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      Prologue: Festival Fanfare


      Prime Minister Tsukikage’s announcement had shocked the world. He had established a new Blazer school, Akatsuki Academy, and declared its intent to participate in the Seven Stars Battle Festival. It was a huge slap in the face to the International Mage-Knight Federation, which was supposed to be in charge of training its member nations’ Blazers. After all, Tsukikage had effectively declared that Japan would be training its own Blazers at a nationally run school from now on.


      Public opinion within Japan was split over whether the prime minister had done the right thing. Those who objected pointed out that Japan had enjoyed over half a century of peace because it had chosen to join the Federation. They also took umbrage with the fact that the prime minister had turned the Seven Stars Battle Festival, an event where student knights were meant to shine, into a political stunt. Not only that, but he’d also nearly destroyed Hagun Academy just to make his point.


      On the other hand, those who approved of the prime minister’s actions firmly believed that it didn’t make sense to let a foreign organization train Japan’s Blazers. They wanted the country’s Blazers to be trained by the country itself, and in their eyes, Tsukikage was finally rectifying the mistakes of the past. They believed that Japan deserved to be a powerful international player the way Russia and America were, and that only weak nations joined the Federation.


      What Tsukikage had done was so controversial that even those who normally stayed away from politics had an opinion on the matter.


      “Tsukikage is being too rash. He’s going to turn the international community against us.”


      “Don’t believe the fake news. Hagun Academy wasn’t actually attacked. The Akatsuki students even fought with their Devices in phantom form! That proves they weren’t trying to harm anyone!”


      “I don’t want my children to be sent off to fight other countries’ wars! Leaving the Federation is the only way to ensure Japan remains peaceful.”


      “Japan doesn’t have enough national might or influence to remain independent. We should stay in the Federation.”


      “I’ve heard Tsukikage teamed up with the terrorist group Rebellion for this plot. There’s no way we can trust him.”


      “It was a mistake to have ever joined the Federation in the first place.”


      People were discussing the topic everywhere. On the streets, in bars, at home—no matter where you were, someone had something to say about it. Many people had organized protests and rallies both in favor of and in opposition to Tsukikage’s actions.


      The times were changing, and it was hard to predict if Japan would remain a member of the Federation or if Prime Minister Tsukikage would, in fact, try to make Japan independent. Of course, the outcome of the Seven Stars Battle Festival would play a huge role in that decision. If Akatsuki Academy managed to prove that it was as strong as Tsukikage said and claim victory, people would start to believe that Japan could survive on its own. Conversely, if Akatsuki was defeated, the public would lose trust in Tsukikage.


      For the first time in history, the Seven Stars Battle Festival had become a political event. As a result, there were more people interested in it than ever.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: The Top Knights


      A line of empty buildings dotted the reclaimed land along the bay on the outskirts of Osaka. Back when the city was undergoing rapid development, as many apartments as possible had been built on whatever land had been available. Unfortunately, when all was said and done, supply had outstripped demand, and all of the brand-new buildings had sat unused.


      Today, however, this normally abandoned part of the town was bustling with activity. Stalls lined the streets, and people from all over Japan crowded the district. The reason this area had become so busy was that in two days, the Seven Stars Battle Festival would be held in the large Bay Dome that had been built in this ghost town of a district.


      The Seven Stars Battle Festival was easily the most popular event in Japan, surpassing even professional King of Knights league tournaments in popularity. Tickets had sold out instantly, and all of the inns and hotels in the city hosting the event found themselves with no vacancies. And this year, the Seven Stars Battle Festival was garnering even more attention than normal thanks to the Akatsuki Academy incident. Tons of people had flocked to Osaka early in the hopes of getting hotel rooms before they were all booked up.


      It wasn’t just the fans who’d arrived in Osaka early, of course. All of the Blazers who’d be participating had also gathered and were resting in the athlete dorms the city had provided them. Naturally, that included Kurogane Ikki, Hagun’s team captain and the man who’d been entrusted with the school flag.


      “Hmm, this really doesn’t suit me,” Ikki muttered as he looked at himself in the antique full-length mirror in his luxuriously furnished hotel room. He wasn’t wearing his usual school uniform. Instead, he was wearing a navy blue tailcoat, a similarly navy blue bowtie, brand-new leather boots, and dress pants.


      Needless to say, this wasn’t the type of outfit he’d be wearing if he didn’t have to. The Seven Stars Battle Festival Management Committee was holding a dinner party for the Blazers who’d be participating in the tournament, and Ikki had picked this out as his attire for the event. Thankfully, the Management Committee had given him an entire closet of formal clothes to choose from. Putting those clothes on had been quite a hassle, though.


      But this is supposed to be a formal event, so it’s not like I can go in my uniform.


      Even so, he couldn’t get used to wearing something so fancy, and it felt off on him.


      This doesn’t match my style at all, huh? Oh, wait. I should fix up my hair too.


      Ikki ran his fingers through his hair, trying to make his usually spiky hair lie flat. Once he was done, he looked at himself in the mirror again.


      “Well, this looks a bit better, at—”


      Before he could finish his sentence, his hair sprang back up. It clearly wasn’t interested in cooperating.


      “My hair’s as stubborn as I am,” he muttered, smiling to himself. Then, sighing, he took off the tailcoat. Yeah, I don’t think this is gonna work.


      He’d picked a tailcoat because he figured that was the most formal one could get, but it suited him so badly that he just couldn’t bring himself to keep wearing it. After looking over a few different outfits, he finally settled on one.


      “This is probably my best bet...” he said, picking up a light gray three-piece suit. It was the most bland choice possible, but he didn’t have the fashion sense to bring out his individuality anyway. Also, there wasn’t much time left until the party started.


      As he briskly changed into the suit, he heard a knock on his door.


      “Onii-sama, can I come in?”


      It was his little sister, Kurogane Shizuku. She’d probably come to check on him because he was taking so long.


      I can’t believe I’m taking even longer to get ready than the girls.


      Ikki checked himself over in the mirror, making sure he was at least presentable enough to let Shizuku in. He hadn’t finished buttoning up his white shirt yet, so his chest and abs were visible, but he’d at least gotten his pants on right. Enough of his body was exposed that he would’ve been embarrassed to let most girls in, but considering Shizuku was his sister, he figured it’d be fine.


      “Yeah, go ahead. Sorry, I’m almost done getting ready,” he said.


      “Excuse me,” Shizuku said softly, opening the door and walking into the room. “Onii-sama, we’re all ready to go, so...”


      When she looked at Ikki, she trailed off and came to a halt. Her jade-green eyes were open wide in surprise. Ikki cocked his head to one side, wondering what had gotten into Shizuku, but then he got a good look at her clothes, and that occupied his thoughts instead.


      She looks amazing...


      Shizuku had opted to wear a jet-black dress for the party. The bustier was lined with intricate lace arrayed in flower patterns. The dress also had a deep neckline, revealing Shizuku’s shoulders. Her porcelain skin contrasted beautifully with the black cloth.


      Normally, such a mature dress wouldn’t have fit Shizuku’s more childlike appearance, but she’d applied subtle makeup to make her appear more adult. Ikki had no doubt that it was Alisuin Nagi who’d chosen this outfit and done Shizuku’s makeup. He was stunned by how much his little sister now looked like an elegant, refined lady.


      “You look great, Shizuku. Sorry I can’t think of a more poetic way of complimenting you.”


      “Hawawa.”


      Shizuku blushed to the tips of her ears and fell backward, blood spurting from her nostrils.


      “Sh-Shizuku?!”


      “Oh my!”


      Alisuin, who’d been waiting outside the room, rushed forward and grabbed Shizuku before she hit the ground. She then took a handkerchief out of her pocket and dabbed away Shizuku’s nosebleed before the blood could ruin her dress.


      “Wh-What’s wrong, Shizuku?! Are you all right?!”


      Ikki ran over to her, but that proved to be a mistake.


      “Awawawawa!”


      As he got closer, Shizuku’s face got redder, and Alisuin’s handkerchief got bloodier. Shizuku was in love with her brother romantically, so this reaction was hardly surprising. After all, Ikki had complimented her looks while half naked, and everyone, man or woman, looked the hottest in that state. Unfortunately, Ikki had failed to realize the effect his appearance was having on Shizuku.


      “Get back, Ikki! Close up your shirt!”


      Alisuin, on the other hand, had immediately figured out what was going on, and she held out a hand to hold Ikki back.


      “Huh? Why?!”


      “Just do it! Or Shizuku’s dress will end up covered in blood!”


      “O-Okay!”


      Ikki still didn’t get what he’d done wrong, but he nevertheless hurriedly buttoned up his shirt. Once he was fully covered, Shizuku managed to calm down a little.


      “Hah, hah... My apologies for showing you such an unseemly sight, Onii-sama. But it’s partly your fault for looking so sexy earlier...”


      “I-I’m not sure I get what you mean, but sorry. I was having trouble figuring out what I should wear.”


      “Do you not like your current outfit? I think it looks wonderful, personally.”


      “R-Really? I feel like a kid trying to look more mature than I really am.”


      “Don’t worry, you look great. Thanks to your toned body and wide shoulders, even a basic suit looks splendid on you,” Alisuin said with a smile.


      For her part, Alisuin looked like a cabaret club host in her perfectly tailored suit.


      Not that I’ve ever seen one, but I bet that’s what they look like. It helps that Alice is so tall too. In truth, Ikki didn’t feel convinced by Alisuin’s praise after seeing how well she wore a suit. Actually, how come you’re so tall when you’re a year younger than me? Although I guess if all of the info you gave Hagun was fake, maybe you’re actually older than me?


      Ikki pointed at Alisuin’s suit and asked, “Are you going to the party too, Alice?”


      “No,” Alisuin answered, shaking her head. “I’m no longer taking part in the Seven Stars Battle Festival. But I am going with Kagamin to the other party that’s open to the press.”


      “You’ve practically become Kusakabe-san’s assistant at this point,” Shizuku pointed out.


      “I owe her more than I can hope to repay. This is the least I can do,” Alisuin replied with a shrug of her shoulders.


      Back when she’d been working as Akatsuki’s spy, she’d knocked Kagami out and locked her up at the training camp. In an attempt to make amends, she was helping Kagami out with her newspaper club work—though Ikki was certain Kagami had asked Alisuin to be her assistant as a show of kindness rather than because she actually wanted Alisuin to atone.


      During the assault on Hagun, the members of Akatsuki had kept their Devices in phantom form. Prime Minister Tsukikage Bakuga hadn’t wanted to harm fellow citizens of Japan, but even if the students who’d been defeated hadn’t been physically hurt, the attack had still traumatized many of them. The Hagure sisters had lost the will to fight and dropped out of the tournament, while Toudou Touka and Misogi Utakata were still comatose after having been hit by the Gale Emperor’s attacks. They were in comas brought on by extreme exhaustion, so they’d wake up eventually, but Alisuin still felt responsible for what had happened to them.


      And so, to keep her friend from brooding too much, Kagami had ordered Alisuin to help her with her reporting. Alisuin was perceptive enough to understand that Kagami was doing this out of concern rather than a desire to see her make amends, of course, but she was pretending not to notice to make Kagami feel better as well.


      Kagami’s one of the few people Alice feels comfortable relying on right now, Ikki thought to himself. It’d be nice if we could go back to how we used to be too.


      Just then, the grandfather clock sitting in the corner of Ikki’s room let out a loud series of gongs, signaling that it was 6 p.m. That was the time the party was meant to start.


      “Oh no, we’re going to be late. Come on, Shizuku, let’s go.”


      “Coming, Onii-sama.”


      “Ah, wait up a moment, you two,” Alisuin said. Ikki and Shizuku stopped, and she pulled out her student handbook and snapped a photo of them. “May as well take a photo to commemorate. It’s not often the two of you get all dressed up.” She deftly tapped a few commands on her student handbook and sent the picture to Ikki and Shizuku.


      “Wow... Thank you so much, Alice!” Shizuku beamed, blushing slightly as she looked at the picture. “I’ll treasure this forever!”


      Is it really that special? Ikki still didn’t feel like these formal clothes suited him, thus he wasn’t particularly excited by the picture. If anything, he felt out of place standing next to Shizuku, who looked perfect. Maybe I’ll feel differently about it when I’m older.


      Grimacing slightly, Ikki looked down at the message Alisuin had sent along with the photo: “I don’t think Akatsuki will show up at the party, but be on your guard all the same.”


      “Thank you for the picture. And for the warning,” he said, then walked over to the elevator.


      ◆◇◆◇◆


      The dinner party was being held in the hotel’s reception room on the top floor. The building was too tall for it to be worth taking the stairs, so Ikki and Shizuku took the elevator. The whole time, Shizuku stared happily at the picture Alisuin had sent her.


      “Hee hee hee.”


      “Do you really like it that much?”


      “Yes. I already made it my wallpaper.”


      “Oh...”


      Next time I get invited to an event like this, I’m going in my uniform. No matter what. I’m done wearing formal clothes.


      “I can’t wait to brag about this to Stella-san.”


      Scratch that. Stella’s probably going to force me to wear them again.


      “Don’t pick on her too much, okay?”


      “I’m afraid I can’t make any promises. Besides, it’s her fault she’s not here to see you in formal clothes.”


      Ikki didn’t respond. Indeed, Stella had yet to arrive in Osaka. All of Hagun’s representatives were supposed to be here by now, but Stella had asked Director Kurono to be allowed to keep training with Saikyou Nene until the very last minute.


      When Akatsuki had attacked Hagun, Stella had lost to Gale Emperor Kurogane Ouma in a contest of pure power. She’d lost confidence in her abilities as a result, and right now, she was training desperately with the Demon Princess in order to improve her skills and regain that confidence. Though Nene had claimed that she wouldn’t teach anything to Stella, Stella still believed she might find the key to getting stronger through Nene’s harsh training.


      “Onii-sama, do you think Stella will be able to get stronger from this kind of training?” Shizuku asked, a hint of worry in her voice. “There’s only two days left until the Seven Stars Battle Festival. Everyone else is spending this time resting up for the tournament. I can’t imagine last-minute training like this will help. I understand why she’s in a rush to get stronger, but...I fear this will have the opposite effect.”


      It was more than just a hint; Shizuku wasn’t even trying to hide how worried she was. She was afraid Stella would run herself ragged before the tournament and end up too exhausted to fight at her best.


      “You really are kind, Shizuku.”


      “Wha—” Shizuku blushed to the tips of her ears and looked away. “I-It’s not like I’m worried about her or anything. But I know you’re looking forward to fighting her. I just don’t want her to give you a subpar fight, that’s all.”


      Ikki could tell she was just trying to hide her embarrassment. He knew that though they were constantly at each other’s throats, Stella and Shizuku were good friends. But Shizuku would deny it if Ikki said as much, so he decided to answer her question instead.


      “You want to know if this last-minute training will help her at all?” He’d actually given this question a lot of thought already. “If you ask me, it’s unlikely. There just isn’t enough time. There’s a good chance that all she does is tire herself out before the tournament.”


      Ikki had the same view as Shizuku. There were situations where a short burst of concentrated training made someone significantly stronger, but that only applied to people who lacked experience and training. To him, trying to master a discipline was like attempting to climb a mountain. The first stretch was a simple, gentle slope. Something you could sprint if you wanted to. Those who’d just started up it could make massive gains in a short time.


      The farther up the mountain you got, however, the more difficult the climb became. As you neared the summit, the slope became exceedingly steep, and even taking another step took tremendous effort. Getting stronger was the same. Each step made you only one step stronger, but each successive step was harder and harder to take. That’s just what it meant to try and master a discipline.


      “And Stella is far from inexperienced.”


      Therefore, it would take a lot of time and effort for Stella to become appreciably stronger. At least, that was what Ikki believed. A week’s worth of training wasn’t nearly enough to give her a significant power boost.


      “So you think so too...” Shizuku’s eyebrows drooped. She’d already thought it was reckless, and hearing Ikki agree with her made her even more worried. With a shake of her head, she muttered, “Good grief. Just what is she thinking?”


      “But that logic only applies to normal people,” Ikki added. There was more to his analysis, it seemed.


      “Huh?!”


      Ikki truly did find Stella’s decision reckless. It wasn’t a choice he would have made. It wasn’t one he could have made. So in that sense, he agreed with Shizuku.


      “Considering how much potential the famous Crimson Princess Stella Vermillion has, it’s possible she’s still at the foot of the mountain.”


      “What?!”


      Ikki knew better than anyone just how unfairly blessings were doled out. There was a huge difference in total potential between people. And Stella had more potential than anyone. The mountain she could climb was leagues bigger than everyone else. So big that Ikki couldn’t even begin to measure it.


      “Which is why she might still be able to make progress in this one week.” Because Ikki had spent more time with Stella than anyone else, he could say that for certain. He wasn’t just blinded by love either. His assessment was rational. Knowing her, she’d come back twice as strong after this week of training. “And I think she’ll prove that to all of us two days from now.”


      “I sure hope that’s the case. I... I want to have a serious match against her too. It’d be a shame if she lost in the first round because she pushed herself too hard,” Shizuku said, seeming reassured by Ikki’s words.


      ◆◇◆◇◆


      As they approached the doors to the reception hall, two waiters greeted them with charming smiles.


      “Welcome, Kurogane Ikki, Kurogane Shizuku. Please enjoy the party.”


      “Thank you.”


      Ikki and Shizuku walked down the red carpet leading to the double doors. The sounds of talking and laughter could be heard from the other side; it appeared the party had already started.


      All the other schools’ representatives are behind this door...


      Ikki gulped, his nerves tingling with excitement.


      “You look happy, Onii-sama.”


      “Last year, I could only dream of standing on this stage. And now, I’m here.”


      Ikki was looking forward to his duel with Stella, of course, but that wasn’t all. The people standing behind these doors were the strongest student knights in the country. Strictly in terms of Blazer ability, they were far stronger than the Rank F Ikki. They would be the perfect opponents for him to test his skills against, and the thought of clashing swords with them left him trembling with anticipation. This was why he’d gone through all the trouble of putting on a suit and attending this party. Attendance wasn’t mandatory, but he’d wanted to catch a glimpse of the people he’d be fighting in the near future.


      “Though I bet a Rank F like me is completely beneath their notice,” he said with a small smile. After all, two Rank A Blazers would be participating this year: Stella and Ouma.


      Honestly, though, Ikki preferred being underestimated. He was up against the country’s top Blazers. They were vastly more powerful than him. The only way he could win would be to use his piddling talent to outwit and outmaneuver those far stronger than him, in which case being underestimated worked in his favor. It narrowed the gap between him and his adversaries.


      Taking a deep breath, Ikki pushed open the double doors and stepped inside. And at that instant, he realized that he’d made a grave miscalculation. The moment he’d opened the doors, the entire room had fallen silent, and everyone had turned to look at him.


      “Wha—”


      The weight of everyone’s stares bore down on him. After a moment of silence, everyone started muttering to one another.


      “So he’s the guy who took down the Thunderbolt—the Worst One.”


      “He certainly carries himself like a master swordsman. I can feel his sharp aura all the way from here.”


      “He’s definitely top-tier. I can see why he was chosen as a representative.”


      “How stupid was Hagun’s last director if they made this guy repeat a year? Anyone can tell with one look that he’s crazy strong.”


      Ikki could tell from everyone’s conversations that they had already sized him up accurately.


      “Oho. I guess at least the top Blazers can tell you’re strong at a glance, Onii-sama,” Shizuku said with a smile, glad to see Ikki finally getting the recognition he deserved.


      I guess I was the one underestimating them, Ikki thought with a wry smile.


      It had been foolish of him to think his opposition would underestimate him. The people in this room were all elite Blazers, confident enough in their skills that the threat of Akatsuki hadn’t even fazed them. They weren’t stupid enough to judge someone based on their rank. No, they could accurately gauge a person’s strength with a single glance. They were in a completely different league from most of the people Ikki had fought during his qualifying matches.


      I’ve finally made it. To the stage where the top student knight in Japan will be crowned. Ikki was certain he’d be able to push himself to his limits against these foes.


      Just then, Shizuku tugged on his sleeve and said in a startled voice, “O-Onii-sama!”


      “What’s wrong?”


      “L-Look over there!”


      Ikki looked over at the buffet table Shizuku was pointing at. There was a girl there, glancing around as if looking for someone.


      Wait, isn’t she...


      Ikki realized why Shizuku was so surprised now. The girl had dirty blonde hair that was matted with paint splotches of all colors. Furthermore, she wasn’t wearing a shirt, just a paint-stained apron to cover her torso. Ikki immediately recognized her as one of the students who’d attacked Hagun.


      “That’s the Bloody da Vinci, Sara Bloodlily-san!”


      “I didn’t think they would come to this party after the stir they caused,” Shizuku said, surprised.


      Most of Akatsuki’s students also belonged to the terrorist organization Rebellion. Thanks to the prime minister’s cover-up, the general public didn’t know that, but even then, everyone knew they’d attacked Hagun. It was incredibly bold of them to show up at this party.


      The attack on Hagun had been a shock to all of the other schools as well, and many of their representatives had also dropped out. Because of that, most of the other schools had a negative impression of Akatsuki as well. That much was made clear by the fact that all the other representatives were trying their best to avoid Sara. Not even Ikki had thought Akatsuki would dare to attend.


      I can’t tell if they’re fearless or if they just don’t care.


      Just then, Ikki’s and Sara’s eyes met. Without hesitation, Sara started walking over to him.


      “Huh?”


      It seemed he was who she’d been looking for. She stopped inches away from him and stared at him.


      “Hmm...”


      Wh-What’s with her?!


      “Um, did you need something?” Ikki asked, confused. Sara was clearly looking at him and only him. But he hadn’t so much as spoken to her before, so he had no idea what she might want with him.


      After a few more seconds of staring, Sara said, “I like you.”


      Then, with no change in her expression whatsoever, she started patting down Ikki’s shoulders and chest as if she were examining a statue.


      “Whoa! B-Bloodlily-san?!”


      “Hey! What do you think you’re doing?!” Shizuku shouted.


      “Shut up. I’m trying to concentrate,” Sara said, running a finger down Ikki’s torso.


      Ikki knew it was dangerous to let a terrorist—one who’d attacked his school, no less—freely feel him up, but he didn’t sense any ill will or malice from her.


      What intense focus...


      If anything, he felt like it would be rude to interrupt her. Thus, rather than pull her off him, he decided it would be better to ask what she was doing. But just as he opened his mouth, Sara ripped open the shirt under his suit.


      “Whaaat?!”


      “O-Onii-sama?!”


      That was a bit too much even for Ikki, and he hurriedly jumped back and covered his torso with his suit jacket.


      “What was that for?!” he shouted.


      “You pass with flying colors,” Sara muttered, blushing slightly.


      “‘P-Pass’?! What do you mean, ‘pass’?! I have no idea what you’re talking about!”


      “When I saw you that day, it was love at first sight. I could see the beauty and kindness in your eyes, but also an unyielding strength. The way you stood with your back ramrod straight spoke to an unshakable determination. And most importantly, your muscles are perfectly toned, with absolutely no extra bulge. Everything about you is perfect. You are, without a doubt, my ideal man.”


      “H-Huh?!” Ikki was flabbergasted by the sudden deluge of praise. What the heck is this? Is she asking me out? What do I even say?


      He was too taken aback to respond. He already had a girlfriend, so the answer here was obvious, but Sara was looking at him so earnestly that he felt uncomfortable rejecting her outright. Even if she was ostensibly a terrorist, she appeared completely sincere. But then, Sara threw another curveball at him.


      “You’ll make for the perfect nude model. Congratulations.”


      Never mind. I think I can reject her.


      “All right, come with me to my room and strip.”


      “Excuse me?! No, I refuse! I don’t even want to be a nude model!”


      “I reject your refusal.”


      “Well, too bad!”


      “If you won’t agree to strip for me, I’ll strip you by force.”


      Mana surged through Sara’s body, and she summoned her Device, a paintbrush and palette.


      H-Holy shit! She’s serious!


      She was so determined to strip him that she’d brought her Device out in the middle of a party. Ikki didn’t want to start a fight here, so he wasn’t sure how to respond.


      “Get away from Onii-sama, you pervert!”


      “Gwah!”


      Shizuku drop-kicked Sara, knocking her away.


      “Onii-sama, are you all right?!”


      She stood protectively in front of Ikki and glared Sara down. She’d put all of her weight behind that dropkick, though, and Sara had been thrown pretty far.


      Glad to have such a reliable ally on his side, Ikki nodded and said, “Yeah. I’m fine. I lost a few of my shirt buttons, but that’s all.”


      “Tch! She’ll pay for that...” Shizuku snarled upon hearing his response.


      “Sh-Shizuku?”


      “I wanted to be the first person to seductively rip Onii-sama’s shirt off!” she shouted, summoning her own Device. It turned out that Ikki’s reliable ally wasn’t on his side after all. “I’ll kill you!”


      “Whoa, wait up a sec, Shizuku! You can’t bring your Device out here!” This was no time for hesitation. Ikki leaped forward, grabbed Shizuku’s arms, and pinned them behind her back. Thankfully, Shizuku was too physically weak to break free from his grasp. But now everyone’s staring at us!


      Considering how much of a ruckus they’d made, it was hardly surprising.


      I should probably go back and change. I can’t stay at the party with a ripped shirt.


      Just then, someone spoke in an exaggerated, high-pitched tone.


      “Ku ku ku. I was wondering what the commotion was. I see you’ve caused another scene, Bloody da Vinci.”


      ◆◇◆◇◆


      Ikki turned around to see a young girl in a crimson dress with an eye patch, and a sharply dressed maid standing behind her. He recognized both of them as well. Like Sara, they were members of Akatsuki Academy.
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