desperate desire.


  – If we get caught, we have to run away fast.


  Sarasha hurried him while shouting and talking herself hoarse after a long time.


  However, Shuu Saura was still sitting cross-legged.


  – Escape? There’s no need.


  He closed one eye.


  Mana rose from his whole body.


  It was even darker than darkness, and it swayed like flames of hell.


  The tremendous mana of Shuu Saura!


  Sarasha was sensibly enlightened and overwhelmed.


  And at the same time, she realized. The meaning of his words.


  Shuu Saura was a genuine taboo.


  「The devil in the box」. Once unlocked, no one could keep his power back.


  Yes, there was no need or meaning for him to run away. Sarasha, who intended that, was even more impertinent.


  Shuu Saura said arrogantly.


  – Rise. Chaotic Lusgazlinken.


  A strange phenomenon occurred immediately.


  From the floor──no, from the shadow of Shuu Saura created by the candle, something black oozed out.


  It was like a dog, it definitely wasn’t like a dog, it was a monster hard to describe.


  Its size was slightly larger than that of a human.


  Furthermore, it appeared more than one.


  A total of seven monsters appeared, one after another, baring their fangs of the same color as the shadows, crushing the sturdy iron bar grid like a candy.


  Sarasha’s body hair stood on end at their dreadfulness and repulsion, but,


  – Worry not. They’re my magic puppets. They’re made for battle.


  – A-aren’t they dangerous?


  – Not much, really. Can’t say the same for my enemies.


  As if Shuu Saura had suddenly noticed while cracking a joke,


  – Do you want a reward?


  He said so in a teasing tone.


  – … Then, hug, me.


  – Are you okay with that? You aren’t greedy, are you?


  Shuu Saura spread his arms.


  Sarasha approached nervously.


  The iron bars that separated them for the past year were no more.


  She kneeled in front of Shuu Saura and gently leaned in close to him.


  He embraced her tightly, however, with dead tree-like arms.


  Sarasha also turned her arms around his withered body.


  He was warm.


  It used to be obvious, but now she could recall that the warmth of a person who had completely lost it was something so comfortable.


  It was the best reward.


  His arms touched the part that was whipped on her back and it ached, but even that was an ecstatic spice.


  Exactly the taste of breaking a taboo.


  The last tears escaped from the girl’s eyelids and fell down her cheeks.


  The Lusgazlinken and the others were rushing back and forth. As if being pressed to hurry.


  – E-enough. Let’s go.


  – Why don’t we sleep together like this after finishing everything?


  Having been told so in a teasing tone again, Sarasha blushed up to her earlobes.


  But she nodded firmly.


  – Well then, let’s go.


  Shuu Saura stood on his emaciated legs.


  It seemed that a lot of effort was required on his legs, and suddenly sweat emerged on his forehead.


  Probably because he was pretending or putting up with it, Sarasha hurriedly lent her shoulder to him who said nothing.


  And asked with upturned eyes.


  – Where are we going? What will come to an end?


  – We’ll invade the royal palace.


  Shuu Saura declared dauntlessly.


  Sarasha wasn’t surprised anymore.


  This man would surely do it. He could do it.


  The only question was,


  – You said you didn’t feel like taking revenge.


  – That’s right. This isn’t vengeance or anything of the sort.


  – Then, what is it?


  – The one who told me to break the taboo was you, no?


  Shuu Saura lifted the corners of his mouth, just like the Devil.


  – I’ll annihilate all the nobles in the royal palace and liberate all those who are despised as slaves. Instead of being forced to imprisonment just to make them live in luxury, I’ll create a kingdom where they can work and get food for themselves.


  That was precisely a taboo idea.


  The old woman, the boss of the slaves, always said. It’s fine to call a system in which nobles use magic and control slaves who cannot use magic “order”; such is the correct way of the world.


  Yet, Shuu Saura said with arrogance.


  – I’m a destroyer of order. The enemy of the world. For I will give all nobles their last words and become the Lord of the Dead!


  His majestic face seen from the side was full of charm, making the girl believe that he could undoubtedly destroy the world.


  – … Can I accompany you?


  – Of course. However, doesn’t this scare you?


  – I-I’m not scared.


  Sarasha put on a brave front.


  Then Shuu Saura, in a complete change, turned a soft look towards her who lent a shoulder,


  – Let me hear your name.


  – You said it wasn’t necessary before though.


  – Don’t pout. You were enthralled by me a long time ago, no? I warned you to that extent, but it was you who were spellbound of your own accord.


  – I can’t make an objection.


  Even the girl simply sulked a little and intended to answer immediately.


  And yet──when she was about to say it, she stiffened and couldn’t do it.


  She hesitated.


  It crossed her mind like a flash of light.


  The princess of war.


  The sleeping figure of Shuu Saura who kept calling her name as if talking in delirium.


  That was why she ended up lying on the spur of the moment.


  – Elmena.


  When she noticed it herself, she ended up introducing herself as that.


  She realized, but she didn’t do further corrections. She was stubborn.


  – I see….


  Shuu Saura said nothing, as if understanding that it was a blatant false name.


  He just seemed to be intrigued,


  – Oh my, what a coincidence. That’s auspicious.


  – In the end, I have the same name as the stupid child who was eaten, no?


  – That fairy tale is a creation born from a myth.


  Shuu Saura denied it brazenly, even though he once told her that story.


  – The real──the actual 『Elmena』 lived for a long time after that with someone called the Devil. And came to build the kingdom named Lenstalfa.


  That was also a surprising fact.


  It was the story of the girl who was happy because she broke a taboo.


  Certainly, that wasn’t transmitted from one person’s mouth to another. Because fairy tales and narratives were mostly preachy.


  – Alright. Be sure to follow me, Elmena.


  – Yes!


  The girl who changed her name from Sarasha to Elmena nodded with all her might.


  Her name was called for the first time, but she felt it surprisingly sit well with her.


  At that time.


  She snuggled up to Shuu Saura and escaped from the bottom of the ground with vigorous steps.


  While finding hope even in the darkness of the spiral staircase that concealed what was before her very eyes──


  




  It was there that the girl’s dream came to an end and Urushibara Shizuno opened her eyes.


  




  – Helloooo? Uuuruuushiiibaaaraaa? Are you listening?


  The jarring voice of Satsuki.


  Her head was being poked without reservation.


  Then Shizuno’s consciousness became clear, and realized that she fell prostrate on the conference desk and was sleeping.


  – Yes, I’m listening.


  Shizuno got up and lied nonchalantly.


  – Then tell me what we were talking about.


  – A low-level leading question, huh. Satsuki was dozing off and didn’t listen, so your true motive is to make me talk and make up for your loss, no? Unfortunately, I won’t fall for that trick.


  – Hey, I was listening properly!


  Satsuki looked daggers at her and snapped at her, but Shizuno didn’t pay attention to her with a composed expression.


  So, Satsuki gave up, saying 「Enough」,


  – Be sure to follow me, Urushibara.


  Her words made Shizuno feel dejected.


  They were something similar to the words of Shuu Saura in the dream from just now and that spoiled her mood.


  (Well… It’s not like it was a good dream from beginning to end)


  Shizuno pondered.


  While being a girl, she wanted to praise herself for taking the decision to save Shuu Saura and act.


  The memory of escaping that dungeon with him was what made her heart quiver.


  However, she remembered just one unpleasant thing.


  Why did she ended up lying at that time?


  Why didn’t she honestly say that her name was the same name as his other precious girl?


  It became a lie that tormented Shizuno in her previous life and that she would regret even in the distant future.


  (I──)


  – Why are you spacing out!?


  Having been yelled at right into her ear by Satsuki, Shizuno, who was lost in deep thought, came to her senses.


  – We’re in the middle of an important meeting right now! Do you get that? M! T! G!


  – … I’m sorry. I’m really sleepy today.


  This time, Shizuno apologized honestly without dodging the question.


  Leshya, Maya, even Haruka, not to mention Moroha, were all worried.


  As Satsuki said, the Strikers were currently in a meeting in the lodging house in Sochi.


  In the room used for it, where desks were lined up, all the team members, both regular and reserve, assembled.


  About an hour ago, Souya Manako sent an urgent message to Moroha.


  Shizuno was so indifferent that she struck her colors, and was so shaken up that she couldn’t think of Manako, and while it was fairly difficult to get the gist of it, Moroha did his best to grasp the situation and sorted it out.


  Information sharing had already been completed among the members.


  First, the way he did it was unclear, but Taketsuru found a gate leading to the hideout of the Six Wings.


  The place was a rural town in Japan.


  It was a prefecture next to Akane Academy, but at first, they couldn’t tell where it was when they heard the name of the town.


  And it was past 1 pm in Japan (past 7 am in Sochi).


  Taketsuru reported the location of the gate to Manako by email, added that his aim was to investigate the inside by himself and they didn’t hear from him again.


  Manako was the first to get in touch with Isurugi Jin.


  Isurugi boldly (and like a certain someone in the past) began to say that he would head there to rescue him alone, and rushed to the site using Inverse 《Godlike Movement》.


  In addition, Isurugi told Manako the mobile phone number of Moroha and left instructions to ask for help.


  So Manako called Moroha immediately.


  At that time, she had just left Tokyo on a mission and was less than an hour away from the site. So, first of all, after Manako went to the site, she prepared the anchor destination of 《Transportal》, and discussed with Moroha the way they would teleport there.


  This was absolutely faster than rushing to the site after teleporting to Akane Academy. Also, while waiting for Manako to arrive at the site, Moroha had time to explain the situation to all the Strikers and get things ready.


  Manako went to the site immediately while conveying the information to the Internal Audit Office of the Tokyo Main Office.


  However, thirty minutes later, Manako arrived and contacted Moroha again.


  She sounded more shaken up than before.


  Taketsuru and Isurugi hadn’t gotten in touch with her yet.


  Moreover, the aforementioned gate was unusable.


  In other words, they were most likely trapped inside….


  In response to that, the Strikers were currently discussing how to rescue them (8:30 am in Sochi and 2:30 pm in Japan).


  In concrete, it got very noisy, wondering who would rush in and who would choke back their tears and see them off.


  It didn’t mean that they were taking it lightly.


  Because the matter was that important, the six establishments of the White Knight Organization were currently discussing countermeasures at this time. Based on the result of said countermeasures, they waited for instructions.


  Also, as a practical matter, the path to storm became unusable, so even if they wanted to go to the rescue, they couldn’t go. If it wasn’t for that, Moroha would have headed there a long time ago.


  Therefore, as a countermeasure, they devised a solution by using Moroha’s and Shizuno’s personal connections. In less than three hours, a helper was supposed to arrive in Sochi.


  In other words, the Strikers were stuck for at least that long.


  They calculated that less than five hours had passed since Taketsuru rushed in first.


  Everyone felt sleepy, and unable to bear that, they had arguments and were heating up.


  Anyway, due to the big serious wound, Leshya couldn’t be included in the storming members this time.


  Despite being convalescent and not in her normal condition, her Leprazan ate mana indiscriminately when it touched the blade. They couldn’t imagine what the negative effects would be if used in a building-type golem. At worst, it was possible that everyone would be trapped in another dimension for eternity.


  Besides, all the reserve members had come to the conclusion that they would give up the storm.


  At any rate, it was the hideout of the Six Wings. It wasn’t known how many strong enemies were waiting and what kind of traps existed. If a D-Ranker stepped in, it was very likely that they would go for wool and come home shorn.


  Next, among the regular members, Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno, Haruka and other high rankers decided to storm the hideout.


  The other nine disagreed.


  Everyone wanted to go, they very much wanted to go, they unanimously claimed so, but there were too many problems.


  All the Shiroganes such as Kuraki and Haneda had been seriously injured in the battle with Diva, and even now they were still far from being fully recovered and weren’t in a state where they could fight properly. Tanaka Ichirou, a newcomer who showed unexpected efforts, was in a similar state.


  On the other hand, Kuromas such as the Vice-Captain Takenaka and Nakamoto had problems when it came to self-protection measures. Unlike Shizuno, who had a golem, they were very unreliable in Savior versus Savior battles unless they were escorted by Shiroganes. They were vulnerable to sudden disasters such as traps. This time, it was difficult to get a decent number of Shiroganes, and even if Kuromas were taken along, they would hold them back instead of giving them fire support.


  And, as for Kamekichi, who had a turtle tank-type golem, he also had his apprehensions. The size of the hideout, the destination to storm, was unknown. He couldn’t get rid of the concern that the huge body of the turtle tank wouldn’t pass through or would get stuck immediately.


  – I’m still no match for mister Zlatan….


  In this serious situation, even Kamekichi couldn’t afford to crack a joke.


  – Why is the old man’s golem an armor and helmet type….? The world we look at is so different….


  Yes, if one only considered exterminating 《Metaphysicals》, it was exceedingly good as a turtle tank type, but in terms of the ability to respond to all situations, one couldn’t help calling it a defective product. It might be harsh, but Shizuno thought so.


  And──between these various gushing problems and the hopes of the members who wanted to help none other than Isurugi and Taketsuru, only time passed without being able to find any idea for a solution or compromise plan.


  Then, Kamekichi’s smartphone began to ring.


  – It’s from the Japanese Division.


  Hearing that, everyone shut up.


  They stared at Kamekichi who held his breath.


  Kamekichi, who had the position of the Captain of Strikers somehow or other, responded on behalf of them.


  The man, who was incredibly weak to political authority, only said 「Yes」 and exchanged like a parrot.


  Thanks to that, the conversation ended right away.


  While feeling everyone’s expectations, Kamekichi reported with regret.


  – … It doesn’t look like the Six Heads will be able to come to a quick conclusion on how to deal with this situation, so it’s likely that the discussion will be prolonged.


  Sighs of disappointment were heard here and there in the conference room.


  Kamekichi explained the details with an uncharacteristic heavy expression and tone.


  First of all, seeing that they were going to invade the inside of the building, going with a large number of people was out of the question.


  They should select a small number of elite people from each country and finish them in one fell swoop.


  However, it wasn’t a matter of simply selecting the strongest members (Moroha, Edward, Suruga Andou and Arlene).


  If a powerful 《Metaphysical》 appeared somewhere in the meantime, it was very likely that the ones who were left behind wouldn’t be able to deal with them. For example, if an Evil Spirit class appeared in America without Arlene, they would have no hope. It would take time to send support from Japan, England and France.


  It was certainly a difficult problem to balance the storming members and the rest of the fighting force while taking into account the condition of the terrain.


  Even if it was a similar joint operation, the situation was very different this time from the time of the 《Stronghold》 subjugation operation.


  To begin with, at that time, there was the best infiltration scout named Tekka and the greatly powerful scout named Charles, and the enemy’s fighting power was clear.


  Thanks to this, they were able to calculate their precise fighting power without discussing it for too long.


  The next point was a bigger problem.


  The total fighting power of 《Order》 had decreased compared to that time.


  Certainly, with the appearance of Haimura Moroha, the White Knight Organization, which once kept fighting endlessly for power, now started to have a monolithic cohesion.


  However, on the other hand, due to Shiba Akira being released, it was said that their power was being shaved off little by little.


  And compared to those days, Lighting Empress Vasilisa was no more. Charles was missing. Tekka couldn’t move because he was accumulating karma. Just recently, the Russian Division itself finished breaking down.


  One could go as far as to say that it was easy to predict that Edward storming alone would make it difficult to deal with Dreadnoughts, Fortresses, and Evil Spirits throughout Europe.


  Shiba had succeeded in strategically containing Edward, a man who was politically and militaristically powerful and vital for the White Knight Organization, by using a number of artifices.


  – I understand the situation, but I can’t waste time like this.


  Moroha looked at everyone and declared decisively.


  He approached the Japanese Division earlier. “Depending on the situation, we will have the Strikers storm the hideout first and rescue Isurugi and the others”. Honestly, it was unlikely that he was allowed.


  For the White Knight Organization, the safety of Isurugi and Taketsuru was a trifling matter.


  It was crucial to take this opportunity to crush the hideout of the Six Wings.


  Even so, Moroha was a man who could never abandon Isurugi and Taketsuru.


  No matter if he was restrained by sheer political power, he was ready to shake them off.


  Shizuno would follow him if he went, and would assist him to the best of her strength to fulfill his wishes.


  – Yeah, I got a reply regarding that guy as well.


  Kamekichi said in response to Moroha’s declaration.


  – I’d like to hear it.


  When Moroha urged him, Kamekichi cleared his throat many times, readied it,


  – Division Head Suruga directly said ──『There is no way to stop the Ancient Dragon』.


  Everyone shouted loudly in joy.


  In other words, he was telling them to go.


  Moroha scratched his head.


  – I certainly thought that I’d be lambasted.


  – Why, why is Division Head Suruga so magnanimous?


  Shizuno said without hiding her surprise and Moroha agreed,


  – Yeah, it feels like he got me there.


  – But Nii-sama, because of that, we can go to save our Senpais freely!


  Moroha, Haruka, Maya and the others nodded at Satsuki’s words. Nevertheless,


  – It’s too early to be delighted, lads!


  Kamekichi said something that sounded like a warning in a loud voice.


  – What now, Kammie?


  – What remains is to wait for the helper Haimura summoned to come──


  – We can’t just fly to the scene with Maaya-chan’s 《Transportal》.


  – Yeah, I’m okay with Haimura and the others. And I made my mind as well.


  Attention was focused on Kamekichi again.


  – Only four of us will storm: Haimura, Momochi, Ranjou and Urushibara.


  Roars erupted──all at once.


  – What the hell, Kammie!?


  – Even if other members go, they’ll only be a burden. This is my final decision!


  – Since you’re not including yourself as a member, are you admitting that you’re a burden!?


  – No way, THE haughty Kameyoshi!?


  While everyone was noisy, Kamekichi answered nothing and silently headed towards Moroha.


  With each step, the surroundings became quieter.


  He inferred something.


  When Kamekichi stood in front of Moroha, he had an unusual serious face,


  – … Haimuraaa.


  – Yes.


  – Only Takkie-senpai didn’t make a fool of me from the beginning.


  – I know.


  – Isurugi-senpai recognized me as a man among men in the end.


  – Yes, that too.


  – Please… save them!


  Kamekichi bent at the waist vigorously and at the right angle.


  The surroundings got a little noisy again.


  – To think THAT Kameyoshi is bowing to his Kouhai….


  – And the other party is Haimura, his irreconcilable enemy, right?


  – You were that much prepared, huh….


  While hearing such voices, Moroha grabbed Kamekichi’s shoulders and made him raise his head.


  – I like them very much too. Please leave it to me. Kouhais are the errand boys of the Senpais because that’s the law of the universe since the dawn of time… right?


  – … Yeah! Now go, quickly.


  Kamekichi regained his usual mood and ordered him high-handedly.


  Bitter smiles escaped from the surroundings.


  But Moroha was happy. If Kamekichi wasn’t as annoying as usual, it was as if even his mood wasn’t the best.


  It was an emotion that Shizuno was unable to understand, but well, it was all good as long as Moroha was fine.


  They decided the plan of action and just waited for the arrival of the helper.


  Approximately two hours remain──can I endure this sleepiness until then?


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  As the meeting time approached, Moroha headed to Sochi International Airport with all the Strikers.


  There was almost no time to have the helper come to the lodging house to join them.


  The White Knight Organization had already requested the Russian government to prepare a large staff-only room in the airport so that they were not noticed.


  《Transportal》 was opened there and connected to the place where Manako was.


  And the person they were waiting for came.


  A somewhat forced march of three hours by private jet from Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris about 3,000 kilometers away.


  The one that was being guided by the airport staff was a beautiful woman and one of the best leading apprentices of 《Les Éléments》.


  Wrapped in a suit that concentrated the charm of adults, she let her beige curly hair blow in the wind.


  On the other hand, the saber affixed to her hip and the shabby and unglazed jar held in her arms felt terribly out of place.


  – Thank you for coming. Chloe-san.


  – It’s a request of none other than Haimura-kun. If you call me, I will hurry to where you are, even to the North Pole.


  Saying so, Chloe Jallet winked with plenty of playfulness.


  – Actually, everyone wanted to come, such as Zlatan and Blaze. It’s that kind of situation, right? Our Division Vice-Head only let me come first for the time being.


  – Far from it. Just having Master come is a tremendous help.


  – Please don’t call me Master. I feel embarrassed that Haimura-kun calls me that way.


  Chloe smiled seemingly troubled.


  However, her court rank in the 「Cradle of the Sun」 was 《Rham = 3》.


  Nicknamed “Witch of the Prison”, she was an unparalleled specialist with a deep knowledge of Mystical Barrier Dark Arts.


  – Chloe-san. We see each other for the first time in a while, but I am afraid that…


  – Yes, let’s get going without delay.


  Without losing time to renew old friendships, they greeted each other in a rush and everyone went through the 《Transportal》 with Chloe.


  The destination was a thoroughly clean kendo hall.


  As expected, the Japanese government, who accepted Suruga Andou’s request, designated this place in the local police station as an inconspicuous teleport destination.


  Manako, who seemed to be very anxious, was waiting alone, and as soon as she saw Moroha’s face, she revealed her joy,


  – I’m so sorry this happened while you were in the middle of your training camp, Haimura-kun, and everyone.


  – Haha, what is the training camp for? Isn’t it useful at a moment like this?


  At Moroha’s reply, Manako nodded many times as if being really relieved.


  He thought that it was too early to feel relieved, but he didn’t point out such a thoughtless thing.


  Considering Manako’s mental state, probably she had been waiting with feelings of hope and expectations.


  – Anyway, please guide us to the scene.


  – Of course. This way.


  Manako led the way.


  《Transportal》 was also a type of Mystical Barrier Dark Art, and as a peculiarity of these, if many of them were installed nearby, there was a high possibility that they would interfere with each other and have adverse effects.


  Therefore, this police station, which was moderately separated from the private house where the gate in question was located, was set as the anchor destination.


  Moroha, Satsuki and Haruka followed Manako with 《Godlike Movement》.


  Shizuno, a Kuroma, was carried by Moroha, and Chloe was carried by Haruka.


  – You can do it nanodesu, everyone!


  Maya clutched her tiny fists and saw them off.


  This well-behaved angel-chan didn’t say 「Save Mari-onee-chan too nanodesu」.


  Despite dying to want to say it, she didn’t reveal her thoughts in her attitude.


  Moroha couldn’t help but be deeply touched by her bravery and courage.


  In the email left by Taketsuru, it seemed that he rushed in after choosing the moment when Shiba had gone outside. Maybe Mari wasn’t in the hideout. That uncertainty was strong.


  Therefore, they should prioritize the rescue of Taketsuru and Isurugi first.


  Maya also knew that, and Moroha wanted to respond to her spirit.


  – Anyway, everyone, be careful desuuu!


  – No matter what happens, we will stand by here.


  – I’ll be praying for the safety of Takkie-senpai and Isurugi-senpai with all my energyyyyyyyyyyy.


  – You can do it, Momochi! Show them our pride on our part!


  – Good luck, Senpais.


  Maya, Leshya, Kamekichi, Ichirou, and other members saw them off with loud shouts of encouragement.


  Using 《Godlike Movement》 in the city in broad daylight was scary, but it was an emergency.


  They rushed to the scene while jumping from roof to roof.


  They arrived in the blink of an eye.


  Except for being a vacant house, it was a truly typical private house.


  Everyone entered as the inspector, who arrived there behind Manako, got to tell them that nothing unusual had happened while standing watch. Shizuno and Chloe walked on their own feet, too.


  The gate in question was in a 6-tatami mat room that couldn’t be seen from the outside in terms of room arrangement.


  It unnaturally stood in the center of the room.


  With the exception of the Western-style chic wooden door, Satsuki let out, 「So this is a gate, huh」, without a feeling of tension as if it closely resembled a door that could go anywhere in a certain popular comic. Shizuno poked her side with her elbow.


  – It looks unusable, don’t you agree?


  – Correct.


  Manako opened the gate.


  Except for the expert Chloe, everyone opened their eyes wide, frowned, and groaned.


  The other side (?) of the gate was completely covered in darkness.


  However, one could tell that this wasn’t normal darkness from the fact that not even 《Clairvoyance》 could see the back.


  – Are we going in or aren’t we going in?


  Satsuki, who wasn’t afraid, extended her arm and immediately made a complicated face.


  It seemed that no matter how much she pushed, she was blocked, and while appearing not to be able to thrust her hand into the other side of the darkness,


  – You don’t feel anything, do you?


  Chloe said, shaking the unglazed jar that she had been holding for a long time.


  Satsuki assented in an uncanny manner.


  – We 『Cradle of the Sun』call it “The space between what exists and what does not exist”, which is exceedingly close to the concept of nothingness.


  – Are we going to be alright?


  – I came for that, you know?


  – It’s in your hands, Master.


  – Please, I told you not to call me Master.


  When Chloe shook the jar noticeably and with energy, something came out from inside.


  Its size was small.


  It was a cute chibi-shaped, fairy-like golem that closely resembled Chloe with transparent insect wings growing from its back*.


  *TN: Chibi refers to cute miniature versions of characters, and most of the time they have oversized heads.


  It made slackening flapping sounds and floated in the air.


  Satsuki showed a smile free of tension and said 「So cute～♪」. Shizuno poked her side with her elbow.


  When Chloe sat down on the spot, crossed her legs and closed her eyes to meditate,


  『I will see what’s going on, so wait for me』


  The fairy spoke in Chloe’s voice, like ventriloquism.


  And it floated beyond the darkness.


  It wasn’t blocked like Satsuki.


  This happened last year.


  Moroha was set up by Zhixin and Takanashi Kyouko, was imprisoned in the mansion of “The Witch of the Prison”, and was given trouble.


  Moroha (or Flaga, or Shuu Saura) had a personality that if he was deceived, he wouldn’t keep being deceived*.


  *TN: The verb used is in passive form and written in hiragana, and has multiple possible interpretations, so nailing the right translation is quite hard here to be honest.


  It was his nature that couldn’t help but try to reflect on it and overcome it.


  Because of that reason, Moroha (or Flaga, or Shuu Saura) had become a user of Light Techniques and Dark Arts who was second to none.


  In the aforementioned matter, it seemed to also be the case when he was trapped in another dimension.


  Shuu Saura was negative about the study of Mystical Barrier Dark Arts, saying 「I cannot stomach dishonesty」, but regretted being hasty. I want to conquer it, he said, and started to make efforts.


  Of course, the creator of the mansion, the “Witch of the Prison”, was Chloe.


  Since he got acquainted with a specialist in Mystical Barrier Dark Arts, he found the chance and got Chloe to teach him and Shizuno using Skype from her room.


  Moroha and Shizuno were still in the process of developing because both sides were busy and it had been less than a year since they started taking lessons.


  However, even if Chloe’s encyclopedic knowledge and strong memory was something he was very acquainted with, it wasn’t surprising that Moroha first came up with her name as a helper this time.


  How long had it been since the fairy disappeared beyond the gate──


  – Yes, I’ve found a way. I’ll connect to it now.


  Chloe said with her eyes closed.


  – Wow, you work fast.


  – I mean, it was surprisingly easy to find; I’m also disappointed, you know?


  Chloe had a complex look.


  Moroha also noticed it and made him think.


  – A coincidence? A human work?


  – Can’t really tell.


  In other words, neither could be denied.


  If it was the latter, Moroha would have to give himself a good prodding again.


  In the meanwhile, the appearance of the gate changed completely.


  It was directly connected to a Western-style corridor.


  It was strange that such a scenery appeared in the middle of the 6-tatami room, but no one was surprised anymore.


  In the hallway, the guide fairy that was a chibi form of Chloe, waved its hand, telling them to come.


  – Let’s go.


  Moroha took out his ID Tag from his breast pocket and declared in a Natural Stance as if inviting to walk.


  Satsuki and Shizuno also took out their ID Tags and complied.


  The three of them made an exchange. Moroha received Satsuki’s, Satsuki received Shizuno’s and Shizuno received Moroha’s.


  The guide fairy who saw their exchange showed the nature of a magician, or a shade of curiosity in its eyes,


  『What kind of ritual is that?』


  – Rather than a ritual, I’d say it’s more like a charm.


  Due to time being precious, Moroha explained briefly.


  “Arsenal” Arlene’s manufactured ID Tags could reproduce and manifest the weapons that their owners imagined by putting prana or mana into them.


  Putting it the other way around, if the mental image was not enough, it could only reproduce defective objects.


  For example, Moroha was still unable to manifest the true Holy Sword Saratiga on his own.


  However, if he borrowed Satsuki’s ID Tag, engraved her name as the Maiden of the Holy Sword, and used the ID Tag that her prana permeated every day, he could summon it.


  With that kind of self-suggestion, the mental image, which was a bit lacking, could be reinforced. So to speak, it was like a charm.


  Similarly, Shizuno could manifest a powerful golem that Shuu Saura used only when she used Moroha’s ID Tag.


  And in this case, Satsuki was the only exception.


  Satsuki, who had strong fantasy powers──rather, powers of imagination, was able to perfectly manifest her beloved sword no matter what kind of ID Tag was used.


  That was why Satsuki wanted to borrow Moroha’s ID Tag, but she reluctantly had to bear with Shizuno’s.


  『You sure think of unique things, don’t you?』


  The guide fairy, or rather Chloe, was very impressed.


  – Even 『Cradle of the Sun』 thinks of interesting things, such as chanting Dark Arts in Japanese, no?


  Even though Moroha responded cheerfully──his walk was firm and stepped into the gate.


  The moment he passed through the gate, he felt a sense of discomfort as if his whole body stiffened a little.


  It was a sensation peculiar to going back and forth between different dimensions, but it wasn’t that bad compared to the sleepiness brought about by Maya’s 《Field of Dreams》 or the stiffening of his body when he went inside the mansion of “The Witch of the Prison”.


  This was materialization of the competency of the creator of this hideout.


  After Moroha, Satsuki, Shizuno and Haruka──and Manako passed through the gate.


  – I’ll go as well.


  No one disagreed with Manako’s tone, which let even tragedy and bravery loose.


  Satsuki, Haruka and the others said with their eyes, 「We understand how you feel」.


  As for Moroha, he knew Manako’s true strength.


  A top B-Rank Shirogane, the handicap of this lineup. However, she was a 《Clairvoyance》 expert, and was absurdly strong in Savior versus Savior battles and defense. She wasn’t a burden at all. Rather, one might expect her to play an active role in early detection of traps and surprise attacks.


  The real Chloe remained outside.


  If Moroha and company were trapped in another dimension, she should be able to pull them out using this guide fairy as a landmark. They didn’t follow the same rut as they did at the mansion of the “Witch of the Prison”.


  『Welcome to the secret hall, the 9th PSG’s《The Origin》』


  The guide fairy, who led the way flapping its wings, made a joke with Chloe’s voice and tone.


  In reality, this building seemed to have been built by Louise after running away, and Chloe had no accurate information whatsoever. It was only possible to make an inference of the manufacturing process and structure──from the method and logic of Dark Arts──and especially from what 「Cradle of the Sun」 had and called the “Secret ritual of the spiritual body”. It could also be analyzed from the inside by dispatching this guide fairy.


  There might be no concept of day and night in a different dimension, but the inside of the hall was terribly dim.


  The left and right sides of the corridor were caught between stone walls, and there were no light from the windows, giving a feeling of oppression.


  In addition, candlesticks were installed sparsely on the walls, and each time the guide fairy touched one, it was lighted.


  Darkness remained piled up in the back.


  However, since it was a normal darkness that wasn’t something close to the nothingness like a moment ago, Moroha and the other Shiroganes could see through it with 《Clairvoyance》.


  Although it was a straight path, Moroha and the others made progress through the corridor, which twisted and curved at random, while paying attention to prudence and speed adjustment.


  Moroha was at the front, the most dangerous.


  He almost walked side by side with the guide fairy.


  Behind Moroha was Satsuki, who was proud of her toughness.


  And Shizuno followed her. In her hand, the Dragon Staff Nargravitz had already been manifested. This beautiful staff with a crystal decoration on the tip was Shizuno’s golem. In case of emergency, it turned into an ice dragon and protected its master.


  Haruka walked further behind. Despite Shizuno, a Kuroma, having a golem──Haruka was extremely cautious──and escorted Shizuno by having her between herself and Satsuki.


  – If only Tanaka-sensei was at school too. I wish he was as reliable as before.


  Haruka, who walked with the most fear, complained.


  In this period when there was no school, most of the teachers at Akane Academy received induction courses in Tokyo.


  Saying it was nonsense, Shizuno showed interest in it,


  – Since the teacher also has summer vacation, shouldn’t he be able to respond immediately at times like this? I wonder if he should do so and appeal to him from now on.


  – You see, he just wants a decent summer vacation.


  – Ara? 《Saviors》can also request improvement of labor conditions, no? While we are at it, let’s get them to double the summer vacation of students.


  – No, no, no.


  After Moroha, Haruka also reacted to Shizuno’s joke.


  The person inside the guide fairy went on with the conversation,


  『If you do such a thing in the French Division, you will be strangled to death by Charles-sama』


  And made everyone laugh.


  Of course, they weren’t being careless at all. It was a means to remove unnecessary strain, and they didn’t stop being careful about the surroundings. Especially the Natural Stance of Moroha, it was magnificent.


  Therefore, even Manako, who was alert behind everyone, didn’t complain. Given her nature, she didn’t go with the conversation, and her mood didn’t go with it either.


  For a short while, each person grasped their role based on their own traits and what was mentioned above and proceeded in that way without any particular advance arrangements──


  They ran into a large double door.


  Made of antique ebony, it certainly brought about that style.


  Moroha and the others stopped walking and the guide fairy went to investigate the other side of the door.


  It pulled out one beige hair similar to Chloe’s and blew it lightly. Then, the hair became a clone of the guide fairy, which was smaller than a grain of rice, in the air. Moreover, there were about ten of them.


  – They look like Sun Wukong! So cute～.


  Satsuki frolicked again.


  The mini-clone fairies sneaked into the gap in the door without difficulty.


  『There’s no one, and I don’t see any obvious danger either』


  The guide fairy, who remained in front of the door, reported.


  If that’s the case, Moroha said and pulled it open with both hands.


  Inside was quite a concert hall. They were greeted by a way-too-impressive pipe organ right to the front, and Moroha, a commoner, felt even slightly daunted.


  On the other hand, the area around the seats was called a bench or floor, and it was chaotically destroyed. He guessed that someone fought fiercely here.


  After passing through the door, there were balcony seats on the second floor, and Moroha and company looked down at the traces of damage.


  Furthermore, there was a balcony seat in the center, which seemed to be the only one.


  It felt like a terribly unbalanced structure.


  Lastly, a big door could be seen on the right side of the pipe organ.


  Including the door Moroha and company came in, there was no other entrance.


  – Let’s go.


  Moroha carried Shizuno and jumped over the balcony handrail to the first floor.


  Satsuki, Haruka and Manako followed suit, and landed with 《Godlike Movement》.


  Meanwhile, the guide fairy headed to the right side of the organ, made another clone and sent it to the other side of the door to investigate.


  『There’s a corridor in the back too. It looks rather long』


  If they waited for it to go beyond there and confirm it was safe, they would make no progress.


  Figuring out there was no other way, Moroha pushed the door open and proceeded.


  As reported, a jokingly long, straight corridor stretched out.


  As usual, there was no light, and the back couldn’t be seen even if Moroha used 《Clairvoyance》.


  The guide fairy lighted the candlesticks lined up evenly on the walls.


  However, the walls were no longer made of stone, and the feeling of oppression was drastically reduced with the low-key colored stucco on the wooden walls.


  While thinking 「Is it inciting us to lower our guard?」, and 「Is it simply a matter of livability?」.


  While toying with unanswered thoughts, he proceeded as careful as before.


  Up to this point, the search was going smooth to the point it was too smooth.


  However, it was still the hideout of the Six Wings.


  Finally, the trap bared its fangs.


  – Watch out!


  Manako, who noticed it first, warned quickly.


  Right behind Moroha, a stone wall fell like a shutter blocking the corridor.


  And a little behind Manako, Moroha sensed it only by its presence and turned around reflexively.


  A stone wall fell on top of Satsuki’s head. And Satsuki wasn’t able to react to that. The 《Clairvoyance》of his 「Younger sister」 was good at sensing distant things, but its inherent quality wasn’t so good in terms of dynamic visual acuity. At this rate, she would end up being crushed.


  Even Moroha extending his right hand right away, thrusting Satsuki away and saving her was the best he could do.


  Did it happen in a tenth of a second or less?


  The stone wall fell completely, splitting the corridor.


  Moroha was separated from the others, only the guide fairy stayed beside him.


  – Come, Saratiga.


  Moroha pulled out the ID Tag from his breast pocket instantly and manifested Saratiga.


  He made glittering prana run on the blade that was as beautiful as a mirror*,


  *TN: Prana is the furigana reading for white light.


  – Suraa!


  And slashed the stone wall with a loud vigorous scream.


  As he could see, it was an ordinary stone wall, and it was smashed to atoms with a single stroke.


  However, Moroha frowned.


  The figures of Satsuki and the others, who were supposed to be behind the stone wall, weren’t there.


  Instead, there was a discontinuity in space──where the isolated darkness was exceedingly close to nothingness.


  『Be careful, everyone! I’ve detected a space-time fluctuation!』


  The guide fairy warned a little too late.


  They heard that this space was prone to be disconnected, but in this area, variations that were too much to deal with for Shiroganes who had superhuman reflexes and Kuromas who were just like ordinary people were born.


  Moroha received Chloe’s advice,


  – Does it mean that they can freely cut and connect the space inside the building…?


  『I wouldn’t call it freely. If they could do that, they would have separated everyone faster and more thoroughly』


  – Rearrangement takes time. Or it needs to be prepared in advance. Something along those lines, I assume?


  『If they thought of setting up a trap, then it’s a function that does its job, no?』


  Moroha assented while resisting to click his tongue.


  Now he had to find not only Isurugi and Taketsuru, but also Satsuki and the others.


  When the guide fairy pulled out many hairs at once, it blew them and created dozens of clones.


  From the corridor that was cut off, it made them head into the darkness to investigate all at once.


  『I’ll search for the previous path and see if I can reconnect to it…』


  The expressive guide fairy stated with confidence.


  Maybe it couldn’t do it. Or if it could, it would take time.


  – Then, we have no choice but to move forward.


  『Be careful not to stray further from this, Haimura-kun』


  Appearing to be shivering, the guide fairy held on to Moroha’s shoulder.


  Now that it had come to this, even if they were assaulted by a spatial disruption trap, they were not going to get separated.


  Moroha proceeded down the corridor in a fast march towards the direction he was originally aiming for.


  As he rushed with sword in hand, he chose speed rather than safety.


  After proceeding for a while, the corridor suddenly bent.


  Light was leaking from that point.


  Moroha went there without hesitation.


  The corridor led to a courtyard.


  Was it really a garden? He didn’t know. In any case, it was a building in another dimension. However, there was certainly a blue sky, calm clouds drifted, and even something resembling the sun made its appearance.


  And a cool breeze.


  Moroha walked along the path that continued from the corridor while bathing in it.


  Most of the courtyard was a pond, filled with limpid water.


  A number of toy-like islands were floating, covered with field of flowers.


  The path sometimes transformed into a bridge, connecting, running through and extending to those islands.


  It was a pleasant place, making the dimness so far look like a lie.


  If it wasn’t for a moment like this, he would have enjoyed a peaceful stroll.


  (Well, those guys are also human beings, which means this is a place for relaxation)


  Without slowing down, he found a particularly large island ahead while advancing and thinking profoundly.


  A big tree whose name he didn’t know stood like an old gravestone.


  At the base, a strange man was sitting down, leaning against it and downing a sake bottle.


  With the cowboy hat being his trademark, Moroha intuitively knew the identity of the man.


  『If I’m not mistaken, you are “Flash Sword-san”, correct?』


  He called in English from afar.


  Towards him, he also,


  『… I’m surprised. You’re Haimura, right? Oh man, what kind of meeting is this? Hahah, to think this was the parting gift of Louise』


  The man stood up with a truly surprised face.


  He stood on his feet firmly, there was no sign of being drunk.


  『That’s what they call me. I’m Leonard van Percy. I’m excited to become acquainted with you』


  The man pulled out one of the two swords hanging on his waist.


  『Like I thought, neither of us needs words, right? Let’s fight』


  『Oh. I’m in the middle of searching for someone. I’d be happy if you could guide me as we have a chitchat?』


  『Hahahahah, like I thought, there are many interesting S-Rankers. But I’m not buying that』


  『I’m being serious. The reason I’m passing by here is because I strongly get the feeling that it was set up by someone. I don’t think it’s you somehow, and don’t you feel demotivated to be made to fight like that?』


  『I don’t care! If I have the chance to fight an S-Ranker, then I’ll call that good fortune』


  Leonard held his sword in his right hand and communicated his intention that he wasn’t going to let him go.


  He had heard from Satsuki and Haruka that he was an extreme battle fanatic, so it was within his expectations.


  On the other hand, Leonard’s left hand tilted the sake bottle, pouring the rest onto the large tree.


  『… Is that someone’s grave?』


  『Like I thought, did you know? It belongs to someone who just fell asleep』


  『I’m okay with changing places if you want』


  『I’m greatly obliged. But it doesn’t matter. She loved bustling things, you see. Day after day, she had the nerve to play that gigantic organ, and the noise annoyed me quite a lot』


  『Is that so…? Then don’t hold back』


  When Moroha arrived on the island, he held Saratiga in his right hand.


  He slightly moved his right foot forward and threw out his chest triumphantly.


  『That posture is also my own style. Oh my, like I thought, this is scary』


  Contrary to his words, Leonard happily lifted the corners of his mouth.


  He wore a sky-blue prana that looked like it had taken the form of a part of the blue sky descending to the ground.


  Just by looking at the density of the color, Moroha knew that he wasn’t an opponent that would let him win so easily.


  『Let’s treat ourselves to a test of courage for a moment!』


  Leonard shouted.


  As they glared at each other and paid attention to the distance, he skipped all the setups and charged as if being unable to endure it anymore.


  His amazing speed was probably the greatest in recent times, worthy of his reputation as a speedster.


  – Good grief, am I in a haunted house….?


  Moroha put more power into his 《Eyes》 than usual, and met him calmly on the spot──*


  *TN: Power is the furigana reading for prana and eyes for clairvoyance respectively.
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  The coincidental meeting between Moroha and Leonard, and the full particulars of it.


  Amagi Utsuho was able to peek into it through the eyes of “Tír na nÓg”.


  – With the Dragon, the situation will not be the same as when we attacked Akane Academy.


  Using the spatial disruption traps set up in the building, she separated and isolated Moroha from other Akane Academy students.


  “Tír na nÓg” could cut and paste the internal space itself and freely change the floor plan structure to some extent.


  However, structural changes took a tremendous amount of time (Chloe’s and Moroha’s guesses were correct).


  Therefore, Utsuho worked out a plan and tampered with the internal structure in various ways before Moroha and the rest of the Strikers arrived.


  It was all to control the movements of Akane Academy students and confirm the true value of those other than Moroha.


  – Good grief, my brain is getting tired already. If they had told me that they would come, it’d be easier.


  Utsuho complained with a masculine tone.


  If an unknown graduate of Akane Academy hadn’t suddenly infiltrated this hideout, Utsuho would have continued sleeping like a log.


  Because of the 「Spectacular feat」 of said graduate, who seemed to be an acclaimed and outstanding spy, both the Six Wings and Order were in chaos.


  They also took this as an opportunity and showed disposition to annihilate the hideout*.


  Here, they also took this as an opportunity to track down the person they were interested in from among the boys and girls*.


  *TN: “They” is the furigana reading for White Knight Organization and “Here” is the furigana reading for Utsuho.


  In the face of this unforeseen situation, who would take advantage of their quick-wittedness, forestall and achieve their goal?


  It was a very intriguing situation, but Utsuho had absolute confidence in herself.


  As she closed her eyes, used the eyes of “Tír na nÓg” and monitored the situation throughout the building ──


  – Excuse me….


  A voice reached her nervously.


  Utsuho opened her eyelids while finding it bothersome.


  Right before her, a familiar woman stood trembling with fear.


  She was Takanashi Kyouko, the former first secretary of the Japanese Division Head.


  The two were in a dim corridor.


  Doors lined up endlessly on the left and right. All were private rooms allocated to the novice 《Demons》. This was the reason why this corner was called “Residential quarter”.


  It was relocated to the deepest part of the building so that Moroha and the others couldn’t reach it first.


  Furthermore, there was one door at the end of the corridor.


  Originally, it should have been on the balcony of the concert hall, leading to the entrance installed north of Shanghai. She brought it to this “Residential quarter”.


  Of course, Utsuho was reconnecting the path to earth, which was cut off due to Louise’s death.


  The newcomers were gathering in front of the door with anxious faces.


  Among them was the former principal of Akane Academy, Shimon Mari.


  – Everyone is gathered as you told us to….


  As if representing everyone, Takanashi reported.


  – Good job. If so, go outside through that door.


  Utsuho ordered with a dignified attitude that couldn’t be imagined from the appearance of a girl.


  To the point Takanashi, a grown woman, obeyed respectfully.


  – Then use 《Transportal》 and join Shiba. He’s in Tokyo right now. If you call Shiroi, you should be able to make contact with him right away.


  – Un-understood…. And, well, even if I ask what is happening right now…?


  – Ask Shiba for details. I told him everything.


  As if to say “Don’t put me to trouble”, Utsuho denied her.


  It was so powerful that it made her swallow her doubts about how it was told.


  Appearing to be more and more filled with awe, Takanashi went towards the newcomers to escape, chased them away, and disappeared beyond the door with them.


  And as if to replace her──


  A beautiful woman appeared from the other side of the door.


  Utusho welcomed the woman with a friendly attitude that was different from the attitude she had towards Takanashi.


  – You’ve finally come. Get to work right away, alright?


  – Good grief, you sure work your allies hard. If only you let me rest a little.


  – Only a little bit, okay?


  – Thank you, I’m happy.


  The beautiful woman smiled sweetly.


  An elegance exactly that of a femme fatale.


  Her hair was as glossy as the wet feathers of a crow.


  Her eyes were like brilliant lacquer.


  Her eyebrows shaped like a willow.


  However, if one was fooled by her beauty, one would be seriously injured.


  That beauty was nothing but a human-shaped calamity.


  Chapter 4 - The next era of the golden generation


  Eight years had already passed since Shuu Saura was released from the dungeon.


  With his exceptional magic combat power, he recaptured the royal palace of Lenstalfa in one night, but his subsequent reign was forced into hardships.


  The abolition of slavery, which lasted for hundreds (thousands of years at worst), was accompanied by a series of extraordinary difficulties, and in order to reform the consciousness of the slaves themselves from the root, more than one million slaves had to be taught and shown the way.


  In this era, in this world, the only educated class was the nobility, so no one agreed or cooperated with Shuu Saura’s foundational principle of stripping them of their privileges.


  On the contrary, all the neighboring kingdoms turned against Lenstalfa.


  Because it was a problem for them to have the model of a prosperous nation that had succeeded in abolishing slavery to exist in real life. And because their system would end up collapsing.


  Nobles constantly invaded them from all sides*.


  *TN: Nobles is the furigana reading for magicians.


  The army of monsters and magic dolls that they manipulated.


  Shuu Saura wiped them out entirely.


  No one could match him in magic battle.


  – It’s so much easier to just kill them. Compared to showing them the way and teaching them, that is.


  To the point he talked big.


  Shuu Saura, to the public, was pretty much dead during his many years of imprisonment.


  Therefore, it was a great surprise for the neighboring countries that he was once again standing on the center stage of Lenstalfa.


  It was as if a dead man suddenly crawled out of the realm of the dead, took over the kingdom that was originally his own, and continued slaughtering enemy nations.


  Nicknamed 「Lord of the Dead」 and 「Monarch of the Underworld」, he was feared and his name spread with each passing year.


  For the past eight years, Shuu Saura fought half alone in domestic affairs and military affairs.


  Yes, half.


  There was only one person who assisted him.


  The black-haired girl who rescued him from the dungeon and got the name 「Elmena」 from the fairy tale she heard from him.


  She lived with Shuu Saura in the big and spacious royal palace of Lenstalfa.


  In the past, she lost the use of language due to emotional scars and was a very skinny little girl due to poor nutrition.


  With an alluring voice that directly appealed to the hearts of those who heard it, she often told jokes.


  With a feminine body that couldn’t help but fascinate the viewer, she strode gracefully around the royal palace.


  She had become such an attractive woman.


  Only one thing, only her facial expression that didn’t move as if frozen was the same as before.


  Elmena didn’t mind.


  Because he was the only one who could spot the one and only small dimple that surfaced when she teased him.


  Compared to the innocent face she once had, Elmena, who grew up and became ridiculously beautiful, at the same time, polished the intelligence she once showed a glimpse of.


  Though imperfect, she was the only one who kept up with Shuu Saura who was a king in every way and was unsurpassed especially in magic. She was loathed by the neighboring countries, who called her 「Witch of the Realm of the Dead」, and was respected by the people of Lenstalfa, who called her 「Witch and aide of the King」.


  Although they didn’t exchange any social pledges, she was Shuu Saura’s de facto partner*.


  *TN: Partner is the furigana reading for companion/wife.


  That same day, Elmena sneaked into Shuu Saura’s study.


  During this time when his belly, which was swollen from lunch, became leaner, he often fell asleep deeply in his chair with his book open.


  Because he continued to play an active role in domestic affairs, battles and every field, he had been accumulating fatigue that was hard to get rid of.


  A rare and calm Chun-Li. Who could blame him for succumbing to a nap?


  Elmena admired him for a while as his sleeping figure made sure to throw his body in the chair.


  She didn’t know big the age difference was (She didn’t try to ask), but his sleeping face was cute.


  After enjoying the pleasant mood for a while, she slowly and quietly looked in his bookshelf.


  The target, a magic book, was casually put away in the middle of a pile of books.


  Shuu Saura’s idea was that rather than putting it away in a corner or hiding it in the back, it would stand out less if it was hidden in the middle of countless books.


  However, that didn’t apply to Elmena. She, who loved this time when she would sneak in when he was asleep and open a book beside him, read a large number of them one after another.


  Elmena, who took out the book she was looking for, sat down on the floor beside him, and opened it.


  The book, which she was still in the middle of reading, didn’t have anything that looked like a title written down.


  However, the author’s name was noted at the end of the book.


  「Elmena」.


  It wasn’t her, of course. Could it be the girl enthralled by the taboo that became the inspiration for the fairy tale and founded the nation of Lenstalfa? Or was she a fraud? The truth was unclear.


  Anyhow, it seemed to imply that.


  And indeed, when she opened it for the first time, Elmena had her breath taken away.


  The entire text was mirrored, and written from right to left.


  That oddity and intensity were out of the ordinary.


  Also, she couldn’t help but remember.


  That conversation when Shuu Saura was still imprisoned in the dungeon.


  That conversation when Elmena started to learn the basics of magic from him.


  In order to make her memorize the correct spelling on her hand, his fingertips were placed on hers from the other side of the iron bars and taught her 「To write like this」.


  Of course, if he didn’t spell mirrored characters, they wouldn’t be spelled correctly from Elmena’s point of view.


  The girl at the time was surprised at how skillful he was.


  Without knowing too much about it, she wondered that this was normal for a magician.


  Later, when she herself succeeded in becoming a magician, she found out that it was an extraordinary and impossible technique.


  So how could Shuu Saura train and train to spell mirrored writing with such precision?


  Coming across this untitled book, Elmena got an answer.


  By making the magic characters turn around and spelling them, one could artificially make mana run wild.


  As a result, it was feasible to activate powerful arts that were stronger than the mana originally possessed by a magician.


  Certainly, there was danger involved.


  One must have control of one’s mana, which started to act like a rampaging horse.


  If it was a failure of the art, it was still fine.


  The uncontrollable amount of mana recoiled inside the body of the caster, injuring them.


  In the worst case, they lost their lives.


  Even in this book, it was repeatedly warned that the price for seeking power beyond one’s means was too high.


  But──


  In this world, there were people who could not help but wish for it, even though they knew it was a taboo.


  Even the author of this book, 「Elmena」, devised the methodology and left it to future generations precisely because she wanted it.


  The author called it 「The method of reversing magic-imbued words」, and if mastered, a magician could surpass their own limits.


  If investigated thoroughly, they could transcend even human limits.


  It was mentioned in the latter half of the book.


  That ultimate.


  A natural disaster-class magic that even Shuu Saura had never materialized.


  Once used, this land would forever be barren.


  The caster would inevitably die. 


  Therefore, it was a forbidden spell.


  Past the 9th Rank of Magic that should not exist──the 13th Rank of Magic.


  The 「Method of reversing magic-imbued words」 that spelled mirrored characters was the key to get there.


  Elmena had been reading this book for a long time recently in order to open the box.


  There was a reason.


  Big changes could be seen in the movements of neighboring countries.


  In the past, they, who had been trying to annex and monopolize the fertile land of Lenstalfa and attacked sparsely, showed signs of alliance, perhaps they realized the power of Shuu Saura.


  If all the nations concentrated all their efforts and closed in, even Shuu Saura would be no match for them.


  “The enemy of the world” would bend his knees before the “Right order”.


  But things depended on how you looked at them.


  The greatest crisis was also the greatest opportunity.


  What if Lenstalfa won the great decisive battle of the coming century?


  All who stood in the way of Shuu Saura’s ambition could be wiped out.


  (If an incantation is used, it should probably be able to destroy our opponent, no matter how large their army is…)


  This was the reason why Elmena was engrossed in this book.


  (Shuu Saura probably already learned the incantation)


  The proof was that he was able to write mirrored characters freely.


  (I cannot let him use it)


  If it was an incantation that always killed the caster if used──


  I should lose my life.


  If she was her substitute, she would do it with pleasure.


  Her heart throbbed with pain just thinking about it.


  Yes, she could taste the same feeling as when she visited him that day to release him from the dungeon.


  The more forbidden it was, the more sweet and painful it was.


  Elmena lost track of time and immersed herself in reading books with intense concentration.


  It was Shuu Saura’s call that brought her consciousness back to reality.


  – Sarasha….


  He said──


  Elmena had to endure the sensation that made her blood run cold.


  The hand that turned the page stopped halfway.


  – Sarasha….


  Shuu Saura called her once more.


  It was just sleep talk. Incoherent muttering.


  There was no way that he would call her by her real name.


  In his dream, he was meeting with that Princess of War again.


  Elmena’s eyebrows, which shouldn’t move, moved slightly at the clear jealousy.


  In the end, the true identity of the Princess of War was still unknown.


  Shuu Saura in question didn’t know──rather, he didn’t seem to recall the details of the dream at all. She tried asking leading questions a number of times to confirm it, so there was no doubt.


  Also, the frequency with which he dreamed of the Princess of War was extremely low. After living together for a long time, that became clear. Once every few months at most.


  That was why Elmena normally didn’t think of the Princess of War either.


  She usually got to forget the unpleasant feeling of her chest being burned intently.


  For that reason, on occasional days like this, it was so painful that her stomach felt like it was being twisted off.


  – Sarasha….


  (He called her again)


  – Sarasha….


  (Again)


  If she could split herself into a person in his dreams──and someone he would forget as soon as he woke up, how at ease would she feel?


  (I never got to be called by my real name)


  Jealousy.


  Envy.


  Precisely because they had the same name, she felt it was unnecessary.


  So, should she reveal her real name and get Shuu Saura to call her 「Sarasha」? No. Absolutely no.


  If she did so, after that, she was sure that this time she would be unable to escape from the unreasonable but compulsive idea that she was loved by Shuu Saura as a substitute for that Princess of War.


  As Shuu Saura once joked.


  Indeed, that name is really a curse.


  Elmena stood up indignantly and bent her body beside the sleeping Shuu Saura.


  Sarasha, Sarasha, she blocked his noisy mouth with her lips.


  She made her tongue invade his mouth as he was and found his tongue.


  He was pleased with the way she stroked his tongue head-on and caressed it.


  Or, conversely, his tongue was pulled into Elmena’s mouth and sucked up fully.


  While doing so, she took his right hand and brought it to her chest. She was making him enjoy the softness and elasticity that had grown as if being filled to burst as much as he liked, and at the same time, she was getting excited, too.


  (This is punishment for making me irritated with your sleep-talking)


  She condemned him much more daringly and mercilessly than usual.


  And caused him to wake up from the depths of sleep gradually.


  – Whoa….


  Shuu Saura, who was forced to wake up by the intense kiss, was bewildered.


  He didn’t panic, which seemed to indicate the close relationship between them, and Elmena felt deeply satisfied.


  At last, she let go of his lips.


  – What are you doing, Elmena?


  – As you can see, I’m doing night crawling*.


  *TN: Since it’s hard to work around this sentence without making the next few lines lose their meaning, the expression used here is to steal into a girls’ bedroom at night to make love.


  – As you can see, huh.


  Shuu Saura glanced outside the window.


  The sun was still high in the sky.


  – I’m doing noon crawling.


  – Don’t spout nonsense.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Shuu Saura laughed it off and tried to stand up.


  But she didn’t let him. Elmena obstructed him by pressing his chest down with both hands.


  Not to mention she put her bottom on his lap facing each other.


  – Let’s enjoy the rest, shall we?


  – While it’s bright like this?


  – Is that a problem? We’re in the underworld, and you are its ruler. Whatever the truth is, that’s what the world thinks. If that’s the case, why don’t you live up to their expectations and let yourself go wild day and night?


  – What kind of chop logic is this?


  At her selfishness, he wore a troubled-looking wry smile.


  – How can I get you to forgive me?


  – Call my name.


  – Elme──


  When he was about to call her like that, she blocked his mouth with her lips again.


  – Call me properly.


  – El──


  She blocked his lips again and kissed him strongly. To never make him say that name again.


  She kissed him many times until he called her real name.


  Since he didn’t know her real name, there was no logic he could call her properly.


  If she was called 「Sarasha」, in that case, she would experience a different kind of pain.


  Despite knowing that, Elmena couldn’t control herself.


  Affection and people’s feelings weren’t logical.


  She completely forgot that she left the untitled book of 「Elmena」 open on the floor, and kept kissing him.


  




  There, the dream of Elmena came to an end, and Urushibara Shizuno opened her eyes.


  




  Having the feeling that the sensation of his lips and tongue was still there, Shizuno regretfully traced the inner part of her lips with her tongue.


  She woke up, her consciousness still vague.


  Shizuno, who was sitting directly on the floor of the corridor, rested her back against the wall listlessly.


  The focal point of her eyes, which also had been hazy, became clear first.


  Shizuno was taken aback.


  For some reason, Satsuki’s face was right in front of her, and was approaching more and more.


  Since she was kissing Shuu Saura in her dream, no way, was she kissing her in real life──!?


  – W-wait, Satsuki. I don’t have such hobbies.


  After panicking so much that she wondered how long had it been since she was flustered like this, Satsuki’s face suddenly took distance.


  Did she notice!? That was the premature thought of Shizuno.


  *Thud*──


  Satsuki’s forehead was violently thrown against Shizuno’s forehead like a blunt weapon.


  Stars seemed to fly out of her eyes.


  She thought it was a kiss, but it was actually a headbutt.


  Shizuno couldn’t even scream because of the pain.


  – Are you awake?


  Satsuki said with a thorny voice.


  – Yes, thanks to you.


  Shizuno answered while clutching her still dizzy forehead.


  – But can I hope for a gentler way to wake me up?


  – Don’t you agree that it’s your fault for sleeping so soundly at a moment like this!?


  – You do have a point, but why a headbutt? Don’t you normally go for a slap on the cheek?


  – Like my mom says, “When scolding someone, you have to feel pain as well”.


  – … I see. You have a splendid mother.


  Shizuno said without sarcasm.


  It got weird at the same time.


  If Elmena found out that the person she was strongly jealous of was such a bright and cheerful girl, what would she do?


  Surely she would realize the futility of continuing to hold hateful thoughts towards a lovable girl like Satsuki.


  – We said it was okay to take a break, but no one said it was okay to sleep! Think of the circumstances, the circumstances!


  – Yeah, yeah, my bad.


  Shizuno reflected seriously and shrugged her shoulders.


  The current situation was like this.


  Suddenly, a stone wall fell from the ceiling, and Moroha was separated from them.


  Satsuki immediately destroyed it, but he was nowhere to be seen.


  Instead, what was there was──a labyrinth in the shape of a Western-style building.


  When they went a little further down the corridor that had no personality, they saw a Y-shaped branch. When Satsuki, who led the group, chose right by intuition and proceeded there, found an intersection. It gave the feeling of a repetition.


  – It reminds me of when I crept into the Fortress class in Nagano…


  Haruka groaned in disgust.


  – Wouldn’t it be better to mark the location?


  Everyone agreed with Manako’s suggestion.


  Shizuno also brought up a conversation she heard a long time ago.


  A conversation that happened when Flavie Sakho, the Vice-Head of the French Division, was imprisoned in a Fortress, which Sir Edward named “Labyrinth”, and tried to escape on her own. When she came to a fork road, she chose which way to go, and marked that road with a 「1」. Marked 「2」 on the selected road at the next fork. After that, they were sequentially marked with 「3」, 「4」 and so on.


  She tried to carry that out quickly, but when she carved all the way to 「15」, Satsuki gave up.


  – We are not breaking through at all!


  – To think that the shape of the labyrinth is constantly changing like it happened inside “Labyrinth”….


  Haruka ducked her head.


  No one could suddenly object.


  – I wonder if we can confirm it by going backwards the way we came.


  Said Manako,


  – Then, there’s no point in everyone going, so I’ll go take a look alone.


  Haruka raised her hand.


  Whether it was speed or covert actions by means of 《Rentei》, this unparalleled Senpai was qualified.


  Shizuno tied the semi-transparent string she made manifest with the 1st Rank 《Spirit Strings》 around Haruka’s waist. It wasn’t as durable as the chains of 《Bind》, but it had the special characteristic of extending indefinitely until it disappeared after a while.


  If they connected each other with this, even if the structure of the labyrinth changed halfway, the possibility of straying from the others would decrease. It would be different if a trap like when they were separated from Moroha was activated, but if she was hit by it in the first place, no matter how careful she was, it would be meaningless. And seeing that not even one had been set since then, it could be guessed that it wasn’t a trap that could be used casually.


  Anyhow,


  – My mana will last for nearly one hour, so come back until then.


  – I told you it won’t take that long.


  – Be careful, Momo-senpai!


  – Of course. I’ll really squeeze the hell out of 《Rentei》.


  Haruka jokingly said so, and ran back the way they had come in the blink of an eye.


  With that, they had to take a short break in the corridor until she came back.


  – I’m back.


  Haruka returned safely.


  In real time, it took about five minutes?


  Shizuno had fallen sleep completely unable to control herself even during that time, so Satsuki got mad, and rightfully so.


  – So, how was it?


  – Hmm. The shape of the labyrinth didn’t change, but….


  Haruka answered Satsuki’s validation in a poorly articulated manner.


  – But?


  – I sensed someone’s presence. They’re probably coming this way.


  Haruka’s report made the air suddenly tense.


  – A 《Demon》?


  – We should think so. In this labyrinth, they will grasp our position and come towards us.


  Shizuno thought that those without locational advantage will have it difficult.


  – What do we do?


  Asked Haruka.


  She asked if they should go ahead and run away, or go to intercept them.


  – Let’s catch them and make them say the exit of the labyrinth.


  Manako said something radical in a calm tone.


  I’m okay with that, agreed Shizuno, and the plan of action was decided.


  With Haruka’s guidance, everyone returned to the way they came and headed towards the direction where there was the presence of a person.


  Shizuno suddenly looked back at where she was sitting.


  She felt that the vestiges of her dream were still smoldering in that corner where the candlelight didn’t reach.


  (It’s the first time I had that dream…)


  The dreams the 《Saviors》 had of their previous lives were always fragmentary, and the chronological order was also chaotic.


  (Incantations…. To think I was studying something like that….)


  She never knew.


  And why did she have a dream at this time, and one about something that she couldn’t remember until now?


  Why did she fall asleep again and again today?


  (Is it childish to think that it’s hinting at something…?)


  Shizuno couldn’t suppress the stirring in her heart──


  Without confiding in anyone, she followed everyone in silence.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  Satsuki made Arciel manifest, and Haruka and Manako each made their preferred weapons manifest.


  Everyone was aware, muffled their voices, erased the sound of their footsteps as much as possible, and went back down the corridor with great haste.


  The members other than Shizuno suddenly stopped at almost the same time.


  With their five superhuman senses, the Shiroganes must have sensed the presence of their pursuer.


  (At the right corner of that T-junction, just around the corner)


  Satsuki told Shizuno with hand gestures.


  The fact that they noticed them first and the other party didn’t seem to notice them either meant that they didn’t make the effort to hide their presence or were bad at it.


  This was a chance.


  (I’ll ambush them, so I’ll go immediately. Give me your support, please)


  Satsuki exchanged looks with Haruka and Manako.


  (No, I’ll go first)


  Manako’s expression changed,


  (Let me handle them!)


  As if to say so, Satsuki quickly left.


  Seeing the back of her Kouhai for the first time in a long time, Manako gazed at her confidently.


  Satsuki lie in wait for an ambush on the other side of the corner.


  Haruka and Manako also readied their swords a few meters away.


  And then, from the corner of the corridor, the other party casually showed up.


  – Yaaah!


  Without a moment’s delay, Satsuki slashed from above.


  The surprise attack appeared to have succeeded completely.


  However, at the last moment, the opponent used their sword to block it.


  Satsuki didn’t mind it and brought it to a blade lock.


  Haruka and Manako tried to attack while she was shutting out her opponent.


  At that moment──


  「「「「Ah!」」」」


  Four voices echoed.


  They noticed.


  The other party Satsuki had attacked──that tall and slender man was none other than Isurugi Jin.


  In spite of the surprise attack, his excellent skill convinced them.


  – Why is Senpai following us?


  While she was happy to see him again, Satsuki was the first to pout.


  – Taketsuru noticed that you were here. I came to pick you up.


  Isurugi answered while putting his sword away.


  Dignified, he didn’t even break out in a cold sweat after catching a surprise attack.


  – Is Uisuke safe, Isurugi-kun!?


  – Yes, he has a few wounds. Be at ease.


  Isurugi gave Manako a big nod.


  That cool Manako broke down with relief. Haruka hurriedly lent her shoulder.


  (She surprisingly has a cute side as well)


  Shizuno was amused.


  She felt like she understood why Taketsuru fell in love with her a little. She always assumed that he was an extreme masochist who loved to be treated coldly.


  – So, where is Uisuke?


  – This way.


  Isurugi raised his left hand. A lot of things similar to spider’s threads were wrapped around his wrist, and he went back down the corridor while reeling them in.


  That must be the threads made with Taketsuru’s 《Mars》. Their idea was the same.


  Shortly after, the group arrived at where Taketsuru was.


  He was sitting down in the corridor, leaning his back against the wall, looking somewhat exhausted.


  He had a serious wound on his left leg. Also, Shizuno and company couldn’t tell from his appearance, but he had four broken ribs.


  – Uisuke!


  – Mana-chan…?


  Manako was so impressed she was about to jump at him.


  It was none other than Taketsuru who held her back with one hand.


  – Sorry. While I think it’s a once-in-a-lifetime chance to get a hug from Mana-chan, I’m focusing a little right now.


  At the joke of Taketsuru, Manako blushed slightly.


  What do you mean? She asked in a deceptive tone.


  Isurugi answered in his place.


  Taketsuru’s 「threads」 could be stretched as far as the mind was sharpened.


  Moreover, unlike the Dark Art 《Spirit Strings》, Taketsuru’s threads could be moved freely.


  He made them crawl on the floor and go check here and there.


  Taketsuru was currently trying to stretch his own threads around the entire labyrinth, grasp its structure, and search for an exit.


  In the middle of that, he found Shizuno and the others, and Isurugi, who took the place of Taketsuru who was unable to move due to his mind concentration and wounds, came.


  Shizuno and company decided to watch over Taketsuru with Isurugi.


  In the meantime, they finished exchanging information with each other.


  Everyone couldn’t help but be surprised at the fact that he was able to kill Louise Saint-Germain, a wing of the Six Wings. Satsuki and Haruka jumped up and gave a high five.


  – After that, we knew that we would never be able to escape, so we began investigating the inside of the building. It seems that Principal Shimon hasn’t been found. When we first left the concert hall, all we could find was something that looked like someone’s study, something that had a sense of life, something that didn’t, and an empty room. But eventually we came across this labyrinth and got completely lost.


  – Eh, we’ve been in the corridor since we left the hall, but there were no rooms, were they?


  – There was a gap of several hours between Isurugi-senpai’s storming and our arrival. We should assume that the structure of the hall has been remodeled during that time.


  Shizuno answered Satsuki’s question with a guess.


  It didn’t seem like the internal structure changed continuously like the Stronghold class “Labyrinth”, but if time was spent on it, it would get to do as it pleased.


  As they were having such discussion──


  – I finally found it.


  Concentrating his mind in spite of the pain of his wounds, the exhausted Taketsuru made a strong will appear in his eyes and gave a broad smile.


  – Follow me.


  He stood up, borrowed Manako’s shoulder who rushed over without a moment’s delay, and led the way without hesitation.


  As he was, he made it out of the labyrinth very easily (Of course, it only looked like that from the side), and the group arrived in front of the door.


  No, maybe it should be called a gate. It was that big.


  – There’s something over there. Or someone? Even if I slip a thread through the gap, it’s cut.


  – A 《Metaphysical》.


  Satsuki said abruptly.


  Her voice was trembling, but it was an affirmation.


  When they noticed, her body was also trembling. Her skin also appeared to have goosebumps a little.


  – If Ranjou-kun says so, there’s no doubt about it.


  Isurugi carefully opened the gate. Just a little.


  He peered through the narrow gap and peeked inside.


  – It looks like a Colosseum. I can’t see anything that looks like a 《Metaphysical》 from here. There’s a gate on the other side that looks like an exit.


  – We have no choice but to pass through here, but──


  – It gives “We won’t simply let you go” vibes, doesn’t it?


  Shizuno said in unison with Haruka.


  – There’s no other way.


  Isurugi opened the gate with dignity this time.


  Shizuno and company followed him.


  Just in case, Taketsuru used his body as a door prop and held the gate half-open.


  Something such as the gate closing forcibly like in a game as soon as everyone entered didn’t happen.


  But──


  Something sticking to the ceiling fell at high speed in the middle of the Colosseum.


  And screamed with a piercing voice.


  ──I beg you, let me start over! 


  Although they didn’t hear what it was saying, they did get the meaning in their brains, it was telepathy.


  It was a trait of the Archfiends.


  A doll-like monster made from wooden building blocks stood in their way.


  Each part was detailed and the way they were stacked was awfully imbalanced.


  As a whole, it had a crooked shape, and the length of the left and right limbs differed greatly.


  The right leg was too long and the trunk leaned to the left, and the left arm was too long and the shoulders were swelling, causing a twist from the chest up and leaning in the opposite direction.


  ──My life wasn’t supposed to be like this!


  Blocks charged noisily and unshapely with uneven left and right legs*.


  *TN: Blocks is the furigana reading for wooden building blocks.


  When it raised its unusually long left arm, it extended further, bent like a whip and was violently thrown against them.


  – Spread!


  Isurugi gave an order, and everyone fled in all directions.


  The dragon staff Nargravitz automatically reacted, slipping out of Shizuno’s hand on its own, transforming into a long-bodied ice dragon and blocking Blocks’ left arm with its thick torso to protect its master.


  A detonation like an explosion resounded.


  Ice crystals glittered and scattered.


  Just one blow.


  Nargravitz was pulverized with a single swing of its strong arm.


  What would have happened if Haruka hadn’t suddenly grabbed Shizuno and ran away?


  – It one-shotted Urushibara’s golem!? Are you kidding me!?


  – It appears to be the type that has tremendous power.


  Satsuki reflexively grabbed her head and Taketsuru grumbled seemingly scared.


  It ran noisily and its movement speed was slow, but Blocks was hard to look down on.


  ──Let me redo my life!


  And aimed at Satsuki with a flash of its strong left arm.


  – *Eeeeeek*


  Satsuki turned around unhesitatingly and ran away.


  The left arm that was swung and missed hit the ground made of hardened soil, scattering earth and sand.


  In the middle of the eruption of smoke hanging over, another flash, this time aimed at Manako.


  As expected, Manako kept her cool, tried to dodge it, and remained in a nonaggressive defensive stance. She didn’t change to counteroffensive.


  Becoming arrogant, Blocks swung its left arm.


  In the face of that destructive power, everyone was unable to find the right time to attack, they were all in defense mode only.


  Even Isurugi was at a loss how to continue.


  Because Evil Spirit class was tough.


  It consumed satana from its jet-black core buried in place of the heart and regenerated all wounds.


  Even if they forced themselves to attack, it was meaningless.


  If they ended up attacking each other simultaneously, at best they would be unable to fight, at worst they would die.


  Therefore, in the case of the Evil Spirit class, a type like this thing that let its attack power speak for itself, was undeniably troublesome.


  – That’s enough, Momochi-senpai. Thank you.


  Shizuno said and got Haruka to put her down.


  – Are you sure?


  – I don’t know? But this is the moment where I have to settle things.


  Shizuno put her hand in her breast pocket and took out a new ID Tag.


  Yes, it was a different ID Tag than the one she used to make Nargravitz manifest.


  The former was a secret spare given to her by Maya and Mari at the Christmas party long ago.


  Today, she received this one from Moroha and kept it in her breast pocket.


  While tracing the engraved name of her beloved man with her thumb, Shizuno poured her mana into it.


  Threw it into the air and declared.


  – Please, Toutetsu Karasbolas…!


  The ID Tag changed shape, expanded, and made a gigantic golem manifest.


  Its hairy body was nearly five meters long, and it was as heavy and strong as a bull.


  Furthermore, its head was so large that it was extremely distorted, and its face had a strange shape that was neither human nor beast.


  Its fangs were as ferocious as a tiger. Two long turning and twisting horns. A beard hung down from the chin to the ground.


  As soon as Blocks saw that huge body, it thrust its left arm at it as if unable to leave it alone.


  ──Let me start over! I will do anything!


  In front of the strong arm, Karasbolas roared with a voice that was twice as loud as the piercing cry of the Evil Spirit.


  It lifted its upper body from the posture of walking on all fours and stood tall on its two legs.


  And then, when it crossed its two extremely magnificent arms above its head, it splendidly caught the blow of Blocks.


  Satsuki and Haruka cheered.


  – Well done, Karasbolas.


  Shizuno rewarded it for its efforts with a sweet smile and started spelling at the same time.


  Darkness of Ice   Snow Spirits   Lend me your breath, make them freeze and be quieter than death 


  The mortality of the prosperous ones is the divine providence of the world   The inescapable fate given by the law of God


  Like water flowing to a low place   Taking all heat away


  3rd Rank of Ice, 《Freezing Shade》, the greatest specialty of Shizuno.


  She made Karasbolas catch the strong arm of the Evil Spirit, and in that interval, she shot it from the side.


  An extremely cold wave blew snow violently, freezing Blocks’ body surface.


  It froze the joints and slowed down its movement.


  Without a moment’s delay, Isurugi participated in the attack.


  Clad in jet-black satana instead of prana, he rushed forward.


  While following him, Manako, in a calm manner,


  – Is that satana? Isurugi-kun, too, devises new things one after another.


  While following after them, Satsuki turned pale,


  – I mean, I really got goosebumps, but….


  – Get used to it!


  Isurugi raised his wide-edged sword,


  – We are the Saviors!


  It was impossible for Kamekichi to imitate him, to give a command with such presence.


  He made the strong sword that ran past from behind the side of the Evil Spirit flash.


  Whether it was strength, speed or fierceness, his swordsmanship was exactly like a thunderclap.


  He cut the left arm of Blocks in half.


  While the slash was excellent, his judgment was perfect.


  Manako was next.


  She closed the distance to the Evil Spirit that lost the most threatening part before they let it regenerate it.


  They expected this to be Manako’s first time fighting against an Evil Spirit class, but she seemed to be able to grasp the weak point well based only on the information that the White Knight Organization made well known.


  – We are the “Strike”──


  With the sword blade filled with prana, Blocks’ long and narrow right leg was cut off.


  Unable to endure it, Blocks turned a somersault.


  There, the highly-spirited Satsuki sprung at it.


  – for our people, our peace──


  She slammed down Arciel, which she brandished to the best of her ability with both hands, onto the torso of the falling Evil Spirit.


  Satsuki’s 《Venus》 was now guaranteed.


  A very low frequency impact so that it reverberated in the abdomen.


  The power penetrated the ground and caused cracks on the spiderweb.


  Blocks raged in pain as it fell.


  It waved its right arm by spinal reflex and tried to repel Satsuki.


  – and our justice!


  However, just before that, Haruka and 5 《Donrou》 clones cut off its arm vigorously and protected her; a nice assist.


  ──Such is my liiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiife!


  Blocks got angry, cried, raged, regenerated its left arm and right leg and stood up.


  However, Shizuno’s next attack was already in time for that.


  Moreover, this time it was the 4th Rank 《Dreadful Blizzard》.


  Blocks ate the furious snowstorm and was shaken and tossed around.


  When it was over, Isurugi approached.


  The flash of his strong sword with all his strength accurately cut off the left arm again.


  Satsuki, Haruka and Manako were next, attacked once strongly and retreated.


  After multiplying the number of people, each person unleashed their own powerful attack one after another, covering each other. Chained ways of fighting were the established tactics of the White Knight Organization in anti-《Metaphysical》 battles.


  If the opponent was a quick-moving Evil Spirit class, the story changed, but with this lineup, they managed to do the job.


  Among the Evil Spirit class, this enemy was the type that had relatively poor movement speed.


  ──Let me start over! Let me start over! Let me start from the beginning againnnnn!


  Blocks aimed at Shizuno and swung its regenerated left arm.


  It had the intelligence to see that the starting point of a series of combinations was the Dark Arts of Ice that Shizuno fired.


  However, since Karasbolas was here, it defended her against its heavy blows.


  Nargravitz was a pretty excellent golem, but the masterpiece Karasbolas, created by Shuu Saura in the past and feared as one of “The four inauspicious beasts”, was different from everyone.


  Shizuno had great trust in it, leaving the defense to it and concentrating on her Dark Arts.


  Starting a new 《Dreadful Blizzard》, Isurugi and the others launched a coordinated attack.


  The tide of battle was completely reversed and Blocks kept suffering damage.


  Regeneration after regeneration after regeneration after regeneration──!


  – This guy’s toughness is quite something!


  Satsuki’s grumble was also cheerful.


  – They must be someone who really wanted to start their life over again, huh.


  Manako made a harsh comment.


  – Everyone, it is indeed nice that we have some leeway, but please do not let your guard down again and again!


  The conceited Isurugi issued a scolding just like when he was a captain.


  All because the battle had been advancing in their favor.


  (Amazing…)


  After seeing the combat style of his companions, Taketsuru had no choice but to take his hat off to them.


  Since the start of the battle, he had been making amber-colored prana rise from his whole body, but he couldn’t step in at all.


  Regardless of the wound on his leg, the battle level was too high for Taketsuru, a C-Ranker.


  Because he was aware of his own powerlessness, he thought and devised various things, so no matter how one sliced it, if he participated in this battle, he would only be a burden; it made him realize that.


  As a hard worker, he was being made to experience a sense of helplessness.


  It would have been better for his mental state to become scared.


  (I’m really… beaten, huh…)


  He couldn’t help but laugh at the difference in ability and isolation from his companions to the point there was no room for things such as envy.


  Taketsuru graduated, and in just half a year since he disappeared from combat, that much of a great difference had been made?


  He knew that Isurugi was strong.


  ──How to say it? He was so embarrassed, the way the Oni god was fighting while wearing satana was terrific.


  He also knew that Manako was strong.


  In addition to her excellent 《Clairvoyance》, her flawless and stable abilities were exceptional even during the golden generation.


  ──But now, Satsuki and Haruka had surpassed them as Shiroganes.


  He already knew that Shizuno, an inattentive person, was actually one of the best Kuromas in the country.


  (You’re amazing, guys. And pretty important)


  Only the battle time passed without any gross mistakes.


  The color of the core buried in Blocks’ left side of the chest was fading rapidly, it was almost grey.


  (Is it around half?)


  This was the first time Taketsuru had seen an Evil Spirit class.


  He knew that it was tough because he kept procuring knowledge steadily.


  He was afraid of that point because it seemed to be okay even though it continued suffering the unusual fierce attacks of Isurugi and company.


  ──Only once! Just once is fine, so let me start my life overrrrrr…!


  He had heard that no matter how much they hit it, it would regenerate persistently until the satana was completely consumed, but now that he had actually seen it, it irritatingly gave a feeling of endlessness.


  Isurugi and the others were familiar with it, so they continued to hit it silently, but he was impressed that they weren’t at a loss when they saw it for the first time.


  But──did everyone notice?


  Blocks changed its body shape little by little every time it regenerated.


  The very long arm was short.


  The very short leg was long.


  Its shape, which was too small, too big, and irregular here and there, was beautifully and smartly well-proportioned.


  And *Crack*, the satana core cracked.


  Blocks was clad in the satana which furiously leaked out from there as if it was prana.


  Furthermore, the shaping of its whole body was drastically refined, and it was reborn into a form with perfect proportions.


  And let out a piercing cry that was unbearable to hear.


  ──I didn’t want to become a 《Savior》 at alllllllllllllllllll!!


  Blocks rushed towards Satsuki who happened to be nearby.


  Fast.


  There was a huge difference from when it was running noisily with legs of uneven length.


  Since she didn’t expect it, she wasn’t able to react immediately.


  But Taketsuru did predict it.


  – Run away, Ranjou!


  At the same time as he issued a warning, he used 《Mars》.


  Ever since he entered the Colosseum, all the diluted and scattered prana was changed into steel threads here.


  He immobilized Blocks, interrupted its rush and tried to protect Satsuki.


  ──I wanted to be an Idol! I wanted to be a pro athlete!


  Blocks didn’t stop moving.


  ──If you let me start over, I will definitely do it next timeeeeeeeeeeeeee.


  Raising a piercing cry, it easily tore off the steel threads of Taketsuru and grew wild.


  A weak opposition to the point it was sad and that didn’t even buy time.


  A surprise attack that used the difference in speed assaulted Satsuki.


  – Ranjou!


  Taketsuru screamed.


  – It’s okay, it’s okay!


  As expected, Satsuki went into a wide squatting stance, stopped the charge of the Evil Spirit, straightened her knees as she was, carried it on her shoulder and hurled it backwards.


  It was a splendid throw that made use of the opponent’s speed.


  – Hee hee hee. Sure enough, this thing changed its attack pattern halfway through, didn’t it? And Satsuki-chan saw through it!


  – I’d like you not to brag about such a thing, Satsuki. Now I’m discouraged.


  – It just changed from a power type to a speed type. Like with Shaden back then, having more advantages is more troublesome, you know?*


  *TN: Either she misremembers Shade’s name or the author put an N there by mistake.


  Taketsuru listened to the exchange between Satsuki, Shizuno and Haruka in mute amazement.


  In spite of himself, he let out a dry laugh.


  (You’ve really grown up, guys. This is not my stage anymore)


  For the first time ever, Taketsuru, who had been hanging around Akane Academy aimlessly, had the real feeling that he had graduated.


  Satsuki and the others once again tried to bring down Blocks who was now a speed type.


  If the opponent’s tactics changed, theirs would change immediately as well.


  Satsuki, along with Isurugi, flanked Blocks with 《Jupiter》 while staying at that distance.


  Golden prana was placed on the long sword wave and released. Since this was a surface attack instead of a line attack, it was hard to avoid no matter how much proud of its speed was.


  *TN: To make the form of the attack clearer, instead of the attack being like this ──, it’s like this |.


  When Blocks made full use of its regenerative power and broke through 《Jupiter》, Haruka chased it from behind at a higher speed, brushing off and twisting both of its legs.


  Isurugi also pursued it with a jet-black lightning attack.


  Furthermore──


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


  Shizuno fired the 6th Rank of Ice, 《Bright White Frost》.


  An attack of an even wider range attacked Blocks, and a micro-sized arctic hell scraped satana from its core.


  Meanwhile, Satsuki, Haruka and Isurugi evacuated from the area of effect of 《Bright White Frost》 without a signal.


  Even Manako couldn’t keep up with the battle anymore and was stunned at the edge of the arena.


  The progression of the established tactics of the White Knight Organization were said to be tactics that thoroughly transformed anti-《Metaphysical》 battles into operations.


  However, that should have become outdated due to the appearance of a different kind among different kinds called Evil Spirit class.


  And yet, how?


  The current fighting style of Isurugi and the others looked notoriously along the lines of operation.


  Individual strength, coordinated mastery, awareness of how difficult battles were expected to be on a daily basis──all those things stood out, so this could only be done against such a fast Evil Spirit class as their opponent.


  It took time.


  This Blocks was really tough.


  But that was all.


  ──Even though I said I would do anything….


  Finally, the satana in the core was emptied, and Blocks returned to dust.


  As it turned out, it was a safe victory for Isurugi and company.


  He lowered his sword with a calm face.


  To the point Taketsuru felt like he wanted to be immersed in the aftertaste.


  That was what he thought while hopping on one foot and heading towards everyone.


  Suddenly, he made eye contact with Manako.


  They both shrugged their shoulders. All they could do was to duck their heads.


  Unbeknownst to them,


  – Hey, look at that!


  Satsuki shouted and pointed.


  Particles of light were rising from Blocks’ corpse.


  They gathered and took the form of a person like pointillist painting.


  It must be the soul of the 《Savior》 that became the source body of the Evil Spirit class.


  – Ushirotani Kiyoka.


  Manako muttered.


  Gathering everyone’s attention, she replied.


  – It was shown in the data of the Internal Audit Office. She’s a victim of “Invisible” before it occurred frequently. If I remember correctly, she must have been kidnapped three or four years ago.


  – I see! I’m glad she was released.


  – But after being released in another dimension, can she return to her original body?


  Because of Satsuki’s innocent impression, Haruka asked a naïve question.


  In fact, Ushirotani Kiyoka was looking around the surroundings.


  No sooner than that, she flew away unsteadily.


  She passed through the opposite gate to the one Taketsuru and the others entered and disappeared.


  – Could it be that the way to get out of here is over there!?


  – I think so. Things that our naked eyes cannot see may be seen by the spiritual eyes that souls have.


  Shizuno agreed with Satsuki’s guess.


  In that case, now that the obstacle had vanished, they should head over there as originally planned──


  That mood got everyone excited.


  Nevertheless──he and they were first-class warriors──no one let their guard down.


  After all, the opponent was who knew how many times stronger than them.


  The skillfulness of her 《Rentei》 was compared to that of Ba Tekka.


  She effortlessly tossed the orb that she had been playing with in her palm while erasing her presence.


  At that moment, killing intent leaked out a little──no, weakly.


  Because of that, he could sense it too.


  In his previous life, Taketsuru, a master of covert operations who walked the path of carnage called assassination and continued to kill many targets despite not being strong at all, could smell the smell that was a daily occurrence for him.


  Something was approaching.


  He didn’t know what it was, but it was something terrifying.


  By the time Taketsuru thought so, his body was moving.


  He pushed Manako down and tried to cover her.


  No matter how much of a master of 《Clairvoyance》 she was, she couldn’t avoid what was out of sight.


  She didn’t even notice that 「something」, and she couldn’t react to Taketsuru’s surprise attack.


  He pushed her down and protected her.


  Immediately after that, 「something」 exploded.


  With a very short time difference, Taketsuru made it in time.


  An explosive shock swooped down on him.


  While the direct hit was avoided, it had an absurd power.


  His whole body hurt. Especially his left arm hurt. It was unbearably painful.


  The explosion must have happened in an instant, but for Taketsuru it seemed like an awfully long time.


  The storm stopped.


  An unbelievable silence arrived.


  Taketsuru finally noticed. His left arm had been blown off. It must be the result of that 「something」 grazing it. But that much didn’t matter. What about Manako? Was she okay?


  – … Hm… m…. m….


  He heard a weak sigh from her who was pinned down.


  Thank goodness!


  She lost consciousness, but she wasn’t in a life-threatening condition.


  (How fucking dare you do that….)


  With his whole body still numb from the impact, Taketsuru only turned his eyes towards there.


  The outermost edge of the Colosseum.


  The top row of the spectators.


  There was an oriental beauty there.


  She wore an eccentric outfit that could only be described as nymph-like.


  – The fact that it couldn’t even stall for time means that it’s not much of an Evil Spirit class. Is this why she told me, who came all the way here, to work already?


  She said sharply and languidly.


  And yet, her voice was enchantingly beautiful, like rolling golden bells.


  – Who the hell are you!?


  Satsuki looked up from the bottom of the arena and thrust the top of the sword at her.


  – Na Pei-Li. I allow you to call me Kairi in Japanese reading.


  The beautiful woman introduced herself and got up from the seat seemingly annoyed.


  Just by doing so, her whole body was clad in a mysterious glow, as if a halo was shining.


  And they realized.


  The fact that calamities in human form existed──
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  Chapter 5 - The limit of the limit of the limit of speed


  Saratiga’s blade was clad in Moroha’s prana, and drew a straight bright white line.


  Leonard’s sword also flashed right next to it, drawing a sky-blue line.


  In spite of both of them jumping back, there was an exchange of pulled techniques unleashed at the same time.


  Saratiga’s tip brazed Leonard’s chest as he evaded it by going backwards.


  Leonard’s sword grazed Moroha’s forehead as he evaded it by going backwards.


  The speed of both swords was the pinnacle of speed, but only Leonard’s chest was cut and torn.


  The place where the clothes were torn bled weakly.


  Even if the speed was the same, Moroha’s sword was superior in terms of “sharpness”.


  『Fuck, why!』


  『That’s because you’re swinging with just your arms. Your swordsmanship is crude』


  『How are you going to swing without swinging with your arms, Haimura!?』


  Leonard created two afterimages with his tremendous footwork and came slashing at him.


  For Moroha, it looked as if he was being attacked by three Leonard from three sides.


  It was a double 《Komon》 to strike before Moroha made a move.


  『What I mean is, of course, your whole body』


  Moroha swung his sword at the very last moment after having Leonard draw near from three sides.


  It was natural to swing using arm strength. Additionally, after becoming aware of using his shoulder muscles softly, his sword speed increased. After becoming aware of the movements of the muscles around his chest and spine that were connected to his arm strength, he could use them more deeply. His footwork to get to the core of it was important. The movement of the muscles around the waist, which served as the foundation and support of the upper body, was even more important. Even the muscles of the sides, if one was pulled in and the other was pushed out, the rotation of the upper part from the solar plexus would accelerate. If part of the base accelerated, how much would it ultimately contribute to the acceleration of the tip of the sword, which became an extension?


  The accumulation of these details created not only “fast” but also “sharp” swordsmanship.


  Of course, if he was really conscious of every single detail of how he used his body while fighting, it wouldn’t work in combat.


  It took constant daily practice until he could do it subconsciously.


  Moroha, who had been refining his swordsmanship that didn’t rely on Light Techniques all the time with Leshya, was growing without knowing where to stop.


  In the end, it also enhanced Moroha’s Light Techniques.


  Ultimately, a similar reasoning applied to Zhixin and Tekka who became monsters through accumulated kung fu.


  – Suraaah.


  Moroha made Saratiga flash three times with his “sharp” swordsmanship.


  Before the thrusts reached Moroha, Leonard, who was drawing near, was cut off together with the two afterimages in one go.


  『Kuwaah…!』


  Leonard gave up thrusting, immediately turned to catch the sword and put with it.


  The metallic sound of sword clashing against sword resounded.


  Leonard shrewdly used the force generated at the impact and stepped back quickly. Then reduced the distance and tried to start from zero again.


  Without the intention to let him do so, Moroha went after him.


  The stroke of the sword that was made to run diagonally from the shoulder only cut Leonard’s afterimage. The second immediate stroke also was made to cut an afterimage. The third vertical stroke also got an afterimage.


  What a triple 《Komon》.


  Among the Light Techniques that were classified as application, it was a relatively rudimentary 《Komon》, but the difficulty level increased exponentially every time the number of afterimages created at once went up, such as double or triple. To use an easier-to-understand analogy, a normal 《Komon》 would be something that cleared a 5-layer vaulting box, a double a 10-layer, and a triple a 20-layer.


  『You made it!』


  Moroha praised him for failing to bring him down completely and running away.


  『Are you making sarcastic comments, you monster!?』


  Contrary to his words, Leonard laughed as if licking his lips in anticipation.


  『I rarely use triples. You dodge my doubles perfectly, and you have me at your mercy. My pride is in shambles. How dare you make me use my trump card, Haimura!』


  While laughing in a way that seemed to have lost all restraint, he went back to square one and sprung at him.


  This time his body appeared to be divided into four.


  A triple 《Komon》 to strike before Moroha made a move.


  Moroha ignored all──the attacks of Leonard coming from all directions.


  He didn’t care about the details such as being pierced by the four of them,


  『There』


  As soon as he turned around behind him, he unleashed a spinning slash.


  Leonard’s real body was there.


  The other four shown to Moroha were all afterimages, and the real one was stealthily sneaking up on him from behind.


  『Are you… kidding me…!?』


  Failing to catch Moroha’s counterattack, a red line was diagonally engraved in Leonard’s abdomen.


  The cut was shallow. But if he hadn’t jumped back reflexively, if it hadn’t been a speedster like him, he would have won.


  『Far from a triple, you can even use a quadruple, no? What trump card are you talking about, you liar』


  Moroha chased after him and got excited as he slashed at him.


  Because all four bodies shown were afterimages and the real one was separate, what Leonard tried to do now couldn’t be explained unless it was a quadruple 《Komon》.


  Moreover, yes, moreover.


  The real one suppressed his presence and launched a surprise attack from behind. In other words, it was a combo attack that incorporated 《Komon》 and 《Rentei》.


  『You’re an interesting guy』


  His idea was amazing. And above all, it was great to know that he was making extraordinary efforts to realize that idea.


  With generous respect, Moroha thrust the sword at Leonard who escaped by stepping back.


  There was no response. What Saratiga pierced was Leonard’s afterimage. The figure disappeared into mist.


  It was natural for this enemy.


  Moroha in a Natural Stance didn’t panic or act flustered.


  Leonard, who could use quadruple 《Komon》, could create three afterimages in a short interval of offense and defense. Of course, the possibility of hiding a quintuple 《Komon》 and beyond was also considered.


  Moroha re-chased Leonard, who tried to attempt a fresh start by making him pierce the afterimages.


  However, the sword didn’t kill him.


  He just stretched out his weak left arm.


  He tried to grab Leonard by the collar, but as expected, it was an afterimage, and what he grabbed was just air.


  But Moroha didn’t care either.


  He chased after him repeatedly as he was, extending nothing but his left arm again.


  Guessing Moroha’s intention, Leonard showed a sullen face.


  After he tried to knock him down, when he swung and missed and when he made him cut an afterimage, an opening would end up being created. He ended up being led around by the nose.


  If he didn’t think about such things from the beginning and just abandoned his strength and extended his arm, no opening would be made.


  Even if he was avoided by a number of afterimages, it didn’t bother him at all.


  On the contrary, Leonard, who fought with his legs, couldn’t stand being grabbed by Moroha.


  That hand that was just being stretched out was nothing but a threat.


  Therefore, it was possible to break through Moroha’s 《Komon》.


  『You have the nerve to think of bold things!』


  Leonard smiled broadly and stopped running away.


  Using his legs was fine, but because he was too cautious of his way of fighting, Moroha wasn’t afraid. Leonard immediately noticed that and the fact that was able to do something like stretching out his left hand casually, so he made a change.


  This man’s thinking speed was also outstanding.


  However, even Moroha──apart from comparing 《Godlike Movement》──had no intention to lose to his speed.


  Leonard made him grab only an afterimage, and in an instant, he circled behind Moroha and thrust at him.


  He stabbed his heart from behind.


  ──Or so he pretended to be; it was an afterimage of Moroha!


  With the “sharpness” of 《Komon》 enough to beat Leonard at his own game, he circled around behind him.


  『Tchhh』


  Leonard clicked his tongue.


  Since Moroha extended his left arm and presented a silent question, 「You’re running just as I expected, you know?」, Leonard instantly cleared that up and counterattacked, but Moroha read his aggressivity even more and tried to make an opening.


  With a world-renowned thought speed beyond physical speed, he surpassed the best speedster and trickster of the present age.


  Unlike Leonard’s style of firing 《Komon》 repeatedly, Moroha’s style used it only when it mattered. As a result, its effectiveness was great when it was well executed.


  Getting behind him perfectly, this time he swung Saratiga nimbly.


  Leonard, who was caught off guard and the legs he was proud of stopped moving, pushed out his left hand at Moroha while turning around.


  He wasn’t imitating what Moroha did a few moments ago.


  He was clutching an ID Tag while pretending to be barehanded.


  He manifested a shield and blocked Moroha’s slash.


  Unable to hold back the power of 《Venus》 completely, the shield gave up midway, but Leonard, the real one, was safe.


  (This guy is indeed strange)


  Moroha’s fierce pursuit also made him lower his guard for an instant.


  Leonard didn’t fail to notice it.


  Upon regaining his posture with a splendid footwork, he got in close to Moroha.


  He was too close, on the contrary, he intruded to an area beyond Saratiga’s range.


  At the same time, the shield in his left hand changed shape.


  It became a flexible short sword.


  (That’s what Taketsuru-senpai is good at)


  Moroha was amazed.


  Leonard’s short sword approached his throat.


  Just before──the tip pierced through Moroha’s vital points──Moroha raised his left index and middle fingers, and caused protective prana to condense into that point. Then, he deflected the trajectory of the thrusting by making sure he rubbed the middle part of the sword closing in on him from below, and came out unscathed.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Sun》.


  Utilizing the pinnacle of defensive techniques on the spur of the moment, he pulled through the unescapable predicament.


  『Are you for real!?』


  Leonard gazed in wonderment.


  By that time, Moroha had already compactly folded the elbow of his right arm holding Saratiga, and was driving in a weighted elbow strike from super close range.


  Of course, it was a Light Technique. An application of 《Demolishing Fist》.


  『Guhaa』


  The mouth of Leonard, who had been hit hard in the chest, was open, and blood scattered.


  With the power of the blow, his body flew backwards like a piece of wood.


  Moroha attempted to land an additional blow.


  As blood overflowed from his mouth, Leonard transformed the short sword in his left hand into a kusari-fundo with a formidable fighting spirit and threw it violently straight down*.


  *TN: kusari-fundo (鎖分銅) is a handheld weapon used in feudal Japan consisting of a length of chain (kusari) with a weight (fundo) attached to each end of the chain.


  Moroha expanded the range of 《Sun》 to the size of his hand, so now it had less protective power than before, and grabbed the kusari-fundo.


  Using 《Strength》 fully, he hurled Leonard high into the air like fishing with a pole.


  『Dammit!』


  Leonard cursed while floating in the wide-open sky.


  No matter how much of an extraordinary speedster he was, he couldn’t fly in the air.


  This state of not having his feet on the ground was a desperate situation for him.


  However, as expected, Leonard had full knowledge of his weaknesses and worked out countermeasures.


  When the kusari-fundo was brought back, he caused it to transform again.


  He manifested a boorish iron plate about 1 meter in length and width.


  Using it as a foothold, he jumped at high speed and came back to the ground at a speed that wouldn’t let Moroha interfere.


  『How much more interesting can you be?』


  Once again, distance was reduced, things went back to square one, and Moroha scratched his head with a wry smile.


  He very much wanted to win quickly and go ahead, but this kind of match was making him have a really hard time.


  And, honestly speaking, Moroha liked this man who invented this kind of things and fought in such a way very much.


  ──On the other hand, Leonard couldn’t remain calm.


  (He’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster, he’s a monster)


  The secretion of drugs in his brain didn’t stop, and began to feel numb.


  He couldn’t hold his joy anymore.


  (So S-Rankers are like this…!)


  His heart was ringing like an alarm bell.


  (Or, like I thought, is this guy special…!?)


  Thinking so, he suddenly realized.


  This was the first time he sang 「Like I thought」 to himself since he started fighting Moroha.


  Indeed, there was no 「Like I thought」 for this “monster”*.


  *TN: Monster is the furigana reading for beyond common sense.


  Since Leonard always forestalled his opponents with his thinking speed, he tried to hold back reading the movement of his opponents.


  But Moroha was always half a step ahead of his imagination.


  Thanks to that, only he got injured although it was a minor wound, and Moroha hadn’t even been wounded yet.


  Wasn’t the course of events the complete opposite of what he was used to? Getting to keep slashing one-sidedly and never getting hit was Leonard’s style.


  For example, there had been times when opponents like Zlatan and Isurugi who started to use satana were too hard and unpredictable. But Moroha was different. Leonard lost purely in combat technique; he couldn’t do a thing.


  If it was a simple speed or 《Godlike Movement》 level, Leonard would unmistakably win in terms of pride, but nothing worked!


  (Talent… no, that’s not it)


  Of course, Moroha had it. When it came to fighting, he had all kinds of talents to the point Leonard was envious of him.


  However, he was by no means the type that rested on his laurels.


  Slashing with a sword, dealing with a way of walking, making full use of tactics──endless traces of training could be seen behind each one of them. He was backed by ingenuity.


  In his previous life as well as in this world, Leonard had repeated strenuous training for a long, long, long time in order to develop his one and only talent.


  But now, he realized.


  How much effort would a person with many talents need to polish all of them without leaving them to rot?


  This fact was beyond imagination.


  『When I intruded in Akane Academy, there was a young lady whose specialty was 《Godlike Movement》, and looked terribly promising. I could tell from the way she fought that she must have been coached by a very good teacher. I was sure that Akane had good teachers, but… Haimura. Was it you?』


  Moroha only scratched his head and didn’t answer, but his silence was tantamount to affirmation.


  He was convinced. If this kind of monster who made all kinds of efforts and contrivances to win was his master, then he would become very strong.


  (Like I thought, it was the right decision to save this one)


  Leonard finally put his hands on it.


  On the other hilt hanging from the hip.


  On Finisher.


  When Moroha saw that,


  『You’re a guy who loves to fight, aren’t you? If so, don’t rely on that kind of thing』


  He thrust his left hand towards Leonard again.


  While complaining, he showed a Dark Arts stance.


  『Interesting. Are you begging for your life, Haimura? It’s the first time I’ve heard that kind of thing』


  『Well, I won’t get you to stop. It’s dull though, that thing』


  『Enough with the boring talk. Now, let’s treat ourselves to a match, Haimuraa!』


  Leonard drew Finisher and pulled the trigger──


  At the same time, Moroha began to write ancient magic characters.


  Leonard held Finisher above his head.


  The last bullet left by Louise, which could be said to be a memento, was fired.


  A jet-black hellfire instead of the edge of Finisher that didn’t have a sword blade scorched the heavens in a straight line.


  Adding Leonard’s prana to it, it changed into a blue-black sword.


  On the other hand, Moroha finished chanting and spelling.


  – Wandering   Roaming    Drifting, dancing    That shapeless sword   That invisible extra-long sword   Come, ripper!


  Moroha finished writing bluish-white magic characters in the air, flashed with Saratiga, and made 《Breeze Shamshir》 dwell in its blade.


  It was a superb spelling speed.


  Except for Charles, who was beyond common sense, only Moroha, who was also a Shirogane, could write at such a speed.


  Moreover, the idea of choosing the 3rd Rank of Wind, whose spelling was relatively short.


  All this was done in order to keep up with the speed of Finisher, which could instantly activate Dark Arts just by pulling the trigger, and didn’t take much time to make its blade stabilize.


  (He’s quite something. … But, like I thought, it’s unfortunate)


  Oddly enough, both were karma users.


  The only two swords that were equal in this world.


  Leonard was looking forward to this showdown, but the outcome was already clear.


  Moroha got 《Breeze Shamshir》 ready in no time, which was splendid, but in the end, it was only a 3rd Rank.


  On the other hand, what formed the blade of Finisher now was the 5th Rank 《Black Gehenna》.


  It wasn’t a match between a 3rd and a 5th.


  If Moroha was given enough time, then in this game, yin yang would probably be superior, but that wasn’t what a serious match without excuses was about, where both sides gave their all*.


  *TN: Game is the furigana reading for power contest.


  Without holding back or being merciful, Leonard went for the victory.


  (Like I thought, my Finisher has reached heaven)


  While embracing even a touch of desolation.


  『Here I go, Haimura!』


  『Yeah, come』


  Leonard swung down his blue-black Flame Sword and Moroha swung down his pure-white Gale Sword at the same time.


  The sword blades, which were a combination of mana and prana, collided head-on.


  In an instant, a deafening explosive sound detonated.


  The incarnation of both powers killed each other and disappeared.


  Due to the powerfulness of both powers, the match was decided in an instant.


  In other words, a draw.


  『… That’s… impossible…』


  Leonard was stunned and speechless.


  The ending was that much unexpected.


  『What are you so surprised about?』


  With a relaxed attitude to the point that it became the contrast, Moroha shook it off like it was a small talk.


  『Isn’t it obvious!? My bullet was the 5th Rank 《Black Gehenna》. And yours was a 3rd of wind, no!? How are their powers evenly matched? It doesn’t make sense!』


  『It does』


  Moroha replied plainly.


  『After all, yours is a borrowed one, right?』


  Upon hearing that, Leonard couldn’t help but stand still.


  By nature, prana and mana were incompatible, let alone stackable.


  So even if Shiroganes and Kuromas joined forces, they wouldn’t be able to carry out a yin yang like Moroha.


  Finisher, which was made by an irregularity called Arlene, caused peculiar, contrived, supernatural phenomena to make the impossible possible, but still, it just added Leonard’s prana to someone else’s mana loaded into a bullet a little.


  Moroha’s yin yang sounded similar, but it was slightly different.


  Because prana and mana were born from the same human being, incompatible things became compatible.


  And generated synergistic effects that weren’t originally possible.


  The final power of Finisher and taiji was completely different*.


  *TN: In Chinese philosophy, taiji is the principle that embodies all potential things, including time and space.


  Leonard didn’t understand such reasoning, but circumstantial evidence and conjectures led him to an answer.


  Finisher was a hopeless answer that didn’t work against this Ancient Dragon*.


  *TN: Finisher is the furigana reading for “His ace up his sleeve”.


  Moroha said, sighing.


  『Let’s stop this contest of strength. Yours is dull』


  Leonard, who heard him, came to his senses.


  (What did, this guy, just now…?)


  Looking back on his time at the American Division──


  There surely was envy and disdain towards Leonard who had obtained Finisher.


  Was he happy to win by relying on such a cheat weapon?


  Wasn’t it borrowed power in the end?


  How many times was he backbitten?


  Moroha told him 「Not to rely on it」 just now, and he thought that he was just warning him under the pretense of aiding him.


  He was wrong.


  Moroha was seriously giving him advice.


  Now, the words he said a moment ago proved it.


  This was what Moroha said.


  Finisher is no more than a dull thing.


  Leonard’s own 《Godlike Movement》, combat techniques, and tactics were much more valuable.


  An S-Ranker’s mouth said it, not anyone else’s*.


  *TN: S-Ranker is the furigana reading for Haimura Moroha.


  No, it wasn’t. On the contrary. It was precisely because this man understood and recognized the true worth of Leonard, who had been despised by many until now.


  (Why is that I cannot help but tremble…!?)


  He couldn’t stop trembling with excitement.


  But he couldn’t help but be happy.


  『Yeah, that’s right. To think that you finished repelling the bullet I got from Louise; in the end, it sure was a borrowed thing』


  Leonard said with a face as if being possessed by an evil entity.


  He believed he was mastering Finisher, but he was just being swallowed by its power.


  If Moroha hadn’t pointed it out, he would have misunderstood it the whole time, never achieved anything, shot out all the remaining bullets, and lost the wings to challenge heaven.


  Of course, this was a point that could only be made with actual ability, not words.


  Until now, he had fought many brave enemies, and this was the first time he had received such a lesson.


  (The scale is different. That’s why this guy is an S-Rank)


  And precisely because of that, Leonard shouldn’t accept Moroha’s words without questioning.


  That was no different than being swallowed by the power of Finisher.


  Therefore, he wouldn’t get to reach the domain of the S-Rankers.


  He would go beyond Moroha’s words!


  『I’m “Flash Sword” Leonard van Percy. That’s right, I’m Leonard the Finisher user!』


  He adopted a posture once again.


  He swapped left and right swords and clasped it in his dominant hand.


  Rather than simply relying on the power of Finisher, he combined it with his refined combat techniques and sublimated it.


  – Oh…


  Then, Moroha’s expression turned perceptive.


  『Haimura. If you go along with me, I’ll put everything I’ve got into the next one』


  『An early conclusion? Even I couldn’t ask for something better, you know?』


  The rules had been established*.


  *TN: Rules is the furigana reading for agreement.


  Leonard added cuts here and there all over his body with the ordinary sword put in his left hand.


  Even when seeing that eccentric behavior, Moroha wasn’t perturbed. He was just him, calmly adopting the stance he was specialized in.


  Meanwhile, blood was flowing from Leonard’s whole body.


  The excess of blood flowed down.


  He threw away the sword in his left hand, and threw away his trademark hat.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Donrou》──a ritual to reach seven clones.


  He self-suggested the idea of becoming light until he reached the very limit.


  Focus.


  Focus.


  Focus.


  If he didn’t concentrate, it didn’t matter if it was Leonard, seven clones wouldn’t be realized.


  A fraction of an instant.


  A fraction of an instant.


  A fraction of an instant.


  The strongest speedster himself, in that moment, produced every possible thing.


  Leonard’s ferocious spirit burned the sky-blue prana intensely as if bursting into flames.


  Seeing this, Moroha responded.


  To his amazement, he made the prana he was clad in disappear.


  Instead, he caused it to condense between the eyebrows and shone brightly like a third eye.


  He had heard that this monster was able to obtain various information by looking at the color of the opponent’s prana, so probably that was how he saw through Leonard’s intention.


  Nevertheless, he caused the prana to extinguish in the middle of the battle? Was he that much self-confident?


  (He’s a crazy guy with a stupid look on his face…)


  A man who was worthy to challenge with all his might in an offense and defense that lasted no more than an instant, whether he won or lost.


  And the big gamble was with Moroha.


  (Yeah, this is interesting…!)


  He never thought he could fight like this.


  In order to fight this kind of battle, he had polished his strength without slacking off.


  Haimura Moroha’s ability made him believe so!


  (Let’s go. This time, to the other side of heaven)


  Leonard pressed against himself the missing blade of Finisher.


  And pulled the trigger.


  《Decrease Weight》, which was loaded as a bullet, was activated.


  Leonard’s weight was reduced to near zero.


  He made the final preparations──and ran.


  Using the power of Dark Arts, Leonard’s speed, which entered a pseudo-Tekka-like realm of supernatural beings, combined with the swiftness of his own strength, exhibited a speed that could be said to be beyond common sense.


  From there, with powers of concentration that had been polished and polished, he made his speed explode further.


  And activated 《Donrou》, an applied skill that mustered all of his own 《Velocity》 in a split second*.


  *TN: Velocity is the furigana reading for Godlike Movement.


  That number, in fact, was twenty-seven.


  They surrounded Moroha from twenty-seven directions and slashed at him at the same time.


  The brandished sword blade was strange.


  By pulling the trigger four times, all the loaded bullets were caused to manifest as blades.


  Full power Finisher combined four great magics: 《Blizzard》, 《Hydro Serpent》, 《Thunderhead Spirit》and 《Tempest Djinn》.


  Exactly like Finisher*.


  *TN: In this case, while it makes a reference to the sword, it’s more like a thing/person that makes things come to an end.


  If used recklessly like this, it would break in an instant.


  But keeping it even for an instant was enough.


  It was an instant.


  Leonard put everything into that instant, to the extent that nothing more would come out even if it was turned upside down.


  (I’m sorry, but I’ll take the privilege to go one step ahead, Isurugi!)


  He asked for an answer to see if the solution he gave would go beyond S-Rank or not.


  As expected, Moroha──didn’t move.


  It wasn’t that he couldn’t move.


  – Kaaah!!


  A very loud breath resembling a lion’s roar.


  In an instant, he made prana rise from his whole body.


  Its bright brilliance was exactly like 「Sirius」.


  In an instant, he caused his protective prana to explode and exerted 《High Durability》 fully.


  Ancestral Arts Light Technique, 《Moon》.
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  With that, it was over.


  Responding to Leonard, Moroha gave his all in an instant, and endured and survived the twenty-seven continuous attacks of Finisher.


  His firmness was just like that of a large mountain.


  If the timing was even slightly off, Moroha would have surely died.


  Leonard poured all of his power into layering strength on a single point in an instant, and Moroha did everything in his power to mesh the moment to that one point.


  Unusual insightfulness. And courage.


  『I lost』


  Leonard admitted heartily.


  『If this had happened before Edward showed me 《Pattern》, I’m sure I would have been in danger*』


  *TN: Pattern is the furigana reading for Moon.


  Moroha swung his sword diagonally down.


  Leonard’s consciousness was torn to pieces by 《Saturn》.


  He no longer felt the need to resist.


  Was it benevolence?


  Waking up felt extremely refreshing.


  Before he knew it, he was sleeping, leaning against the root of the large tree that served as Louise’s grave marker.


  It seemed that he was carefully carried by Moroha.


  Even his cowboy hat had been picked up.


  Of course, Moroha was nowhere to be seen.


  『Aa〜〜〜, I’m tired〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜』


  Leonard spread both arms and stretched in a big way.


  He gazed absentmindedly at the fake sky while being struck by the cool breeze mixed with water vapor that ran between the islands.


  Normally, he would have started to think about how to fight next, or how to get revenge long ago.


  But nothing came to mind, as if his heart was pierced suddenly.


  He definitely thought of himself as a battle enthusiast with an inexhaustible fighting spirit.


  He was satisfied.


  He felt he had had enough.


  He had exhausted his will to fight for the rest of his life (or more if his past life was also included?).


  Because that boy took that much,


  『Like I thought, he was a hell of a guy』


  Leonard closed his eyelids again.


  And just rested for a while. His tired body needed it.


  But the nickname of “Flash Sword” had decided to sleep here forever, at the base of this large tree.


  Moroha hurried.


  Having defeated Leonard, he crossed the bridge, went from island to island, and went to the courtyard on the other side.


  The guide fairy that had shrewdly evacuated came back and perched on his shoulder.


  『It was an amazing fight, wasn’t it?』


  – I think so. Chloe-san thinks that as well?


  『I’m sorry. Actually, I didn’t see anything』


  – Haha, it’s not a surprise.


  While cracking jokes with each other, they found another doorway leading to a corridor at the end of the courtyard.


  The scenery changed to that of a Western-style building, and Moroha felt that he 「was finally back」, and walked even faster.


  However, beyond that was a labyrinth with a series of uncharacteristic corridors and fork roads.


  – This really stupid nuisance again…


  Moroha grinded his teeth out of anger.


  『You should sit down for a moment』


  As soon as the guide fairy said so, she created a whole lot of mini fairies.


  『At any rate, we can’t advance at random, so while they explore the structure of the labyrinth, I’ll begin to scrutinize the structure of the estate itself』


  – If possible, prioritize finding a way to join everyone.


  『Of course』


  The guide fairy gave a playful wink as though a person was inside.


  Moroha believed her and sat down on the spot with a thump.


  If he didn’t do that, he wouldn’t be able to sit still with anxiety. He couldn’t help but be in Natural Stance.


  Because he fought against such a formidable enemy just now.


  Once again, he was reminded that this was the den of the Six Wings, and when he wondered if everyone was safe, a bad feeling crossed his chest.
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  The beautiful woman, who called herself Pei-Li, was completely unfathomable.


  She wasn’t clad in prana.


  She wasn’t clad in mana either.


  She just emitted a mysterious light like moonlight from her head, hands and feet.


  From the stands in the Colosseum, from the highest place, she lightly came to the arena with a single leap and landed in a motion that didn’t let one feel her weight.


  If she was a Shirogane, she could pull off that much, but….


  (Who the hell is she?)


  Satsuki, unable to stand the eeriness, glared at the beautiful woman wearing excessively frilly old-fashioned clothes.


  However, she heard unexpected words from one of her companions.


  – Kairi… are you perhaps Kairi Senjo*?


  *TN: The kanji used is 仙女 (fairy, nymph, sprite), but I don’t feel any of them fits well in this case. A literal translation would be immortal/wizard/supernatural woman.


  It was Isurugi.


  With an easy-going attitude, Kairi,


  – Certainly. However, how do you know me so well?


  – … For a period of time, I apprenticed myself to Lu Zhixin.


  – Kuku, that talkative boy, he never does anything right. But well, now I can see why you’re clad in something like satana.


  – Eh, so this person is an immortal just like Tekka-san!?


  Haruka was astonished, and let out a hysterical voice.


  – That’s also correct. Tekka is my old man*.


  *TN: man is the furigana reading for husband. Also, old is used here as “he was my man 10 years ago”.


  With a beautiful voice like ringing a golden bell, Kairi smiled sweetly.


  – Is Kairi Senjo-sama a wing of the Six Wings?


  Shizuno asked provocatively.


  Right next to her, Karasbolas squared its shoulders and threatened Kairi.


  – Kukuh, are your eyes so bad that you see me as such, young girl?


  – I see. Then, there’s no reason for us to fight, is there?


  Shizuno pretended to avert her gaze as if she had lost interest, and glanced behind her.


  Even though Taketsuru lost an arm, he was desperately trying to take Manako, who had lost consciousness, out of the arena.


  – Kukuku, fear not, I will turn a blind eye to those two. I’m sorry, it looks like I was wrong.


  Kairi said something strange. What did she mean by wrong?


  While Satsuki was wondering, Isurugi focused on another part of Kairi’s words,


  – It sounds as if you don’t have the intention to turn a blind eye to the four of us.


  – You are correct again. I’m not inclined to do it, but it’s an order of my lord. They are among you, you know*?


  *TN: She speaks in a vague manner, so there’s no mention of who she is talking about, so I’ll leave it as the default plural when referring to people of unknown identity.


  What is she talking about?


  Satsuki wondered, but she didn’t have time to ask.


  Kairi thrust her right hand into the wide sleeve of her opposite arm.


  From there, like a magic trick, a single stick was pulled out.


  – What do you think? This is Paopei, a fire-pointed polearm. Doesn’t it look brave at a glance?


  Kairi held it up proudly.


  – Even if you tell me what I think, it looks like an ordinary stick.


  – Well, this is my very young invention to make you drop your guard.


  Kairi said jokingly.


  Furthermore, from a distance that was still far away towards Satsuki, she swung down the stick that seemed unlikely to reach.


  The reason why that movement looked funny was because Senjo’s form exposed her inexperience.


  Unlike Tekka, Senjo didn’t seem to have martial arts experience.


  On the contrary, she confused Satsuki’s intuition.


  Although she was an amateur, Senjo was definitely on par with Shiroganes in terms of fighting speed.


  There was too much of a difference between the slowness expected from her form and the actual speed, and Satsuki’s 《Clairvoyance》 couldn’t capture the trajectory of the downward swing. It was by no means a result of her carelessness.


  – Chitsu!


  Kairi made a quick sound in her mouth.


  Immediately, a blue flame jetted out like a gas burner from the tip of the stick she was holding.


  It was also quite long, and it was more than enough to reach even Satsuki.


  She was unable to see the trajectory of it being swung down.


  And the flame tip could not be stopped with Arciel.


  Satsuki had no choice but to endure it with 《Anti-Magic》.


  – It’s hooooot〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜〜.


  And made her raise a pitiful and unladylike scream.


  However, wearing a rather surprised face, Kairi,


  – You’re quite something to get away with burns of that degree.


  While looking at her intently,


  – Kuku, interesting. how long can you withstand my fire-tipped polearm? You’ve got my attention; this is worth seeing.


  She poked her continuously with a lively voice.


  Satsuki had no choice but to turn all of her prana into 《Anti-Magic》 and endure it somehow.


  If it was one-on-one, it would be impossible──


  – You might be an immortal, but you’re very different from Tekka-san, you sadist!


  Haruka cut her way into Kairi’s position from the side, flashed her sword as she passed by, and cut off the wrist of both hands holding the polearm.


  Furthermore,


  – Oooh!


  Isurugi, his sword above his head, slashed her from behind together with a fighting shout.


  The strong sword entered vertically from Kairi’s right shoulder, cutting it open and reaching up to her chest.


  If she was a Shirogane, unless she turned all of her prana into 《Inner Life》, she would die; a fatal wound was inflicted.


  Both Haruka and Isurugi kept their distance and remained on their guard after hitting.


  The reason why both of them were looking tense was that if they didn’t do so, it would feel undeniably anticlimactic and they would end up losing motivation.


  In the past, Tekka never let Moroha touch him, but Senjo….


  – Guys, isn’t three on one cowardly?


  She was mortally wounded and was smiling calmly.


  On the contrary, an abnormal phenomenon that no one had ever seen occurred.


  The hands of Kairi that Haruka cut off.


  The deep shoulder wound of Kairi that Isurugi cut in two.


  As if playing a video fast-backwards, they regenerated perfectly──no, they were restored.


  Aside from watching it on TV, to be forced to take a straight look at the bizarre phenomenon in reality was an indescribably grotesque sight.


  If this was the case, even if an arm was cut off, it would regenerate like a lizard’s tail; even the regeneration of the Evil Spirit class had more charm.


  – What the hell is she!?


  – I introduced myself as Kairi, right? If you prefer, I allow you to call me jiĕjie intim──*


  *TN: jiĕjie means older sister in Chinese.


  Shizuno didn’t let her talk until the end. 


  《Freezing Shade》 was completed, and a blizzard froze her.


  Kairi’s whole body was covered with frost, she looked like a pure-white doll.


  However, she was restored to her original state in the blink of an eye. Everything that was covered with frost vanished as if it hadn’t existed from the beginning.


  – No matter how summer it is, it is a bit too cool. I ask you to adjust it a little more.


  Kairi laughed pleasantly.


  As if──


  The universe said it was absurd, that it didn’t make sense for Senjo to be harmed.


  Satsuki and Haruka couldn’t help but be stunned.


  – Don’t falter!


  What would have happened if Isurugi hadn’t reprimanded them?


  While cutting his way into the enemy with resolution and showing an example,


  – Although called Senjo, she’s like a 《Metaphysical》 whose body is made of satana! In short, she’s the same as the Evil Spirit class! If we keep attacking, she should die sooner or later!


  2, 3 strokes, Isurugi hacked her to pieces with his strong sword.


  Kairi’s body was ominously chopped up, but she immediately restored it from the start.


  – Understood, captain!


  – I’m the school principal now.


  Satsuki and Haruka suppressed their screams, believed Isurugi’s words, and rushed in.


  – My, my, you children don’t even know the effects of war.


  Contrary to her words, Kairi put the fire-pointed polearm back into the sleeve like a magic trick while being amused.


  In its place, she took out a single sword.


  It was a Chinese-style sword, with both a rustic workmanship and a conversely extravagant decoration.


  – Next is Paopei, the blue-sky sword!


  Like a sword dance, Kairi swung the sword to a place in the wrong direction.


  – Chitsu!


  She recited sharply again, maybe it was the activation signal of Paopei.


  (What’s next? Cold air? Lightning? Earthquake?)


  Satsuki prepared herself for whatever came her way.


  It worked.


  Suddenly, something appeared from nowhere.


  It was a sword blade that looked exactly like the blue-sky sword. And three of them. She was surrounded.


  Satsuki repelled one with Arciel, and caught the other two that came attacking her on their own with 《High Durability》 that she concentrated on her left shoulder and right flank.


  When she noticed, Isurugi was also surrounded by four swords that emerged out of thin air, and Haruka was surrounded by five; they were under attack.


  – Nuuh!?


  – Uhyaah.


  Isurugi shot them down with black lightning that he shot in all directions and Haruka let only afterimages be cut and ran away.


  – Kukuku, did you understand my difficult position?


  Kairi continued the sword dance.


  Along with that movement, blades appeared one after another from nothing and attacked Satsuki and the others.


  It was like they were being attacked by a group of Shiroganes.


  – I don’t know if it’s Paopei or shumai, but what’s with this display of weird weapons!?


  – That’s just two, so it’s probably not a display. And there are 5 additional light stones.


  – Don’t say unnecessary things, Satsuki!


  – Ouch, how is it my fault!?


  Even if she wanted to hold her head, she couldn’t make great efforts to deal with the blades that slashed at her one after another.


  On top of that, there was Paopei that Kairi had newly released.


  – Chitsu!


  The five round stones that had been strung together became gigantic very fast in the air, almost as big as bowling balls. Each emitted a different colored light: red, blue, white, yellow and green, then separated and attacked.


  The white stone flew towards Satsuki.


  Due to being surrounded by swords emerging out of thin air, she had no time to dodge it.


  With no other option, she concentrated 《High Durability》 and was hit in the middle of the torso.


  The impact was much stronger than expected, and her body bent in the shape of the hiragana character く.


  The unpleasant sound of ribs cracking.


  She was blown backwards and slammed against the perimeter wall of the arena.


  Satsuki wasn’t the only one. Isurugi, who was attacked both by the red and blue stones, experienced the same thing. Even if he evaded them with an Inverse 《Godlike Movement》 once, they bent their trajectory and chased him persistently.


  As expected of Haruka, no matter if the green stone came flying at her, she continued to dodge it as well as the countless blades.


  And Shizuno straddling Karasbolas’ back.


  This slow-looking golem was surprisingly agile, going around the arena at a speed that was enough to shake off the blades created by the blue-sky sword, and flinging them off with its strong arms.


  And also knocked back the flying yellow stone all at once, protecting Shizuno.


  In the meantime, Shizuno’s great magic was completed.


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


  A freezing power that wasn’t the maximum power that Shizuno could use now.


  The 6th, which consumed quite a lot of satana from Blocks, confined Kairi in an ice coffin.


  Even Kairi would need time to restore from there.


  Due to the sword dance stopping, all the blades that the blue-sky sword made manifest disappeared.


  Only the five light stones were moving, this was a good opportunity.


  Satsuki and Isurugi recovered and attacked with Haruka.


  With 《Venus》 that employed all their might, they smashed together the coffin where Kairi was frozen in ice.


  – We did it, didn’t we!?


  Satsuki made a triumphant pose.


  Even the Evil Spirit class died out at that point if their core was destroyed.


  – Kukukuku, I see, I see.


  Only Kairi’s laughter resounded in the air from nowhere.


  Her shattered body was slowly restored.


  Satsuki and Haruka turned pale, and even Isurugi couldn’t hide the tip of the sword shaking in agitation.


  – Well done, you guys. Well, the Evil Spirit class shouldn’t be an opponent for you.


  Kairi, who accomplished a complete restoration, made her right hand get in the opposite cuff.


  She took out a new Paopei as a substitute for the smashed blue-sky sword.


  It was a Chinese-style handbell made of copper.


  – Rakkonshou──Chitsu!*


  *TN: Rakkonshou (落魂鐘), literal translation would be Fall Spirit Bell.


  While making the five light stones guard the surroundings, Kairi, with an elegant way of moving her hands, rang the bronze bell.


  A cacophony enough to make the body hair stand on end resounded.


  They were tormented by a pain that felt as if it pierced the eardrums and hit the brain directly.


  It was as if they were being tortured.


  Satsuki was forced to kneel on the spot and clutch her forehead; she barely endured it with a fully powered 《Anti-Magic》.


  Isurugi was experiencing the same.


  However, Haruka’s 《Anti-Magic》 couldn’t withstand it and she screamed and writhed in pain.


  To say nothing of Shizuno who wasn’t a Shirogane, she…!


  The all-surrounding attack by means of sound could not be prevented even by Karasbolas.


  Shizuno let out a faint scream and fell down from its back as if collapsing.


  And immediately fainted on the ground.


  Shizuno’s fire support, which was the starting point for everyone’s cooperation, whether it was in the battle with Blocks or this opponent, Kairi Senjo, now could no longer be expected.


  It was certainly a hopeless situation.


  Was Senjo an opponent that could really be defeated? Was she the same as the Evil Spirit class? A display of her questionable immortal nature was made──


  Then she took out troublesome Paopei one after another.


  If Satsuki possessed an ordinary kind of mentality, her mind would have broken long ago.


  (But I’ll never give up!)


  Enduring the pain, Satsuki stood up again.


  (Because I’m Moroha’s younger sister!)


  She clenched her teeth and charged.


  She fired 《Jupiter》 from afar.


  Drawing a wind of destruction, Kairi’s slender body shook.


  In any case, even if it was restored right away, the sound of the Rakkonshou would stop, albeit for a moment.


  Isurugi and Haruka didn’t miss that moment.


  – Oooh….


  Isurugi collectively repelled the bodyguards, the green and red stones, and diagonally cut Kairi’s body in two immediately after.


  – Haaah…!


  Haruka slipped past the blue and yellow stones, and before the body bisected by Isurugi was restored, she aimed at the Rakkonshou and attacked it.


  Using all her might, she tried to destroy it completely with 《Donrou》.


  But the price was great.


  Haruka was hit hard from the side by the white stone, and her slender body was thrown into the air.


  She crashed, still moving around, and in the end, she stopped moving with a twitch.


  Manako, Taketsuru, Shizuno, Haruka──her precious companions suffered damage one after another.


  Kairi restored her bisected body as if nothing had happened.


  While laughing pleasantly, she searched inside her sleeve to take out a new Paopei.


  Satsuki was already──


  Already──


  – AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH.


  While screaming and tearing out her throat, she charged recklessly.


  Chapter 6 - And then, the nightmare manifested


  A rural area where one could see beyond the horizon.


  The proof of the good harvest in the Kingdom of Lenstalfa.


  It had been cruelly trampled on now.


  An unbelievably large army was closing in.


  The number and number and number of magic puppets, magic beasts and even slaves used as meat shields──that seemed to fill the horizon and beyond──or at least, that was how it was reflected in Elmena’s eyes.


  Of course, there were thousands of nobles as well*.


  *TN: Nobles is the furigana reading for magicians.


  In this world, in this age, a destructive force that could only be handled by the chosen ones called magic existed. In a single battle, it was common knowledge that at most several dozen nobles would compare their skills. Right now, she was trying to comprehend how irrational the large army that was facing her was.


  As expected, it was nothing more than the Super Alliance of Nations formed to unite countries and defeat the “enemy of the world” Shuu Saura.


  Elmena, who would square off against the army alone, had never been so grateful for her own face, which couldn’t smile as freely as she did today. Otherwise, she would have stop giving a stiff smile long ago.


  On the back of Toutetsu Karasbolas, which she borrowed without permission from Shuu Saura, she was forced to try hard to control the trembling of her hands strenuously.


  And she left the royal palace alone in order to destroy the Army of the Super Alliance of Nations without permission.


  (I’ve only got one chance…)


  She managed to continue keeping her throat, which was dry from tension, wet with her saliva.


  Casting spells was necessary to exercise magic.


  To say nothing of the ultimate magic that would be used in a moment.


  Elmena came to this land alone to unleash an incantation.


  Using mirror writing, thirteen lines of huge, precise, complicated and mysterious magic characters must be put into written form perfectly to make it succeed.


   Otherwise, her mana and life force, which she caused to rampage, would simply be wasted, and Elmena would just die.


   


  In that untitled book of 「Elmena」, it was also written the following:


   


  In the distant past, in a country far to the west, a king who was troubled by desertification had a plan, to order his subjects and make them manifest a lake using an incantation of water. 


  However, the great magicians from all over the country──those who could even reach the 7th Rank at will, attempted it over a dozen times, but none of them succeeded, and simply lost their lives. 


   


  (The fact that I can’t experiment and try it, it sure is difficult)


  The unique nature of incantations, that you lost your life if used, made the problem extremely complicated.


  It truly was a hopeless situation!


  (Well, even if I hesitate, it’s only going to get scarier…)


  Elmena made up her mind.


  Go but die, or run away but die. Since she would die anyway, this life would only be used for Shuu Saura and die.


  What motivated her was her earnest and single-minded love for him.


  And her real nature took perverted rapture in sacrificing herself for him.


  Even at this very moment, the taste of the taboo was really sweet and beautiful.


  – I will not let you approach the underworld of my master!


  She thrust her hand that had stopped trembling at the large army.


  Elmena breathed in to spell and chant.


  And yet, alas, how merciless the god of fate was…!


  A call from far behind reached her ears.


   


  – Elmena!


   


  The cry of the man she loved echoed.


  Her hand, still thrust, began to tremble again.


  This was regret. The determination she finally had wavered. The impulse to want to rant and rave at the whole world, saying 「Why don’t you leave us alone!?」.


  She grabbed her right wrist with her left hand, trying to keep her fingertips from trembling.


  – Elmena!


  She continued hearing Shuu Saura’s call.


  (No. That is not my name)


  She tried to persuade herself, and overcame the growing regrets.


  – Elmena!


  Even the sound of Shuu Saura’s scream was endearing, and continued to pull the hair on the back of her head.


  She wanted to plug her ears.


  But if she did so, she wouldn’t be able to write; what a dilemma.


  – Elmena!


  His voice drew near.


  At terrifying speed. Unbelievably fast.


  – Elmena!


  Finally, above her head.


  She looked up in amazement.


  Mounted on a winged tiger, Shuu Saura began to circle and descend.


  The final one of his masterpiece golems, which would later be called “The Evil Four”.


  It was supposed to still be in the making, but as expected of him who completed it before this crucial match.


  Shuu Saura landed on the ground to block her front.


  Now she couldn’t use the incantation anymore. Even he would end up being swallowed up.


  – Elmena! I know what you’re planning. And there’s no need for you to die.


  – Shuu Saura! Then, what are just two people going to do against such a large army?


  They yelled at each other assiduously, on the brink of cursing at each other.


  – You weren’t the only one who was researching incantations.


  – Stop! You are not going to use it! I just cannot stand the fact that you will die!


  – You idiot! Who do you think I am?


  Smiling fearlessly, he pulled the reins and made the mount’s head turn towards the army.


  – I’m Shuu Saura, King of the Underworld. Having died once, I’ve got no life left to lose.


  Then, he started chanting sonorously.


  And began to write calmly.


  13 lines of magic characters in total.


  Characters that weren’t flipped from left to right.


  Elmena gasped.


  If he didn’t let his mana run wild, he certainly wouldn’t lose his life.


  However, with that, the incantation could not be completed.


  He wouldn’t be able to prepare enough mana to exceed the limits of a person’s body.


  – Who do you think I am?


  Shuu Saura said again. And smiled.


  Elmena opened her eyes wide.


  And then, she noticed.


  The huge amount of mana that rose from Shuu Saura’s whole body, as if all the darkness in the world had been condensed.


  That──


  That certainly wasn’t mana that exceeded human limits!


  Shuu Saura had reached the inner secret of incantations without relying on 「The method of reversing magic-imbued words」.


  – See? There’s no need for you to lose your life here.


  Then, Shuu Saura made a nightmare of absolute zero manifest on the ground.


  At the cost of Lenstalfa’s fertile vast land, he annihilated hundreds of thousands of forces of the Super Alliance of Nations.


  Elmena witnessed an incantation for the first time.


  




  There, Elmena’s dream came to an end, and Shizuno Urushibara opened her eyes.


  




  Shizuno blinked several times while lying flat on her side.


  What entered her field of vision was an appalling field of war.


  Satsuki and Isurugi, who were exhausted, continued challenging Kairi, who restored herself even if she died many times, with an even untiring fighting spirit; that was the grim reality.


  Haruka was already unconscious and lying on the ground.


  Kairi put on a wing-shaped Paopei on her back and laid waste like a Demon King.


  With the flapping of her right wing, she created a gust of wind and hit Isurugi.


  With the flapping of her left wing, she summoned a lightning bolt and shot Satsuki.


  – Ooooooooooh!


  Isurugi roared and advanced against the strong headwind.


  The calm man raised his rusty voice.


  In spite of feeling Moroha’s real strength firsthand, he surpassed it, never giving up; his will to fight never being consumed in front of the immortal Senjo.


  However──his physical body ended up reaching its limit first.


  He suddenly coughed up blood.


  Darkish blood overflowed from the mouth. He crouched, coughed violently, and coughed up more blood.


  Due to satana overload, the reaction came and appeared here.


  With no other option, Satsuki charged at Kairi alone.


  In addition to the lightning bolt, even the wind attack tormented her.


  Still, her figure that continued to fight was sad beyond pathetic.


  It wasn’t strange if Satsuki were to fall at any moment.


  (I… I get it now…)


  Shizuno finally understood while lying on the ground, unable to stand up.


  She understood why she had been invited to the world of sleep so many times today and dreamed of Elmena*.


  *TN: Elmena is the furigana reading for herself in her previous life.


  (It was as you said, Shuu Saura…. Moroha…. I really didn’t need to die there)


  It was necessary now.


  Here, now.


  In the end, the premise itself of taking Moroha’s place and dying while protecting him was not possible.


  Moroha was very strong, so he didn’t need that.


  However, Shizuno could take Moroha’s place to protect Satsuki.


  (Your precious little sister princess… right?)


  Using her last strength, she wrote and began to chant.


  Strangely enough, neither her fingertip nor her voice trembled.


  No, it might not be strange.


  Satsuki wasn’t only Moroha’s 「little sister」, but also Shizuno’s first 「friend」.


  With a pure heart, she began to burn her life and rampaging mana and manifested a nightmare of absolute zero.


   


  Finisher   Wolf of Ice   Lend me your breath   To make them freeze and be quieter than death


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


  Like water flowing to a low place   Taking all heat away


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


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


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


  How is there something so unsightly!?


  The mysteriousness of how life gathers, crawls, spreads a foul smell, gives birth and multiplies


  I do not accept that   I do not understand that


  I wish for   A bright white scenery


  I wish for   The beautiful world of death


  I wish for   A world where all ugly things are buried and shut off


  I wish for   Everything to stop   Stop   Stop


   


  Colossal, precise, complicated and mysterious thirteen lines put into reverse form.


  Finally, *Flick*, she flicked them with her fingers.


  Shizuno’s exhausted hand slowly fell to the ground.


   


  And then, the Colosseum turned into Cocytus*.


  *TN: Cocytus is the furigana reading for 摩訶鉢特摩地獄, and according to online dictionaries, it’s the 8th Cold Hell of The Eight Cold Hells. So, in romaji that would be “Makahadoma-Jigoku”.


  Shizuno performed the miracle that continued since her previous life*.


  *TN: Miracle is the furigana reading for ambition/big wish.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  The world was covered in extreme cold.


  A strong wind, a freezing atmosphere and a raging hail that weren’t of this world already flooded Kairi who was at the center of it.


  While repeating death and restoration every few seconds, she was shut in a coffin.


  Only beast-shaped ice things danced to celebrate her world.


  It was truly an apocalyptic scene.


  Satsuki carried Haruka, Isurugi and Shizuno on her shoulders while enduring the blizzard and headed to the entrance gate to avoid being swallowed by the death that gradually expanded from the center.


  Behind her,


  – Kukukukuku…!


  An ominous loud laughter knocked her.


  Satsuki hastily kicked open the gate, threw everyone in, and turned around.


  – Beautiful! Admirable! I never expected an incantation!


  Kairi took out a new Paopei from the sleeve while dying and restoring every few seconds.


  It was a vase.


  And opened it immediately.


  – Banseki Kaako──Chitsu*!!


  *TN: Roughly translated as 10,000 Fire Raven Vases.


  Thousands, tens of thousands of fire ravens overflowed from inside the vase in flocks that floated by itself in the air.


  They protected Kairi from the cold atmosphere of hell while sacrificing the fire of their lives and slaughtering the ice monsters.


  They didn’t seem to be truly inexhaustible, but as long as the vase didn’t run out of fire ravens, Kairi would regain her freedom.


  As expected of Tekka’s partner.


  She moved even after being hit by an incantation!


  Kairi went after her, an extremely gruesome smile on her face.


  – I won’t let you pass!


  Like the bolt on a gate, Satsuki stood in the way of the monster.


  Shizuno caused such a miracle.


  What would she do if she couldn’t make a miracle or two happen for her friend?


  (Yeah, Shizuno. You’re really awesome…. After all, you were able to copy Nii-sama’s level)


  That was why Satsuki couldn’t lose.


  If she lost, she was unqualified to stand next to Moroha.


  She couldn’t even complain if he was monopolized by Shizuno.


  (A mere moment will do. I, too, will copy Nii-sama’s…)


  Since Shizuno copied Moroha’s incantation.


  Can I copy something from Moroha? 


  I can only think of one thing. 


  She summoned loudly.


   


  – Come, Saratiga!


   


  It was an idea that came to mind.


  It was a last-minute measure.


  So, she prayed.


  Like her past self, the Maiden of the Holy Sword, always holding it in her chest and devoting herself to it.


  She memorized the feel of the hilt, the decoration on the guard, the coldness of the blade, everything, everything.


  Finding it arrogant, she never tried it before, but she memorized it!


  If Arciel was restored by the miraculous product of “Arsenal” Arlene──


  There was no reason why Saratiga could not be manifested.


  – Come!


  She shouted again.


  Immediately, a crack ran through the blade of Arciel.


  Beneath it, a brand new, beautiful blade like a treasured item was born.


  Satsuki’s thoughts, prayers, and memories incarnated, and the true Holy Sword was restored from ancient times, from 100 million years ago.


  (Thank you….)


  Giving her thanks to the beloved sword of her 「Older brother」 that responded, she put all her prana into it.


  Right hand, left hand, right leg, left leg, glabella, point below the navel and heart, the seven gates in Satsuki’s body, which were usually half asleep, were fully opened.


  The power overflowing from there was transformed into the purest golden brilliance in the three-dimensional world through the blade of Saratiga, which acted as a filter, like a vast desert──Ars Magna.


  – Here I gooooooooooo!


  Satsuki wielded Saratiga and slashed at her.


  – Kukuku. Wow, you come again and again.


  Kairi casually closed the distance.


  In the blizzard, she slashed and crossed swords.


  Satsuki made the glittering golden blade flash.


  As they crossed swords, she cut off the left hand of Kairi.


  – Kukukukuku. So?


  Kairi waited for her hand to restore while looking back with a complacent smile.


  However, that didn’t happen.


  Satsuki wasn’t aiming for that either. Or rather, she was already too immersed in it.


  It was Kairi who was able to explain the phenomenon.


  – You!


  Her extremely gruesome smile turned into something even more ferocious.


  Snow and cold air swept over the surroundings.


  – I see, I see now! It was you, wasn’t it!?


  – Stop saying things I don’t understand!


  – It’s fine if you don’t get it! Now, Come to my lord’s place!


  – Shut up! That’s for Taketsuru-senpai. And the next one you eat will be for Souya-senpai!


  Satsuki held Saratiga in both hands and charged once more.


  With her right hand unharmed, Kairi took a new Paopei from her sleeve.


  It was just an unadorned ring*.


  *TN: Think of it as a hoop, something with a size like that.


  – Chitsu!


  Kairi threw it straight at her.


  – Get out of the way!


  Satsuki tried to knock it off.


  However, the ring, as if it had something like a will, dodged Saratiga to the right and drew an arc into Satsuki’s right flank.


  Satsuki’s body was blown away by an impact many times stronger than the five light stones.


  The ring returned to Kairi’s hand as it was.


  – Kukuh, your 《Strength》 is incredible! However, your Kung Fu is not enough. It’s not a rival for my chakram*.


  *TN: Strength is the furigana reading for Mars.


  While holding it up with her right hand, Kairi boasted mixed with laughter.


  Satsuki didn’t know. That chakram was the Paopei among Paopei that even caused Zhixin to be struck with awe.


  However, and yet, right at that moment.


  Without any logical connection, a line ran through the right hand holding up the chakram, sliding down.


  Kairi’s arm wasn’t the only thing cut by that straight line.


  Space, dimension, and means and logic that belonged to “The Ritual of the Spirit Body”.


  What cut apart all of them was──


   


  – I──will never forgive those who steal from meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!


   


  It was Moroha himself who forcibly cut open the severed space between the rooms and jumped in the direction indicated by the guide fairy.


  (I’m glad you came… Nii-sama!)


  While knowing that it was too early to be happy, the honest Satsuki couldn’t help but do so.


  Holding her Saratiga and aiming it at the opponent once more,


  – Teeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh.


  – Suraaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah.


  Like a reflection in the mirror, Satsuki and Moroha carried the same sword in their hands and attacked incessantly from the left and right.


  Kairi kept dodging them magnificently like dancing in the blizzard.


  Her attacking movements were amateurish, but her way of walking was dexterity itself.


  This was the first time Senjo took evasive action.


  Following the unrestored left hand, the right hand was also amputated.


  – I give up, I give up! This time I surrender! Even I am no match for the dragon with these arms!


  – Oh, yeah!? What an admirable way of thinking you have!


  In a pincer attack with Moroha, Satsuki beat her vigorously with all her might with the Ars Magna-filled 《Saturn》.


  However, there was no response.


  An afterimage──no, it wasn’t.


  The contents suddenly vanished, leaving only the clothes that were fluttering violently.


  – Next time, let’s fight to the death for real! See you!


  Only Kairi’s beautiful voice echoed in the void.


  As expected of Tekka’s partner. “Escaping” was the specialty of immortals.


  – What? You’re running away!?


  Satsuki was indignant, but the blizzard was already becoming fierce.


  The number of fire ravens spewing out of the vase that Kairi left behind was also getting scarce.


  Above all,


  – Ignore her! More importantly, is Shizuno okay?


  – This way, Nii-sama!


  Struck by Moroha’s words, Satsuki ran out of the gate.


  Certainly, that person was more important than Kairi.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  She heard a call.


  – … no!


  She heard a call.


  – … no!


  The voice of her beloved man always made Shizuno happy.


  But it was unfortunate. It was a little far.


  Shizuno slowly opened her eyelids.


  That was all she could do now.


  Having burned out the fire of life, she barely survived with the last remaining smolder.


  She couldn’t move a finger anymore.


  Shizuno, lying on her back, could see everyone’s faces filling her field of vision.


  Isurugi and Taketsuru were clenching their teeth as if they were enduring something.


  Manako turned away as if she couldn’t watch.


  Haruka was sobbing.


  Satsuki and Moroha seemed to be screaming from the left and right, a desperate look in their eyes.


  (I’m sorry, Moroha. You have to speak louder, I can’t hear, you, anymore)


  Shizuno, who couldn’t speak anymore, pleaded with her eyes.


  As usual, that was enough for him to understand.


   


  – Shizuno!


   


  Finally, she could hear him clearly.


  Ah.


  (Ah…)


  Shizuno reflected.


  I’m glad I was able to be born again.


  Thanks to that, she was able to experience the joy of having Moroha call her by her real name──by her own name and not by someone else’s.


  There were no more regrets.


  Shizuno slowly moved her gaze to Satsuki.


  She was the girl who had the same soul as the Princess of War, who led her to Shuu Saura for the first time.


   


  ──Please take care of Nii-sama, okay?


   


  How did she feel when she entrusted him to her, even though her existence was only a soul, watching over her beloved older brother?


  Now Shizuno understood.


   


  (Please take care of Moroha, okay?)


   


  It was fine if it was not conveyed, she entrusted him with Satsuki with her wish in her eyes.


  Her heart was not burning with jealousy. She did not regret or lament anything.


  Just warm feelings.


  Shizuno slowly closed her eyelids.


  She couldn’t help but sleep.


  What kind of dreams will I have when I die? 


  Will I able to continue to watch over Moroha as an existence that is only a soul? 


  While thinking about such things, her consciousness sank into darkness──


   


  – No! Not me alone!


   


  ──Just before that, she was woken up by Satsuki.


  – That’s no longer my role alone! And definitely not without Shizuno!


  She was repeatedly head-butted.


  Good grief, just how selfish and unreasonable is this girl──a lovable girl indeed. 


  (I wish you aren’t reckless)


  She addressed with her eyes.


  – I’m not reckless!


  It was the first time, with the exception of Moroha, that it was transmitted.


  – I’m not reckless… I can do it now. As long as these feelings remain, I can do it….


  Golden prana began to rise and flow out from Satsuki’s whole body.


  The amount was extraordinary.


  It was enough to make Moroha look with keen interest.


  Satsuki then hugged Shizuno tightly.


  With her 《Mars》──with the shape of her soul, she enveloped Shizuno directly.


   


  It was the power of the single miracle in this vast world*.


  *TN: World is the furigana reading for universe.


   


  Shizuno’s heart, which had already stopped, began to move.


  Shizuno’s body temperature, which had already disappeared, started to heat up.


  Shizuno’s breathing, which had already ceased, came back to life.
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  Shizuno stared at Satsuki in disbelief.


  Moroha and everyone else stared at Satsuki with a look of disbelief.


  – See? I did it.


  Satsuki the arrogant.


  – Can you see my face?


  When asked, Shizuno nodded.


  – Ugly.


  – Why!?


  – Because.


  The person in question didn’t notice?


  Satsuki’s face was already crumpled up in tears.


  – You have an ugly face though!


  Shizuno didn’t even notice until Satsuki pointed it out.


  Shizuno’s face was already crumpled up in tears.


  Her always frozen facial expression was melted by Satsuki’s heat*.


  *TN: Heat is the furigana reading for feelings.


  – I don’t want to be called ugly by an ugly one, you got that?


  – You’re ugly, so don’t go calling me ugly!


  As Shizuno and Satsuki started a quarrel, those around them finally burst into laughter.


  Moroha also scratched his head.


  It looked like he was trying to hide his wet eyelids.


  Shizuno stretched out her right arm and hugged Moroha with all her might.


  Then stretched her left arm and hugged Satsuki as hard as she could.


   


  We won’t be apart anymore.


  





  

♦ ♦ ♦




  


  





  – Hahahahahahahahahahahahahaha!


  A laughing voice reverberated through the hallway filled with dimly lit, unmanned rooms.


  Arrogant in all aspects.


  Proud on every point.


  Amagi Utsuho continued to laugh without knowing how to stop.


  The stark-naked Kairi leaned coquettishly against her from behind.


  – Kukuku, aren’t you unusually in a good mood, my lord?


  – Hahaha, of course.


  The words were spun out of Utusho’s mouth in the tone of a man himself.


  – I’ve finally found her. Finally, you know? The years you’ve lived are so long that they’re insignificant compared to it. In the end, the “girl of light”, the God’s bloodline, was at Akane Academy*!


  *TN: Light is the furigana reading for yang (as in yin and yang).


  – I’m happy. I’m really happy.


  Their laughter never fading away, making sure it rasped the inside of their throats.


  Then Kairi stretched her body,


  – But well, I’m tired! It has been a long time since I fought, I was awfully careful to try to pet the boys very gently so that I wouldn’t kill them, my lord.


  – Next time, you can use whatever you want, even Dragon Slayer Paopei. You have my permission.


  – Then I’ll do that. My lord. Can I go home?


  – Yeah. There’s nothing else to do here.


  Kairi used an escape art and suddenly disappeared.


  Utsuho abruptly collapsed like a doll whose strings were cut.


  What was left behind was an empty corridor.


  And a lump of flesh that was the empty shell for souls.


  Epilogue


  That night, Shizuno never dreamed of her previous life.


  It sounded like a lie that she was extremely sleepy yesterday and had repeated dreams of Elmena.


  Shizuno was still drowsy, but thought it was strange.


  Outside the window, signs that the sky was starting to lighten were somewhere far away, and she embraced the man sleeping beside her even more tightly.


  Of course, the man was Moroha.


  After repelling Kairi Senjo and escaping from the Six Wings’ hideout, Shizuno and company were ordered to rest after being told to leave everything to Isurugi, Manako and the Japanese Division.


  The Japanese Division took a hint and reserved them rooms at a nearby ryokan.


  And then Shizuno incorrigibly sneaked into Moroha’s room in the middle of the night and crawled into his futon.


  Shizuno continued her thoughts in her drowsy mind.


  From the start, the dreams of her previous life weren’t something she dreamed often, but after dreaming about Elmena frequently like that, wouldn’t she feel lonely after having them disappear so suddenly?


  (No. That’s never going to happen)


  Shizuno denied it while putting her cheeks against Moroha’s arm.


  Here was the continuation of her dream.


  A certain reality, a heat that could be distinctly felt.


  Due to Shuu Saura’s incantation, in the castle that turned into a gigantic ice room, they huddled together and slept, relying only on each other’s body heat; of course, the importance of those days would never fade, but still.


  Surely that was what meant to enjoy the happiness of this moment.


  With Moroha’s arm as her pillow, Shizuno tried to fall into an ecstatic nap again.


  ──The nap was suddenly interrupted.


  Out of nowhere, someone’s finger poked Shizuno’s cheek.


  Moreover, it wasn’t only once.


  *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce* *Bounce*──


  Like a vicious door-to-door salesman repeatedly hitting the doorbell at the entrance, her cheek was pressed without reserve or consideration again and again.


  – Good grief, who is it?


  Shizuno slowly sat upright, rubbed her sleepy eyes, and searched for the culprit.


  – You spoiled my mood, so be prepared, alright?


  – You left me behind and stole a march on me, so you better be prepared, you hear me?


  The culprit was on the opposite side of Moroha.


  For the time being, and probably out of consideration, as they whispered so as to not wake Moroha up,


  (Didn’t you say 「Moroha must be tired from the battle, so let’s leave him alone for tonight」? You big liar. When I came to check, it was just as I thought)


  She was in a yukata kneeling on top of the futon, folding her arms to push up her inexistent breasts, and scowling at Shizuno.


  (… Who?)


  (Satsuki-chan! Your lifesaver! And stop being half asleep, I’ve had enough of it!)


  (If I’m going to be patronized like that, then any favor I may or may not owe you will be wiped clean)


  (What do you mean by may or may not!?)


  (I’m joking? In the future, when you become my 「little sister」, I’ll take good care of you in return for your kindness. I won’t tease you)


  (Excuse me? Why would I become Urushibara’s little sister? I’m only picky about being Moroha’s 「little sister」, it’s not like I have the desire to be someone else’s little sister)


  (But if Moroha and I get married, you’ll be my 「little sister」, won’t you? Princess Sarasha*?)


  *TN: Little sister is the furigana reading for sister-in-law.


  (Nii-sama won’t marry someone like youuuu. He’ll marry meeeeee)


  (Ara? Between siblings? That’s so licentious?)


  (That may be true, but Nii-sama and I are the exception!)


  (Can you answer in 50 character or less why you are the exception?)


  (Exception means exception! It’s not something you can answer like a national language test, it’s a complicated relationship!)


  Satsuki immediately got angry and insisted unreasonably like a child.


  A reaction that showed immediate results.


  She was a girl so worth teasing!


  Shizuno couldn’t help but be happy.


  Being able to mess around like this was also possible because of this very life.


  Whether it was Satsuki’s 《Mars》 or some mysterious power, Shizuno felt completely indebted to her for saving her vanishing life.


  But because it was embarrassing, she would never say it aloud.


  And because it was a little frustrating, she wanted to make Satsuki feel embarrassed, so she counterattacked.


  (Hey, Satsuki)


  (What?)


  (Isn’t it time to call me 「Shizuno」 instead of 「Urushibara」?)


  (Whaaaaaaaaa, whyyyyyyyyyyyyy!?)


  (Weren’t we friends? Was I just being toyed with? I’m sad)


  Shizuno pretended to sob and cry.


  (Uh…. O-okay, okay. I’ll only call you like that when I feel like it. Only once in a while)


  Satsuki turned away and said very quickly.


  (You better be satisfied with that, Shizuno!)


  The girl’s cheeks gradually turned red.


  Having gotten her revenge, Shizuno was greatly satisfied.


  She lay down again and embraced Moroha’s arms.


  Satsuki, with eyes that seemed to say something, in the end, imitated Shizuno and embraced Moroha’s opposite arm.


  Yesterday, something so dreadful occurred, so many things happened, Shizuno almost died, but now, in the end, they were able to make up; she strongly had such real feeling.


  As she and Satsuki stared at their beloved man from the left and right,


  (Nii-sama’s sleeping face is really cute〜〜〜)


  (Isn’t his face also cute when I tease him?)


  (That’s because you’re mean)


  (I can’t help it. In accord with Satsuki’s recommendation, should we appreciate Moroha’s sleeping face thoroughly?)


  (Yeah. We have to let him sleep a little longer)


  They whispered such things to each other for a while──


  Suddenly, somniloquy leaked out of Moroha’s mouth.


  – Elmena.


  He said.


  Not just once, but two and three times.


  It was so clear that there was no misunderstanding.


  It was surprising.


  They had slept with him so many times until now, but this time was the first time they heard that name from Haimura Moroha’s mouth.


  But at the same time, with an instantaneous reaction, Satsuki,


  – What is Elmena, Nii-samaaa…?


  She lifted her upper body and scowled at Moroha with scornful eyes.


  – It’s a woman’s name, isn’t it?


  Shizuno also lifted her upper body and said brazenly.


  Without realizing it, she had a triumphant look in her eyes.


  – Wait, Moroha! Wake up! You’re forbidden to dream about other women in front of your little sister! Forbidden, forbidden!


  – Let’s leave him alone. I’m sure it must be a sweet, sweet dream.


  – Gyaaa, that makes it even more forbidden, forbidden, forbidden!


  Satsuki grabbed the collar of Moroha’s yukata and shook it.


  Shizuno tried to calm her while letting composure and even a sense of superiority loose.


  Shizuno’s and Satsuki’s uproar lasted for a while until Moroha, who had been awakened, scolded them with a displeasured look on his face.


  




















  Sir Edward, the Head of the White Knight Organization British Division, was always in a good mood.


  The discovery of the Six Wing’s hideout, and the following raid by Moroha, Isurugi and company──every time a report email arrived from various locations regarding the details of the series of incidents, his mood improved.


  In particular, the defeat report of the 9th generation PSG, who was one of the Six Wings, got him pretty excited.


  Also, it was confirmed that “Flash Sword” Leonard’s Finisher was also destroyed.


  The Six Wing’s hideout also completely collapsed from the inside due to the incantation of ice. From there, they used the six doors they had set up around the world, and because it was regarded as “To take elusive actions”, the effect of cutting off this convenient means of transportation wasn’t negligible.


  They still had the “Witch of the Gate”, but 《Transportal》 had a restriction: it could only be used once a day. As expected, there was no doubt that they were able to impose a large activity restriction on those guys.


  On the other hand, bad reports were also coming in.


  Like that “Witch of the Gate”, they failed to catch all the other 《Demons》.


  Of course, they also had no clue about the whereabouts of the ringleader, Shiba Akira.


  The “Witch of the Prison” of the French Division tried using exploration-type golems to make a thorough investigation of the hideout to see if anything was found, but it was all for nothing since the expansion rate of the extremely cold hell was too fast.


  Conversely, if the White Knight Organization could use the hideout as a means of transportation to communicate with each country, it would be extremely convenient. He couldn’t shake this feeling of disappointment.


  Anyhow, even if everything was taken into consideration──


  – Good. Very good. There’s no doubt that this was a major blow to the Six Wings. If Uisuke Taketsuru-kun and the others were British, I’d want them to apply for a medal or two!


  Edward closed the laptop in front of his office desk with great pleasure.


  And had a tea break.


  He enjoyed the aroma of the black tea that AJ had prepared earlier.


  And spent time without a care with a calm feeling.


  That was because──Edward hadn’t notice it right away.


  The closed laptop didn’t notify him of a new email.


  It was a report from the Japanese Division.


  Ushirotani Kiyoka, an A-Rank Shirogane who was abducted by “Invisible” and became the source body of an Evil Spirit class, woke up safely in a hospital somewhere in Tokyo.


  To their amazement, she had seen the face of one of the wings called “Medium” who turned her into a 《Metaphysical》.


  She immediately cooperated with the Internal Audit Office and after cross-checking her testimony, she was instantly identified.


  Ranjou Satsuki


  Surprisingly, the “Medium” of the Six Wings had sneaked into Akane Academy.


  The Japanese Division would immediately use all its power to subjugate this 《Demon》──
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