














































































































































It was almost as if she had stopped it with her hand.

A feeling of unease warred with his relief.

“N-No way...”

Indeed, no way.

She wasn’t Superman, stopping a car with one hand. It was probably just a
coincidence and the truck had just happened to come to a stop with her hand
on it.

That much was obvious.

“...Kyouhei?”

Pamil tilted her head, unknowing of the feelings that had just assailed Kyouhei
to make him shudder.

She looked very cute like that, but...

“Give me a break...”

He wanted to cry.

●　●　●

“Hmm, is this fitting?” Pamil asked.

“Yes, I think it suits you very well; it looks really cute,” replied the
saleswoman.

“Hmm, I see. I would like to hear Kyouhei’s opinion though.”

“Right, your boyfriend. I’ll call him over. Boyfriend!”

“I’m not her boyfriend!! And don’t call me over!!”

Well, there was an issue with an air-headed saleswoman that went something
like that. They had managed to buy everything needed by lunchtime though.

A set of Western clothes that’d last five days, from underwear to outerwear.

That should be enough, more or less.

Of course, his allowance wasn’t enough for buying so much, so he’d paid by
card. Said card was linked to his father’s account, so he didn’t use it often. In



this situation, though, there was no need to refrain.

Now...

“Well then, I could go for lunch... let’s stop somewhere.”

“Hm? You want to stop even though you want to go? Kyouhei, are you all
right in the head? Mental illnesses are scary.”

“I don’t want to hear that from you! Anyway, I mean let’s stop at some
restaurant.”

“Hmm?”

“We should stop and eat.”

“I see,” she nodded.

“Is there anything you’d like?”

“I need a fair amount of energy for my organic parts. As long as it’s high in
calories, anything is fine.”

“...I don’t think anyone goes out of their way to make low-calorie stuff these
days, unless it’s on a diet menu...” Kyouhei was thinking as he spoke, and after
about ten seconds said: “I wonder if the Corvette would work.”

Then he nodded and guided Pamil as they walked off.

“Hm? An escort vessel? Ah, is it a naval diner?”

“Nope, it’s just the name of the place,” he clarified, turning off the road.

They walked a bit from the shopping district and around a park. The trip took
about three minutes to get to a café that was on what seemed to be the border
between the commercial and residential districts.

“CORVETTE” was written on a roughly hewn wooden sign.

The building looked like a log house. It was rather conspicuous compared to
the standard houses around it.

“Hm-mmh?”

“It’s a café, somewhere to enjoy a drink. They have light food as well though,
so this should work.”



“We have to work for it?”

“No... I mean it’ll be tasty.”

As he spoke, Kyouhei pushed the door open, the cowbell attached to it
jangling.

●　●　●

Meanwhile, Sanae Murata...

She was silent with anguish.

Asking the board “Is that blonde girl Nanbu-senpai’s girlfriend?” had resulted
in her ten-yen coin stopping between “yes” and “no.”

“Mama... that girl’s—”

“Shh! Don’t point!”

●　●　●

“Welcome,” greeted a soft, lilting, gentle voice as they walked through the
door.

The interior was similar to the exterior in style. The counter was irregular in
shape, with wood grain and annual rings flowing throughout it. Underneath it
were seats that looked like tree stumps.

There were two tables, and together with the counter, there weren’t even 15
seats. That was the full extent of the Corvette’s seating.

And behind that counter... was the owner.

“Oh my?”

She was a trim and tidy looking beauty. She had tawny brown hair that was
tied up with a white ribbon. Her eyes were her defining feature; they were large
and somewhat lidded in a way that brought herbivores to mind.

She wore a flaxen shirt and a long, olive-brown skirt. On top of all of that, she
wore an apron with the word Corvette on it.

Kaoruko Houwa was her name, and she was the owner and manager of the
Corvette.



“My, my, well, well... my, my, my, my.”

When she recognized Kyouhei, her droopy eyes opened wide in surprise, and
she smiled. It was a soft and warm smile that the recipient couldn’t help but
return.

However...

“It’s awful,” Kaoruko started, “we don’t have sekihan on the menu, you
know?”

“What do you mean? Really,” Kyouhei returned with a tight smile.

“Eh? That wasn’t what you wanted?”

“No, really, what are you on about?”

“Wellll... you brought your girlfriend here... I thought I should celebrate with
sekihan . Ah, she’s a foreigner though, so is cake fine?”

“Not at all.”

“So you’d rather have sekihan ?”

“That’s not what I mean; she’s not my girlfriend.”

“Ehhh...?” Kaoruko tilted her head and looked at Pamil. “...But, Kyouhei-kun,”
she continued with a puzzled expression, “don’t you think you’re a little young
for a sex slave?”

Kyouhei pitched forward but barely managed to catch himself on the counter.

“Are those the only two choices in your head?! Is there even an ‘old enough’
for that either?!”

“I’m joking,” she laughed, waving a pale finger as she smiled warmly.

Kyouhei let out a sigh and sat down at the counter, Pamil sitting next to him.

“What is she if not your girlfriend then?”

“Uhhh, I guess... a roommate?”

“A roommate... I’m sure that Shuuhei-san is usually away for work, isn’t he?
So aren’t you two essentially living together? ...Yet she’s not your girlfriend.”

“No, listen—”



“So she is your sex slave?”

“No, dammit!” he cried out.

Then, the person in question spoke:

“I am not a slave; I have the position of a princess.”

The blonde loon made things even more complicated.

“Oh, that’s it.”

“What d’you mean, ‘that’s it’?”

“So you’re the slave, Kyouhei-kun?”

“No, I’m not!!”

“But you’re being stepped on by a princess, aren’t you? My, my, well, well,
kids these days are very advanced.”

As she spoke, Kaoruko gave both of them a moist towel.

“Indeed, I’m the culmination of the latest technology,” answered Pamil,
misunderstanding yet another thing.

“Uhmm, could I ask your name?”

“It’s Pamil Terrill Karl Bergmann.”

“My, my? You have the same name as the princess of that country that just
collapsed.”

“Indeed. To tell the truth, I’m an android created to be a body double for
her,” Pamil said bluntly.

Most normal people would recoil at that.

For better or worse though... Kaoruko wasn’t normal, just as her appearance
implied.

In more ways than one.

“Oh my,” she exclaimed with wide eyes. “Then, you’re a robot?”

“I am,” she answered, straightening in pride.

“Wonderful,” Kaoruko said, looking off into the distance.



“Uh, Kaoruko-san?”

Kyouhei’s groan didn’t seem to reach her; her eyes were sparkling as she
spoke to Pamil.

“You’re a mecha then?”

“That’s right.”

“You’re a robot... and a machine... so you can’t cry, right?”

“I do have a function to wash my eyes?”

“Ah... then... then... You’ve got such delicate arms... and they move silently,
so you must be like those newer mecha with ball bearings, carbon frames, and
miniature actuators inside them, right?”

“Indeed. I don’t know the exact components, but I do know that I’m the
culmination of the latest technology.”

“Ahhh...”

Kaoruko’s body shook as she looked into the air.

“...K-Kaoruko-san?” called Kyouhei, trying to get her attention.

“Pamil-chaaan,” she said, leaning over to Pamil and not seeming to hear
Kyouhei. “Pamil-chan, I have a request for you.”

“Hm? What is it?”

“Could I,” she began, reaching into the pocket of her apron, “take you apart?
Just a little bit?”

“...Wha... Wait a minute!” Kyouhei interrupted as she fanned out a wrench,
knife, screwdriver, and pliers as if she were a magician.

“What is it, Kyouhei-kun?”

Kaoruko looked questioningly at him.

“Kaoruko-san! She’s obviously a human! And don’t take your clothes off,
Pamil!!” he yelled out, grabbing Pamil’s hand as she went to happily take her
shirt off.

“You meanie, Kyouhei-kun. You’re just going to keep the poking around inside



her for yourself, aren’t you?”

“I will not?! And please don’t take her seriously!!”

“Eh?” She looked up at him unhappily.

Kaoruko looked like she was in her late twenties, but had a habit of doing
childish things like that.

Even though Kyouhei was taken aback for a moment, he carried on loudly:

“It’s not possible! Robots don’t look this realistic!!”

“But technology advances really fast. Look, even though it’s so small, you can
still fit 200 songs on this,” she said, taking out a cylinder roughly the same size
as an AA battery.

“That’s not even close to the same thing!”

“Besides, it’s pretty common to mistake someone for a human when actually
they are a cyborg, right?”

“On what planet?!”

“Uhhh... like in Westworld ?”

Kyouhei made an inarticulate noise. He didn’t really get what she meant, but
just no , in many ways.

Exhausted, he let himself lie on the counter.

“Forget it... I don’t care. Two croque-monsieur meals please.”

“Coming up.”

She did at least seem to remember how to run a café... Her warm and soft
smile was rather incongruous with her absurd request and the tools she was
carrying around, though.

●　●　●

Once again, meanwhile with Sanae...

“...Huh?!”

Suddenly, she looked up and around from where she was glaring at her
divinations.



Of course, she couldn’t see Kyouhei and Pamil; she’d been mumbling about
things for way too long.

“Where are they?!”

●　●　●

Having eaten their special croque-monsieur meals, Kyouhei and Pamil took
their leave from the Corvette.

Kyouhei was thinking as they walked.

Could she...

Fragments of the past passed through his mind.

The coffin thing.

The mysterious destructive light beams.

The truck just stopping.

No... but...

Common sense sneered at his imaginings.

It was impossible.

A human-like android was impossible. The closest modern technology had
gotten was some car company’s hunch-backed bipedal robot. Certainly nothing
that could hold a conversation, bizarre as it might be, and be mistaken for a
human.

And yet...

It’s... kinda like I’m hooked.

He couldn’t help but feel he was sitting next to a huge bomb.

He was aware that Pamil was a threat to his peaceful life, of course. He wasn’t
quite aware of how naive that realization was, though. It was just a hunch.

Even now, he didn’t intend to kick her out, but he was beginning to wonder if
making preparations and readying himself for that kind of thing might not be
for the best.

As he considered that, he spoke:



“Hey, Pamil.”

But...

“...Pamil?”

It was then that he noticed. Pamil, who had been walking next to him, had
completely vanished.

●　●　●

At the same time, somewhere else:

“Hm?” Pamil said. “Hmhmm?”

She’d broken off from Kyouhei and was wandering the streets.

Of course... many things drew her attention.

Whether you believed that she was a ‘newly booted robot’ or not, Japan was
completely new to her. Each board, each sign, even the shape of the buildings
looked strange to her.

And so, because Kyouhei was wrapped up in his thoughts and couldn’t stop
her, Pamil had gone back and forth and gotten a long way away.

“Kyouhei?”

She looked around and he was nowhere to be seen.

“Hmm, where did he go?” she muttered in confusion. “Even the Royal
Searcher Eye can’t find his direction.”

She wandered around while mumbling to herself. Apparently, the idea of just
staying still and waiting, or asking for help from the police or something, didn’t
cross her mind.

What happened then was...

“Hey, pretty lady?”

Pamil certainly was beautiful. She had blonde hair, blue eyes, pale skin, and
pretty features. You couldn’t call her full-figured, but her limbs and body were
slender and dainty.

Coupled with her appearance, she was just wandering aimlessly around the



town like someone from the country that’d just moved to the city. Of course
she would stand out.

“Whassup? You lost? Looking for something?”

Approaching her was a group with the typical air.

One of them wore a T-shirt printed with a skeleton, as well as a beanie hat.

The other had several piercings in his face.

And the third wore sunglasses and was chewing gum.

These three youths made up the group.

You could just call their appearance part of their hobby, but the actual
problem was the look in their eyes. It was plenty suspicious.

They were looking through her in a way you could describe as upturned eyes,
or looking at the person in front of them while looking down. It wasn’t a look
you’d give an equal.

The crass smirks the three of them had doubled the suspicion. They looked
like the type to bundle a girl into a car given half a chance.

And right in front of them was a girl giving them plenty of chances.

“Hm? Indeed, I am looking for Kyouhei,” she answered.

Even talking to a person who had appeared out of nowhere, that she didn’t
know, Pamil didn’t have an ounce of alarm.

“Mmmm, Kyouhei? Ah, yeah, yeah, Kyouhei.”

The youths looked meaningfully at each other.

“I know ’im.”

“Me too.”

The youths said, laughing.

“I know where he is now too, y’know?”

“Really? Then please lead me to him,” asked Pamil with a bow.

“Sure. This way,” said one of them, grabbing hold of her shoulder



overfamiliarly, guiding her away from the main road.

After a while...

“This way.”

They had arrived.

There was a big van waiting there, with tinted windows that practically
screamed “kidnapping.”

●　●　●

Naturally, Kyouhei was searching for her.

“Ah, dammit. Where the hell is she?! Crazy damned girl!”

After all, he didn’t know what would happen were she to be left to her own
devices.

Her just taking food from stores would be fine. Well, not fine, but solvable by
paying, apologizing, and explaining it wasn’t intended maliciously. However, if
she went into the road again, then it might not end up with just angering the
drivers.

Depending on his perspective, this could have been a good chance. He could
just leave her behind and go home; he might never have to deal with her again
then. But Kyouhei didn’t even consider that.

He was, at heart, a good person.

That was why he was rushing around trying to find her.

“...Honestly,” he muttered, “you’re not even like a robot. If you were, you
could try to use comms systems or lasers or something to let me know where
you were.”

And all of a sudden, as if prompted by his words...

Pew!!

With a feeling of almost déjà vu, he saw a beam of light pass by his nose.

He silently turned to look.

Next to him was a stop sign, snapped right in the middle.



He felt a cold sweat across his body.

And then...

An explosion.

“Wh-What?!”

Hurriedly, he looked back where it had come from.

There was a small alley there. Apparently, the beam had gone through the
alley and out the other end.

The next instant, he saw some kind of fireball down that back street.

“Wh... Wh... Wh-Wh-Wh-Wha...?!”

It was a car.

Well, that was fine then. No, it wasn’t, but...

“Royal Beaaaaaaam!”

Another blast of light split the air along with a familiar voice.

But it didn’t stop there...

“Gyaahhh?!”

“Royal Firrrre!”

“Hyaaaaah?!”

“Royal Thunderrr!”

“Aghagagagag?!”

And so on.

The yells were inexcusable, and made him want to just turn around and go
home.

Though, that said, he of course couldn’t.

“You!!”

He ran to the ‘scene’ down the alley, only to be greeted by an awe-inspiring
sight.



There was a blonde girl taking down a bunch of wannabe gangsters.

In addition, there were beams, fire, and lightning.

Beams blasted through the air.

Fire billowed out.

And lightning flashed.

...They were all coming from the girl’s small figure.

A big van was burning away in front of Kyouhei’s shocked eyes. The three
youths were also being chased away.

By a half-naked girl.

It went without saying that the girl in question was Pamil.

“This is...”

It was only a guess, but they had probably taken advantage of Pamil’s lack of
street smarts. Then, they’d gotten her into the vehicle and tried to take her. Her
shirt being torn, making her half-naked, was the proof.

Anyway, that much was fine.

Not fine , but understandable.

The issue was that Pamil’s eyes, hands, and forehead were—in complete
disregard to logic and reason—letting off beams, fire, and lightning. What on
earth?!

Assuming it wasn’t a sleight of hand, a human couldn’t do that.

Then, what was doing it?

Kyouhei watched without even trying to stop it, when...

“Oh, Kyouhei, I was looking for you.”

She turned and smiled at him.

She was the same as ever.

Her face was as cute as ever.

Her beautiful blonde hair and blue eyes were the same.



But looking at those eyes, all Kyouhei could see was the things that had fired
beams of destruction from inside themselves. Well, if he’d looked closely, he
would have seen that they had actually come out from just above their surface.

“You...” The smiling girl almost felt like a loaded gun pointed at him.
“...You’re... not human...?!”

“Hm?” She tilted her head at him. “I told you, several times... I’m an android.”

Her tone was just asking why he was bringing it up after so long.

“This was good timing,” she continued, “I had been wanting to check if all my
weapons were working correctly after my boot.”

He said nothing.

At some point, those kidnappers had vanished; they’d probably fled. Well,
obviously they would.

The van next to them, probably belonging to the youths in question, merrily
burned away.

With the hot blasts of air buffeting him mercilessly, Kyouhei pinched at his
cheek and pulled, making sure he wasn’t seeing things.



Chapter 4 - The Family is Growing for Some Reason
There was something white visible in the darkness.

A girl, naked, facing away.

Her curvy, but still not fully grown figure stood out against the inky blackness.

There was a period of silence.

The girl slowly turned this way.

Her hair swayed around with her movements as if she were underwater. The
sight was magical, and very beautiful.

However...

“...You SaW.”

The girl had no face.

Well, that wasn’t quite right. She had a face. It was not the face of a human,
though.

Where there would normally be pale smooth skin, there was instead a bare
metal frame, like a murdering machine that had been in a certain movie... The
metallic skull had many small parts and wires attached to it, and formed a
bizarre caricature of a person.

“......You SaW?” the machine-faced thing asked as the whine and chattering of
its movements filled the air.

The disparity between the mechanical face and the human body from the
neck down was enough to make the target of her look freeze.

“YoU sAw?”

It was impossible to tell what was going through the mind in that metal skull.
It seemed to take the lack of response as an affirmative though, and so the
machine-faced girl took a step forward.

Then...

“EyE DeAtH rAy!”



Following the easily understandable declaration was a mysterious ray of light.
A ray that pierced through the person standing before it as they stood
unmoving from shock.

●　●　●

“Uwaaaahhhh?!”

His own scream woke him as he burst up like a jack-in-the-box. That was
when Kyouhei Nanbu noticed that he was drenched in a cold sweat.

“...What a dream... man...” he muttered, focusing on the pounding of his
heart as it thudded away far faster than needed.

Why had he seen such a dream? The logic was mostly obvious. Yesterday’s
events had been so shocking that they had even permeated his unconscious
mind.

Those events being...

A self-proclaimed android body double of a foreign country’s princess firing
strange beams from her eyes and launching fire and lightning from her hands.
Then she’d used those to crush some gangsters.

It was impossible; that’s what Kyouhei’s common sense told him.

A hunch-backed, jittery robot that some car company had made was about
the limit of modern science.

Science might progress constantly, but... leaping the intervening development
and creating an autonomous robot that was indistinguishable from a human
couldn’t be true.

For example, the vivid, honey-colored hair. The pale, porcelain skin. The soft,
pink lips. The delicate lines of her back from her shoulders. Even from close up,
they all looked vibrant; there was no way such a cute girl could be man-made...

With those thoughts in his head, Kyouhei couldn’t keep from acknowledging
the reality of what laid next to him.

That reality being the girl lying a scant dozen centimeters from him. She was
like a dog trying to get into its owner’s bed, happily sleeping away without a
hint of concern.



His thoughts halted.

And all of a sudden...

“Pa...!!” Kyouhei threw himself back up against the wall.

Then, he patted himself down and made sure his pajamas were still on.

“Pamil!!”

That name... was the root cause of his recent nightmare.

●　●　●

“I’ve told you so many times! Don’t just climb into my bed! Just listen to me,
please!”

The person climbing into his bed was the girl who had just started living with
him, Pamil.

Age: unknown. Nationality: unknown. Lineage: unknown.

She had introduced herself as the body double to, and an android of, a
princess. She had caused many issues, but because she had come from within
the mountain of things that Kyouhei’s father, Shuuhei Nanbu, had for work, he
couldn’t just throw her out... All things as they were, she had ended up living in
the Nanbu household.

Pamil ate the same as any human, used the toilet, and even slept. She
introduced herself as an android, but there was no proof of that. Thinking
logically about it, there was no way someone could make a robot that could be
mistaken for a human just like that.

That all meant that Kyouhei had thought of her as a person who was under
the delusion that she was a robot, and so he had pitied her.

...Until yesterday.

Until he had seen that impossible scene for himself.

“A book I read said that sharing body heat worked well when it was cold.”
Even in the face of Kyouhei’s anger, Pamil didn’t shy away at all, and just looked
questioningly at him. “Didn’t you say it would be cold last night?”

“I did, but it’s hardly going to be cold enough to kill you inside! You shouldn’t



get into a guy’s bed!”

“You’re not a guy though, you’re Kyouhei?”

“I am Kyouhei, but I’m also a guy!”

“Hmm?”

Perhaps not unexpectedly considering her introduction, she had no common
sense. Despite that though, she had some unusual bits of knowledge, which
often caused its own troubles.

“Ah, I see,” she nodded with an expression of understanding. “I don’t have
any body heat because I’m an android.”

“No... that’s...”

The conversation was going nowhere fast.

Well, ordinarily, no one would have blamed Kyouhei for losing his rag, but
Pamil was completely and utterly serious, so even he couldn’t really get angry at
her. She at least wasn’t showing any sign of teasing him or being purposefully
disobedient, and that much was clear from looking at her.

“Anyway! From now on, you’re forbidden from getting in my bed!
Completely!”

His yell was nearly a shriek, but then he stiffened.

Pamil was looking steadily at him, watching him with her blue eyes.

Kyouhei had personally witnessed those eyes unleash devastating beams of
light the day before. He’d gotten into his usual flow of yelling, but if Pamil felt
like it, she could blast her way through metal. If he offended her too much, she
might turn her sights on him.

...Is she really not a human...?

His thoughts drifted between common sense and his own experiences.

Whatever she thought he was thinking, Pamil clapped her hands and made a
noise of understanding.

“I see, got it. That’s where you keep your secret documents. Of course you
would want people away from them to maintain security. Understood,” she



nodded.

“What do you mean, secre—”

“Aren’t these secret?”

As Pamil spoke, she rustled around and fished out a book from near the bed,
or more accurately, from the gap between the bookcase and the wall.

The book being...

“Geh?!”

The book was a magazine that his friend at school, Mizuhito, had lent him,
which had many pictures of rather exposed women (to put it politely).

“Eh... ah... uhm... that’s...!”

It wasn’t that Kyouhei collected that kind of book. He’d just mentioned to
Mizuhito that he didn’t have any of its ilk in his room... and he had given him
five. Kyouhei had attempted to say that he didn’t want them, but had them
forced upon him (from his perspective).

Obviously, he couldn’t go with something like “If you really don’t want ’em,
just send ’em back in the post or chuck ’em?” He couldn’t.

An adolescent’s mind was a complicated thing.

However, the girl in front of him didn’t understand that in the slightest , and
just nodded at something.

“It’s a secret that you like these kinds of naked women, roger that.”

“Don’t you ‘roger’ me!”

“Don’t worry, everyone has their hobbies.”

“Geh, she’s the one teaching me now?!”

Kyouhei despaired as he cradled his head.

Regardless of the misgivings he held, their lives were more or less as normal.
...At least until now.

●　●　●

Kyouhei had woken up so early that he still had plenty of time before he



needed to be at school. Normally, he would get a sweetened bun and eat it
with milk on the way in, but that day he ended up making some breakfast.

Using the water service point in a corner of the warehouse along with an
induction hob, Kyouhei cooked some toast, bacon, and eggs. He had some
lettuce and tomato in the fridge, so he used them to make a simple salad as
well.

It went without saying that this was a simple meal that could be learned in a
single cooking lesson, but perhaps it was unusual to Pamil... she was certainly
watching his actions keenly.

Dad... thought Kyouhei to himself as he nimbly flipped the eggs to make sure
they were cooked on both sides, when are you going to get back...?

His father, Shuuhei, had shown neither hide nor hair of himself since Pamil
had started living in the warehouse.

Well, as a self-proclaimed International Trader, he was always in some
country or another, and often unreachable. Kyouhei was well used to that.

But... he wouldn’t be able to find out who Pamil actually was without asking
the one who put her in that capsule and brought her to the warehouse. That
was why since her ‘boot’ Kyouhei had phoned Shuuhei dozens, no, hundreds, of
times... He still had yet to get through, though.

Seriously... he’s never here when it matters... Damned old man...

With those thoughts passing through his mind, Kyouhei plated the eggs.

...

It was at that moment that a noise rent the air.

“Huh?”

Switching off the heat, Kyouhei looked towards the entrance.

It’s been mentioned several times, but Shuuhei had rather cryptic pastimes.
The noise was hardly what one would think of as a doorbell. Incidentally, the
source of the sound was from a baryonic rifle from Orbital Gear Grendam .

“...Who’s that?”



Checking the clock on the wall, Kyouhei saw that it was still just after seven, a
little early for the post, and he couldn’t think of any friends or acquaintances
that would visit at this time of the morning. Well, Mizuhito might.

Gesturing to Pamil that she should hide inside for a bit, he approached the
entrance area, or rather, the loading bay.

Said loading bay had a three-meter-wide shutter that was designed to allow a
lot of goods to be moved directly inside. The closest to a ‘front door’ that the
Nanbu household had was this shutter.

Checking that Pamil had hidden herself behind some boxes, Kyouhei reached
out for the opener.

Before he could touch it, however, he got a shock as the shutter began
moving on its own.

The person outside had probably opened it, having disengaged the lock,
which was on par with military security.

And, standing there...

“Hmphmm... It’s been a while, my son.”

...was Shuuhei.

●　●　●

Shuuhei Nanbu.

A salesman that called himself an International Trader.

If you wanted it, he’d get it and sell it to you, from packs of tissues to nuclear
ICBMs; that was his trade. Or at least that was his boast.

It’s clear from that description, but... he wasn’t exactly the most decent of
people. Coupled with him not knowing who Kyouhei’s mother was, you could
get a decent picture of the kind of person he was.

He was the antithesis of Kyouhei, who lived his life by the tenets of
‘ordinariness,’ ‘peace,’ and ‘normalcy.’

“Dad...”

Shuuhei had changed considerably in the time since Kyouhei had last seen



him, but in other ways hadn’t changed in the slightest.

The last time he had seen him, Shuuhei had been wearing camo gear on his
tall frame, making Kyouhei want to yell about whatever kind of war he was
planning on fighting in.

But now...

“You’re back, then?” asked Kyouhei.

Shuuhei was wearing a black suit, sunglasses, and had a long white scarf
hanging from his neck.





He looked... like he wouldn’t be out of place in a shootout with dual pistols
around Hong Kong.

The basic concept of his explosive shadiness hadn’t changed though. On a
previous occasion, he had actually turned up in a cowboy hat with a white
guitar on his back.

Anyway, let’s put that aside.

“I got tired of the stench of gambling dens...” he complained. Kyouhei had no
words. “Anyway, been keeping well, my son?”

There was a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth, which upon
closer inspection turned out to be a tobacco substitute. Keeping it in his mouth,
he raised one hand like a gangster.

First, Kyouhei had to deal with the torrent of abuse swirling around his head.
After that, he took deep breaths for five seconds before yelling.

“Don’t take the piss out of me!”

“Huh? You wet the bed at your age? That’s not good.”

“No! I called you so many times, and you didn’t even pick up the damn
phone! Where the hell were you?!”

“Hahaha, you wanted to hear your dad’s voice that much? ...You’ve always
been so spoiled.”

Shuuhei rubbed at the back of his head in apparent embarrassment.

Seeing his nonchalance made Kyouhei’s blood boil as he yelled at him.

“Would you listen?!”

“I am,” Shuuhei said calmly, sidestepping his son’s rage, “Well, y’know, a lot
happened, a lot . I had some blood-pounding adven— Well, forget all that. It’s
hardly the first time I’ve left you to watch the house and not answered the
phone, is it?”

“It’s not—” Kyouhei started to answer when...

“Kyouhei?” came a voice from behind him. Pamil, of course.



Before Kyouhei could turn to look, Shuuhei had already done so.

“Oh, Kyouhei, you’ve got someone here?”

Pamil’s head was poking out from behind the boxes when Kyouhei frantically
turned to look. Even though he’d told her to hide, she had probably been
curious about the shouting and stuck her head out.

“...Yeah.”

An expression of understanding made its way onto Shuuhei’s face.

“I see! You brought your girlfriend home, ’course you’d want to know when
I’d be back!”

“That’s not it!” he yelled, stamping his foot.

“Apologies, it looks like you’ve been stuck caring for my foolish son. I’m his
father.”

“I see. I’m Pamil. Kyouhei has been caring for me too, so it goes both ways.”

And more or less just like that, Shuuhei and Pamil accepted each other
without a single question, then shook hands in greeting.

“Dad!”

“Kyouhei, calm down a bit. Going through life constantly angry is just boring,
isn’t it?”

“Shut it! Why’re you talking like you’ve never met?! You’re the one that
shoved her in that capsule and brought her here!”

“I did...?”

Shuuhei brought his hand to his chin.

The second hand on the clock made a full revolution as he ruminated.

Kyouhei was on the verge of violence when Shuuhei finally came to some
conclusion.

“...Ah, I see. Right. I got it. Roger that... Well, it’s all good.”

“It’s not all good! Don’t just wave it off! Explain why you’re acting like a
slaver!” he yelled as he grabbed his father’s collar.



“...Do I haaave to?” asked Shuuhei, clearly finding it too much of a bother.

“Of course you do!”

“Kyouhei,” he began with a sudden sense of exhaustion about him, “there
are... things you’re better off not knowing in life...”

“And when they come knocking anyway, that’s no help!” Kyouhei was glaring
at his father with fire in his eyes. “Anyway,” he continued, “stuffing someone in
that thing and bringing them here is a crime, a crime! They ain’t gonna let it go
if I just say ‘Sorry, I didn’t know’!”

“Listen, Kyouhei. Crimes aren’t a bad thing. Crimes that are discovered are
bad things. If a crime is undiscovered, no one loses, and no one is harmed or
inconvenienced. Because a crime is not actually a bad thing in and of itself; if no
one finds out about it, it’s the same as it never having happened. Right and
wrong is ult—”

“I don’t want to hear your dodgy morals! And regardless, you can’t guarantee
that it’ll never be found out!”

Shuuhei let out a sigh, still acting like it was more trouble than it was worth,
even as his son was shouting at him with hands on his collar. He stuck his left
pinky finger into his ear and wiggled it around as he capitulated.

“...All right. Fine, fine, an explanation. I’ll give you one, but let me come in
first. Then we can finally eat together again, maybe have a bath, deepen our
manly friendship—”

“Right now!!” Kyouhei bawled, taking Shuuhei’s scarf in both hands and
tightening it around his neck.

●　●　●

The Bergmann Kingdom.

Once he let his father talk, he found there was some logic to him having heard
the name, despite it not appearing even once during geography lessons.

“It’s because of the family Akemi married into,” was Shuuhei’s explanation.

Akemi was Shuuhei’s cousin, so Akemi Nanbu, who had married someone
with a connection to the Bergmann royal family.



It wasn’t something Kyouhei could immediately remember. He saw his own
cousins, aunts, and the like as ‘relatives,’ but... once you went as far as his
father’s cousin, they were only relatives on paper, and practically unknown to
him.

However...

“Because she married them, I got a lot of work with their royalty.”

Apparently, his family marrying into the royal family’s associate’s meant that
Shuuhei could become a purveyor of goods to the royal family.

Of course, despite the country’s size, the royal family had a long history... and
so they had official supply routes for normal, legitimate goods and services.
There was then no gap in the market for Shuuhei to slip into.

However, more delicate instances of trading, like those relating to each of the
family members’ personal hobbies, frequently came to Shuuhei.

Akemi had passed away from illness several years prior, but the relationship
between Shuuhei and the royal family had continued.

“I got a good deal selling them manga and anime. DVDs and models too. I
even once sold a perfect grade DOC from Orbital Gear Grendam for $600, you
know?”

“...That’s a rip-off,” Kyouhei interjected.

Currently, the three of them—Kyouhei, Shuuhei, and Pamil—were seated
around a table usually used for meals.

It still felt uncomfortable because even now they were surrounded by the
various boxes, but it was strangely suited to their current confidential
discussion.

Kyouhei was listening to the explanation as he split the two-person breakfast
three ways.

“Then,” Shuuhei continued, bread in one hand, “there was that revolution.”

The revolution had wiped out the royal family, so he couldn’t collect his
unpaid dues.



Even dust would form a mountain if you piled it high enough, so even though
each monetary amount was small, the system of just getting a single lump sum
at the end of each year meant that he was suddenly short of a lot of money.

“So, after the coup, I had to take the stuff from the palace’s dump instead of
money.”

“...Hey, you’re acting like a looter!”

“It’s fine, I got permission by letting the soldiers keep the money.”

“That’s not getting permission, it’s bribery!”

As always, Shuuhei straddled the line between legality and illegality. Even if
that made him unbearable to be related to.

“Pamil’s capsule was probably amongst that stuff. I filled three trailers with
that crap, so I don’t know exactly what was there.”

“Why are you so irresponsible...?” Kyouhei moaned, falling over the table.

“Hahaha, you’ve got to be irresponsible sometimes, don’t worry ’bout it!”

“It does worry me!” he cried.

Pamil looked quizzically at him from his side, watching the back and forth
between them. Maybe she didn’t realize that they were talking about her.

“Then...” Kyouhei began, glancing at her, “...is she really a body double
android for their princess?”

“Well... I don’t know that either, but she’s not a normal person; she was put
in that thing and thrown away after all. If she says she is, it’s definitely likely.”

“...Is that even possible?”

A human duplicate robot was still over-technology in the current day.

But as he was having those doubts...

“The Bergmann Kingdom was pretty advanced, you know?” remarked
Shuuhei. “I wouldn’t be surprised if there were an android or two. Actually, the
scientific facility affiliated with the royalty was knee-deep in patentable stuff. I
think the new government’s going to use them for funding.”



Kyouhei could only stare. The vague sense of entrapment was suddenly
constricting. It wasn’t because of some insignificant little thing; Kyouhei had
thought that his dad coming back would lead to everything being solved. It
wasn’t that he now wanted to throw her out... but this vague and uncertain
situation was a real concern for him.

On top of that...

She’s definitely not normal, and... she’ll be gone someday...

She wasn’t some pet, and a half-hearted attachment would be pointless,
because then parting would hurt all the more. Those feelings came from
Kyouhei’s heart... he’d learned from being dragged all around the world by
Shuuhei.

“So...?” Kyouhei grumbled out.

Shuuhei just blinked his eyes behind his sunglasses and looked at him in
question.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“So what’s going to happen with her?!” Kyouhei yelled, flinging his hand out
to point at Pamil.

She too looked at him in question, staring at where his finger was pointed at
her nose.

“Uhhap?!”

Kyouhei let out a strange noise as he felt something warm and thick against
his finger. When he looked at it, Pamil had her pale pink lips around it.

“What are you doing?!”

“You pointed your finger at me, so I thought you wanted me to lick it.”

“What are you, a dog?! Do you lick anything that goes near your nose?! What
the hell’s going on in your head?!” he cried as he yanked his hand back.

“That’s an android for you, strange in the oddest of ways... hahaha!” Shuuhei
chuckled.

“Stop your laughing! Start thinking how to help!”



“Hmm, but I had no idea there was an android inside...” he mumbled,
scratching at his forehead.

There was no uneasiness or sense of urgency on his face though, nor sign of
him even trying to think of something to help.

He was silent in consideration for about a minute.

“...Kyouhei,” he finally said.

Shuuhei tapped at his plate, now devoid of toast, as he looked steadily at his
son from behind his glasses.

“What?”

“Seconds, please.”

“...Make it yourself!”

No, he hadn’t thought of a single thing.

●　●　●

“Honestly, damn him...!” Kyouhei muttered as he walked with his bag in one
hand.

He had obviously had no inclination to make ‘seconds,’ and so had thrown a
bundle of takeout leaflets at Shuuhei and left for school.

Despite that, he couldn’t calm down. He had originally been sure that
everything would be fine once Shuuhei got back, but now he’d been told that
there was no more information for him and nothing had changed. His despair
and sense of having wasted his time had both grown.

“Fuck!”

His anger overflowed, and Kyouhei punched at a nearby sign. It was a
standard sign that you’d see outside any café or restaurant.

“Hyah...?!” the board cried.

No, it was someone behind the board.

Eyes wide, Kyouhei took a closer look... Unexpectedly, there was a familiar girl
behind it.



“Ah... um?”

Who is this again? he thought, searching his memories. She was in the year
below him at school... Murata, if he remembered correctly, though he couldn’t
recall her forename.

“Murata...san?”

“...Ah...”

The girl had bobbed hair, reminiscent of a zashiki warashi , and her dark eyes
were watery behind her glasses.

“Ah, s-sorry, did I hit you?” he asked in a panic, looking between the girl and
the sign, worried he’d hit her at the same time.

However... the girl just shook her head rapidly.

Why were her eyes watering then...?

Obviously, he had no idea that she was just moved by him remembering her
name.

All Kyouhei knew was that somehow a girl was crying because of him; he
didn’t even stop to wonder what she was doing in a practically deserted
warehouse district.

Spurred on by guilt, he offered a hand to her.

“Uh... Anyway, sorry, can you get up?”

The girl looked at his hand in shock for some reason, but in the next instant
clung to it.

“...Up we go.” Off-balance for a second, Kyouhei helped her stand. “I don’t
really know what happened, but sorry. You sure you’re not hurt?”

“Ah, yes,” the girl nodded.

He hadn’t really looked at her before, but she was fairly pretty. In some ways,
she was the exact opposite of Pamil, a girl with a very ‘Japanese impression,’
but she was beautiful in the same way as a Hakata doll was.

“So, uh... shall we... head to school?”



They’d met on the way to the same school, and going out of his way to leave
her behind would have been weird. Kyouhei wanted to get on with the journey
to try to shake off his unease, but...

“Ah... right!”

For some reason, still teary-eyed, the girl nodded energetically.

●　●　●

Meanwhile, in the Kyouhei household.

“I wonder where I went wrong bringing him up,” Shuuhei complained as he
munched on a frozen pizza that he’d heated up in a microwave, despite the
early hour. Incidentally, in his left hand was a can of Heineken.

Across from him, also eating pizza, as you would expect, was Pamil. She,
though, was holding it in both hands and nibbling away at it, in marked contrast
to Shuuhei. She looked like a squirrel peeling a sunflower seed. And her drink
was a cola.

“Hmm, you brought him up?”

“Well, brought him up, he grew up... something like that.”

“Hm, something like that.”

It might not be much of an actual conversation, but the two didn’t seem to be
worried about that.

“He was always so good.”

“He’s not now?”

“Well, I guess you couldn’t call him rebellious,” he admitted, folding his arms
and thinking. “Maybe he did need a female parent...”

That clearly wasn’t the problem for the Nanbu family... but there was no one
there with the common sense to be able to refute him.

“A female parent?”

“A mother.”

“...Female parent; mother. Male parent; father.”



Pamil rolled the words over her tongue as if they were foreign to her. Well,
for Pamil, Japanese was a foreign language.

“Whatever, he’ll wander around for about half the day and then come back
when he feels better.”

His tone was easy, but Pamil looked at him doubtfully and asked:

“Hm? How do you know that?”

Shuuhei blinked.

“I mean, we are still father and son.”

●　●　●

Sanae Murata had never even dreamed that she would be going to school
with Kyouhei. She was frantically keeping her outward appearance calm as she
walked, while on the inside she felt like she’d gone to heaven.

Currently, she was thanking the gods, major and minor alike. From the
Buddha and Christ all the way to Nyarlathotep—if she could think of them, she
thanked them. Obviously, no one was aware of the opportunity to jump in on
that last one. Regardless though, she walked next to Kyouhei for the rest of the
trip.

Incidentally, it was no coincidence that she was near his house. The scene she
had happened upon yesterday—that being him walking with an unknown
blonde—had bothered her, and so she had lain in wait near his house.

“Uh... Uhm...”

The two had exchanged generic pleasantries every so often as they walked,
but... Sanae suddenly gathered her courage and changed the subject in one of
the lulls of the conversation.

It was a good chance; she could ask about that blonde now.

“C... Can I ask you something?”

“Sure, what?” he answered easily.

However...

“Um... Yesterday... I saw... you walking with a blonde... girl...”



...her question made him suddenly tense up.

Sanae’s foreboding strengthened—if they were unrelated, he wouldn’t react
like that.

“Is... Is that blonde... girl... your... your... g-girlfriend...?”

She almost didn’t want to hear, but she couldn’t take it back now.

The response, though, was just utter puzzlement.

“Huh? My girlfriend? Pamil?”

His voice was so surprised that Sanae could tell she probably wasn’t. At the
same time, she also found out that the girl’s name was Pamil.

“Ah... No, she’s...” he started off chaotically, but then a slight yet pained smile
made its way onto his face. “She’s a relative’s kid... just, some stuff happened,
so I’m looking after her.”

“Ah... I see,” she said in relief.

Not sure what to think of her reaction, his pained smile stayed on his face as
he replied:

“And well... just like she looks, she’s a foreigner, so she really doesn’t get how
things work here... If I take my eyes off her, who knows what she’ll do; it’s
awful. I’m exhausted because of it...”

“I... I see.”

“And you know what else? Dad brought her here, and he’s really
irresponsible... I really don’t get what’s going on or what I should do.”

“...Right...”

“That’s why I hit the sign you were by; sorry about that.”

“Ah... no, it’s fine!” Sanae insisted, shaking her head.

For Sanae, that was what had allowed her dream of going to school with
Kyouhei to come true; it wasn’t something he should apologize for.

“That makes me wonder though, Murata-san... is your house in that
direction? You don’t see many people walking around there at all.”



The area around Kyouhei’s house was a warehouse district, so there weren’t
many residents. The roads were filled with trucks during the day, and there
were a few shops like convenience stores for the workers to get food and drink,
but not many people walked the streets.

“Ah, um, I, uh,” Sanae panicked.

She couldn’t tell him that she was peeking on his life. Because her friend
Youko Minebe had patiently explained things to her, she knew that that sort of
claim would drive people away.

“I, uh, like the view in the area... umm,” she said, giving a rough-and-ready
excuse.

Anyone that heard it would think that something was off, especially with the
lack of logic, but Kyouhei...

“Huh, fair enough.”

He just accepted it easily.

The people around Kyouhei—Mizuhito, Shuuhei, and Pamil—were all strange
people, so someone making a hobby of looking at warehouses was nothing
worthy of mention for him. ...Though obviously, Sanae didn’t realize that.

In any case... the school was now in sight. Sanae’s blessing had come to its
end.

●　●　●

...My relative’s kid...

As he parted from Sanae, he mentally repeated the sudden excuse he’d given.
It wasn’t a bad excuse for being thought up on the spot.

Shuuhei’s cousin: Akemi. The Bergmann Royal Family. The princess. A body
double. Putting all those phrases together, “a relative’s child” was the most
reasonable outcome one could possibly come up with.

However...

A... relative...

Now that he considered it, the only person that Kyouhei had had a continuous



relationship with was Shuuhei.

He didn’t know his mother’s face or name even. He also had no long-standing
friends due to Shuuhei dragging him across the world.

For a child who couldn’t freely use a phone or letters, a ‘foreign country’ was
much too far away. Many of the friends he had made couldn’t receive emails
either, so each time he moved countries, he couldn’t help but become
estranged from friends and acquaintances, and even relatives.

And nowadays...

He didn’t even see Shuuhei every day lately; the vast majority of his time was
spent alone.

Therefore...

...What am I on about...? Kyouhei thought, still with a pained smile.

Pamil. Leaving aside whether she was a human or an android... she probably
had nowhere to go anymore.

If she was an android, her legal owners, the royal family of the Bergmann
Kingdom, no longer existed.

Even if she was just a citizen of that country that had gotten caught up in
some issues, it seemed unlikely that she had any family that would take her in.
She had been put into that coffin and placed with the rest of the trash, so...

“Hey, morning,” Mizuhito greeted him as he entered the classroom.

Even as he responded with the usual greetings... Kyouhei’s mind was occupied
with Pamil.

●　●　●

“I’m back.”

Kyouhei had opened the excessively secure entrance and stepped into the
warehouse.

He was then welcomed by...

“Oh, Shuuhei was right.” Pamil had come pattering out like a dog greeting her
owner, leaving the dungeon of boxes. “Welcome back, Kyouhei,” she said with a



bright smile.

He just stood there.

“What’s wrong?” she asked curiously.

“Ah, nothing,” he responded with a faint smile. “Where’s Dad?”

“He said he remembered something he had to do and went out.”

“...He’s always off like a damned shot!”

Even if he’d come back, he couldn’t just sit still.

Kyouhei headed further in, to the kitchen, and put away the shopping he’d
bought on the way home with a sigh.

“Kyouhei,” Pamil suddenly spoke to him as she watched him.

“What?”

“You and Shuuhei are fun.”

“Huh?”

He looked back at her in surprise at the sudden opinion. The self-proclaimed
android was looking at him with sparkling eyes.

“What you say and what you do don’t match at all. You act like you hate each
other, but it’s the opposite.”

“...D-Do we?”

“It’s funny. Is that what having a parent is like?” she asked earnestly.

“Eh? Well, if you’re asking about parents, what—”

He was about to reflexively ask about her own, but stopped himself. He
wasn’t sure how she would take it, but she actually just smiled back at him.

“I don’t have a father. I mean, I do have a father-type android, but we were
never booted at the same time, so I’ve never seen him.”

“...You can call that a father?”

Even with his sarcasm, he had a sudden thought.

Whether androids existed or not... had she been forced into loneliness?



She couldn’t even really recognize a parental relationship.

“I’m back,” came the call from Shuuhei as Kyouhei considered that. “Oh,
you’re back, Kyouhei. I see, I see.”

Shuuhei nodded in satisfaction as he fanned his face with a brown envelope.

Kyouhei... had a slight sense of unease.

“Dad, what’s that envelope?”

“Huh? Ah, our family records,” he answered with a booming laugh.

“Our family records?”

“Yup.”

So saying, he flung the envelope away and put a hand on both Kyouhei and
Pamil’s shoulders.

“W-What have you done?”

“Uh-huh. Kyouhei, you’ve been pretty alone up until now, but that changes
today!”

“Huh?”

“We have more family now! More!” Kyouhei just looked at him. “Pamil,” he
continued, “you don’t need to worry about what’ll happen to you anymore.
Kyouhei and I are your family now!”

“...Huh?! What the hell do you mean, old man?!”

“Hahaha, everything’ll be fine if you leave it to your strangely reliable dad,
Shuuhei! The records are perfect! On paper, you are without a doubt my
daughter! I kinda wanted a daughter as well!!”

He moved both of his hands to rest on Pamil’s shoulders and clapped them
happily twice, then a third time. After that, he put his right hand on his chest
and stretched his left towards the ceiling.





“Our family life begins from tomorrow!” he declared.

“Wait a damned minute!”

“All right! Now, to practice being father and daughter!” Shuuhei proclaimed,
completely ignoring Kyouhei’s yell. “Could you call me ‘Papa’?”

“I can, Papa.”

“Good, good, well done!” Shuuhei cried out, engulfing her in a hug.

She didn’t seem too unhappy with it, and was smiling slightly like she was
being tickled.

And then what happened was...

“Right, next up! Would you call Kyouhei ‘Onii-chan’?”

“Would you quit it?!” Kyouhei yelled, making them both look at him blankly.

Then, Shuuhei clapped his hands.

“I see, Kyouhei, would you rather have a cheeky tsundere sister that calls you
‘Aniki’?”

“Would you, Kyouhei?”

“No!”

“Hmm, then,” Shuuhei began, folding his arms and thinking, “let’s go with
‘Onii-tan.’”

“That’s even worse!!”

“Hmm, what’s wrong, Onii-tan? Tell me, Onii-tan!”

“Stop! It! Now!!”

Even as he yelled, Kyouhei was sort of enjoying himself.

●　●　●

Well, that’s how it went.

On that day, Kyouhei suddenly obtained a sister, Harumi Nanbu. A little sister
that looked nothing like him and had blonde hair and blue eyes, with an unclear
past.



Chapter 5 - No Respite, Even at School

In most circumstances, humans couldn’t deal with long periods of stress; they
couldn’t remain constantly braced for the next impact. However mentally
resilient a person was, they needed time to recover from the mental fatigue...
Well, to put it simply, they’d need time to rest their mind.

And, for Kyouhei Nanbu, that time came when he was at school.

For him, a guy living and putting up with a weirdo that proclaimed herself to
be a body double android for a princess, school was the only place where
Kyouhei could feel like a normal person in an ordinary society. Well, actually, he
now thought she was an android, but she just looked like a blonde-haired, blue-
eyed girl that could launch beams, lightning, and fire.

At any rate, he had no idea what the next moment would hold once he went
home, with that weird girl utterly lacking any common sense. Not to mention
she had more firepower than any individual could ever need.

Of course he couldn’t rest there.

On the contrary, being far from home at school, from the start of the lessons
to their end, was an indispensable time for mental recuperation for him.

However...

“...Pamil,” he groaned out.

Pamil, the weirdo in question. The adorable girl, the source of Kyouhei’s
headaches and stomach ulcers, was looking back at him curiously.

She really was adorable. If she just sat there silently, then her appearance was
perhaps as her claim would imply. She was sweet and pure-looking, with a slight
hint of refinement even. If she had wings on her back, people could even
mistake her for an angel.

The dry leafy color of her blazer contrasted nicely with her pale skin and vivid
hair—

...



Blazer?

“What’s with... that outfit?”

It was just before he would head off for school in the morning. Kyouhei had
gone to the kitchen—well, the corner of the warehouse with the cooking
utensils—to make breakfast. Pamil had then appeared in front of him, changed
out of her sleeping clothes.

“With what?” Pamil returned, looking down at her clothing.

She was wearing a tawny blazer, and a similar skirt, and a white blouse.
Bringing it all together was a dark red tie.

Nothing that made up the outfit was particularly strange.

For Kyouhei, it wasn’t a rare sight either. In fact, he saw it enough to be tired
of the combination. That was because... it was the school uniform from his high
school.

“It’s a uniform, as you can see,” she told him.

“That’s what I mean... what’s with it?! Why are you wearing my school’s
uniform?!”

“Kyouhei,” she began seriously.

“W-What?”

“I’ll tell you something useful.”

“...Oh yeah?”

“There’s a saying, ‘When in Rome, do as the Romans do,’ and in Japan there’s
the saying, ‘Follow the rules of the village when you’re there.’”

“...And?”

“I was admitted to the same school as you, so if I didn’t wear the same as the
girls there, I would stand out more than needed, would I not?”

“That’s what I mean!” he cried. “Why are you going to the same school as
me?!”

“Because they finished admission procedures.”



“Well, yeah, but... Wait, who started them?!”

Kyouhei hadn’t done it at least; he wouldn’t, as it would chip away at his
peace and quiet.

“Shuuhei did.”

“Daaaad!!”

As he yelled, he looked around in anger for him, but then Pamil said:

“If you want Shuuhei, he left late last night. He said he wouldn’t be back for a
while.”

“...Again?!”

The established pattern in the Nanbu household was that Shuuhei would
disappear off somewhere ‘for work’ and Kyouhei would have to pick up the
slack.

“Why are you angry?” she asked curiously.

The action itself had a pure innocence about it, like a bird tilting its head,
but...

“Obviously, because you—”

“Am I not allowed to go to the same school as you?” she interrupted down-
heartedly.

“Ah... no, uh, you...?” Kyouhei’s anger withered in front of her sadness.

Shutting her up inside the house all week except for the weekends would
probably be a problem... and letting her wander around aimlessly would just
increase the risk all the more, for both Pamil and her surroundings.

“I’m your little sister now, aren’t I?”

“Well... yeah.”

‘Little sister.’ It was a strange-sounding phrase for Kyouhei, him having always
been an only child, but not an unpleasant one at all.

“Now that I’m your sister, I should rip up love letters that other girls give me
for you, come to your classroom and go: ‘Onii-chan, you forgot your lunch,



didn’t you?!’ and wait by the school gate and say: ‘Let’s go home together, Onii-
chan,’ right?”

“...Where did you learn all that crap?!”

“From Shuuhei.”

Kyouhei just let out a sigh, deciding that he’d beat his father like a drum the
next time he was home.

“It’s okay, Kyouhei,” Pamil reassured him with a nod, patting him consolingly
on the shoulder, “I know all about time, place, and occasion. I’ll make sure to
call you ‘Onii-chan’ when we’re at school, so don’t worry about it.”

“That’s not the issue!!”

At any rate, Pamil going to school seemed to have already been decided. With
the admissions procedures being done and her already having the uniform,
pulling out now would just make things more complicated.

“Ahhh... my... It’s fading... my normalcy... my peace and quiet...”

Pamil watched his grumbling and mumbling blankly.

●　●　●

Kyouhei slid into school just on the verge of being late, seconds before the
bell finished ringing.

This was rare for him; he usually had plenty of time to spare when he got into
school, but that wasn’t feasible today, because he’d had to make a cheat sheet
for Pamil. It read as follows:

Don’t talk about anything more than you were asked.

If you don’t quite get something, don’t answer.

When introducing yourself, only give your name; nothing about being an
android or a body double.

Beams, lightning, and fire are all forbidden.

If you’re in trouble, tell them you don’t know how things work in Japan.

...And so on.



Kyouhei had taken Pamil to the staffroom, then immediately passed her off to
the first-year teacher before finally letting out a sigh and rushing to his own
classroom.

The teacher was already taking the register and frowned at him, but Kyouhei’s
normal diligence seemed to have helped, so they didn’t scold him too much.

Regardless, he’d done all he could.

He couldn’t follow her to her classes, so all he could do now was pray that she
didn’t do anything she shouldn’t.

Wishes aren’t fishes... but well, that’s just how the world is.

●　●　●

He should have seen it coming.

“Hey, Nanbu,” a classmate called out to him.

It was the break after the first period. Kyouhei had worked his way through
the class and was now enjoying the peaceful scenery from his seat next to the
window, as ever.

“...your sister’s here.”

He felt like he was about to pitch over, then whirled around like a criminal
wanted for murder that had just been called by name, only to see the petite,
blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl at the classroom door.

“...Wha...?!”

Even after I told her so many times to stay away from my classroom!

He certainly was somewhat worried about what she’d do, but he couldn’t
watch her around the clock. That being the case, he had decided to avoid
rumors being spread as much as possible, and come up with the idea of them
having as little contact as possible at school.

And yet... barely an hour after the day had started, his deep, insightful (or
whatever you’d call it) plan had come to naught.

As a result...

“Kyouhei’s sister?!”



Of all people, it was Mizuhito that responded first.

Mizuhito Hibiki, an utter idiot that would not only sell his soul to stand out,
but would then brag about his business sense. He dyed his hair and had
piercings, of course, but he also habitually carried a guitar and pretended to be
a rocker.

Without even allowing Kyouhei the chance to make an excuse, he rushed over
to Pamil and began examining her.

“Hmm... A sister... A little sister? Kyouhei, you had a sister?”

Ahhhhhh, see, this ain’t gonna work, Dad!

He was at his wit’s end, even if it was already too late. Obviously, anyone
would doubt it if you suddenly got a sister whose very appearance made her
look like a foreigner.

Actually, there were school staff that had dealt with her admission; had no
one questioned it?

Now he’s just going to dig and dig—if she gets found out...

All his efforts to date would have been fruitless, and in the worst case, the
police might even get involved.

“Uh, uhm, she—!”

“Mmh, Harumi-chan, huh? Hahaha, you don’t look anything like Kyouhei,”
pointed out Mizuhito, worsening the situation.

Pamil, though, wasn’t perturbed in the slightest and nodded.

“Indeed, we only became siblings the other day.”

“I see, that makes sense then!”

“That convinced you?!”

Mizuhito looked back at him strangely.

“What’s up, Kyouhei, not happy with your night life?”

“Why just the night life? Anyway, no,” he cried out before pointing at Pamil.
“Wouldn’t you think it’s at least a little strange if you were just introduced to a



sister like her out of nowhere?!”

“Why would I?”

“Because... I...”

He was dead serious.

Kyouhei looked around again. Lots of people were watching, including the
student that had informed him she was here, but none of the boys or girls
seemed to have a problem with her presence.

“Uh...”

“Hahaha, Kyouhei,” laughed Mizuhito, tapping him on the shoulder, “if a
‘sudden little sister’ event is all it takes for you to lose your cool, you won’t last
long in this business, you know?”

“What business would that be?!”

“Anyway,” he continued, ignoring Kyouhei’s protest and scratching at his
cheek, “your dad just turning up with a foreign daughter in tow ain’t that much
of a surprise to us.”

Kyouhei fell silent as the rest of the students nodded in agreement.

“Right, right, that seems like him,” remarked one.

“Yeah, he’s always off somewhere, right?”

“The PTA can’t get hold of him either; Mom was complaining about that.”

“Right, I wouldn’t be surprised if he had a couple of illegitimate kids abroad.”

Kyouhei’s energy left him, and he just sank back down.

Well, now that he’d regained his composure, he was almost thankful for his
father’s strangeness.

“Kyouhei—ah, I mean, Onii-chan,” Pamil called to him, suddenly seeming to
remember something, “I don’t really get it, but it looks like everyone
understood, so that’s great.”

It was good, certainly hundreds of times better than people finding it
suspicious, but was that his imagination or did he feel his basic tenets of



‘plainness,’ ‘normalcy,’ and ‘ordinariness’ racing away at subsonic speed?

And just when he was starting to feel uneasy...

“Wait, Harumi-chan, you live with Nanbu-kun?” asked a classmate, suddenly
realizing that. Then, of course, Pamil nodded without hesitation.

“I do, why?”

In the very next moment, the classroom erupted into noise.

“Under one roof!”

“With this blonde beauty?!”

“Impossible!” cried out Mizuhito.

Apparently, it was believable that Shuuhei would have a child with a foreigner
and bring her back out of nowhere, but it was inexcusable for Kyouhei to have a
blonde beauty like her for a sister.

“You get pantyshots every time she gets out of bed?!”

“Do you accidentally run into each other in the bath?!”

“Does she get in your bed because she can’t sleep?!”

“You’re dirty, Nanbu-kun!”

“You’re a beast!”

“So sexy! Are you a dating sim protagonist?!”

“Spit it out, how many flags did you raise so far?!”

“And how many runs does this make?! Answer me, you damn...!”

Mizuhito and the other students (mainly boys) advanced on Kyouhei as he
floundered.

“T-The hell?! Like I’d do that!” Kyouhei denied in a panic.

Of course, she’d set his heart racing several times... but if he admitted that,
his classmates (mainly Mizuhito) would happily read too deeply into it and
exaggerate it. By the time school had finished, it’d probably have evolved into
‘Kyouhei Nanbu raped his stepsister, then ****d her and sold her off to Hong
Kong.’



“Not with a—” he started protesting before suddenly stopping. However valid
his descriptions might be, they could hurt her. Despite being able to fire beams
from her eyes and fire from her hands, a girl was still a girl.

But then...

“That’s right,” Pamil nodded, “Onii-chan lusts after a different type of woman.
Actually, under his bed—”

“Shut up, just shut up already!” he yelled.

●　●　●

It went without saying, but...

“No...”

Their conversation was also overheard by Sanae, who usually spent half of her
break time watching Kyouhei passionately from the shadows.

She was petite and had a bobbed haircut, her eyes covered by round glasses
that were rather out of date. If you looked really, really closely, then you could
see that she was cute, but she looked exceedingly plain at a glance.

“...Nanbu-senpai, you...”

Sanae had already heard from him that Pamil was a ‘relative’s child,’ but
when faced with a beauty like her in reality, Sanae couldn’t stay calm.

“...You’re living with a girl under the same roof...”

Whether she was a relative’s child or his sister, a girl was a girl.

Plus, them not having lived together as a matter of course, Kyouhei’s
recognition of her as his sister would be faint. Her usual stalking... ‘passionate
observation’ of Kyouhei meant that she knew that, at least until last month,
Kyouhei had lived alone.

So, with that considered, there was the question of how long Kyouhei’s
composure could hold. If Shuuhei were still around, then he would act as a
deterrent, but he was always away going all over the place, unfortunately.

“That means...”

Sanae’s mind started showing raging R-18 fantasies...



...

The room was filled with silence.

Because of that, the sounds, slight and somewhat hesitant as they were, drew
Kyouhei’s attention.

Turning in his bed, he opened his eyes to see a pale-skinned girl in the faint
darkness, with vivid blonde hair and blue eyes.

“...Onii-chan,” she mumbled, fidgeting as she stood in her pajamas. They were
over-sized though, making her look even younger and more innocent. “Onii-
chan,” she murmured again, embarrassed and unable to hold his gaze.

“What do you want this late at night?”

“Uh... I...” she began hesitantly, “Can I... sleep with you...?”

“W-Where did this come from?”

“...I can’t sleep,” she explained as her cheeks flushed.

She wasn’t a child anymore... so admitting that she couldn’t sleep with a
different pillow must be embarrassing, although that didn’t seem to be the only
reason for her rosy cheeks.

“And I’m lonely...”

Silence fell between the two of them.

Her blonde hair... was draped across her slightly shaking shoulders, like a
thread.

Kyouhei let out a short sigh.

“...Come on,” he told her, lifting his covers. Timidly, the girl slipped into the
space he’d made.

Their eyes met.

“Onii-chan.”

“...What?” he asked, noticing her watery eyes.

Kyouhei might have realized what she was about to say. She might be his
‘sister,’ but the girl within his arms was, without a doubt, ‘the other sex.’



“I like you,” she whispered.

Kyouhei tensed with a start. The girl paid it no mind and drew closer to him.

“I really like you...” she repeated.

“...Ah... umm...” he was lost for words. He didn’t know whether to avert it
with anger or laughter.

He didn’t have the option of completely accepting it or completely rejecting
it; that wouldn’t be allowed in this situation. Or at least, that’s what Kyouhei
thought.

“I love you,” the final blow spilled forth from the girl’s pouting lips.

There was no averting it, but he still tried:

“What are you talking about? ...We’re siblings,” he reminded her, forcing a
smile over his lips.

The girl, having awakened to the ‘woman’ inside her, caught the undertones
in his voice though.

“Even if we are related by blood, it’s only half in the end...” she tempted him.
Kyouhei stayed silent. “Onii-chan, please, look at me. Look at me as a girl. I’ll let
you... do anything.”

...

Fantasies like that.

“Ah...”

No one had prompted it, but she had imagined a terribly cliched ‘forbidden
love’ between siblings scene, and been depressed by her own fantasy. She was
a rather imaginative girl.

And so...

“No... that’s...!!”

She ran off, shaking her head in denial, while passing students looked oddly at
her.

●　●　●



If you questioned her reasoning, even Sanae wouldn’t have been able to
explain the string of events.

Well, that was the case for most things; a person did what they did
instinctively a lot of the time, and their actions often couldn’t be explained
logically. If you were to narrow it down though, it would come down to a single
greeting.

“Morning,” he had said easily as he handed over the bag Sanae had dropped
as she fell by the school gate.

It might not have been anything really worthy of note, and to Kyouhei it was
an obvious action and greeting.

But...

For a second, Sanae had frozen in shock.

How many people nowadays would reach a hand out to a girl that had fallen?
Most people wouldn’t ridicule the girl purposefully, but they would ignore her,
or decide they had nothing to do with it. Even if they glanced as they passed,
they wouldn’t reach a hand out and greet her.

It might have just been because she happened to fall right in front of him. It
might have been that he happened to be in a good mood...

But he had greeted her easily enough and given her her bag.

It didn’t need to be special.

There weren’t many people who could follow their principles like that. Even if
they knew it was the right thing to do, a lot of people would decide it was
annoying, or lame, and not act.

Sanae was one of those people.

Would she ask an old woman having trouble at the traffic lights if she wanted
help? Would she ask a child crying in a crowd what was wrong?

She might.

But she also might not.

It was probably...



“...Mh? Are you all right?” Kyouhei had asked with a puzzled expression,
seeing her freeze up. He probably thought she’d sprained something.

“I-I’m okay, I’m okay...!” she had cried out flusteredly.

It was probably that moment.

The moment when wonder and admiration for Kyouhei Nanbu took root in
the girl named Sanae Murata.

It hadn’t taken too much time for it to turn into longing.

●　●　●

“So,” started Youko Minebe.

It was the second break, and Youko, one of Sanae’s few (to put it politely)
friends, was looking exasperatedly at her.

They were in a passageway into the courtyard.

There was a single tree where she was looking... and next to that tree was a
not-quite-but-nearly fully equipped Sanae.

“...what are you doing?”

“Ah, Youko-chan,” Sanae answered from where she was standing, with two
candles in a headband, her expression tired, “I’m, uh... making a talisman.”

“Yeah, I can see that.”

Associating with Sanae for even half a month would mean that you could tell
just by looking, even if you didn’t want to.

“I don’t know who you’re cursing, but it’s a bit early for the witching hour,
isn’t it?”

As you might expect from the witching hour being associated with talking to
the dead, it was usually in the dead of night, around two or three in the
morning to be more precise.

“Will this even work if you do it in the middle of the day?” she asked.

“But... the park’s scary... at night...” Sanae admitted, fidgeting and looking at
her feet.





“...Right,” Youko empathized, nodding calmly and suppressing her retort that
she was more scared of Sanae than a dark park, “Who are you cursing then?”

“Um... Nanbu-senpai’s sister.”

“...Right,” she nodded again.

Youko had heard about Kyouhei’s ‘sister,’ the blonde-haired, blue-eyed
foreigner that had just joined the school. Well, it wasn’t exactly a huge school,
so the gossip of a foreigner attending would spread pretty quickly.

“But she’s his sister, right?”

“Youko-chan... you can’t let your guard down,” advised Sanae, shaking her
head with tears in her eyes. “The forbidden love between siblings might be
dangerous, but it’s also luscious... There are people who do that, right...?”

“But if Nanbu-senpai was that kind of person... wouldn’t you have no chance
to begin with?”

She blinked.

Several seconds passed in silence.

“Ahh?!”

She’d only just realized. Though what she thought cursing the sister would do
was unclear.

Despite the general malicious and dangerous (in several ways) impression
made by hobbies like sorcery and black magic, when it came down to it, Sanae
was optimistic and a good person. That was why Youko was her friend, so she
probably wasn’t trying to actually kill Kyouhei’s sister.

Asking for logic from a girl in love, though, was probably a mistake...

She looked closer at the strawman, which had been hammered into the tree
with long nails—she bothered the tree a fair bit too—and also had lots of
amulets (is that the right word?) attached to it. The amulets had ‘Sister
repellent,’ ‘Blonde repellent,’ ‘Forbid pillow-carrying visits,’ ‘Forbid bath
coincidences,’ and other things written on them, making it look more like a
bagworm than a strawman.



Youko was ignorant in the ways of curses, but it was still clear to her that
there was a lot wrong with this scene. Therefore, she understood her dismay.

“What... What do I do then?”

“I dunno.”

“Then, uh... Then, who should I curse?”

“I dunno that either!!”

The two of them looked at each other for a while... until Youko got tired of
the staring contest.

“Just do what you like then? It’s chemistry next, and Sasazawa-sensei’ll get on
you if you’re late or skip. Well, I don’t fancy that, so I’m going. Bye.”

“Wha... Wait... waiiiit... Youko-chan...” Sanae protested as she hurriedly
began clearing her things away.

●　●　●

Now, with Sanae’s personality...

It was... inevitable that she’d be tossed about by the throng of people around
the school shop, like a leaf in a hurricane.

“One yakisoba bread!”

“Croquette for me!”

“Cutlet sandwich! One cutlet sandwich!”

“A super-thick cream bun!”

“I want a chocolate banana sandwich!”

The students had flocked around the shop with hands and money
outstretched. The scene was like something out of a religious painting, with
disciples surrounding their religion’s founder. The woman at the front of them
all was skillfully taking all of those orders.

But amongst them...

“...Ah... uh... uh... one... one hatcho miso cream bun... please...”

Obviously, Sanae’s feeble voice wasn’t audible to the saleswoman.



Both of her parents worked, so Sanae didn’t want to be a monetary or
temporal burden on them, that’s why she would only take 200 yen each day
and buy a cheap bun and carton of milk.

However...

This was a true battle royale. The amounts were limited, of course, but on top
of that, the things that were both tasty and cheap sold out first. Students like
Sanae with limited funds frantically tried to buy slow-release foods.

“...Uh... one hatcho miso... cream...”

The tides of people tossed her this way and that as the main products all sold
out. After the storm had passed, Sanae was usually like a crumpled-up
handkerchief and would pitifully point at the leftovers and ask for a bread roll.

The reason she kept going to the school shop despite her experiences was
that she was still growing, and so she needed food. The canteen didn’t have
many things that she could get for 200 yen, and having the same thing day in
and day out would get boring.

“Mgh... A natto cream strawberry bun would do...” Sanae pleaded as she was
spun around like clothes in the washing machine. She had the choice to just
give up and go without, but she wouldn’t last the day if she did.

That particular day, she had PE... and then a report for the next class. Classes
were usually fairly noisy, so her stomach grumbling wouldn’t be heard, but that
wasn’t the case when someone was presenting. Just imagining the moment her
stomach broke the silence of the room made her want to die from
embarrassment.

“Ah!”

Sanae was pushed to the edge of the crowd, and then further back, which
made her fall to the floor.

Whoever had pushed her was already lost in the chaos, but it probably wasn’t
done maliciously, and they may not have even realized it happened.

As she was on the floor, she wanted to pull out her strawman and hammer
into it a piece of paper with ‘everyone here but the saleswoman and me.’



That’s when...

“Hmm...”

Sanae wasn’t sure why she could hear the sound of that voice; it wasn’t
particularly loud amongst the din. Someone talking right next to you or an angry
yell would probably get lost amongst the racket as well.

And yet...

“This is awful,” the voice continued calmly.

That might have been the reason, come to think of it—the detachment from
the overall tumult stood out.

Sanae looked back blankly.

She’d heard that voice before.

“His sister...”

The girl she had just recently tried to curse. Kyouhei’s stepsister, Harumi
Nanbu. Seeing her from up close, she looked even more beautiful. Her blonde
hair shone like the sun off of water, and her round, blue eyes were fierce, but
still somehow innocent.

With her overall dainty build and immature yet still well-shaped chest, she
would certainly charm the opposite sex.

She contrasted with Sanae’s plainness; they were like light and shadow.

“Hmm...”

The girl, Kyouhei Nanbu’s sister, looked dubiously at the crowd around the
saleswoman for a while...

“Oooooooookaaaaaayyyy!”

Then, she burst into pent-up motion, and in the next instant, yelled: “Stun
Gun!!”

There was a crackle and string of sparks.

At least... that’s what it looked like to Sanae. It happened in a split second, so
she didn’t know for sure.



“Wha...” she let out, frozen in shock.

In front of her was a pile of bodies. Even if they weren’t dead, the lightning
had knocked out over half of the students, and the rest were busy comparing
their losses.

“Argh! I’m dying! No, wait, I’m burning...! My hair, nooo!”

“My hair took two hours to style; it’s way more important!”

“No, my precisely adjusted uniform is more important!”

“No, no, no! My modified skirt that goes to the golden position of 15
centimeters above my knees is more important! I iron it every night!”

...And so on.

Kyouhei Nanbu’s blonde little sister stared down at them and then
proclaimed:

“Organized looting, huh? I had heard that Japan was an orderly, polite, and
faithful country, but... what are the teachers here educating their students in?”

“Huh?” Sanae said.

Nobody could hear Pamil’s complaints, let alone Sanae’s puzzled voice.

Then, moments later...

“You moooorrooooooonn!!”

Kyouhei came rushing over, his yell stretched out by the doppler effect as he
chopped at the back of his sister’s head.

“Ugh! What are you doing, Kyouhe— I mean, Onii-chan?”

“I told you to behave, over and over and over, didn’t I?! What are you doing?!
You just went for food; why does it look like a bomb site?!”

“But, Onii-chan,” she tried to explain, “the crowd of students was trying to
steal food from that older woman; that is far from how people should be
behaving, is it not? Royalty must correct the misdemeanors of the masses. I
may be an android, but I cannot—”

“Shut your face!!” he yelled. “What are you on about? Looting? This is a shop!



They were buying!! Besides, even the saleswoman’s collapsed, so now what?!”

At the end of Kyouhei’s finger was the white-aproned woman, convulsing on
the floor.

“It’s okay, Onii-chan,” the blonde assured decisively, “the Royal Stun Gun is
non-lethal.”

“Show a little shame!!”

“And they were bothering this girl; they pushed her over,” she argued,
pointing at where Sanae was still sitting on the floor.

Kyouhei whirled to look at her.

“M-Murata-san.”

“Hi...”

“D-Did you see?!”

“Eh? Ah... yes.”

She didn’t know exactly what he was asking about her seeing, but his
forcefulness had her instinctively nodding.

“Come here a minute, please... You too, Pamil!”

So saying, he took each of their hands and withdrew from the scene of the
tragedy.

●　●　●

It’d been found out. Without a doubt.

And, beyond all his expectations, on the very first day.

“What do I do...?” Kyouhei asked himself, holding his head in his hands. He
had brought both girls with him behind the school building.

The image of both him and Shuuhei being arrested was already playing in his
head, with Donna Donna as the background music. They may not have intended
to kidnap Pamil, but falsifying the family record was definitely a crime, and
would certainly be a matter for the police if it came to light.

Plus, if they discovered she could fire beams and lightning, who knew what it



would cause.

Fortunately, everything around the shop had happened in a split second.

For the rest of the students, they could possibly go with something like:
“Hahaha, people can’t fire beams and stuff, you probably all just hallucinated!”
For Sanae, though... who had witnessed the entire event, conversation, and
aftermath, that wouldn’t work at all.

But as he was troubled by these thoughts......

“...Um... Nanbu-senpai...?” Sanae spoke concernedly.

“M-Murata-san,” Kyouhei started, pulling himself from his thoughts and
putting his hands on her shoulders.

“Y-Yes?!” she cried out, her voice high-pitched from the shocking contact with
her beloved Kyouhei, who was holding her shoulders. Obviously, Kyouhei had
no idea about how she felt.

“Listen up closely.”

“I-I will!”

“It probably shocked you.”

“Yeah... it did.”

“This will probably surprise you even more,” he began, “but it’s even deeper
than the Mariana Trench, so um, anyway...”

“It’s the first time I’ve seen such powerful sorcery.”

“I’d really appreciate it if you... What?”

His reaction was delayed by his surprise at her reaction.

“Normally, the effects would be much more ambiguous, and you’d need lots
of tools and stuff... your sister has a lot of spiritual energy...”

Kyouhei had no response.

“It was wonderful,” she concluded.

“...Um.”

It was then that Kyouhei realized the kind of person Sanae was.



“Murata-san... did you...” he began hesitantly, “think that Pamil just...”

“Used lightning magic, yes! I’ve read about it in books, but—”

“No, it was the Royal Stun Gun,” Pamil interrupted, correcting her.

“Pamil, you’re making this worse, just be quiet for a minute.”

“Hmm?”

“...Umm, anyway, that’s... That’s what it was?” he asked Sanae.

“Wasn’t it?” she asked back.

“Uhh...”

“I am the body double android for the thirtieth king of the Bergmann
Kingdom, Dolph Terrill Balor Bergmann’s eldest daughter and heir, Pamil Terrill
Karl Bergmann, the FR-MC09 ‘Pamil IX,’” she explained easily.

“Arghhh,” Kyouhei cried and cradled his head.

Pamil had utterly destroyed the excuse that Kyouhei had managed to
mentally construct.

However...

“O-Oh, I see!” Sanae nodded enthusiastically in understanding.

“No, wait, what?” Kyouhei raised his head in confusion. “Didn’t that make you
think something like ‘That’s weird,’ or ‘Freaky,’ or ‘Is she a bit off?’ or something
like that?!”

“Eh...?” She blinked.

“Do you really think there are robots just walking and talking like any other
human?!”

“But... there’s stuff like puppets that have hair that grows, or look like they’re
smiling at night, or move around on their own... Ah, my Ed-kun and Charles-kun
talk like people, even if it’s just at night.”

There was a lot Kyouhei wanted to say to that, too much in fact, and he didn’t
know where to start.

“Ah, i-it’s okay, Senpai,” Sanae hurriedly assured him, not sure what he was



thinking, “I won’t tell anyone.”

“Eh? Ah, y-you won’t?” Kyouhei asked, almost anticlimactically.

Well, if she wasn’t going to say anything to anyone, then he didn’t mind what
she thought...

“That... would be a real help,” he told her with a sigh of relief, even though he
wasn’t quite happy with everything.

●　●　●

“So, what happened with Nanbu-senpai’s sister?”

They were on the way home from school when Youko had suddenly brought
up the question.

“Ah... yeah, that,” Sanae answered with a smile. “It’s... fine now...”

“Is it?”

“Yeah... probably.” She nodded. “I don’t get what’s going on still... but I
think... I’ll stop cursing for now...”

Harumi Nanbu; Pamil.

The three of them had spoken for a while, and Sanae had decided that she
couldn’t curse her, nor hate her.

Well, whether she was an android, a powerful esper, or something else...
Sanae was immensely happy that she had been entrusted with their secret, and
it had eased her vague jealousy.

The fact that, as far as she could see, there was no room for a strange
relationship between the two of them was another balm to it.

The biggest one, however...

“Organized looting, huh? I had heard that Japan was an orderly, polite, and
faithful country, but... what are the teachers here educating their students in?”

“And they were bothering this girl; they pushed her over.”

...was that she had said those things.

She had easily said what she thought was right, and Sanae couldn’t hate a girl



who resembled Kyouhei in that respect.

That’s why...

...I can’t... let my guard down...

The girl was beautiful after all, but...

...I wonder... if we’ll end up being friends... just like with Youko-chan...

“What...? What are you grinning about?” asked her friend next to her.

“...N-Nothing! Nothing at all!”

Even as Sanae panicked, she was still somehow happy.



Chapter 6 - Even That Has Somehow Become
Normal

Pamil.

That was the name of the self-proclaimed body double android of the
Bergmann Kingdom’s princess.

She was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl who, whether she was crazy or
whatever, probably had a rather complicated background.

Kyouhei Nanbu had more or less gotten used to living together with her—just
as roommates, of course.

In other words, he had half forgotten her strangeness and unclear origins.

It had happened out of nowhere, like an unexploded bomb he’d left behind
himself.

●　●　●

“Cut it out!” yelled Kyouhei Nanbu, pointing at the target of his ire.

Staring questioningly at his extended index finger was a petite, blonde-haired,
blue-eyed girl.

From her silken hair to her porcelain skin, she looked almost like a pretty doll,
in a good way. Anyone and everyone would call her cute, and in a few years
would probably be describing her as beautiful.

This was Pamil. He had ended up calling her by that name, but she had
introduced herself as “a body double android of Princess Pamil,” so he still
didn’t actually know her real name.

Of course, by his father’s manipulation of the family register, she also had the
name “Harumi,” but she had been called Pamil for longer, so he rarely used her
Japanese name.

Well, with her practically carrying a sign describing her as a foreigner, using
the name Harumi would feel somewhat amiss, so that was also a reason not to.

Though, that being said, he couldn’t use her own self-designated names, “FR-



MC09” or “Pamil IX,” either. If he followed along with her delusions, it might
make the symptoms even worse.

Although...

Was she really an android? Certain things had happened to make him
question that, complicating the matter. At the end of the day, a normal human
wouldn’t be able to fire lightning from her hands, nor beams from her eyes.

And so...

“Mgmh,” Pamil grumbled as she blinked. “What are you angry about,
Kyouhei?”

“I’ve told you over and over! Don’t just fire off your beams all willy-nilly! We
ain’t gonna cope if you do it every time you sneeze or hiccup!”

If Kyouhei or Shuuhei were in her line of sight, then they wouldn’t fire.
Whether that was a safety feature or just a subconscious avoidance, he couldn’t
tell. However, every time she was surprised or had some form of psychological
damage, she would fire beams all over the place.

“Mgh, but it’s a part of the spec—”

“Don’t talk like you’re a software dev! You buggy mess!”

Behind Kyouhei’s yelling figure was a partially roasted bookcase.

It went without saying that it had taken a direct hit.

“But, Kyouhei, you’re not inj—”

“You trying to say it’s fine as long as I ain’t hurt?!”

“It’s not?” she asked confusedly.

Up until that day, Kyouhei hadn’t been seriously angry with her, even when
she decimated parts of the warehouse. This was the first time that she had seen
him seriously pissed, so... it made some amount of sense that Pamil was
confused.

Still, though...

“Of course it’s not! People care about more than just their bodies!”



●　●　●

The sky stretched endlessly overhead, irresponsibly blue and clear.

Kyouhei had told Pamil that she could wander around the neighborhood on
Sundays, so she was doing just that.

“...Hmm.”

By the by, the reason that he had specified Sundays was that it was a day off
for the local warehouses, so there were only minor signs of life.

On the contrary, during the week, the movement of goods led to a vast
increase in the number of people around. Therefore, he’d decided that
increasing the chances of her strange ‘android-play’ being seen in public wasn’t
for the best. Either way, during the week they went to the same school, so she
wasn’t in the district much anyway.

Now, then...

Pamil’s expression was somewhat dark as she walked alone.

The reason was simple: Kyouhei was angry with her. She’d gone out on her
walk for the same reason as well.

“...‘People care,’ huh?” she murmured to herself.

“People care about more than just their bodies!”

Of course, he had meant it as a general statement, but with Pamil declaring
herself to be an android, it took on another meaning.

“...I really am...” she muttered, “a temporary guest.”

She was part of the Nanbu household due to how things had developed, but
this wasn’t where she was supposed—or where she assumed she was supposed
—to be.

She was out of place here.

That would certainly cause conflict; that much was obvious.

In the first place, Kyouhei had said: “You can stay here until you find your
place... your goal.”



That meant it was a place she would eventually have to leave.

She folded her arms in thought.

“Hmm?”

It was at that moment that a car turned into the warehouse district.

It was ill-fitting for the area, being an expensive passenger car. It was black,
with harsh lines and tinted windows. It was like something the yakuza, or some
VIP businessman, would use. In other words, the type of car you’d instinctively
keep your distance from... But, of course, Pamil lacked that common sense, and
so unflinchingly surveyed it as it came to a stop in front of her.

“...What?”

The doors opened on both sides, and two people stepped from the car.

They were both violently out of place.

They were both women.

Both with red hair.

Clothes-wise, they were wearing dark suits and sunglasses, like the men in
black, like they were about to collect an alien and take them to Area 51.

The car alone was enough to prompt countless sarcastic remarks, but coupled
with the women that got out of it, the whole scene was so surreal that Kyouhei
wouldn’t have even known where to start.

Although, in this case, the girl watching them was Pamil, who lacked all of
that knowledge, so she had no remarks to give.

And then...

“Ah, well,” sighed the woman who had stepped from the right-hand side.

She looked around 20. Her expression, perhaps because of the sunglasses,
was mostly unreadable. The main distinguishing feature she had over the other
woman was the length of her hair.

The right-hand one had short hair, the left-hand one long.

The short-haired redhead spoke, a hand to her chest over the black tie that



hung across it.

“It’s about your father; please come with us. It’s serious.”

●　●　●

Kyouhei let out a sigh as he plucked a book from the bookcase.

It was the book that had taken the brunt of Pamil’s earlier beam.

When he opened it, it was clear that it wasn’t a book from a store, but an
album with dozens of photos inside it.

There were many different types of pictures.

The places and people were different, yes, but the formats were all different
too. Some of them were discolored sepia and some were monochrome,
possibly all forming a chronology.

They had only one thing in common.

They were all of Kyouhei.

Since he was young, until he was in his mid-teens.

The people in the photos with him were all different. The places where they
were taken too. Even Kyouhei’s age was clearly different in each one.

These were pictures taken during the period when he was being dragged
around the world by Shuuhei. The people in the photos with him were all
friends and acquaintances he’d made around the world.

That’s right.

‘Were,’ in past tense.

Amongst them... were unreachable people. Who knew if a letter would get to
them. Many didn’t have a phone or telegram service, let alone internet access.
Some of them might have even forgotten about him.

At any rate... those photos were the only proof of the days they had spent
together.

That was why he’d been angrier than usual when Pamil’s beam had hit it,
childishly so.



Just...

If he were to be honest, the album was somewhat of a complicated thing for
Kyouhei. On the one hand, it was filled with people he didn’t want to forget. On
the other, though, when he looked at those photographs, many, many things he
didn’t want to remember also came back to mind.

That’s why he didn’t normally look at it.

It was something he wouldn’t look at, but also wouldn’t get rid of, so he
stuffed it in the bookcase and left it there.

“...Man,” he said, looking at the blackened photos, “I hope... we still have the
negatives.”

With that final murmur, he closed the album.

●　●　●

“Serious?” Pamil asked.

“That’s right,” the redhead answered, nodding her head.

The woman’s voice was completely flat.

Ordinarily, this would clue you in that something was off, but Pamil, whether
through conscientiousness or naivety, took the words literally.

“You’re talking about Shuuhei?” she asked.

She lived with both Shuuhei and Kyouhei, and for convenience, they were
listed as family officially. Currently, the only ‘father’ that Pamil had was
Shuuhei.

However...

“Shuuhei certainly can be rather serious,” she mused.

“That’s not what we mean!” exclaimed the other woman.

This was the long-haired one.

With their clothes being the same, and their eyes being hidden behind
sunglasses... that was essentially the only difference between them.

“We mean he’s in a tight spot!” she clarified.



“Hmm, he’s stuck in traffic?” Pamil tilted her head.

“No!” cried out the long-haired redhead angrily. “I mean he’s not well, and is
on the verge of death!”

“Hmm? ...He is?”

Shuuhei hadn’t actually been back for a few days.

“Yes, yeah, that’s it!” the short-haired one exclaimed, strangely happily.

The two of them might have been thinking that they weren’t managing to
persuade her, but then...

“In that case, I need to let Kyouhei know...” Pamil said, turning back to leave,
making the two clearly panic.

“We’ve already notified him! He’ll be there later!”

“We just need you to come with us. It’s urgent!”

“Hmm, I see.”

Pamil’s lack of doubt was both a good and a bad part of her personality.

Well, she was just an honest person, fundamentally.

If Kyouhei had been around, he’d have been yelling at her to keep it in
moderation.

“Got it, show me the way,” she nodded.

Well, Shuuhei certainly did work in dangerous places, and could indeed be
accused of fraud, so it was hardly unbelievable for him to suddenly be on the
brink of death.

Though, that said...

“Ah, but first...” The short-haired one suddenly proffered a pair of handcuffs.
“Your father is in a serious condition, so please put these on.”

“...Is that what they’re for?”

If Kyouhei were there, he’d have probably yelled something like ‘like hell!’
Unfortunately, though... Pamil’s external common sense circuits weren’t
present.



“It is.”

“Very well then, take care of it,” she agreed, presenting her wrists and
prompting the redhead to hurriedly cuff them.

“Right, right, this way.”

As she spoke, she was guiding Pamil into the back of the car.

Once she had gotten obediently into the car, the redhead held something
black out to Pamil.

It was an eye mask. Or, more bluntly, a blindfold.

“...What?”

Pamil was, of course, dubious, but the redheaded woman explained:

“Well, uh, you know, he’s in real trouble... so use the blindfold.”

“...So that’s what it’s for?”

“That’s what it’s for.”

If Kyouhei were there, he— (you get the idea).

“Very well then.”

At her nod, the redhead somewhat nervously put the eye-mask over Pamil’s
eyes.

●　●　●

“...Kidnapped?!” Kyouhei yelled when he realized the possibility.

It was about half an hour since their earlier breakfast quarrel.

For some reason, his friend, Mizuhito Hibiki, had come to visit and just
casually brought it up.

“Well, I saw Harumi-chan with handcuffs and a blindfold getting into a black
car. She got a new hobby?”

“Like hell!!” he yelled as he punched Mizuhito. Then, he began fretting:
“Crap...”

“What was that for?” Mizuhito protested. The faux-rocker with the slightly off



fashion and guitar was rubbing his head as he got back up. He was a pretty
hardy guy.

“Start with that kind of thing!”

“What?”

“That was obviously a kidnapping!”

“Ah...” Mizuhito’s expression switched to one of realization as he scratched
his cheek. “They were dressed up like the MIB though, with sunglasses and a
luxury car. I figured they were probably doing some cosplay, or messing
around.”

“Get it into your head that not everyone thinks like you!”

“They looked like they’d fit right in with your old man.”

“Guh...”

Well, that was hardly unlikely.

This is bad... This is really bad...

What should he do?

Officially, on paper that is, Pamil was his little sister.

However, that was because Shuuhei had completely and utterly legally fiddled
(to put it indirectly) with census records to add her to the family.

If things came to light, and that modification were also discovered by the
police, then Shuuhei would be arrested. Kyouhei might even be arrested for
aiding and abetting as well.

And...

“Right, kidnapping,” Mizuhito said with a nod, possibly beginning to
understand the situation, “Harumi-chan’s... really cute.” Kyouhei looked silently
at him. “She couldn’t resist if she were cuffed. A blonde in cuffs and a
blindfold... Hnnng—I mean... Oh no!”

“Don’t tempt fate like that!!” Kyouhei yelled, taking his friend’s guitar and
hitting him with it.



Pamil’s chastity was... not the focus of Kyouhei’s panic; it was the criminals’
lives.

Both of her hands might be in cuffs, she might be blindfolded, but she could
probably still use her beams, fire, and lightning. The earlier incident with the
guys hitting on her had ended ‘well’ because of his early intervention, but the
scene was such that, if he hadn’t, it may have ended with deaths.

“This ain’t funny...” he said with fear.

If things remained as they were, it was eminently possible that Pamil could
end up being a killer. One of her beams would scorch the target into charcoal;
they wouldn’t be able to just claim it was self-defense. Probably.

The second hit had set Mizuhito’s eyes spinning as he laid there. Kyouhei
tossed the guitar on top of him and rushed out of the house.

●　●　●

Black clothes, sunglasses, a black luxury car.

They might be embarrassingly stereotypical, but... on their own, they weren’t
even slightly helpful as a clue.

It was about ten minutes after his rush from the door that Kyouhei realized
this.

How should he search for her?

In the city center, there would be more than a few black luxury cars driving
about, and if you looked, people in black clothes and sunglasses weren’t all that
rare. The skies being clear today meant that the sun was rather bright, so there
were even more people wearing sunglasses than normal.

“What do I do...?”

Kyouhei stopped with a sigh.

After his sprint, he had already left the warehouse district behind, and was
now in the business district. While it was Sunday, there were more people
around than usual. They paid the panting teenager no more mind than a curious
glance or two as he stood there at a loss.



Then, suddenly...

His phone began to ring.

He hurriedly answered.

“Kyouhei Nanbu, yes?” came the voice, a near murmur clearly modulated by
some device.

“W-Who are you?!”

“I’ll give you a warning.”

He couldn’t even tell if it was a male or female voice. The only clear thing was
that they weren’t Japanese.

Even if the voice was being masked, rhythms and inflections couldn’t be
altered. They had an obvious, although slightly distorted, accent characteristic
of non-native Japanese speakers.

“It’s something you should forget. Don’t do anything stupid,” they continued.

“What?”

“That girl was never a citizen of your world. You live in different worlds. It was
an unusual situation to begin with. So, if you just forget it, your peaceful life will
return. If you want to live out the ordinary, peaceful life of a high school
student, then don’t involve yourself any further; just go back to your usual life.”

Kyouhei was silent.

“Who are you?” he asked again, this time in a low voice.

However...

“I... warned you.”

With that last statement, they hung up.

Kyouhei stared wordlessly at the display.

Needless to say, the only register was “unknown caller.”

He didn’t know who it was, but...

“Fuck!”



He was on the verge of flinging his phone to the ground, but he stopped
himself.

What am I panicking about?

His mental voice was calm, or perhaps ‘cruel’ would be a better adjective. If
this were a movie, it would doubtlessly belong to a titchy demonic mini-Kyouhei
with bat wings and a trident.

Right? Wasn’t that what I wanted? Peace and quiet with no one getting in the
way? I should be happy about this, surely.

That was exactly the case. The loopy girl had tumbled into his life because of
Shuuhei’s work.

Her claims were ludicrous.

She fired beams from her eyes.

And on top of all that, she was haughty.

It was a fact that she had caused him a lot of trouble.

If it’s beyond my control, there’s nothing I can do. It’s not like I chucked her
out myself; I don’t need to worry about it. I don’t know who it was, but that
person on the phone was right. I should just pretend nothing happened, go
home, sleep, and leave it at that.

This was all true.

It was true, but...

“I can’t do that!” he yelled at himself, punching a nearby postbox.

“Ahh?!”

Kyouhei was assailed by a sense of déjà vu as a girl’s cry reached his ears.

He turned to look and saw a familiar girl on the ground behind it.

“...Murata-san?”

It was Sanae Murata, the girl with dated round glasses and a bob-cut
hairstyle; Kyouhei’s junior.

She had long since become an acquaintance he knew by sight, and since he



had shared Pamil’s secret with her, she had gone from “one of the crowd” to “a
close acquaintance.”

“...Nanbu-senpai...” she muttered faintly.

She was wearing a floral white dress and slender brown sandals, and was
carrying a wicker handbag.

“Uh... Ah... what a surprise to see you here...” she began hesitantly. “Uhm, ah,
uh, well, actually, it’s more like a coincidence. It’s not like I’ve been always
behind you the whole time, trying to take photos of you if I could. Not at all, you
know?”

“Huh?” He frowned at her ambiguous words for a second, but... “Ah, right,
Murata-san. Have you seen Pamil... I mean, Harumi?”

“Eh, Pamil-san?” she asked, blinking in surprise. “She just got in a black car
and left, didn’t she?”

Her tone suggested that he ought to know that already.

“Did you see it?”

“Ah, yes.”

“Which way?! Which way did they go?!” he demanded, leaning in.

“Eh? Ah, um...” Sanae grew flustered, both from Kyouhei’s sudden intensity
and from surprise. “I think it was that way...”

“Damn it...!” he yelled angrily, looking in the direction she pointed.

That direction held both trunk roads and highways. A car heading that way
could be in the next town or prefecture over rather quickly. In other words, it
was all over for Kyouhei, who had no form of transportation.

“Uh... what happened?”

“Well... you see...” hiding it from her wouldn’t help, so... “it looks like she’s
been kidnapped.”

“K-Kidnapped?!”

Naturally, her eyes went wide at his pronouncement.



“Yeah, some guys wearing black and sunglasses bundled her into a black car,
apparently. In cuffs and with a blindfold too.”

“I did see that, now that you mention it,” she recalled, reflecting on the
events. “I thought it was just some new hobby or som—”

“Like hell it is!!”

Of course, he couldn’t hit her like he had Mizuhito, but his voice was almost
anguished as he yelled. Was it just that everyone around him was like that ? Or
was it just that everyone would make the same assumption?

“Ah, s-sorry.”

“...No, it’s my bad.”

Getting angry with Sanae wouldn’t help matters.

“If I at least had transport...” he muttered with a short sigh.

It was hopeless without some form of transport. They were in a car, so even if
he knew where they were, catching up on foot or by train would be tough. Even
if he did catch up, if they escaped again, then that would be the end of it.

In which case...

“Right.” He nodded, before rushing off.

“Ah, wait, Senpai!” Sanae called, running after him in a panic.

●　●　●

Meanwhile, with Pamil’s abductors.

The short-haired redhead, Emmitt Storner, let out a long sigh and looked at
the blonde girl sitting in the middle of the room.

It went without saying that the girl was Pamil.

She was in the same state as when she had been brought there, cuffed and
blindfolded, and was sitting peacefully in a chair.

Any normal person would have long since started to have doubts, but the
blonde showed no signs of unease or suspicion.

“...She came along after we told her to put on the handcuffs and blindfold



because her father was ill. That’s just weird by itself...” ruminated Emmitt.

It was simply because the girl had been so defenseless that she’d gone along
with it and tried to kidnap her. She hadn’t expected the girl to just accept her
claims, though.

While Emmitt hardly had the right to complain, it was certainly abnormal.

Well, if she was a bit off mentally, then that wasn’t any real problem, but...
Emmitt had an odd sense of foreboding, like they were missing some vital piece
of information and had made a terrible mistake.

It felt like they were carrying a bomb with a dodgy fuse in a rattling car.

“Hmm? Did you say something?” Pamil asked.

“Ah, no, no, nothing at all,” Emmitt said in panic.

“I see. Incidentally, are we still not at the hospital?”

“Ah, we’ve just got to go through some formalities. Please wait a little longer,
sorry,” she answered, smoothing over things with business-speak.

“Very well, discretion is important,” the girl agreed with an oddly haughty
nod.

Watching her...

“Have we... kidnapped someone crazy...?” Emmitt asked herself uneasily,
speaking quietly again.





●　●　●

Kaoruko was in front of the house.

Kaoruko Houwa. She was currently wearing her tawny hair up in a white
ribbon. Her eyes were lidded and a light brown as well. She was well built for a
woman, but the soft and gentle lines of her body gave her a sense of
motherliness. Her clothing consisted of an immaculate white shirt and a flared
beige skirt.

She stood in front of the Nanbu house, or rather, the warehouse bearing that
name.

“Kaoruko-san!” Kyouhei called as he rushed up to her.

Kyouhei had phoned her and asked her to meet him there. Amongst the
people he knew, Kaoruko was the only one with both transport and at least a
little knowledge of Pamil’s secret.

“Kyouhei-kun, I brought a fast car like you asked for.”

She looked back towards said car as she spoke. It was a convertible.

A Caterham Super Seven to be precise.

The car itself looked like an old-fashioned convertible, but even now it was an
overwhelmingly powerful sports car. It was a vehicle that every car fan would
know.

“You have something urgent to do?” she asked.

“...That... That’s right...” he wheezed out as he rushed past her and jabbed in
the code on the number pad.

Once he saw that the computer had accepted the code, he inserted his index
finger into the small cavity above the keypad, which read his fingerprint and
vein patterns.

Once the security was unlocked and the shutter began to squeal its way up,
he turned back to Kaoruko.

“There’s... uh... an emergency...”

“An emergency...?” the woman asked, almost like she’d never heard the



word.

“So... I need you to... help me look for Pamil.”

“Look for Pamil-chan?”

Leaving her there, Kyouhei entered the house.

His goal was Shuuhei’s products.

The mountain of dangerous goods he would usually stay far away from.

Living in the warehouse meant that he roughly knew where most things were,
though.

And so...

“Man, I didn’t want to touch this again,” he muttered to himself as he opened
a wooden box and removed a lump of black metal from it.

It was a Browning Hi-Power automatic pistol. Then, he took out an Uzi.

They weren’t model guns or air guns.

They weren’t even real guns that had had their firing mechanisms fused for
display.

They were rather old models, but they were real, and their firing mechanisms
worked. They were rough and ready, still used by some military. Just having
them put him at risk of being accused of contravening firearms laws.

Right, he thought to himself.

He certainly didn’t know what circumstances she was in. According to
Shuuhei, though, she had indeed come from the Bergmann Kingdom. And via a
coffin-like thing that was in the palace dump.

In that case...

It might have something to do with that revolution, or with the government...

Kyouhei knew the kind of thing that could be.

He knew just how easily large scale movements could lose sight of the health,
survival, property, and dignity of individuals.

He’d learned that in the same place where he’d learned how to handle these



kinds of guns. In the countries Shuuhei had taken him to, whether he’d wanted
to or not, he’d had to learn.

That was why...

That’s why I wanted to live in peace.

So he should probably have just pretended not to have seen any of it, and
kept himself uninvolved.

To protect the peaceful life that he longed for.

So what the hell am I doing?

He almost felt like crying as he briskly used a loading mechanism to fill
magazines.

...She’s just a damn android.

She ate like a human.

She bathed like a human.

She went to the toilet like a human.

Her skin was soft like a human’s.

Her hair was silky like a human’s...

So he was sure.

If she were shot, she would be hurt. If she were stabbed, she would also be
hurt.

She’d be hurt, suffer... and then die. Whether or not she was human.

It’s taking too long...!

“...Senpaaaai... w-wait... you run too fast...!”

He turned around to see Sanae, her face flushed red as she gasped for breath.
She must have followed him all this way.

“Uh, Senpai,” she carried on as she caught her breath, “if you’re looking for
Pamil-san, I might be able to help.”

●　●　●



“Eh? B-But that’s absurd!” Emmitt’s partner, her sister Elsia, cried into a
phone in obvious dismay.

Apparently, she had called their employer for further guidance, but...

“That’s a different matter! Eh? No, that’s not what I mean! You have your
own specialisms, right?”

There seemed to be some disagreement.

Incidentally, this whole conversation was taking place in German.

“No, it’s not a problem with the money! You just told us to kidnap her, we’re
—”

“Kidnap?” asked Pamil, intrigued.

Elsia thought that by speaking in German, Pamil wouldn’t be able to
understand the conversation over the phone.

“Ah, this is bad...” murmured Emmitt.

On further thought, the girl was blonde-haired and blue-eyed, so no matter
how well she spoke Japanese, that didn’t mean she couldn’t understand English
or German. Or rather, it wouldn’t be at all strange if she could .

Elsia didn’t seem to have noticed, though, so she kept talking seriously into
the phone:

“Killing isn’t our area! Surely that’s your specialism, Colonel!”

“...Hey,” Pamil called, looking straight at Emmitt despite the blindfold still
being across her eyes, “... you kidnapped me?”

Emmitt stiffened.

She looked at her partner, who was even now talking rapidly into the phone.

“S-Sis!”

“I’m telling you—ah, Emmitt, I told you not to call me that while we’re
working. Oh, no, sorry, I was talking to someone else,” the long-haired woman
apologized flusteredly.

Meanwhile...



“Ah... Ahhhhh...!”

Emmitt’s eyes were wide open as she witnessed the reality in front of her.

The cuffs...

“And killing as well? That’s hardly polite.”

...broke into pieces.

The girl had just moved her hands outward and the chain between the cuffs
had broken like a child’s toy.

“Answer us. Did you or did you not abduct us? Should that be the case, then
appropriate measures must be taken.”

As she spoke, Pamil took the blindfold off.

The cover removed, her sapphire blue eyes fixed Emmitt in their sight.

“Wah... What... What are you?!” Emmitt demanded as she frantically drew a
gun from her pocket.

“Hmm... You kidnapped us despite lacking that knowledge? Truly, you are
foolish kidnappers,” Pamil told her pridefully, heedless of the gun pointed at
her.

“We are called Pamil! We are the first in line from the thirtieth king, King
Dolph Terrill Balor Bergmann, Pamil Terrill Karl Bergmann,” at that point, her
voice dropped, “’s body double android, FR-MC09 ‘Pamil IX.’”

“Wha...” Elsia had also realized the situation and looked back, also pulling a
gun from her pocket. “Colonel! What... What is she?!”

“Encouraging justice and punishing evil is the royal family’s duty. Criminals
will not be given allowances.”

At that, light burst from her blue eyes.

●　●　●

Kaoruko Houwa, contrary to her appearance, had a passion for machines.

She could usually control herself when it came to regular devices, but cars
were her weak spot.



The café she ran, the Corvette, also took its name from a car, and behind it,
she had a single-story car park with about a dozen automobiles in it.

Who knew from where a café owner got so much money, but she had cars
ranging from a Subaru 360 to Ferraris, Humvees, and so on.

Well, let’s forget that for now.

“Sanae-chan, which way next?” the woman asked from the driver’s seat.

“T-This way!” she gave directions, her eyes spinning dangerously behind her
glasses.

The word ‘dangerous’ fit Sanae in several ways to begin with, but her holding
L-shaped wires in both hands above the Super Seven and being in some kind of
trance made the word all the more appropriate.

It was inevitable, though—right next to her, pressed into her side, was her
unrequited love, Kyouhei.

The Super Seven was a two-seater, so it was obviously overloaded with both
her and Kyouhei in the car in addition to Kaoruko.

Kaoruko had suggested returning to the Corvette and switching cars, but
Kyouhei didn’t want to waste even a second, and had demanded they all just
get in the two-seater.

As I’m sure you’re aware, the L-shaped metal wires in Sanae’s hands were
‘dowsing rods.’ They were used to look for underground water and veins of ore.
They were dubious tools with unknown operating principles.

Honestly, Kyouhei had strong doubts that such an occultish thing would find
Pamil, but Sanae was dead serious, and he had no other options.

So far, they had agreed with the direction that Sanae had led them in...

“That way, that way!”

He looked at her when she yelled, seeing the dowsing rods somehow spinning
like radar dishes.

Regardless of the overloading, the car was approaching the docks in the next
city over.



The area was filled with warehouses for the storing of goods coming on and
off the ships, and was almost... nostalgic.

Despite the usual activity during the weekdays, it was a typical Sunday there
too, so there were few people.

That’s when...

“There!” Sanae yelled, her eyes spinning along with her dowsing rods.

They pointed towards a single warehouse.

With a screech of tires, the car came to a stop.

And at the same time...

Pew!! 

Another familiar thing entered Kyouhei’s senses as a light blasted through the
wall.

“Waaah?!”

He ducked.

As a result, Kyouhei ended up over Sanae, who started to overheat and let out
strange noises like “unyah,” and “myah.”

That aside, though.

“...Well... we really did find her...” he groaned.

Dowsing wasn’t something to take lightly then.

“Kaoruko-san, Murata-san, wait here,” Kyouhei urged them as he jumped out
of the car.

He pulled the bolt on the Uzi and made it ready to fire. Then, he ran towards
the warehouse.

When all of a sudden...

“Arrrrrrghhhh?!”

The door burst open with a scream, and two women raced out of the
warehouse.



Their black suits were scorched in several places, and bits of their hair had
been burnt away, or curled up from the heat.

The two of them rolled past Kyouhei... but they still seemed to have some
fighting spirit, as they both pointed their guns back towards the warehouse.

They were clearly abnormal guns, each of them having four barrels.

“I-It’s a monster?!”

The two of them pulled their triggers.

Two almost simultaneous phut sounds could be heard, a noise unlike any gun,
as they launched wires with sparking needles on the ends.

They were non-lethal weapons that would disable their targets with high
voltage.

Contrary to normal guns, there was no danger of shooting through walls with
them, so they could be used even during a flight in a plane. They were being
considered for adoption by many airline agencies and special forces to use
against hijackers.

But...

Before they could reach their target, both wires were blown away, having
been hit by a beam in mid-air.

“Pamil...” Kyouhei muttered in shock.

She was striding out from the warehouse, the intensity almost visible as
sound effects floating around her. ‘She’ was, of course, the self-proclaimed
body double android, Pamil.

Kyouhei had prepared himself for a gunfight, but still wanted to pull an about-
face and head home at the sight.

“S-Shit...”

Apparently, that was their final shot, since they threw their tasers at her.

Pamil obliterated those with a beam in mid-air as well.

However, their goal was actually to have Pamil’s sights, the ‘Royal Beam,’
away from them. While Pamil’s blue eyes were facing the guns, the silhouettes



of the two women made a run for it and vanished between the warehouses.

“You shall not escape!” Pamil yelled, dashing to pursue them.

She was clearly in a rage against her kidnappers, and went past Kyouhei
without sparing him a glance.

“Pamil,” he called, grabbing at her hand.

Her head shot back around to look at him.

The crystal-like spheres that had just obliterated the guns, those two blue
eyes, caught Kyouhei in their glare.

Only then...

“Kyouhei?” She blinked, like she’d just woken from a dream.

She really hadn’t noticed him until now.

“Why...?” she began...

But that was where Pamil stopped. There were many things she could have
followed the ‘why’ with, but she didn’t seem to know which to use.

Then, after a pause...

“Anyway,” he said, pulling at her hand, “let’s go home .”

For a while, she didn’t answer nor move, her eyes fixed not on Kyouhei, but
on the gun in his hand.

“Why do you have that?”

Kyouhei’s eyes followed hers to the submachine gun in his hand.

“...I was in the middle of a survival game,” he replied somewhat unhappily
after a short silence.

“...You were?”

“I was.”

“...Hm.”

Whether she accepted the rather unreasonable explanation or not, she
nodded and took his hand again.



“Let’s go home then, Onii-chan.”

Her expression seemed somewhat happy, though it might have been his eyes
playing tricks on him, as her faint smile seemed somewhat shy as well.

He let out another long sigh.

“Don’t call me that,” was his only response.



Chapter 7 - It’s Still Tough Though
It was just before the first period.

“Achoo!” Kyouhei sneezed in the entrance to the first-year classroom.

It was the month Kisaragi, now known as February, traditionally a time of year
to put more clothes on.

Midwinter... It was always the coldest part of the year, but the global
warming stuff that’s always in the news might have been why the temperature
was all over the place.

Just when you thought that the unseasonably warm days would last, you’d
get a sudden cold snap. There were more than a few people who made the
mistake of dressing too lightly and got ill. Kyouhei was one of those.

“Hmm?” spoke a girl, blinking her blue eyes at him.

Her flowing golden hair and porcelain-white skin made her look like a work of
art. Her face was innocent as well, almost adorable, and in a few years, anyone
would call her beautiful.

However...

“What’s wrong, Kyouhei? Are you having some kind of fit?”

“Whad abou’ dis loogs like a fid? Id’s just a sneeze,” he told her, his voice
announcing the cold he’d come down with. He coughed several times. “And I’ve
had a temperature all morning...”

“Hmm?”

“Anyway, here.”

Kyouhei held out a Japanese-English dictionary along with a normal one.

Pamil didn’t have any real issues with everyday conversations, but she’d need
a dictionary if she had problems with formal writing and essays.

Even Kyouhei had similar problems, though to a different extent, having come
back to the country from abroad, so the two of them shared the dictionaries.

“You said you had a writing lesson today, right?”



“Hm, so you brought them all the way here? My thanks.”

Pamil’s behavior was what you might expect from someone calling themself a
princess’ body double. Even her thanks sounded like she was being
magnanimous, and were almost haughty. Kyouhei was already fairly used to it
by now and... with Pamil, at least, it was like a child standing on their tip-toes,
and he almost enjoyed seeing it.

“Oh, Kyouhei,” Pamil started, suddenly remembering something, “the
classroom has been strange this whole morning.”

“Huh?”

Kyouhei followed her gaze back into the classroom.

The whole classroom certainly did have an odd atmosphere, like they were all
tense... Everyone was fidgeting and couldn’t calm down.

There were guys tidying their desks, others polishing their lockers with brand
new cloths, and the girls were all in a corner having some kind of discussion.
They looked like they were about to head off to battle.

“...Right,” said Kyouhei with a faint smile, “it’s already that time of year. I’d
forgotten.”

“Time of year? Is there some kind of event going on?”

“Something like that,” he confirmed, the reluctant smile still on his face.

The first-year classrooms weren’t the only ones in a strange mood; the third
years, occupied with exams, were tense in another way at the moment... but
the first-and second-year classes were both in similar states.

The next day was a special day for both the boys and girls.

It was an event called a “crusade of love,” Valentine’s Day.

Though, even so, that didn’t mean that each and every person prepared for
said crusade. There were also those maintaining their composure and ignoring
it. It was impossible to tell at a glance whether they really didn’t care or were
just keeping up a façade.

Incidentally...



Well, nothing to do with me.

Kyouhei was one of the former.

He’d spent his childhood outside of Japan, in countries that didn’t even
celebrate Valentine’s Day. That special day just wasn’t a cause for excitement
for him. Last year, Kaoruko had given him chocolate, along with Shuuhei, but he
still didn’t really get it.

Originally, by the way, the day existed to commemorate a martyred Christian
saint, Valentinus. Valentinus was known as the patron saint of lovers, and the
day of his martyrdom, February 14th, took its name accordingly.

All that aside...

“Valentine’s Day?”

“Yeah, you’ve heard of it, right?”

“...Indeed.” Pamil nodded. “It’s the radiation belt made of protons and
electrons that the Geiger counter on Explorer 1 discovered. They say that the
particles released in the solar wind are caught by the Earth’s magnetic field and
—”

“That’s the Van Allen belts,” Kyouhei cut off Pamil’s dictionary recitation,
fulfilling his duty as the one with common sense. “Anyway, why do you know
about that but not Valentine’s Day?”

“Hm, so it’s not the anniversary of their discovery?”

“No, it’s not. Well... it is a kind of celebration. It was a Christian holiday to
begin with,” Kyouhei explained.

“Hmmm, I see, a holiday.”

“It isn’t too important, so don’t worry about it.”

He had no idea what she might have done if he hadn’t given her the warning.

“Got it.” She nodded, quiet at the oddest of times.

Indeed, Pamil had no real concern over Valentine’s Day at the time.

But...



●　●　●

A little time had passed since then, and it was lunchtime.

“I ledh my guardh downh...” mumbled Kyouhei congestedly on the way home.

He was not walking under his own power though.

He’d been put in some wheelbarrow and was being rolled down the road
home. It felt like he’d been shoved in a pram, almost like an embarrassing
punishment game.

“Huh? You say something, Daigorou?” asked the one pushing the
wheelbarrow, a red-headed, green-eyed youth.

Obviously, they weren’t natural, they were the products of dye and colored
contacts. He also had piercings and a chain around his wrist, along with an
electric guitar pointlessly on his back. He wore an ordinary school uniform with
all of that, which made the clothing look all the stranger. A school with proper
morality committees and guidance counselors would probably sentence him to
200 years of hard labor.

This was Mizuhito Hibiki, a youth who adored flamboyance, and who was
currently escorting Kyouhei home.





Kyouhei had suddenly gotten much worse around the third period and been
taken to the school infirmary. Or, more accurately, his coughs and sneezes had
gotten annoying and he’d been forcibly isolated there. Then, after a simple
examination, he’d been sent home.

Kyouhei had been intending to go alone, but the nurse had called for
someone to escort him when they saw his unsteady gait.

Then, Mizuhito, having been the one to take him to the infirmary for isolation,
had become responsible for taking him home as well.

“Who you callin’ Daigorou...?”

Obviously, with Mizuhito being someone who’d fire a volley of fifteen nukes
solely for the attention, they couldn’t just travel normally. Instead, he had
fetched a wheelbarrow from somewhere and shooed Kyouhei into it before
starting to push it.

The passersby would look at them in surprise as they passed, as you might
expect. The frowning and gossiping housewives were particularly painful and
merciless.

To put it bluntly, it was torture.

When Mizuhito had started bawling a rock version of Lone Wolf and Cub ,
Kyouhei had tried to kill him with his gaze alone.

Shelving that, though...

“But, y’know, Kyouhei. How come you didn’t go to the infirmary earlier? You
didn’t have to wait ’til you could barely walk. ...Unless you’re a masochist?”

“Like hell...”

Even Kyouhei’s retorts were pitiful. His head was spinning, and he couldn’t
stop shivering. He probably had a pretty high fever.

The thoughts passing through his head were of Pamil. She was also the reason
that he’d held on as long as he had.

...And it was all going so well...

Even she, lacking in common sense as she was, had been getting used to



school. She was in the same year as Sanae Murata and Youko Minebe, and
looked to have made friends with them... While she was still over the top in
terms of words and actions, it seemed like she was enjoying her school life
without any major issues.

Kyouhei had hoped that she’d be able to learn how to live normally like that.
Regardless of her life up until that point, when he thought of how she had
arrived at the Nanbu household and the recent kidnapping, he couldn’t imagine
it was particularly pleasant.

It would be an ordinary, peaceful life.

Rejoicing at the most pedestrian of things.

Experiencing those pedestrian events.

But that, that was important.

Kyouhei had wanted to let Pamil experience the ‘normalcy’ that he had
savored so much.

But... even if at a glance she seemed at home in her current situation, at her
core—her proclaiming herself a body double android and letting loose with
weird beams, fire, and electricity—she hadn’t changed in the slightest.

Telling him not to worry would be absurd.

He couldn’t keep watch 24/7, obviously, but so far he’d managed to intervene
quickly if something had happened.

However, now Kyouhei was heading home first, which made it impossible for
him to stop her. Even as he thought it would be fine, there was still a sense of
unease that he couldn’t shake towards the worst-case scenario.

I’m begging you, please behave... he muttered mentally as he was bounced
around in the wheelbarrow.

“How about Donna Donna next?” Mizuhito sing-songed, unknowing of
Kyouhei’s feelings.

“I’ll kill you... One day, you’re dead.”

Kyouhei wrote Mizuhito’s name into his mental Vengeance Note.



●　●　●

Meanwhile, at school.

In the artificial darkness, created by closing each and every curtain in the food
preparation room...

“Fu... fufufufufu... fufufufu... fufu,” a mysterious being, or really, a girl,
laughed in a low voice as she worked alone.

It was suspicious, superbly so.

A child that caught sight of it would be traumatized for life.

She looked like a witch brewing a potion. She was hunched over the pot,
stirring the bubbling dark liquid within like a woman possessed.

The girl’s name was Sanae Murata.

She was in the year below Kyouhei and was a maiden in love with him, though
it might not have seemed like it.

She had a bobbed hairstyle, rare nowadays, and rounded glasses that looked
like they might have been custom ordered.

She was certainly not ugly; if anything, her features were rather fair. If you
looked more closely, you could even call her beautiful.

However...

“Ufufufufu... fufufufufu...”

The only people that might call her cute or pretty right now were probably
rather perverse, or people with poor habits. The hooded black robe she was
wearing drew attention far more than her base appearance.

Her overall look just yelled out that she was performing black magic. With
said pot, whether you called it suspicious, bizarre, or dubious, she’d have been
burned at the stake by the Inquisition during the Middle Ages.

Indeed.

“Fu, fufu... Add 80 grams of butter to the melted chocolate... brown and
granulated sugar... then a little vanilla extract...”



While it sounded like an incantation, it was only a recipe for chocolate sweets.
The smell emanating from the pot also supported that fact with its sweetness.

“...Fufu... fufufu...”

Sanae was ordinarily weak-hearted.

Due to her timidity, even though she’d fallen for Kyouhei, she couldn’t
approach and talk to him herself. Despite noticing her feelings, she’d only been
able to keep watching him from behind things.

But recently...

Various coincidences had led to the two of them growing closer. Of course, it
still wasn’t anything more than a friendly acquaintance, but it was still a big step
for Sanae.

Furthermore, whether it was heavenly disposition or a devil’s trap, soon it
would be Valentine’s Day.

She’d be able to give him chocolate with her feelings, or she even could... and
so on her soaring heart went.

Her fierce initial assumptions meant that she couldn’t just stop, so she’d done
absolutely everything she could as she toiled to make her Valentine’s chocolate.

What a courageous maiden she was.

Even if she didn’t look like it.

“And now,” she murmured, pushing up her steamed-up glasses, “the secret
ingredient: charred newt...!”

“Stop right there,” came a voice, coupled with a chop to the back of Sanae’s
head.

She pitched forward and almost fell into the pot, but managed to stop herself
and looked back.

“Ah, Youko-chan.”

Youko Minebe, a lively-looking girl with a ponytail, was standing behind her.

“I got worried, and what do I find? I thought you were making chocolate
brownies?”



“I... I am...”

Youko let out a long sigh at Sanae’s pleading look.

“On what planet do they put charred newts in chocolate brownies?”

“It’s a traditional love potion...” Sanae told her sadly.

Well, it was true that both Japan and China had used newts and geckos for
love potions and aphrodisiacs. Of course, it was associated with the occult, and
their efficacy was highly suspect. (So don’t try it at home, kids.) “That’s just
superstition. Do it properly. Pro-per-ly! You can’t just show off your weirdness
like that.”

“Uhmm... but,” she muttered, looking up with puppy eyes, “Youko-chan...
they say ‘Love is war, so forget cowardice and scruples; use each and every
form of attack to win...’”

“Well, they do...” Youko admitted with a frown.

From her perspective, there were many other things Sanae should be doing.
However, considering her lack of courage and stamina, her curses—or rather
charms—were probably already the only way in which she could ‘attack.’

Sanae’s eyes welled with tears behind her glasses.

Even Youko was in a slightly unusual mood, so she just let out a long sigh and
shrugged.

“Whatever, just do what you like. You need to finish up soon or lunch’ll be
over. You still not done?”

“Y-Yeah...” she admitted hesitantly.

She glanced at a desk off to the side. There was a white piece of paper with
the recipe for “Sanae Murata’s Special Chocolate Brownies” written on it.

It was something she’d found on the internet and added her own touches to.

“I’m actually... just... missing one last... ingredient...” she said, looking at the
last item on the list.

●　●　●

Whether it was due to the cold medicine he’d bought on the way home or



simply because he’d laid down, when his eyes snapped open, Kyouhei was
feeling much better.

Once Mizuhito had brought him home, Kyouhei hadn’t done anything but
sleep.

He was on the second floor (as he called the area of the catwalk).

The room, created with the bed, desk, and assorted furniture, was filled with
darkness.

“Ugh...”

He grabbed his phone from by his pillow and checked the time. Half past four;
he’d slept for quite a while.

Kyouhei held in the pain of his parched throat and sat up.

“...Pamil?”

As he did, he noticed the figure watching him silently from beside his bed.

It was a girl wearing a brown blazer. Indeed, she was Pamil.

It looked like she’d just gotten home from school. That was fine, and it didn’t
seem like she’d made any stops on her way back, so no problems there.

But...

Kyouhei’s eyebrows suddenly furrowed. Something was strange. Pamil was
standing differently than normal, though he wouldn’t be able to put his finger
on how...

“Pamil?”

“Hmm, you’re up?” Pamil said. “I’d rather have finished while you were still
asleep...”

“Huh? What are you—”

“Kyouhei,” she interrupted him, staring at him with her blue eyes.

Her flowing golden hair gathered the small amount of light in the room; it
looked like it was shining.

Her features made her look otherworldly, in a good way. She was like a fairy



or an angel in a fairy tale. She was grace personified, lacking the impurities of a
mortal body.

“Kyouhei,” she repeated.

There was a crease between her eyebrows, as if she were deep in thought.
Despite her expression almost being anguished, Pamil’s attractiveness still
somehow made it seductive and strangely alluring.

“Wh-What?”

The unusual, serious demeanor that she currently had overwhelmed him and
made his voice shake.

Who knew if Pamil noticed the state he was in.

But...

“Kyouhei...” she murmured heatedly as she reached a hand out to him.

There was a squeak... it was the springs of the mattress shifting as Pamil’s
slight weight pressed on them.

“...Wha...”

Still mostly lying down, Kyouhei unconsciously backed away. Well, he tried,
but there was nowhere to run on the bed.

“W-What are you...?”

“...I want it...” came her whispering, almost gasping, voice.

Kyouhei couldn’t respond. The fever had dulled his brain, so even if he tried to
gather his thoughts, it refused to cooperate.

A string of random sounds and noises left Kyouhei’s mouth.

“Don’t run, Kyouhei.”

While it was phrased as an order, it sounded far more like a plea.

Pamil was kneeling on the bed and slowly moved her fingers to the buttons of
her blazer, undoing them.

“It’ll all be over soon... just stay still...”

“Wai... Pamil...?!”



Anyone would have been agitated like this, with a girl crawling towards them
and taking her clothes off. Even if he weren’t, Pamil had been near his bed
many times before—and nearly naked at that—so the fantasies would run wild
regardless of his own volition.

“...Wh... What are you... tr...”

He could feel his heart trying to beat its way out of his chest.

Pamil was now crawling over him as he tried to escape, like a beast hunting its
prey. Then, she leaned over him and stopped.

Her pale hand reached out to touch his forehead.

“Kyouhei... give me...”

Her fingertips slipped coquettishly into her skirt pocket.

And then...

“Give me your precious thing...”

As she spoke, she pulled something out of her pocket.

Kyouhei made a wordless noise of shock. Gripped in her dainty hand was a
huge pair of scissors, the size telling of their intent to chop it off.

●　●　●

A little earlier.

“Kyouhei went home at lunch,” Pamil said as she listened to the bell sound to
announce the end of the day.

The chiming was a sound that signified an end, whether it was the end of a
lesson or of a break.

It was a strangely melancholic sound as it echoed, inviting grief.

“B-But...”

The dull noise of the electronic bell fit perfectly with the tragic, wavering
expression on Sanae’s face.

The depth of the shock she’d just taken had Sanae falling limply to the floor.

Pamil looked at her in question.



“Hm? What’s wrong? Anemia?”

Sanae’s pale face certainly was reminiscent of someone with anemia, but she
shook her head in denial.

“What do I do...?” she whimpered. “I need it... by tomorrow...!”

Her expression was filled with... deep despair.

Naturally, Pamil had no idea what Sanae meant by ‘it,’ but even she could tell
it was awfully important to her.

Therefore...

“Hmm,” she resolved, crouching down in front of Sanae. “What do you
need?”

“Pamil-chan...?”

Pamil nodded decisively at Sanae as she blinked her teary eyes.

“Aiding suffering commoners is one of the duties of a royal. And you are our
school friend, Sanae,” declared Pamil, clenching her fist. “You may be a school
friend, but the important part is ‘friend’; you are our friend . What kind of
princess cannot solve a single friend’s troubles? Sanae, do not hold yourself
back, simply say what you need. Should it be within our power, it shall be
granted.”

“...Pamil... chan...” she muttered, overcome with emotion.

With how withdrawn she was, and with her hobbies, Sanae had barely ever
been explicitly told she was a friend. Youko wasn’t the type to say that kind of
thing, so Pamil’s declaration was devastating, in a good sense.

“I-I can... really ask you...?”

Her face had softened together with her emotions, and Sanae shook as she
spoke.

“Indeed. Ask, and it shall be given to you.”

Pamil stretched out a hand after gently giving her line, a line someone would
yell about being plagiarized.

She was elegant, and from Sanae’s perspective, almost incorruptibly holy.



“A-Actually,” she stuttered astonishingly meekly. She was like a devotee
confessing to her priest as she spoke of what ‘it’ was. “Before tomorrow... I
need... Nanbu-senpai’s...”

●　●　●

And that’s how it had gone.

“I need it to answer my friend’s plea, Kyouhei.”

The scissors opened with a swish .

“I don’t get what you’re on about!”

“Hm?”

For Pamil, the whole thing was rather logical, but Kyouhei didn’t know the
details, so he was obviously in the midst of fear and confusion.

A beautiful girl had been stripping as she crawled over to him, but then in the
next instant pulled out a huge pair of scissors and demanded his “precious
thing.”

What on Earth was she planning to cut with those scissors, too terrifying to be
called stationery...? Just thinking about it made him feel faint.

“Just stay still and it’ll all be over. Bear with it, Kyouhei!”

“Waaaahhhhh?!”





Kyouhei sprang backwards, falling from the bed. The landing hurt, but this
wasn’t the time to wait for the pain to abate; he turned his back on Pamil and
rushed away.

Pamil jumped from the bed and pursued.

“Mgh, why are you running, Kyouhei?!” she yelled, brandishing the scissors.

“Why do you think?!”

“Don’t you feel sorry for Sanae?”

“What are you on about?!”

While he was feeling much better, he still had a cold, so he was unsteady on
his feet. The length of their strides was different, so Pamil would have usually
struggled to catch up, but today he was at a disadvantage. Moreover, Pamil was
strangely motivated as well.

“You act like I’m asking for your life!”

“You may as well be!”

“It’s okay! It won’t hurt!”

“It will, it definitely will!” he yelled back, his unease growing.

...

The scissors opened with a shinkt .

The two silver blades shone as they hunted. A vital body part to men,
exceedingly important in several ways, would be stuck between them.

The blades would close with no hesitation...

...

“This isn’t ancient China...! Like hell I’d let you castrate me!” Kyouhei cried,
forcing his ill body to run.

Bloodlust behind him!

Following his instincts, he threw himself to the side. Pamil’s scissors passed
through the space that his head had been occupying a moment prior.



A shiver ran down his spine—that would have taken his head off.

“What are you trying...?!”

The room might have been large, but they were still inside; there was a limit
to where he could run. The piled up and abandoned goods also left him with
very few places to step.

“Mmmm...”

Pamil’s scissors left afterimages as they were thrust forward, again and again.
They were fast, scarily fast.

Kyouhei had experience in warzones of many countries though—his father
had dragged him around the globe—thus, he was able to barely evade her
advances.

From an outside perspective, it looked like an action movie, or close enough.

The scissors sliced repeatedly through the air. Every so often, however, one
snip caught Kyouhei’s pajamas and cut through them.

While he was miraculously unhurt, his pajamas would soon be in tatters.

Then, the next thing to cut would be...

“...Where can I hide...?”

He frantically scanned the warehouse.

Finally, his eyes came to rest on a place. A room with a lock he could shut
himself into.

The toilet.

“...There...!”

Still dodging Pamil’s repeated attacks, Kyouhei mustered his remaining
strength and headed for the toilet.

If he made it, then he’d have the time, whether to work out how to escape or
calm her down.

Unfortunately...

“Mmm!”



Pamil seemed to have realized what was going on.

She was too late though.

Before she could follow, Kyouhei got his hand on the toilet door and—

“Royal Beeeeeaaaaammm!” came the roar, or rather, scream.

With a pew , the light passed him instantly and hit the door, blasting its top
half, which landed on the floor in front of Kyouhei with a clatter.

“Geh?!” He couldn’t help but yell.

He’d forgotten; a door would be no obstacle to her, the walking embodiment
of craziness and a self-proclaimed body double android. A bank vault or a
nuclear bunker would have probably fared no better than soggy tissue against
her.

To his right, a mound of goods.

To his left, a tall, tall wall.

To his front, the dead-end of the toilet.

To his rear...

“...Ugh.”

He didn’t want to look back... but he had nothing else he could do.

Pamil was standing calmly behind him, now with two pairs of scissors, both of
them snipping away.

“Now...”

...I’m... I’m done for...

“It’s been a short life...” Kyouhei muttered in shock as Pamil advanced on him.

The silver blades descended mercilessly...

But right that instant...

A blast rent the air, echoing around the warehouse.

It was the doorbell. A bell in name only that Shuuhei had set to have the
sound of a baryonic rifle from Orbital Gear Grendam .



He didn’t know who it was, but they had perfect timing.

“Mmm? A guest?”

Pamil was distracted for a moment, her attention going to the door. Kyouhei
didn’t miss his opportunity.

“Kuh!”

With a quick dodge, Kyouhei rushed past her and ran to the door.

“Mgh! You won’t escape, Kyouhei!!” she yelled, chasing after him.

Kyouhei was faster to open the shutter than she was to follow him though. It
might have been a lot of hassle to open it from the outside, but it just took a
single button press from the inside.

And then...

“Good eeeevening.”

Behind the shutter was a calm woman.

Her long hair was tied up in a white ribbon, giving her a neat and tidy
appearance. She was gorgeous, and had a soothing air to her that could put
anyone at ease.

This was Kaoruko Houwa, the young proprietress of the Corvette, a familiar
café for the Nanbu household.

“Oh?”

Kaoruko blinked slowly, like a panda almost. Though she didn’t look like it, she
was rather surprised.

Kyouhei was standing in front of her. He was almost half-naked, his pajamas
sliced up from running away from Pamil.

He was exhausted from the fever and was gasping for breath. Said fever was
also making his eyes water and nose run, so it looked like he was sniffling with
tears.

And behind him... was Pamil.

She was also flushed from the chase, breathing heavily. On top of that, she



still had the huge scissors in her hands.

It was a rather ambiguous scene to walk in on.

However...

“Kaoruko-san, hel—”

“I heard you came down with a cold and collapsed,” she began with a hand on
her cheek as she tilted her head, “so I came to check on you and nurse you
some.”

As she spoke cheerily, she lifted a carrier bag. There was a spring onion poking
out of it, so she was probably planning on making him a bowl of rice porridge.

But then...

“Pamil-chaaan, you can’t do that,” she scolded her, awfully nonchalantly for
what was clearly her hunting him down. “You need to get consent first.”

“...What are you talking about?” Kyouhei groaned.

“Eh?”

Kaoruko blinked in question. She looked at Kyouhei’s clothes, askew and cut
up, and then at Pamil’s scissors.

“That’s not what’s happening?” she asked.

“Well... what do you mean by ‘that’?”

“I was sure...” she started, “Pamil had taken advantage of her Onii-chan’s
illness and tried to rape you.”

Kyouhei didn’t have the energy to make his protestations.

“That’s not it,” Pamil corrected in his place. Snipping the scissors repeatedly,
the delusional blonde continued, “I need Kyouhei’s hair.”

“...Huh?”

Kyouhei let out a dull sigh at the unexpected claim.

●　●　●

Since long ago, it has been said that hair is a woman’s life.



In Japan, one form of taking responsibility was shaving one’s head.

Well, because of that... Pamil had concluded that hair was precious to the
Japanese.

Therefore...

“I told you to give me your precious thing...?” she said, showing no sign of
remorse.

Kyouhei could only fall silent.

The three of them—him, Pamil, and Kaoruko—were around a dining table in a
corner of the warehouse.

In the middle of the table were the scissors that Kyouhei had taken from her.

The state of his pajamas would have made his cold worse, so Kyouhei had
gotten changed and put on a jacket. He also had an icepack on his head that
Kaoruko had brought.

“Right, Kyouhei-kun, you need to drink looots of liquids with a cold.”

Ignoring the strangely uneasy mood around the table, Kaoruko was her usual
easygoing self as she placed a cup of warm tea in front of him.

Kyouhei’s throat was parched, so he took it gratefully.

“Fank you ve’y muh...”

Kaoruko smiled gently.

“No problem.”

Her smile eased Kyouhei’s exhausted (in many ways) mind and body.

He was rather happy that she’d come out of her way to check on him despite
having her café to run.

Well, let’s leave that for now.

“What did you think I meant?” asked Pamil.

“Ah... well... you know.”

“I didn’t think you’d be so against it. Is hair really that important to Japanese
people?”



“Ah... you know... um...”

Kyouhei couldn’t explain the exact specifics, and so only stammered.

“But why do you need Kyouhei-kun’s hair?” Kaoruko asked, saving him.

“It’s not me that needs it, it’s Sanae.”

“...Murata-san?” Kyouhei asked, his brows furrowing at the unexpected
name.

“She wanted your hair, but couldn’t get it because you’d gone home. She was
really upset.”

“So you were getting it for her?” Kaoruko clarified.

“Indeed.” She nodded deeply.

“But... why does she want my hair...?” Kyouhei pondered. “I don’t remember
doing anything she’d hold a grudge over...”

Most people that had a basic knowledge of Sanae’s hobbies and tastes would
probably realize she wanted it to put some curse or something on Valentine’s
chocolates. As established earlier, though, Kyouhei didn’t have the slightest bit
of interest in the festivities, and was rather unsociable.

He still hadn’t even noticed Sanae’s feelings towards him, so while the
connection from hair to curse was fairly easily made... he couldn’t then connect
it to Valentine’s or chocolate.

“Have you really never done it?” Kaoruko asked. “You’ve never taken a girl for
everything she has and then thrown her away?”

“I haven’t,” Kyouhei denied flatly, “I’m not my dad.”

“Oh, but Shuuhei-san wouldn’t do that either.”

She was strangely confident saying that in front of his son, but that wasn’t
really relevant here.

“Anyway... you should say that kind of thing first. Anyone would run away if
you came at them with scissors.”

“Hmm, so that was why.”



“Yes, that was why. Man...”

Kyouhei let out a sigh.

From Pamil’s perspective, she was just trying to help Sanae, but that was
what had caused the whole incident.

Taking that into account, he couldn’t stay angry.

Trying to help someone without weighing the benefits... was an important
thing. She might have been brought up poorly, or might actually be an android.
Either way, her common sense was completely missing, and she was slightly off
when it came to expressing emotions too.

Precisely because she was like that, Kyouhei wanted her to keep those
normal, everyday feelings of wanting to help someone, treasuring them and
being grateful.

And so...

“How much do you need then? Is a single strand enough?”

Pamil’s face shone at the question.

●　●　●

The postbox in the fourth block was the rendezvous spot.

The sun had already set and the street was dark, but an electric light on a
telephone pole was casting light at the ground. There was a girl standing glumly,
like she was trying to get in close to the postbox.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” Pamil called to her, making her turn to face her.
The girl, wearing the navy blue coat the school specified and a white scarf was,
of course, Sanae.

“Pamil-chan...!”

Pamil walked up to her and handed over a folded white handkerchief to the
beaming girl.

Ever so slowly, Sanae took and unfolded it. Encased within was a single,
exceedingly thin, dark line.

“Your request.”



“Th-Thank you...!”

Overcome with emotion, she carefully refolded the handkerchief and put it in
her breast pocket.

Pamil looked at her in slight confusion.

“Why did you need it though?” she asked.

“Ah... it’s... um... Tomorrow’s Valentine’s Day... and... I wanted to give...
Senpai... some chocolate... with a charm... not a curse...” she muttered, her face
bright red.

She was as shy and pure as usual, but in a slightly off-fashion way—again, as
ever.

“Mm, Valentine’s? Oh yeah, Kyouhei—I mean, Onii-chan mentioned it this
morning. Something about it being a holiday to commemorate a Christian saint
that was martyred in Rome. So, is school closed tomorrow?”

“Eh...?” Sanae blinked at the deluge from Pamil. “Do you not know about
Valentine’s Day... Pamil-chan?”

“Mm? Is it not a festival?”

“Ah... well, that’s... not exactly wrong...”

It wasn’t surprising that Pamil was unaware of what Valentine’s Day was
about in Japan.

Giving chocolate had started in the U.K., but it was Japan that had limited it to
girls doing the gifting to show their feelings. Flowers and cards were more
common in Europe, and there wasn’t the restriction of it just being from
women to men.

Anyway.

“U-Uhm... uhm...”

Sanae was in a tizzy from the embarrassment. Pamil asked again, but she
couldn’t explain.

After all, she was Kyouhei’s sister, and having made all this fuss, Sanae
couldn’t claim she was doing it out of obligation. Furthermore...



Pamil-chan’s... so cute and beautiful.

For a maiden in love like Sanae Murata, Pamil was like a slumbering dragon.
She didn’t want to accidentally prod her and gain another rival for love.

“U-Uhm... uhm... y-yeah! In Japan, Valentine’s Day—” Sanae explained
desperately.

“Mm, I see.” Pamil nodded, folding her arms. “Japan really has some moving
customs...”

“R-Right. It’s a wonderful tradition of Japan, and... um...”

Sanae smiled vaguely, mentally apologizing to Pamil as she did.

But then...

“In that case, I’ll have to join in!” Pamil declared, laboring under some
misconception.

●　●　●

Beep beep beep.

An electronic noise roused Kyouhei from his sleep as he grumbled sleepily.

Assuming that the alarm on his phone was going, he picked it up. The screen
showed 7:10 and was silent.

He finally realized where the noise was coming from.

Now that he considered it, when he woke up earlier, he’d put a thermometer
under his arm, then fallen back asleep while it was taking its measurement.

Looking at its display, he read the temperature. 36.8°C. A little high, but in the
range of normal temperature.

“It eased quicker than I thought. I guess the medicine worked... or maybe it
was ’cause Kaoruko came and helped.”

Kaoruko had made rice porridge for him after all the commotion yesterday.

Kyouhei mostly cooked for himself or ate out, so the (not quite) homemade
taste was a rarity for him. Despite the difference, he’d really appreciated it.

There were, of course, other reasons, like his youth letting him bounce back



quickly, the medicine, his activity the night before promoting recovery, and
other such explanations. Regardless, it was nicer for his male instincts to
consider it the effect of Kaoruko nursing him.

He still had a bit of a blocked nose and cough... and felt a little tired, but he
was much better than yesterday.

“Kyouhei, are you up?”

Pamil had climbed the stairs on light feet. She was already dressed in the
school’s tawny blazer.

“...Ah, yeah.”

She was ready and eager to go to school, it seemed.

Kyouhei got out of bed, deciding to change into his uniform.

He’d rather have taken it easy for another two or three days, but the chaos
yesterday had made him not want to let Pamil out of his sight. Health starts
with the mind after all, and being in school, where he could intervene, would be
far better in that respect than just worrying at home.

“Kyouhei,” called Pamil somehow formally, interrupting those thoughts, “do
you know what day it is today?”

“What day it is...?” He looked at his phone again, checking the date: February
14th. “It’s Valentine’s Day...”

He did indeed know that, but putting it into words did make it feel more
special.

“Indeed, it is Valentine’s Day across the nation. So, take this.”

Pamil thrust forward a brown thing as she spoke strangely haughtily.

A quip about her giving him a shelled shellfish passed through his mind, but
he was more surprised at getting chocolate from Pamil.

He looked at her again, the crazy girl with a proud expression on her face.

“Sanae told me that it’s a day where you give presents to people who have
helped you.”

“Ah... yeah, I guess.”



She’d slightly missed the point, but it wasn’t really wrong per se. Nowadays,
about 90% of the chocolate was given solely out of obligation between friends
of different sexes.

“As a royal, and as an android, I cannot allow my bed and board to go
unacknowledged, so I decided to follow this wonderful Japanese tradition.”

“Hahhh.”

“And you’re always helping me, so go ahead!”

Apparently, she wanted him to eat it right now.

Honestly, he was lost for a moment, but...

“Thanks, Pamil... I appreciate it.” He smiled, accepting the brown plate from
her and taking a bite.

Then he froze.

Was it sticky?

Slimy?

His teeth buried themselves in something soft, far from the sensation he
expected from chocolate, and something filled his mouth.

It hadn’t just melted.

“...Um, Pamil-san?” he began.

The taste was wrong. The flavor filling his mouth was spicy and oily.

It was like he’d just put a curry base straight into his mouth.

“What?”

“This is like... Actually, is it really just a curry base?!”

“Indeed,” answered Pamil, smiling widely and completely missing the point.
“You like curry, right?”

“Well, I do, but...”

An uneasy sweat ran down his back.

He’d been careless.



Due to his blocked nose, he’d not been able to tell by the scent... and he’d
just assumed it was chocolate from its appearance. Pamil had not once actually
called it chocolate.

His experience so far let Kyouhei infer what had happened.

She’d probably missed some of the information and not checked what the
brown thing girls used as a gift for Valentine’s Day was. Therefore, she’d
decided on a curry base.

She hadn’t yet realized the mistake. As proof, her proud declaration:

“Is it good? I got the most expensive one from the shops.”

She is actually grateful... probably, Kyouhei thought as the sweat soaked his
back. She didn’t have the kind of personality to bully people like that; she was
simply showing her appreciation.

The chocolate wasn’t the important bit. The strange, bizarre, mysterious,
queer, loopy girl could indeed thank someone. She had normal, everyday
feelings... that was the important bit.

It might have seemed pointless to most people, but Kyouhei had to treasure
it.

So...

“...Yeah, thanks,” Kyouhei said the only thing he could as he chewed and
swallowed the hardened curry base.



Afterword Greetings, I’m the light novelist Sakaki.
This is the first volume of Fake Fake , serialized in Novel Japan . I’ve happened

to publish novels with HJ Bunko that involve princesses one after another now,
and I didn’t mean to. Well, it wasn’t exactly a coincidence either.

Fake Fake wasn’t actually something I came up with completely alone. There
was actually something—an idea, or inspiration if you will—that gave me a push
to write it.

Another author I know saw the title of my best-known work, Scrapped
Princess, and said this:

“Man, she’s a princess and she’s scrapped, so I was sure some revolution had
taken out the royal family, so they’d thrown away some body double android
they didn’t need, and the main character found it.”

...Isn’t that funny? Haha.

So I asked him to let me use that idea, and once he said yes, put the
characters and background into a book: this book.

Actually... I wrote this novel as an experiment using assistants.

It’s awfully difficult to specify which bits used assistants, so I’ll leave that out,
but I used the system anime scripts use for reference.

At least with a short story, whether I use assistants or not doesn’t make much
difference in how much effort it takes. I can finish a short story in two days on
average, or three days on the longer side. Shortening that by about half a day is
not really worth noting.

Nevertheless, I wondered if intentionally mixing other people’s thoughts (and
feelings) into parts of the process would let me get charms into the book that I
couldn’t alone. I came up with that idea on a previous occasion, when I used the
artist’s illustrations to change my characters. Basically, I mixed in elements that
others thought of into my characters. I think it turned out rather fun.

At the same time, I hope that my assistants (former students) can learn my
methods in storytelling, directing, and other things by seeing the process.



Incidentally... because of how many books I publish, you see people saying
stuff like “Are there three Sakakis?” or “His students become Sakaki No. 2 and
3,” but in the end, the manuscripts are all written by me, just so you know,
haha.

Well, I want to explore all the possibilities of light novels, not just with this
work.

At any rate, experiment or not, and whatever the author thinks, light novels
are all about the fun for the reader; popularity is everything. Particularly for
those serialized in magazines, which will be canceled if they aren’t popular.
Hopefully, this series will get more volumes too.

Finally, I give my thanks to Mr. Matsuoka, who provided the opportunity to
serialize this work.

I also thank Ms. Fujita, who gave this series far more refined illustrations than
it deserved. I also, also thank the editors, proofreaders, printers, and everyone
else involved with making this book a reality.

And last but not least, I give my thanks to the readers who subscribed to read
this novel.

Until the next volume.

Fake Fake production staff:

Ichiro Sakaki E.S. (Chapters 1-6) Miki Sakamoto (Chapter 7)

Ichiro Sakaki, 9/3/2007.
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