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  Prologue: I’m a Magical Girl, but actually I’m a Guy



“Yes! The moment I mentioned it, the magical energy is finally returning to the fairy realm where it originally belongs!”

“Ah, truly a tearful moment. Korea’s representative magical girl, Mystic Violet, Japan’s Eleni Blue, and finally, China’s representative, Meihua. Just seeing these three first-generation magical girls, the pride of Asia, standing together like this—what a moving sight—”

“I don’t think this is officially the first time. During the second Grand Invasion, it was Mystic Violet and Eleni Blue. And in the third, it was Eleni Blue and Meihua. It was always just two of them at a time. Ah, really… it’s such a beautiful sight.”

On the TV screen, the three girls raised their Magical Gems. 

From each gem, violet, blue, and red light—symbols of each magical girl—spread beautifully, flowing into the gate floating in the air.

“Twenty years. It’s been twenty years since the first demonic invasion began. In that long span, how many girls died before they could even bloom? How many were buried in the ground with tears in their eyes? And how much wailing flowed across that land? Finally, at the end of those costly sacrifices, a period is placed.”

The news anchor’s voice trembled, almost sobbing. 

Normally, it would’ve been considered a broadcast accident, but given the circumstances, no one was criticizing his overwhelmed emotions.

“…”

Beyond the TV screen, the world was literally filled with dreams and hope. 

The war against the demons that had tormented humanity was over. 

The magical girls who bore such cruel fates were finally free.

But unlike the heartwarming scene, a strange discomfort stirred in a corner of my heart.

“Is it really over? Pig.”

“I told you not to call me pig, nya!”

My mascot, Fairy Cat, already gulping down the fifth can of the cheapest low-malt beer from a convenience store.

It had been 18 years since I first met Fairy Cat. 

Back then, its belly didn’t stick out like this, but ever since it started drinking, its figure resembled a pig more than a cat.

“Whatever, so is it really over, pig?”

“Stop calling me pig… sigh. Yeah, it’s over, nya. The demon invasion is done.”

Fairy Cat chugged the remaining beer and put down the can with a satisfied “Kya~!”

“The Queen confirmed it. The fourth demon invasion was the demons’ final outburst, and they won’t be able to step foot in the human realm for the next 500 years, nya.”

“…So that really means our magical girl activities are over now. Can’t believe how fast time passed.”

It had already been 18 years since Fairy Cat broke a taboo and awakened me, a guy, as a magical girl. 

It felt like my sense of time had broken down.

“Good job, pig.”

“Good job to you too, Fairy Maker.”

My magical girl alias: Fairy Maker. 

A name I had grown sick of hearing—but now, I’d never have to hear it again.

After exchanging our goodbyes, I silently watched the magic return ceremony on TV. 

With a bittersweet feeling, I spoke to Fairy Cat.

“Then… let’s end it now.”

I pulled out my deep blue Magical Gem from my pocket. 

The girls on the screen had finished their ceremonies, so now it was my turn.

Fairy Cat carefully accepted the gem I offered and closed its eyes.

That cheerful, outrageously shameless creature—that was Fairy Cat. 

Even before terrifying foes or unspeakable tragedies, it always maintained that silly, stubborn attitude, helping me stay sane.

But now, for the first time in forever, Fairy Cat stood still in the air with its eyes shut in earnest. 

I didn’t rush it and waited silently for it to absorb the magic stored in the gem.

After a short while, Fairy Cat opened its eyes and said something I never expected.

“…I don’t want to retrieve it, nya.”

“…What?”

“I said I don’t want to retrieve your magic, nya.”

…What? 

Why not?

To my stunned face, Fairy Cat shamelessly continued.

“Magical girl energy retains traces of the user, nya. So if I were to return Fairy Maker’s magic to the Queen…”

“Wait! You’re not saying—!”

I cut it off, blurting out the thought immediately.

“If you return my magic to the Queen, she’ll find out you broke the taboo and made me, a guy, into a magical girl… and that’s why you don’t want to return it… That’s what you’re saying, isn’t it?”

“…Exactly, nya.”

“You damned pig bitch!”

“You shouldn’t curse at a magical girl, nya. And also, pick one—either pig or dog, nya.”

“Y-You… you crazy bastard! You really had to sucker punch me at the very end, huh?”

I was momentarily speechless. 

An emotion I couldn’t quite describe welled up to my throat, but once I mentally sorted through the situation, I was able to speak calmly.

“Hey, pig. You know exactly what condition I’m in right now, don’t you?”

“Split personality nutjob, right, nya?”

“Yeah, you son of a bi— no, you damn nyang-bastard. Thanks to the magic you handed over in violation of taboo, I’m now a split-personality lunatic.”

There’s a reason giving magical girl powers to a man is considered taboo. 

When a man, not a woman, receives a magical girl’s power, their personality splits in two. 

And I’m the living proof, having endured that side effect for 18 years.

Right now in my head, both the original human Han Myeong-jin and the personality of Fairy Maker, which emerges during magical girl activity, coexist. 

We can even talk to each other. 

I try to avoid doing that out loud, though, since it just looks like I’m talking to myself.

“Pig. You know what happens if you don’t retrieve the magic, right?”

At my question, Fairy Cat purred for a moment, then casually replied.

“Human Han Myeong-jin, thanks to the magic, won’t age, and will live forever with his inner magical girl in a super-lucky love-love life, nya.”

“Hey! Just because it’s not your problem doesn’t mean you can— you little sh—!”

I shot up from my seat and shouted at Fairy Cat, nearly begging.

“Think about it. Sure, I’m in my 30s now, so it’s just barely passable. Actually, no—it’s already a huge problem that I’m still doing magical girl stuff in my 30s. But what, I’m supposed to keep doing this crap into my 40s, 50s—until I die?”

“…?”

“Come on, that’s too much. I want to live a normal life now.”

Fairy Cat seemed to think about it for a second… then froze. 

I had no idea how much time passed like that.

“…Hey. You’re not just stalling until the transfer to the fairy realm finishes, are you?”

“…You caught me, nya?”

All mascots from the fairy realm were scheduled to return there starting today. 

In fact, Fairy Cat’s stubby legs were already starting to go transparent as the transfer began.


“You… you’re really not going to retrieve my magic?”

“No matter how I think about it, the aftermath would be too big, nya. Sorry, but could I ask you to take care of things, nya?”

“You crazy bastard…”

Knowing Fairy Cat’s personality, I let out a deep sigh. 

If it said that much, unless I forcibly drew on magic to tether it to the human realm, it really was going to leave without retrieving the magic.

And honestly, Fairy Cat wasn’t the kind of fairy to just ditch an important mission like magic retrieval just because it didn’t want to get scolded. 

“The aftermath would be too big” probably had deeper meanings.

I briefly imagined myself transforming into a magical girl as an old grandpa, then shut my eyes tightly and spoke.

“You piece of sh—… Fine. Do whatever you want.”

“Thank you, nya. I’m counting on you, Han Myeong-jin. And you too, Fairy Maker.”

Fairy Cat, now almost completely transparent, bowed its head. 


It had been a long time since I last got a proper goodbye from Fairy Cat. 

My chest felt strangely warm.

“…Alright. Take care.”

It didn’t lift its head. 

And just like that, it faded completely and disappeared.



 
  Chapter 1: Kim Min-ah (1)


“Now I can finally live a truly normal life.”

My mom was crying, wiping the tears flowing from both eyes. 

She must have gone through so much pain—far beyond what her daughter could even imagine.

“Mom… sniff!” 

“Min-ah!”

Green Spinel. 

That was my name when I was a magical girl.

I always thought becoming a magical girl was the best and most noble choice—but maybe, for my mom, it wasn’t. 

That thought alone made the tears keep falling.

Starting with the magic return ceremony on December 31, 2024, all magical girls had given their powers back to their mascots and returned to being ordinary girls.

Now it’s January 20, 2025. 

Winter break had come to an end, and it was time for me to head out as an ordinary high schooler again.

“Still… it feels a bit boring.”

On my walk to school— 

Without magic anymore, I had to endure the freezing winter with my bare body. 

It felt unfamiliar, but it also came with a refreshing feeling. Not bad, I thought.

But that freshness didn’t last long. 

As I became acutely aware of the absence of my mascot, Fairy-Lion, who had always been by my side, a quiet loneliness settled in my heart.

I gripped the smartphone that was idly floating in the air and started tapping quickly, trying to shake off the gloom.

“Rhodonite, Serpentine, Peridot… they’re all retiring too, huh.”

The internet was abuzz with news of magical girls retiring, who once protected the world and upheld justice. 

On YouTube, there were tons of tribute videos, and especially the 1st-generation magical girls’ footage easily hit 100k, 500k, even a million views.

“…I wonder if there are any videos of me?”

I wasn’t popular. 

As a 4th-gen magical girl, I wasn’t exactly a big name. 

But still—I risked my life to protect justice. 

Maybe… just maybe, there’d be a video or two. 

I refused to let go of that tiny hope as I typed.

When I searched “Green Spinel,” a surprising number of results popped up.

But instead of “battle highlights” or anything meaningful, the top videos were creepy clips zooming in on my legs from weird angles while I was fighting demons.

“…So that’s why some people never ran when I told them to?”

I remember once asking Peridot—another magical girl and a friend—why some people just didn’t flee no matter how much we yelled at them. 

Back then, Peridot avoided the question with a really awkward face. 

Now I finally understood why she never told me.

“Ugh… why was my transformation outfit so unnecessarily revealing…”

With a deep sigh, I scrolled further, hoping to find anything better. 

Then—one video caught my eye.

[2022/05/05 Paju, Gyeonggi-do — Demon Invasion (Fairy Maker, Green Spinel)]

Drawn in, I clicked it. 

And there I was—my younger self, freshly transformed into a magical girl, struggling desperately on screen.

“Li… Lion! What do I do about that thing!?” 

“Rrgh… We have to hold out until another magical girl arrives. You can’t beat that thing alone with your current strength!”

A giant, low-hue purple sphere floated mid-air. 

Definitely a class-6 or higher demon.

Sticky goo continuously dripped from its surface, and whenever it hit the ground, the droplets transformed into class-10 monsters that began attacking people.

“Kyaah—!” 

“Watch out!”

I heard a scream behind me and reflexively turned. 

A girl around my age had fallen—twisted ankle maybe. 

A wolf-shaped monster was just about to pounce on her.

“Spinel Shield!”

It was basic magic, drawn from pure magical energy to form a physical defense. 

The Spinel Shield formed just in time to block the monster’s attack.

While the creature was stunned by the sudden wall, I conjured a spear of magical energy—Spinel Spear—and hurled it straight at the wolf. 

Squelch. 

A perfect hit. 

Pierced clean through.

“Graargh!” 

“Watch out!”

But throwing my spear meant I was briefly defenseless. 

A new monster lunged at me—fangs bared. 

Fairy Lion threw himself into it, altering its course just in time.

“That was really close…!”

I yanked the embedded spear back using magic, then, as the monster lunged again, I drove it deep into its body once more.

A sticky, gross feeling—then it dissolved into dust, disappearing.

But before I could feel any relief, I looked up and saw more demons pouring in.

“There’s no end to this!”

I couldn’t even reach the floating orb demon, and I was barely keeping up with the ones on the ground.

“If we hang on, reinforcements will come! Just a little longer!” Fairy Lion yelled.

As I tried to steel my heart, I suddenly felt a hot sensation on my forehead. 

I reached up—and my green, gem-like gloves came back stained red.

“…Blood?” 

“You probably got scratched by that last monster. It doesn’t look deep, so quickly use a healing spell—”

Thump-thump. 

My heart started pounding irregularly. 

Fairy Lion’s voice felt distant, like it was fading.

It wasn’t my first time seeing blood. 

I had seen people bitten to death. 

Crushed. 


I had been hurt before.

But having blood run down from your head—onto your face… 

That was a whole different level of terrifying.

“Spinel? Spinel! Snap out of it! There’s still a monster right in front of you!”

I wanted to run. 

But I had to fight. 

When I turned, the same girl from earlier was still frozen in fear.

Huff… Huff…

Fear. 

Even with me here, that girl was still terrified. 

A reminder that I was still too weak to inspire confidence—even against low-grade demons.

But I had to fight anyway. 

Even if no one believed in me—I had to stand my ground. 

That’s what it meant to be a magical girl.

“Spinel! Watch out!” 

“Huh?”

As I pushed away the fear swelling in my chest— 

I looked up, and all I could see was a massive set of fangs, closing in.

It wasn’t the kind of tiny teeth that could at most graze the skin like I’d faced before. 

The ones right in front of my eyes were big enough to crush my skull without even trying. 

In that brief moment, as my eyes darted around, I noticed something—all those little monsters that had been steadily growing in number were gone. 

No way… Had they all fused into this thing?

The shadow cast grew larger and darker, blotting out the light, blotting out my vision. 

It all felt so calm, so hollow, like the slow descent of twilight.

“Mo… mom…”

Why did I become a magical girl? 

I’d always known that the sparkling images beyond the TV screen weren’t everything. 

So why did I become one?

My eyes stung. 

Just as the last sliver of light was about to be swallowed by the dark—

“Hyaaack!?”

A blue thread of light yanked me back.

“A… doll?”

“……Looks like she’s hurt. Pig? Heal her.”

“I told you not to call me ‘Pig’ out here, nya!”

Blue twin tails, fluttering in the wind like they were being sucked into the sky. 

They blended with the color of the autumn sky so perfectly I couldn’t tell where her hair ended and the air began.

“You’re Green Spinel, right? Hang in there, nya.”

“Thank you.”

The mascot—looked like a small winged cat—flapped its wings busily while chanting a healing spell. 

Soon enough, my head felt clearer, and I was finally able to take in my surroundings.

“What the—!”

“I couldn’t even see it! How did she—!”

The huge monster that had just been about to crush me was now crumbling into ash where it had fallen. 

And once all the ash had cleared, deep cracks in the concrete below were laid bare.

The blue magical girl—unfazed by the scene of devastation she had caused—calmly gazed up at the floating monster sphere in the air.

“Hmm… Probably about a Class 5?”

“Seems like it, nya.”

Class 5. 

That magical girl had just called it that. 

My brain, still a bit foggy, suddenly snapped into focus.

“Oh—! Reinforcements! Please just wait a bit, they should be on the way!”

“…?”

She blinked slowly, staring at me. 

The strange pressure from her gaze made me second-guess my words.

“Didn’t you say so earlier? A Class 5 monster should require at least ten magical girls. We should wait for backup…”

“…Ah. You might get a scar on your forehead.”

“Wha!?”

Without warning, the blue magical girl reached out and touched my forehead. 

I was startled, but the strange pressure she gave off froze me in place—I couldn’t even brush her hand away.

As I stood there frozen, she gently fiddled with my hair before giving my head a few reassuring pats.

“Mascot healing isn’t all-powerful. If you’re not careful, you’ll scar. Be cautious.”

“Ah… okay.”

It was… unexpectedly kind.

‘Still, her face is way too scary…’

“Oh, and about the reinforcements. We’re fine. Tell them not to bother.”

“…What? What do you mean by—”

Whoosh!

Before I could finish, she disappeared from my sight.

I turned my head in a rush, following her faint blue afterimage. 

The magical girl who had just patted my head was now standing before the massive sphere, exuding blue magic.

Only then did I fully understand the situation.

“She’s… first generation…”

Relief flooded me. 

My knees buckled, and I sank to the ground. 

The other girl, the one who had been trembling in fear, now had a giddy expression on her face as she excitedly took photos with her phone.

A bitter taste filled my mouth.

Taking out my magical gem, I tuned it to HQ’s magic channel. 

A bit of static buzzed.

“This is Green Spinel.”

I spoke toward the magical gem. 

A few moments passed before a familiar male voice responded.

“Green Spinel? The reported monster has been confirmed as Class 5. Reinforcements are en route. Please hold the line and evacuate the field if the situation worsens—”

“No, it’s okay. Cancel the reinforcements.”

“…What? That’s not possible. We’re talking about a Class 5. No matter how stable things look, reinforcements are a necessary protocol.”

“No, really. We’ll be fine. Because—”

I smiled at the baffled voice coming through the gem and continued.

“Fairy Maker’s here.”

“Fairy… Maker?”

Click.

I ended the call unilaterally, leaning against the nearby wall and letting out a deep sigh of relief.

“…She was beautiful.”

Fairy Maker’s image replayed in my mind. 

Her long, flowing twin tails in a radiant blue. 

Eyes the color of lapis lazuli. A dress like something out of an old fairy tale.

That strange pressure I’d felt ever since she appeared… yeah. 

No wonder I felt that. 

‘With magic like that… who wouldn’t?’

BOOM!

I looked up at the sky. 

The massive sphere that had blocked out the sun was now crumbling into ashes. 


Above it, blue hair danced like waves.

That commanding presence brought to mind her title—

“The Magical Girl Who Never Loses…”

Among all magical girls, hers was a name that would never be forgotten.

I looked up once more, capturing in my eyes the beautiful blue twin tails fluttering in the sky.



 
  Chapter 2: Kim Min-ah (2)


“I wonder what she’s been up to these days?” 

“What do you mean, she’s probably living a good life. Someone like Fairy Maker must be doing just fine.” 

I had been replaying videos of Fairy Maker in my head while heading home from school when suddenly, a familiar voice came from behind me.

“Rhodonite— no, Harin!” 

“Heh, it feels weird hearing ‘Rhodonite’ again after so long. Should I call you Green spinel too?”

Jung Harin, my fellow magical girl who once stood back-to-back with me whenever monsters appeared nearby. 

With her short golden bob, a black wool coat, and the school uniform from the nearby high school underneath, she looked like your average schoolgirl at first glance. 

But a closer look at her coat and accessories would shatter that illusion completely.

‘Er**s, Se**, Ne***… Just how much does all that cost…’

Even though she belonged to the 4th generation of magical girls, Jung Harin was ranked among the top 100 in the Magical Rankings thanks to her unique strength and flamboyant style. 

And not just in Korea—this was the global ranking. 

Honestly, her popularity was sky-high.

Back when she was still active, I once asked her how she got so popular out of pure envy. 

‘Didn’t she say she fought and beat a level 6 demon one-on-one, and that’s when her reputation exploded?’ 

A story of no use to someone like me who would struggle even against a level 7 demon.

“You’re seriously obsessed with Fairy Maker, huh? Even after your magical girl days, you’re still watching her videos.” 

“I’m not that obsessed!”  

“Come on, look at this. Isn’t this the Fairy Doll miniature hanging off your bag? You’ve got more than one, too.” 

“T-that’s—!” 

“Oh wow, even your ring has Fairy Maker’s Magical-Gem insignia. At this point, you’re basically a stalker.”

I used to think she was the type to keep her distance, but once we got close, I realized Jung Harin was the type to bulldoze over walls and stick her face right in yours.

I gently pushed away her overly close face and said, 

“I’m not a stalker! I’m just a fan!” 

“Hmph, sounds like something my stalker used to say. Don’t you have stuff fans gave you too? Why don’t you wear those instead?”

Jung Harin pulled a necklace from inside her uniform. 

It had Rhodonite’s insignia, with a real processed rhodonite gem glittering at the end.

“Oh, that magical girl tribute necklace…” 

“Yeah, that’s the one. Mystic Violet started the trend after she wore it everywhere. You had a fanbase too, so I’m sure you got one.” 

“Yeah… I did.”

I could remember it vividly. 

After nearly dying fighting a demon, I came home to find the manager had delivered it, saying it was a fan gift for Green spinel. 

It even had a real “Green spinel” gemstone—an expensive item.

“Why don’t you wear it? Too afraid of losing it?” 

“Well… yeah. What if it got scratched or lost? It’d be a waste, and I’d feel bad toward the fans who gave it to me.”

When I first received it, I was overjoyed—literally bouncing around the room. 

I even showed it off to Mom, held the sparkling green gem to her face, and later stared at myself in the mirror wearing it post-transformation.

But over time, the radiant necklace became nothing more than a shiny ornament in the corner of my room. 

Sure, I didn’t wear it because I didn’t want it damaged or lost, but— 

‘It just doesn’t suit me anymore.’

Maybe picking up on the complicated look on my face, Jung Harin let out a rare deep sigh and said….

“Well, you can’t go back to being a magical girl, so if you lost even the gifts from back then, it’d really suck.”

Not being able to return as a magical girl. 

Those words opened up a lot of thoughts. 

Both of us naturally fell into silence as we walked side by side.

“Oh, but—”

Just as a few cars passed us and a long silence settled in, Harin opened her mouth to speak…

RUMBLE—

A familiar vibration. 

An ominous feeling. 

Something I’d gone through a hundred times.

“Hey, Kim Min-ah… don’t tell me?” 

“A demon? That can’t be—”

I turned to Harin and saw her eyes trembling intensely.

“Let’s go check it out!” 

“W-what!? Hey! Kim Min-ah, wait up!”

I left the confused Harin behind, clutching the Magical-Gem I kept deep in my jacket and ran. 

Of course, it didn’t contain any magical power anymore—it was just a keepsake. 

But whenever I rolled it in my hand, I could recall the feeling of when I first became a magical girl.

Tap tap tap! 

I dashed off in the direction the feeling led me.

‘…Where is it though?’

Back when I was a magical girl, my mascot or my magic could help detect a demon’s location. 

But now, with nothing like that left, I had no idea where the tremor came from.

WEEOOO— WEEOO— BEEP BEEP BEEP 

My phone buzzed loudly with an emergency alert. 

My heart pounded. 

It felt exactly like old times. 

Soon, civilians would evacuate, the demon would appear, and the magical girl would step in to fight—

‘I need to find the demon’s location—’ 

“Hey! Kim Min-ah! You idiot!” 

“Ow!”

A smack on the back snapped me out of it. 

Reflexively, I turned around and saw Jung Harin holding out her smartphone.

“Earthquake alert?” 

“Yeah, idiot! It’s not a demon—it’s just an earthquake alert! Why would you run off without even checking!?” 

“Ah… it was an earthquake alert.”

As the heat in my face quickly cooled down, the rumble beneath my feet began to fade.

“Ah, seriously! I got startled because of you too. My heart’s still racing, for real!” 

“What was I supposed to do? My body just moved on instinct.”


Three years of experience as a magical girl had trained her to move before thinking in situations like that. 

Maybe understanding this, Jung Harin opened her mouth to say something, then swallowed it with a sigh and continued quietly.

“Ugh… Well, back when we were magical girls, every second really did count. So I get it. But…”

In the past, she was the magical girl known for her strikingly beautiful shield—Rhodonite. 

Now, with slightly darkened eyes, she continued speaking.

“We’re not magical girls anymore. So if there’s ever another emergency, just call the police or something, okay?”

“Anyway, I have plans, so I’ll head out. See you later.” 

“Yeah. See you.”

I watched Jung Harin’s short blond hair sway as she walked away, then turned my head.

***

“Damn it. The demon invasion is over? Don’t make me laugh!”

SLAM—! 

A windowless room that looked like a conference room. 

A woman slammed her hand violently on the desk. 

There were about ten other people seated around her, but none dared to speak easily.

Behind the furious woman, a large monitor was showing footage of a Level 10 demon, including a clear image of it turning a human into ash.

“Damn it… Damn it! This is why I said we shouldn’t return all the magical girls’ power at once…”

Park Se-ah, the disciple of the first magical girl and the current Chairwoman of the Demon Response Headquarters, was known for never showing emotion. 

But now, for perhaps the first time, she looked half-broken with anger.

“Could it… maybe just be a leftover remnant of the invasion?” 

“What?” 

“I-I mean, maybe a demon that came through earlier and got left behind—ah, never mind!”

One staff member who timidly raised the theory was immediately silenced by Park Se-ah’s fierce glare.

“Hoo… You fool—no, Team Leader Park Jin-hwan. That’s a Level 10 demon we’re seeing. Without an open gate, they can’t maintain their magic flow and just vanish naturally. Didn’t you learn that? Huh?” 

“I’m sorry…”

The already cold atmosphere of the conference room grew so tense that it chilled the staff to their bones. 

Even Oh Se-hwan, who had been at Park Se-ah’s side for over ten years, was visibly rattled.

“The Queen said there wouldn’t be any more invasions. So what the hell is going on…?” 

“The Queen… huh.”

Trying to redirect the anger away from the staff, Oh Se-hwan cautiously brought up the topic. 

Park Se-ah responded with a grave expression.

“There are three possibilities. The Fairy Queen’s gone senile, something’s happened in the Demon World or Fairy Realm… Ahem. Anyway, are any of the 1st-generation magical girls reachable?” 

“Among the first generation… Windcrusher and Sandstar can be contacted. Moonstone, Fire Garnet, and Aqua Rose are unreachable.”

“Just a theory, but I’d bet the first-gen magical girls can still transform. We need to get this information to them as soon as possible.” 

“Seriously!? Even after returning their magic, they can still transform?”

“Yes. The magic accumulated by the first generation isn’t something that can be returned to the Fairy Realm instantly. Even dropouts like me had enough left to transform for a while. So for those who were active until the end—there’s still hope.”

Murmurs began to rise. 

The cold atmosphere of the conference room was warming a little. Just the mention of the 1st generation seemed to lift the gloom.

“So, call in Windcrusher and Sandstar immediately. If they’re overseas, we’ll arrange flights. Keep trying to contact the rest as well.” 

“And… should we include Fairy Maker among the other magical girls?”

“Fairy Maker, huh… She never registered with us—or with anyone else, right?” 

“Correct.”

Fairy Maker. 

A first-generation magical girl—and the most notable irregular. 

Magical girls were officially supposed to be affiliated with their national magical organizations—like the Demon Response HQ in Korea. 

But Fairy Maker had never joined any such body, even as a founding magical girl.

The headquarters had offered her enormous wealth and freedom from restrictions in exchange for affiliation—multiple times. 

But Fairy Maker never even read the contract, except for once. 

Most of the time, she ignored the summons entirely.

“…You do have her contact info, right?” 

“Yes. Though it was given under the condition that we only contact her in a real emergency, I believe she’ll understand once she hears what’s going on. I’ll reach out immediately.”


“Good. We need to contain this before the public realizes the demon invasion isn’t over. If we’re too late… we may have no choice but to contact the First.” 

“…We really want to avoid that situation.” 

“Agreed. So round up the 1st-gen magical girls—and not just them. Call in all magical girls ranked A-grade or higher by internal evaluation. Skip the well-known ones; bring in the quiet, less-famous ones. And obviously, exclude Mystic Violet.” 

“Understood.”

As the conversation between Park Se-ah and Oh Se-hwan ended, the staff in the room immediately grabbed their phones and began filing out.



 
  Chapter 3: Call (1)


“The world’s so peaceful now.”

Sunlight and a clear sky shone through the window. 

Normally, around this time, powerful demons that ordinary magical girls couldn’t handle would pop out and cause trouble—

‘There are no more demons. No more magic.’

I put down the figure torso I’d been working on, took out a cigarette, and stood up.

Wearing slippers, I stepped out of the tiny two-room apartment, walked down the stairs, and sat on a bench in a quiet corner of the building. 

Just as I lit my cigarette, I realized I hadn’t brought my phone.

Not that I had any urgent reason to use it—it was just that typical modern-day anxiety of being away from your phone.

“Well, not like anyone’s going to urgently contact me now, anyway.”

I had no family. 

Friends—should I even call the magical girls friends? 

Anyway, the first-generation magical girls I knew never really kept in touch. 

If anyone did contact me these days, it was usually just about custom doll orders.

Back in the day, about five years ago when things were still active, you never knew when something might happen, so keeping your phone on you at all times was a must. 

But now, it had been ages since I’d felt so relaxed having it out of reach. 

I took a deep drag of my cigarette.

“Ssshhk—Hoo… now that’s nice.”

Fairy Maker didn’t like smoking, but as a human, Han Myung-jin was a total chain smoker. 

I’d had to quit before because it made me feel awful when I transformed after smoking, but now? 

No need for that.

After soaking my lungs with nicotine, I headed back up to my place with a refreshed mind—only to hear my phone’s vibration cut off.

“Another figure order? Funny how I barely got any while I was active, and now that it’s all over, I keep getting them.”

I kicked off my slippers and lazily walked into the room. 

When I checked the phone, I saw a missed call from an unknown number.

Spam? 

I almost ignored it—until a message notification chimed right after.

“…Magical Response HQ? This is urgent, they say?”

My mood, all softened by nicotine and peace, suddenly tightened.

“Oh for f—… It’s not about demons again, is it?”

Getting contacted by the HQ always felt like one of those occasional texts from the Ministry of Defense—only ever annoying.

I stood still in the room, running through possibilities, but I couldn’t guess why they’d called.

“Guess I have to go.”

Whatever it was, they knew not to contact me unless it was really serious. 

So if they did anyway, I had to at least go check it out.

I let out a heavy sigh, then reached for my Magical Gem to transform like always—

‘…Wait. Didn’t all the magical girls give up their magic already?’

Of course, there were no more magical girls. 

If I transformed and flew over to HQ, they’d obviously demand to know how I was still able to transform.

But on the other hand, I couldn’t not transform—because I was a guy.

“Shit.”

If the pig was still around, it would’ve said, “Magical girls shouldn’t curse, nya.” 

Still, moments like these made me think of my mascot, who used to come up with genius ideas in times of trouble.

It was the worst choice, but I could always go there shamelessly transformed and just ignore whatever they said. 

That was Fairy Maker’s whole thing, after all.

But if I ran into a fellow magical girl while transformed? 

Especially one of those dangerous types?

“That’d be a total disaster.”

As I held my head in my hands and thought, something in the corner of my vision caught my eye.

A handmade magical girl doll I’d called “Larima,” tucked in the corner of the display case.

For some reason, I felt like its yellow-stitched eyes were meeting mine.

“…!”

A flash of inspiration struck.

I had a feeling the inner Fairy Maker would hate this idea—but without hesitation, I opened the case and reached for the dusty doll.

***

“So? Do you know why we were called?” 

“Nope.”

In the underground parking lot of Magical Girl HQ, I met Sandstar and Windcrusher. 

It was kind of awkward to call them girls, given their age, but magical power kept their appearances fixed at their younger selves, so no one would be able to tell.

Windcrusher’s long black hair swayed as she wore her usual leather jacket. 

Sandstar pulled her oversized hoodie up as they headed for the elevator.

Ding—

When the elevator arrived at the basement, they both stepped in naturally. 

Windcrusher started pressing the panel.

“163741… What was the rest?” 

“3789.”

Following Sandstar’s lead, Windcrusher entered the code. 

An announcement chimed as the elevator began descending to the underground main office.

As the lights dimmed and the hum of machinery filled the silence, the expressionless Sandstar finally spoke.

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this.” 

“I hope, for once, your ‘feeling’ is wrong—since we’re not magical girls anymore.”

Back in the day, Sandstar’s so-called “feelings” had more accuracy than simple intuition. 

She had something akin to true foresight. 

So Windcrusher instinctively frowned at her choice of words.

Ding.

After what felt like a long descent, the elevator finally stopped. 

The doors slid open to reveal a flurry of panicked activity.

“Call them now!” 

“Where’s the team leader?” 

“It’s too late! What do we do?!”


“What’s up with the atmosphere? Weren’t they planning to shut down HQ for good? Doesn’t look like it.”

After the Fifth Demon Invasion, the Fairy Queen had publicly declared there wouldn’t be another invasion for the next 500 years. 

All magical girls returned their magic, and mascots went back to the fairy realm. 

Naturally, the Magical Response HQ was set to shut down after drastically downsizing.

And yet—something had clearly gone very wrong.

‘Forget downsizing or shutting down—looks like something serious happened.’

Letting out a long sigh, Windcrusher noticed something else that felt out of place.

A sky-blue ribbon, a sharply cut bob haircut that looked like it was sliced clean with a knife. 

A modest dress, yet carefully accented, paired with laced stockings.

“A magical girl…? No… Not a magical girl—just dressed like that, maybe?”

Windcrusher muttered in disbelief, and Sand Star immediately shot a glare at the bob-haired girl’s back. 

A few seconds later, she too gasped and added,

“Oh my god. It’s real.”

“It’s real?”

“I can feel the magic. And at a time like this, after we’ve all returned our powers… it’s not just strong, it’s incredible.”

Even after returning her magic, Sand Star still retained enough residual energy in her body to transform. 

She was using that residual magic now to see through the girl’s true identity.

As she stared at the bob-haired girl’s back, Sand Star’s eyes began to glow a golden hue. 

And just when Windcrusher started to realize that something was seriously off—

“Fairy Maker.”

Sand Star suddenly bolted forward.

Whoosh—!

“Kyah! What the heck!?” 

“What’s going on!?”

In the blink of an eye, Sand Star used up even the remnants of her magical power to dash at the bob-haired magical girl. 

The resulting gust created a sudden whirlwind in the underground lobby of HQ, scattering documents and personal belongings everywhere.

In a flash, Sand Star closed the distance and grabbed the girl’s wrist, her voice trembling with emotion as she spoke:

“Fairy Maker. What are you doing here?”

“…Who are you?”

“Don’t play dumb! Fairy Maker. You think I wouldn’t recognize your magic?”

The girl’s yellow eyes, unlike Fairy Maker’s signature blue ones, were filled with confusion. 

But Sand Star seemed already convinced, pressing on without hesitation.

“Why are you here? And what’s with that appearance? Why didn’t you contact me at all? Do you even know how much… how much I—”

“Stop, Sand Star! That’s enough!”

“Windcrusher? Let go. I said let go!”

Windcrusher rushed in and wrapped her arms around the relatively small Sand Star from behind, restraining her as she flailed, trying to calm her down.

“Who the hell are you?”

“You mean me?”

“Yes, you. The one with the exact same magic as Fairy Maker. Speak up, now. Explain who you are and where that magic came from. Otherwise—”

“That’s your last warning, Windcrusher. If you don’t let me go right now, I don’t know what I might do.”

“…She’s terrifying, you know? Don’t let her size fool you—she can be seriously dangerous.”

The bob-haired magical girl glanced at the increasingly hostile Sand Star, then slowly opened her mouth.

“I’m… Fairy Maker’s disciple, Larima.”

***

Sand Star and Windcrusher—both possessed immense magical power. 

Especially Sand Star, who was dangerous in more ways than one.

‘Out of all people, it had to be Sand Star I ran into first… It’s lucky Windcrusher was here to stop her.’

At the moment, I was in Fairy Maker’s transformed body, remotely controlling the figure I’d made in my room using a similar technique to how I usually animated dolls.

There were two major differences, though. First, unlike before, when I made dolls entirely out of magic, “Larima” was a real, physically hand-crafted doll I poured magic into. 

Second, instead of just remote-controlling it, I had actually imbued it with my consciousness—Han Myeong-jin’s consciousness.

Thanks to that, Larima could easily pass as a real person. 

Meanwhile, my original body remained intact, with Fairy Maker’s personality temporarily stored in it. 

So, no issues there.

‘Granted, it might become dangerous if we stay separated like this for too long… but it probably won’t come to that.’

“The fact that Fairy Maker took on a disciple? That’s… unusual.”

“That’s what I said, Madam President! I was shocked when I first met her.”

My stray thoughts were interrupted by the voice of Park Se-ah, the head of the Demon Response Bureau, speaking with Windcrusher.

“Even her magic is a perfect match with Fairy Maker’s. Sand Star actually thought she was the real deal.”

“Hm… And with no one knowing she existed, I suppose she really was a precious student Fairy Maker raised in secret.”

Her eyes turned toward me, and a cold sweat ran down my back.

Disciples. 

Magical girls having apprentices wasn’t unheard of. 

In fact, it used to be quite common. 

After all, magical girls were typically between 15 and 20 years old—how much combat experience could they realistically have?

That’s why, back then, senior magical girls would often mentor their juniors, helping them gain combat skills. 

Then those juniors would, in turn, mentor the next generation. 

That was the old magical girl mentoring system.

‘Of course, these days we have formal training programs, so nobody really takes on disciples anymore…’

Since “disciple” was the excuse that had popped into my head in the heat of the moment, I had no choice but to go along with it. 

Apparently, it was working well enough.

All the while, Sand Star had been staring at me with clear discomfort, and now she finally spoke in a sharp tone:

“If you really are Fairy Maker’s disciple, then tell me—where is she, and what the hell is she doing right now?”

“M-My master’s current whereabouts are unknown. To be precise… she disappeared after the magic return ceremony.”

Referring to myself as a “master” made my tongue itch, and the words came out awkwardly.

“Then who exactly contacted you to come here!?”

BAM!

Sandstar’s fist slammed down on the table. 

Still sitting coldly in the meeting room chair, I desperately cobbled together my next line.

“…I received a text message from Master. It said to come to HQ.”

“That sounds exactly like something Fairymaker would do, Sandstar. Always saying only what she wants—so typical of that woman—no, Fairymaker.”

It was a flimsy excuse at best, but it seemed to pass, thanks to Fairymaker’s usual behavior.

“Still… she could’ve at least left a proper message…”

Sniff.

Soon, the sound of Sandstar sniffling filled the room. 

A guilty sting pierced my chest.

“I think there’s something else we should ask first.”

Windcrusher spoke as she gently wiped Sandstar’s face with a handkerchief.

“Okay, let’s say you really are Fairymaker’s student. But… how did you not return your magic power?”

“That is…”

This was the worst-case scenario I’d been dreading. 

I had come in Larima’s body specifically to avoid this line of questioning, and yet, here I was—right back at square one, but under even more scrutiny.

‘Damn it. This wasn’t the plan.’

My head pounded as I rapidly tried to assess the situation.

The original plan was simple: claim Larima was Fairymaker’s little sister, pass along the reason for being summoned, and go straight home. 

That was it. 

No backup plan. 

And if Sandstar hadn’t shown up, it would’ve gone smoothly.

But fate had other ideas. 

Of all people, I had to run into Sandstar. 

If it had been any other magical girl, I might’ve gotten away with it. 

But Sandstar—whose ability to see through magic was unrivaled—had seen right through me. Just my luck.

‘Think… I need a convincing lie…’

Windcrusher’s gaze was sharpening. 

If she suspected anything, she’d chase me to the ends of the earth to get the truth. 

But if I gave her a half-baked excuse, things would just spiral further out of control.

…Ultimately, the only way out of this was with an even bigger lie.

Stacking lies on top of lies. 

Disastrous. 

But necessary. 

Anything was better than them discovering the truth about Fairymaker.

Gulp.

“…My master told me not to tell any other magical girls if possible, but I suppose I have no choice.”

All three pairs of eyes locked onto me. After a deep breath, I unleashed a whopper of a lie.

“I’m not actually a magical girl. That’s why I never had a mascot managing me, and why my magic wasn’t reclaimed.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I didn’t get my magic from a mascot. I became a magical girl directly through my master—Fairymaker. That’s why our magic is so alike.”

The room went dead silent. 

After a long pause, Sandstar spoke first.

“…That’s ridiculous. That’s not possible. A magical girl turning someone else into one? That’s something only a First Generation could do.”

“It’s not impossible.”

“Well then… got any proof?”

“I do.”

I raised my hand and released threads of magic. 

All three of their eyes widened.

“That way of using magic… It’s just like Fairymaker’s. Maybe you really are her student. But still, that’s not proof that you became a magical girl without a mascot.”

“I’m using magic without a Magical Gem. Please, check for yourself.”

The Magical Gem—the crystallization of the contract between a girl and her mascot. 

Without it, no magical girl could use magic.

Sandstar focused her magic into her eyes. 

Moments later, she spoke in a trembling voice.

“…It’s true. Larima doesn’t have a Magical Gem.”

Of course not. 

My real body still had the gem. Larima was just a doll I was controlling. 

It would’ve been weirder if she had one.

But as long as they didn’t realize she was a doll, they had no choice but to believe me.

As Windcrusher and Sandstar stood there dumbfounded, Park Se-ah stood alone, frowning with her eyes closed.

“You don’t believe me, Chairwoman Park Se-ah?”


“…That’s not it.”

Despite Sandstar’s question, Park Se-ah took her time before letting out a sigh and finally speaking.

“The reason I gathered the First Generation magical girls here today… is to share some shocking news.”

…Just learning that Fairymaker created a magical girl named Larima is shocking enough—and there’s more?

“Yes. But the bigger issue is that the news I’m about to share… seems to be connected to Miss Larima in some way.”



 
  Chapter 4: Call (2)


People lie even though they know it’s wrong. 

The reason is simple. 

In the current situation, lying seems better than telling the truth. 

And the reason for regret is equally simple. 

Once the lie is told, it usually turns out to be worse than not lying at all, leading to regret.

“…The demon invasion hasn’t ended?” 

Windcrusher asked Park Se-ah, unable to believe it. 

“That’s right. The reason I called the first-generation magical girls here was to prepare for what’s coming. Considering all magical girls have had their magic reclaimed, the fact that the demon invasion hasn’t ended isn’t just a big problem—it’s a disaster.” 

“Did a Gate open again?” 

“…We haven’t confirmed if a new Gate has opened or if an existing one failed to close. But a Class-10 demon was spotted, and we managed to suppress it with firearms just two days ago.”

At the shocking news, my heart sank for a moment. 

‘Damn it, no wonder I had a bad feeling.’ 

After fighting demons for 18 years, it always felt strange that the invasion would just go “Ta-da! It’s over.” 

Well, in reality, it didn’t end that easily anyway…

Sigh. 

A breath escaped me. What’s going to happen now? 

All magical girls except for me have returned their magic. 

Does that mean I have to face those horrific demons alone again?

“Windcrusher, Sandstar. How much magic do you two have left?” 

At Park Se-ah’s question, the two exchanged glances, then Windcrusher answered. 

“It’s hard to say precisely, but under the condition that we limit our output to one-tenth, we might be able to transform for about six more months.” 

“If even the first-generation are like that, then the later generations—” 

“Forget it. My guess is second-generation girls could maybe transform once, and third or fourth-generation can’t even transform at all.”

The air in the meeting room grew heavier. 

Sandstar seemed to be thinking frantically for a solution, but there was no way out of this.

“…Still, I suppose it’s fortunate.” 

But then Park Se-ah said something unexpected. 

Fortunate? 

Windcrusher seemed to have the same question and spoke up immediately. 

“Fortunate? We can only transform for six more months at best. Sure, it’s good we’re not totally defenseless, but—” 

“That’s not what I meant, Windcrusher.” 

“…?” 

Park Se-ah cut her off firmly. 

Her expression had brightened noticeably.

“Think about it. We have Larima with us.” 

“Larima? Sure, it’s good that there’s one magical girl who hasn’t returned her magic, but—Ah!” 

Windcrusher seemed to realize something mid-sentence and looked at me with wide eyes. 

Then Sandstar, too, turned her gaze to me with a small gasp.

‘…What now?’ 

Hopeful gazes. 

All three in the room, except for me, were looking at me with intense expectation. 

I tried not to show it on my face, but internally I was crumbling. 

Then Park Se-ah spoke again.

“Assuming what Larima said is true, then Fairymaker transferred her magic to Larima and made her a magical girl.” 

Up to that point, it was just Park Se-ah repeating the lie I made up. 

Nothing new.

“And right now, all magical girls other than Larima have basically no magic left.”

Wait a minute, no way…! 

An ominous feeling hit me like a blade stabbing my brain. 

Whether she knew how I felt or not, Park Se-ah continued with a hopeful tone.

“Then, couldn’t Larima do the same as her master—transfer magic to the other magical girls?”

Ah. 

My head spun with dizziness.

‘I’m so screwed.’

***

“M-me?” 

“Yes. Give it a try.”

Now we were no longer in the meeting room but in a sealed chamber made of transparent, special metal—called the “Magical Girl Technology Development Room.” 

Inside, the three magical girls were bickering with each other.

“But… Fairymaker never taught me how to transfer magic to others…”

I tried to dodge the topic, but the looks in the eyes of the two first-gens were serious. 

They were filled with absolute confidence that I could do it.

“Wait, think about it—Fairymaker always fought by infusing her magic into dolls and controlling them, right? So wouldn’t it be the same if you just infused some magic into a person?”

Windcrusher said with a bright expression. 

Her comment was ignorant, and frankly, a bit rude to me, but magical girls who used magic by infusing it into objects were rare across all generations—so I tried to understand her and offered a simple analogy.

“For example… dolls are like cars. They’re made with fuel tanks from the start. You just pour in the magic—done. Simple, right? 

But humans are different. Imagine them as glass marbles with no visible openings. 

Unless you find an opening, there’s no way to pour in magic. 

And we don’t even know where to start looking.”

Windcrusher listened thoughtfully, then pointed at Sandstar’s leg with her finger. 

“An opening? There’s one right here—kyaak!” 

“Shut up, Windcrusher.” 

“How could you actually hit me… you crazy woman…”

After making a pervy joke, Windcrusher got punched by Sandstar and dropped to her knees. 

Judging from the golden shimmer on Sandstar’s fist, it was going to take a while for her to get up.

‘…Guess I better at least pretend to try.’ 

If I flat-out refused, that fist might end up hitting me next.

“Alright then, I’ll give it a try. Sandstar-sunbae, please sit here comfortably.” 

Thump. 


Sandstar sat down at my instruction, and I knelt down behind her.

After placing my hand on Sandstar’s back and focusing my mind, I could hardly feel the magical energy that used to thickly envelop her body. 

Once again, it hit me that the magical girls really had returned their powers.

‘The magic is too faint… there’s almost no movement. It’s better than when it was raging, but finding the hole in the flow of magic is probably still impossible.’

I kept my hand on Sandstar’s back for a few more minutes, focusing, but as expected, I couldn’t find the hole in her magical flow. 

Still, something like stubbornness rose up in me, so I kept concentrating and spoke to Sandstar.

“Senior Sandstar, could you hold your Magical Gem for a moment?” 

“Just a second.”

The Magical Gem was like the heart of a magical girl. 

Even if she had returned all her magical power and become an empty shell, the gem would still react if it came into contact with the girl herself.

As soon as Sandstar held the gem, the nearly-stilled flow of magic in her back began to slowly pick up pace. 

I continued to concentrate, and gradually, I could feel the tickling sensation of magical flow at my fingertips.

‘…This might actually be doable?’

Unlike before, Sandstar’s magic was so weak that I started thinking I might actually be able to find the hole in her magical flow. 

If it had felt like diving into the middle of the Pacific to find a hole on the ocean floor before, now it felt more like diving into an indoor pool to find a drain.

Encouraged by hope, I kept focusing. 

But the flow of magic wrapping her body became more complex the deeper I went. 

No matter how much I focused, I would lose the thread of the flow and have to start all over again.

‘…Is there some kind of pattern? Or is it just random?’

“Having trouble?”

Sandstar must have noticed I hit a wall — she turned her head to look at me.

“Yes. I might be able to sense the flow better if I were more sensitive… but it’s not easy.” 

“Then… hold on a sec.”

Sandstar stood up and, without hesitation, pulled off her loose hoodie. 

“Is this better?”

She was spot on. 

Without the bulky hoodie and only a thin tank top left, I could feel the flow of magic much more clearly through my hand.

Still, something was missing. I thought to myself — if only the tank top weren’t there—

“…Hey. I bet if she took off the tank top too, you’d feel the flow even better, right? You’re the one telling your senior to release her magic, you better not be half-assing it.” 

“Shut it, Windcrusher.”

Windcrusher was sharp as ever. 

Sandstar hesitated, then tossed aside her tank top and short hotpants, ending up in her underwear.

“Hey, while you’re at it—take off the underwear too—ah!” 

“Stop, you crazy—! Not in front of the junior!”

I reached out and touched Sandstar’s back again.

‘Ah, so this is what it feels like.’

“Sandstar… I think I finally understand the flow of your magic now.” 

“Really? That’s a relief.”

Perhaps embarrassed, Sandstar didn’t turn her head this time. 

I closed my eyes and focused on the flow of her magical energy.

“Just a moment. I’m going to move my hand a bit.” 

“Okay. Do what you—hng!?”

I followed the flow of magic with my hand along her spine. 

It was streaming downward along the line of her backbone, but when my hand ran into the bra clasp, I undid it and continued.

“Wait a minute…”

“If you move, the flow becomes more irregular… so please stay still.”

Sandstar looked flustered, but that wasn’t important right now. 

What mattered was that something I thought impossible — injecting magic — was now almost within reach.

So I ignored Sandstar’s twitching and moved my hand more boldly. 

At some point, I even channeled magic into my hand to trace the flow, which must have felt quite intense.

“Haaahh”

“Haaaahhhh”

Even Windcrusher, who normally would tease Sandstar relentlessly, stood there quietly, arms crossed, observing closely.

After about three minutes of tracing her body and searching the flow, I felt a strange sensation at my fingertips.

“…Is it here?”

It felt like the magic was subtly being drawn in — a specific point under the left side of her chest where the flow stopped instead of continuing.

‘This must be the spot where magic circulates in and out of the body. What should I call it? Magic hole? No, that sounds weird… maybe just call it the “magic circulation point.”’

“Did… did you find it?”

Sandstar, who had been trembling for three minutes, asked in a flustered voice. 

Shaking off my distractions, I raised my magic before my concentration could break.

“I’ll try injecting it right away, senpai.” 

“Wait, what do you—hng!?”

As I focused my magic into my right hand, Sandstar flinched, and I grabbed her with my left arm, holding her by the shoulder.

‘…Is it really that painful?’

Sandstar, who rarely showed any sign of pain, was trembling. 

Even when she took a hit through the shoulder, she usually didn’t show it—forcing open her magic circulation point must’ve been extremely painful.

I once again concentrated a surge of magic into my right hand, which was gripping her circulation point. 

My mana began to enter through the circulation point, ignoring the flow of Sandstar’s own magic.

“Ugh! Aaah! Hrk!”

“Please bear with it, senpai.”

“Oh my god oh my god this is insane.”

Her body kept flinching. 

I had initially intended to proceed slowly, but realizing how much pain she was in, I decided to inject the magic all at once by forcefully drawing up more into my hand. 

Windcrusher reacted strangely beside us, but I didn’t have the mental capacity to care.

I pushed more and more mana toward the circulation point, and the moment I rammed it in—

“KYAAAH! Ngh! Haah! Hngg—!”

The mana I had drawn was initially being rejected and pushed back inside her, but as I kept injecting it, it eventually began to flow naturally into the circulation point. 

Sandstar’s flinching subsided little by little into mere trembling.

“Ugh—”

‘As expected of Sandstar. Her capacity for mana is insane.’

By now, I had poured over half of the mana stored in Larima into Sandstar. 

But from how it felt, I hadn’t even filled a quarter of her total capacity.

To avoid the risk of running out of mana and reverting into a doll myself, I pulled my hand away from the circulation point. 

Sandstar, released from my grasp, collapsed onto the floor.

“Sandstar. Are you okay?”

“Urgh…”

Windcrusher, blushing deeply, helped the collapsed Sandstar and opened her eyes wide in surprise.

“Your magic… It’s really been replenished…”

“That’s a relief, senpai.”

My left shoulder was sore from how tightly I had been holding the struggling Sandstar. 

As I rubbed it with my right hand, I felt something not soft like flesh or muscle—but slightly hard.

‘Looks like I overused my magic. I’d better run home before I turn into a doll.’

In this fragile state, I might expose my identity to the two 1st gens. 

And with everything that just happened, I needed to talk to Fairymaker too. 

So I quickly decided to leave.

“Well then, senpais, I’ll be going. I’m out of mana.”

“Wait, Larima!”

“I’ll recharge Windcrusher-senpai next time. Oh, and please let President Park Se-ah know about this.”

Leaving Windcrusher behind mid-sentence, I bolted out of the tech lab.

***

“…To think it would actually succeed. I thought my magical girl days were completely over.”

Windcrusher, dabbing Sandstar’s forehead with a handkerchief, spoke.

“So, how is it? Can you use magic properly again?”

“Hahh… Hahh… Fairymaker…”

“…Fairymaker? Why?”

“Fairymaker… is filling me up… inside…”

As Sandstar suddenly raised her head, Wind Crusher was met with a look of utter ecstasy in her eyes. 

It was incredibly uncomfortable.

“You insane pervert.”

“…Ahooah…”

Windcrusher pushed the now oddly sticky-feeling Sandstar away, but Sandstar simply laughed as if nothing mattered.

‘She’s usually the most normal one…’

Among the 1st gen magical girls, Sandstar had always been calm aside from her slightly quirky personality. 

She was a quiet type who just got her tasks done. 

Compared to the rest of the mentally unstable 1st gens, she was one of the more stable ones—

Smack—!

A palm slapped her exposed back.

“Owww! What was that for?!”

“You’re being gross. Just transform already, would you?”

“…Fine.”

Though upset by the sudden slap, Sandstar quickly realized the mood and placed the gem against her chest without protest.

Fwoooosh—!


A golden light burst from the gem, flooding the magical girl development lab.

Baggy hoodie, leotard and stockings underneath. 

Golden gauntlets on both hands.

“…It worked. With this much, if she uses it sparingly, it could last not half a year—but even four years.”

Sandstar—the return of the 1st gen magical girl who crushed demons with her signature brute strength.



 
  Chapter 5: Call (3)


Beep-click. 

“I’m back.”

After dealing with a whole mess at the Bureau of Magical Affairs, I somehow made it home and trudged through the door. 

The moment I opened it, I instinctively sucked in a breath at the unfamiliar sight.

“…I didn’t think my room could look this clean.”

Normally, even calling my room ‘tidy’ would’ve been a lie. 

But now? 

The floor, the walls, the furniture—all of it was spotless, sparkling even.

And on the bed, in this bizarrely pristine room, was the Fairy Maker, calmly brushing her blue hair with a cheap plastic comb, staring at me without a word.

It was the same in the morning, but seeing her like this—separated from myself—tickled at something in my chest. 

No, actually… maybe it was because we’d been apart longer this time, but that odd sensation was even stronger than before.

“Yeah… seeing you like this from the outside really is a weird feeling.” 

“Han Myeong-jin.” 

“What?” 

“Come here. Now.” 

“Didn’t it feel good, being on your own for once?” 

“…Moving around all day is more tiring than I thought.”

Yaaaawn. 

The Fairy Maker yawned so wide I could see her uvula.

Now that I thought about it, even though it had been a long time since her personality first emerged, I’d barely ever given her full control of the body.

And this time, it wasn’t just a moment—she’d had to stay active for half a day. 

No wonder it had been a strange and exhausting experience for her.

“Alright, alright.”

Without complaint, I stepped forward and pressed my forehead against hers. 

A wave of dizziness hit me, like a TV briefly flickering off and on inside my head.

Snap.

When I opened my eyes again, I was back in the Fairy Maker’s body. 

I gently laid the now-doll-like Larima beside me and let out a small sigh of relief.

“Whew. I didn’t realize how comfortable my original body was. 

Being in a doll was a lot more inconvenient than I thought.”

To be fair, in terms of movement, Larima’s body had actually been more efficient. 

After all, it was a perfect puppet crafted with layers of magic directly applied by the Fairy Maker herself.

But even so, acting through a body that wasn’t your own came with more psychological resistance than I’d expected.

‘Han Myeong-jin, this is why I told you not to do it.’ 

“…We didn’t really have a better option.” 

‘You could’ve just ignored the Bureau’s call.’

She was grumbling way more than usual. 

Can’t blame her—I’d pushed her into it despite her protests and even dumped the work of crafting Larima’s body onto her.

I quickly tore open the box of premium chocolates I’d picked up on the way back and popped one into my mouth. I could feel her softening a little.

‘Trying to smooth things over with just a piece of chocolate?’ 

“It’s not like that… I just meant, sorry.”

I let the chocolate melt completely in my mouth before continuing, cautiously.

“So… what now?”

She’d already linked up with all my memories from the Bureau incident. 

The Fairy Maker thought through everything—from the demon invasion to Larima—then exhaled and spoke.

‘…I don’t know. Just knowing the demon invasion isn’t over… I don’t even know what to say about it.’

“…”

It wasn’t despair. 

More like… irritation? 

The idea of facing those cursed creatures again seemed to piss her off more than anything.

“We can’t summon the mascot again either.” 

‘Right. To do that, we’d need to open a gate to the Fairy Realm, but without the mascot, we can’t get a fix on its coordinates.’

“So our best move right now is… just transferring energy to the magical girls as soon as it fills up?” 

‘Probably. We already gave up the core magic of the gem, so we can’t expect full restoration. But even that much will help bolster our forces.’

As the last bit of chocolate melted away, a twinge of regret hit me. 

I opened another one and popped it in.

“Oh, by the way, Sandstar was looking for you.” 

‘And?’ 

“Just thought you’d want to know. Don’t you wanna see her?” 

‘Not really.’ 

“That’s cold.” 

‘I was never the one responsible for Sandstar, Han Myeong-jin. You were the one in control back then.’ 

“…But you agreed it was the right call. That’s why I did it.” 

‘Whatever.’

The memory of that moment with Sandstar surfaced, and guilt quietly stirred in my chest. 

Come to think of it, I made her cry again today… that guilt doubled.

Regardless of how I felt, I could sense the Fairy Maker’s emotions growing fainter. 

She must’ve been exhausted.

“Yeah, you did burn through a lot of magic making Larima today.” 

“Get some rest tonight.” 

‘Okay.’

The moment she replied, the transformation was undone. 

The magic that made up the Fairy Maker scattered like shattered light.

In a blink, I was back to being the original Han Myeong-jin—a man in his thirties.

“Ughhh. Man, I’m stiff all over.”

No matter how many times I switched back from magical girl to middle-aged man, I never got used to it. 

Even if my body had once stopped aging in my teens, the physical flexibility between a female and male body was just too different.

I rubbed my scruffy jaw and pulled out a cigarette from the corner of the room… but before I lit it, I sighed and shoved it back into the drawer.

‘Didn’t I tell you to quit smoking?’


“…You’re still awake?”

Instead of lighting up, I popped a candy from the corner jar into my mouth and let out a hollow chuckle.

***

“Dark Ash, Blue Diamond, and finally… Rhodonite. Are you all here?”

Oh Se-hwan, the loyal right-hand man of Park Se-ah and current director of the Magic Bureau Headquarters, addressed the gathered magical girls in the main conference room. 

After much deliberation, he had finally called upon Rhodonite, whose loud and enthusiastic response echoed especially strongly through the room.

“Ahem, thank you all for coming. Now, the reason the Magic Bureau has summoned you magical girls today is… Ah, before I begin, please note that President Park Se-ah is currently away on a business trip. I will be explaining in her place, and I ask for your understanding.”

About twenty magical girls ranked A or higher internally had gathered. 

Normally, a group of twenty magical girls would be enough to cause a noise level akin to a riot, but since this group had been handpicked by Oh Se-hwan and the team leaders for their quieter nature, the meeting started in a surprisingly calm atmosphere.

Oh Se-hwan continued, trying hard not to let the tension in his voice show.

“I’ll say this again—what I’m about to tell you is top secret, extremely classified. So no matter what you hear, please don’t be alarmed. And above all, you must not leak this information outside. Please listen carefully.”

The girls’ expressions tightened at his serious tone. 

Bracing for the fallout, Oh Se-hwan delivered the devastating news.

“The demon invasion… is not over.”

Rustle. 

As soon as he spoke, the magical girl team leaders standing beside him began handing out prepared documents to each girl. 

Though clearly alarmed, the magical girls chose to quietly read the papers rather than voice their concerns just yet. 

Oh Se-hwan, knowing it would become harder to explain once questions started flying, quickly continued.

“Ahem, on January 15th, 2024—about two weeks after the Mana Return Ceremony on December 31st, 2023—a report came in about demons being spotted in China. On the 20th, we confirmed a level-10 demon had appeared in Gyeonggi Province, here in Korea.”

“If you check the materials handed out, you’ll see details about the demon sightings, including locations and information on those that appeared in China and Japan.”

“Based on a compilation of current information, we—along with other magical girl organizations around the world—believe that, contrary to what the Fairy Queen claimed, the demon invasion has not ended, and the probability of further attacks remains very high.”

Murmurs.

“Please, everyone, calm down—”

“Director Oh Se-hwan?”

“Yes, Yellow… Amber, is it?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

A magical girl with dazzling blonde hair and luxury accessories stood up, surveying the room as she began to speak.

“This is an incredibly shocking revelation. Where are the first-generation seniors? Do they know about this?”

“Yes, some of the first-generation magical girls are aware of the situation. However… to be honest, we’ve lost contact with a few of them. But currently, starting with the Fairy Maker—”

Murmurs grow louder. 

Oh Se-hwan instantly regretted his slip of the tongue. 

Mentioning “loss of contact” among first-generation magical girls—especially when the demon threat was still active—was bound to cause panic.

“Lo… lost contact? Then what about Moonstone-sunbae—”

“What about Windcrusher-sunbae? Is she still in contact?”

“Where’s Mystic Violet!?”

It was an uncharacteristic blunder from Oh Se-hwan. 

He clenched his fists tightly out of view.

“Please, calm down, everyone. ‘Lost contact’ doesn’t mean what you think—”

Despite the sweat dripping from his face as he tried to de-escalate, the atmosphere continued to spiral out of control.

“What do we do now that we don’t have mana!?”

“Why even call us together if we’re powerless now!?”

“And President Park Se-ah is on a business trip at a time like this? Where even is she—”

“Quiet.”

Huuuuung—

A voice rang out from the entrance of the conference room, followed by a golden aura that instantly flooded the entire hall with crushing pressure.

“…Sandstar!”

Click-clack. 

The room fell silent in an instant. 

Only Sandstar’s footsteps echoed across the hall. 

All the magical girls—except Oh Se-hwan and the team leaders—found themselves unable to even lift their heads under the weight of her overwhelming aura, only darting their eyes nervously.

Among them, Yellow Amber, struggling to muster the remnants of her magical girl pride, tried not to bow. 

She managed to meet Sandstar’s gaze.

“Do you have a question?”

When her golden eyes met Sandstar’s, Yellow Amber instinctively looked away, but then forced herself to face her again as she cautiously asked,

“Um… sunbae-nim, your mana… ngh…”

Huuuung. 

Sandstar withdrew her aura from the room, finally allowing the girls, drenched in cold sweat, to lift their heads one by one.

“Speak slowly.”

“…This may be rude, but I must ask. Sunbae-nim… did you not return your mana?”

All the magical girls under Sandstar’s aura were thinking the same thing. 

No matter how powerful a first-generation member she was, the pressure just now wasn’t something that could be exerted without mana.

“I returned it. But I replenished it.”

“How!?”

Shock rippled through the room. 

The expressions of every magical girl changed dramatically at her words. 

But none dared to speak recklessly in front of a legendary first-generation member, so they all opened their mouths in disbelief—then shut them again.

Seeing their reactions, Sandstar seemed to hesitate momentarily, then glanced at Oh Se-hwan before finally opening her mouth to speak.

“If you all listen carefully to Director Oh Se-hwan’s explanation, you’ll understand what’s going on. So calm down and attend the meeting.”

Fwoom. 

Sandstar briefly released a wave of aura over the entire hall as a warning, then turned and walked back the way she came.

Standing next to her, Oh Se-hwan gave a short bow to the departing Sandstar, then slowly began to speak to the now-silent conference room.

“As Sandstar mentioned, we’ve found a way—though very limited—to recharge magical power. So please take a look at the documents again, page 7.”

***

Ka-tok! 

[OMGOMGOMG.]

“…?”

Just then, Kim Min-ah—magical girl Green Spinel—who had buried her head in a textbook trying to catch up, picked up her phone after a message alert.

[Jung Ha-rin – OMGOMGOMG.] 

[Kim Min-ah – What is it?] 

[Jung Ha-rin – It’s seriously huge. But I can’t tell you yet.] 

[Kim Min-ah – ?;;] 

[Jung Ha-rin – You’ll find out soon too, Green Spinel.]

“…What the heck? Isn’t she supposed to be studying?”

Then again, Rodonite probably has enough money saved up not to worry about school—such idle thoughts drifted through Kim Min-ah’s mind before she shoved her phone away and buried her head back in the textbook.

But once focus is broken, it’s hard to regain.

Before long, she quietly pulled her phone back, launched YouTube, and sighed.

“…That was a good time.”

She watched old footage of magical girls fighting. 

Honestly, saying “that was a good time” was something a magical girl should never say. 

Maybe it could be forgiven on a personal level, but globally, those were days when the entire planet was under threat from the demons.

Still, seeing countless magical girls fly through the sky to protect justice—it hit her deeply, just like always.

‘What’s so OMG about it?’ 

She thought about Jung Ha-rin’s message again and suddenly realized: 

Jung Ha-rin never sends messages like that.

What could’ve happened for her to send such a message—especially calling her “Green Spinel”?

“…Could they have found a way to become magical girls again?”

Pfft. 

She laughed at her own ridiculous thought.

“What magical girl nonsense. Focus on studying. At least get into college.”

She put her phone down again and picked up her pen. 

And in that moment—

Rumble rumble rumble—

“…What’s this? An earthquake?”

A trembling sensation. 

It felt just like when she and Jung Ha-rin had been walking and suddenly encountered something strange.

She stood up and waited. 

Luckily, the vibration slowly died down. 

But something felt… off.

‘There was definitely a tremor… but nothing shook.’

If it had been a real earthquake, everything around her should’ve been shaking. 

It hadn’t been a strong tremor, but even so, the pens and stationery on her desk didn’t budge, as if glued down.

‘This…’

‘This kind of phenomenon was known.’ 

‘It happened when the demons invaded.’

“When a Gate opens, waves ripple through the world, and only those who can sense magic feel the vibration.”

That was something they had taught in magical girl combat training, back when she had first become one.

BZZZZT BZZZZT BZZZZT— 

Beep beep beep beep—

Then came the earthquake warning—late. 

The message claimed there was a minor quake off the west coast.

‘Come to think of it, earthquakes aren’t common in Korea, but when they happen, alerts usually come right as the quake starts…’

This time, the alert came after. 

Almost as if insisting: ‘That tremor? Yep, just a regular ol’ earthquake!’

Clatter—


“Hey! Where are you going?”

“Just going out for a bit of air!”

“Out at this hour? You don’t even have your magic anymore—”

“I’ll be right back!”

Leaving her worried mom behind, she threw on a long padded coat and rushed out the door.



 
  Chapter 6 (1/2): Abandoned Factory (1)


“Was it pointless?”

Even though I’d rushed outside, I couldn’t find the place where the tremor had originated. 

It had already been about twenty minutes since it happened.

‘Haa… What the hell am I even doing, running out in the middle of studying.’

Because I’d dashed out in slippers in the middle of winter, my feet were freezing, like they might snap off. 

When I looked up at the sky, the stars sparkled as if nothing was wrong.

“Ugh… Reality check.”

It was something I’d learned from Rhodonite—no, from Jung Harin. 

She always muttered about getting a “reality check” whenever things didn’t go her way.

Thinking of Harin naturally brought back memories from last week. 

‘We’re not magical girls anymore.’

Feeling the cold seeping into my feet, I took out the gem I’d been clutching.

“Lion… You’re doing okay, right?”

Fairy Lion—my mascot. 

We’d first met when a family outing at the department store had turned into a nightmare due to a demon invasion.

“Believe in me, roarrgh!… Haha. That’s what you said, right.”

The pillars cracked, people panicked, and my mom was crushed by something that fell from the ceiling trying to protect me. 

It was a living nightmare.

But Fairy Lion had appeared like magic and told me I could do it—that we should protect the world together. 

Those cute little eyes gave me courage.

That’s how I became a magical girl. 

I couldn’t defeat the demons directly, but I managed to save many people in the department store, including my mom. 

The gratitude I received from everyone that day is still one of my most cherished memories.

“Geez.”

As I recalled that moment, my eyes welled up—not with regret, but with a strange sense of relief.

‘Yeah, time to go back. Back to studying. I may not be a magical girl anymore, but I can help people in other ways now.’

With that refreshed feeling, I turned to head home.

Tap tap—

‘…What was that?’

Just as I was about to head back, something caught my eye crawling along the neighbor’s wall. 

Small, with a long tail—probably a rat.

Tap tap, tap—

But then, not one but two, three more followed right after the first. 

That’s when I felt a sudden unease.

“Demons…?”

Tap—!

Still in slippers, I began chasing the rats darting along the wall. 

I’d lived here for all of my 17 years and had never seen a rat climb a wall like that. 

One would’ve been coincidence, but four?

There were demons who used animals as familiars.

The rats ran along the wall, then dropped down and slipped into an alley. 

I ran after them as fast as I could, my breath growing ragged.

“Haa—haah—Back when I was a magical girl, this would’ve been nothing—”

Come to think of it, I’d always been on the weaker side physically, compared to my fellow magical girls. 

I was usually the first to get knocked out.

Squeak—squeak!

“Haa… haah—!”

Following the rats into the alley, past the street and through a patch of brush, I finally arrived at an abandoned park. 

Just as I was running out of breath, I saw it.

A massive black silhouette.

“A… factory?”

An abandoned, deserted factory. 

Though I lived nearby, I’d never once had a reason to come here.

“Haa… The rats… where’d they go?”

As I caught my breath, the rats had vanished somewhere. 

Only after losing sight of them did I finally take a good look around—and got the chills.

‘It’s way too dark here!’

It was well past 8 PM. 

In January, the sun had long since set. 

The only light came from a flickering streetlamp making odd noises and the distant city glow far away.

Gulp. 

I rolled the gem in my palm for reassurance, then pulled out my phone.

Calling 112… probably wouldn’t help. 

I was an ex-magical girl living in an age where demons were believed to be gone. 

I couldn’t just call the cops over some vague suspicion. 

I needed proof.

‘Even if it is a demon, the police would be useless.’

Only the military with overwhelming firepower or magical girls could handle demons. 

The cops? 

No good. 

The military? 

Out of the question.

‘Should I try taking a picture of it…?’

After a bit of deliberation, I made up my mind. 

I’d go inside the factory. 

If nothing was there, great. 

If there was a demon—I’d run. 

I had no magic left, but I was good at running. 

I was confident I could escape even an 8th-tier demon.


Switching on the flashlight on my phone, the beam revealed cracked and uneven concrete and rusted pillars of the derelict factory.

The fear started creeping in again, but my gut told me I had to go inside.

“Right. Let’s go. Magical girls are supposed to trust their instincts, right?”

I recalled what Sandstar, one of the first-generation magical girls, said during our special training.

And with that, I stepped into the darkness of the abandoned factory.

***

Squeak squeak squeak—

“Tch. Residue alone can’t satisfy me.”

From the pitch-black void where even moonlight couldn’t reach, a pair of crimson eyes glinted.

Squeak—squeak—

“Hmph.”

Beneath the glowing red eyes, a swarm of black rats clustered together, tearing into something. 

The ones that had eaten their fill slipped back into the shadows, following the huge golden-maned hand that beckoned them.

And in the silence of the rat-infested factory, the sharp click of high heels echoed.

***

“Glasya-Labolas.”

“Marbas, how does the air of the human world feel after so long? It’s been about three years in demon realm time, hasn’t it?”

From the opposite side of the darkness in the abandoned factory, where moonlight shone through, an old man in a suit walked out, fluttering the wings attached to his waist.

“Glasya-Labolas. Why are you here?”

“Why? I just came to see the face of an old friend after a long while.”

“Friend?”

Grrrrr. 

From within the darkness, Marbas’s savage growl rumbled, accompanied by a flash of crimson eyes.

“Are you asking to be torn apart right now?”

“Heh heh, don’t be so hostile. After all, you’re back in the human world—it wouldn’t hurt to enjoy it a little.”

Whoosh—

Glasya-Labolas pulled something from his pocket and tossed it into the darkness. 

A golden-maned hand snatched it from the air.

Marbas stared at the object for a moment before speaking indifferently.

“…A gem. Not the best quality, but still a high-grade one.”

“A second-generation magical girl’s Magical Gem, prepared just for you. Like it?”

“It’ll do to stave off the hunger for a bit.”

Crunch. 

A brutal sound of metal being crushed echoed from the darkness. 

Glasya-Labolas chuckled dryly as he continued.

“To say it’ll only stave off the hunger… You have no idea how hard it was to get that with this weakened body, cut off from the demon realm…”

“Grr… You’re the ones who severed the gate in the first place and caused this situation. If not for you bastards, by now—”

“By now? You’d probably have been reduced to ashes by magical girls. Wasn’t her name Wind Crusher?”

“Watch your mouth.”

Squeak squeak—! 

Marbas’s ferocious aura surged for a moment, and the rats scurried back into the shadows. 

As they vanished, something that had been obscured beneath them came into the moonlight.

“Fourth generation, huh? Probably tasteless.”

Lying on the floor of the moonlit factory was a woman soaked in blood. 

Her limbs were bent in grotesque angles, and her skin and eyes were so horribly chewed up by rats that it was hard to look at her.

Glasya-Labolas bent down and inspected the tattered woman casually.

“Thankfully, though faint, she’s not completely dead. Did you already eat her gem?”

“…It’s right here.”

Thud. 


Catching the gem Marbas tossed, Glasya-Labolas grabbed the woman by the hair and lifted her head. 

She couldn’t even let out a groan.

He rolled the gem in his fingers, then smirked.

“If it’s an empty gem with no magic power left, then I could try putting something else in.”





 
  Chapter 6 (2/2): Abandoned Factory (1)


Whooooom—

The gem, already visibly damaged, began to darken as it was infused with thick demonic energy from his palm. 

Soon, the gem, once a sky-blue sparkle, turned pitch black—now no longer something one could even call a Magical Gem.

Glasya-Labolas examined the now-corrupted gem with satisfaction and spoke with a grin.

“Amazing, isn’t it? A gem doesn’t only hold the power of the fae realm. It can also hold demonic energy like this. You’d never know since gems always had fae power until now.”

“So?”

“So? Is that all you have to say? Don’t you realize how great and groundbreaking this is—”

Grrrrr. 

Marbas’s growl filled the factory, and Glasya-Labolas frowned with a sigh.

“Fine, fine. I’ll get to the point. As you know, gems react strongly with magical girls. That remains true even if the gem is full of demonic energy instead of fae magic. So… don’t you wonder what would happen if a magical girl interacted with a gem filled with demonic power?”

Splurt.

“Khugh—”

Still holding the gem, Glasya-Labolas suddenly thrust his hand through the woman’s abdomen. 

Though impaled, she only twitched slightly—then began foaming blood from her mouth as her eyes rolled back.

“See? When a gem full of demonic energy reacts with a magical girl, she surprisingly starts to regain power. And from there…”

“…Hmm?”

As Glasya-Labolas continued, the girl who had started reacting slumped lifelessly again. 

Even after removing his hand from her abdomen, she made no sound—completely dead.

“Pathetic. Did you really come all this way for a circus act like that?”

“Hmmm… Was the test subject already too far gone? This shouldn’t have happened…”

He poked at the limp woman, but when she still didn’t move, he casually tossed her into the corner of the factory like dust being shaken off. 

Blood pooled beneath her where she landed.

“…Well, it doesn’t matter. That wasn’t my main goal anyway. I’ve already achieved what I came for.”

Glasya-Labolas pulled out a handkerchief and wiped the blood from his hands. 

Marbas scowled at his nonchalant attitude.

“Still playing the loyal dog to Baal, are you, Glasya-Labolas?”

“…Could you not use the word dog?”

“Heh. You scurry around doing your master’s bidding and even act cute now and then. If that’s not a dog, what is?”

In that moment, the calm air around Glasya-Labolas shifted—demonic energy swirled around him. 

Marbas, unfazed, faced it head-on.

“Watch your tongue, Marbas. Lord Baal still shows you favor, so I’ll overlook it this time.”

“Hmph.”

Since Marbas didn’t bother to respond, Glasya-Labolas cleared his throat a few times and turned his back.

“Well, since it’s been a while since you’ve come to the human world, enjoy your freedom, Marbas.”

“Just get lost.”

“…Let’s hope we meet again at Lord Baal’s side.”

Click, clack, click. 

The sound of Glasya-Labolas’s shoes echoed for a while before abruptly stopping. 

Just like that, Marbas was left alone once again in the abandoned factory.

“How dull.”

Marbas swept back his golden mane and reclined into the air once more, reminiscing about his days in the Demon Realm.

Endless battles against other demons. 

Devouring his own kind. 

The ever-growing power of his true body, and the pure joy that came with it.

In the past, Marbas had been just another demon who had no interest in the human or fairy realms—until he heard the news that warriors he respected had been defeated and obliterated in battles against humans.

The day he heard of the fall of the mighty demon known as the Crimson Duke in the human realm, Marbas rushed there immediately—and was met with countless, unfamiliar attacks. 

For the first time in ages, his heart pounded with excitement.

A staff that spewed fire.

A massive tank forged from steel. 

Birds flying through the sky, shooting arrows imbued with hellfire. 

And destruction in the form of massive projectiles.

All of it thrilled him immensely, but what excited Marbas the most was something else entirely.

Magical girls. 

Warriors wielding fairy magic who posed a true threat to demonkind’s existence.

When Marbas finally faced a magical girl, he experienced his very first defeat—and his first retreat.

Afterward, other demons mocked him as a disgrace who fled from humans, but of those who ridiculed him, half were annihilated by the very magical girls they underestimated, and the other half were devoured by Marbas himself.

Since then, there were no demons left in the Demon Realm who dared to mock either Marbas or the magical girls.

“Haha…”

The shame of defeat stung when he recalled the battle—but it was quickly replaced by the ecstasy of remembering the fight.

A giant fist. 

A tidal wave filling the sky. 

Moonlight-infused magic. 

A bladed whirlwind.

Just remembering the battle with the magical girl brought him great joy—but once that joy faded, an unavoidable hollowness crept in.

He longed to rise up right away and face the magical girls again, but…

“For the gate to fully open… there’s still a long way to go.”

To face the powerful magical girls, he would need more than this physical shell—he would need the power of his true form, still in the Demon Realm. 

And that could only be drawn forth once the gate fully opened. 

With a sigh of boredom, Marbas closed his eyes again.

Who knows how much time had passed, when suddenly—quiet footsteps brushed against the air inside the abandoned factory.

“…Looks like I’ll have to take back what I said about that clown show, Glasya-Labolas.”

Marbas smiled once more as he watched a silhouette slowly moving in the corner of the factory.

***

“Ugh… maybe I should’ve contacted Rhodonite.”

Inside the abandoned factory, where even moonlight barely reached, Kim Min-ah cautiously advanced, shining her phone’s flashlight around.

“Was I really just wrong about this?”

She’d chased the rats here, thinking for sure it was the work of demons—but now that she was inside, there wasn’t even a trace of the swarm, let alone any sound other than distant insect cries.

She kept walking forward, but even after what felt like twenty minutes exploring the massive space, she still hadn’t reached the end. 

Her slow pace—fueled by fear—might have been to blame.


Creeeak—

“Why did I even come in—Ack!”

A metallic creaking sound echoed under her step. 

Apparently, there was a gap beneath the floor.

“…Maybe I should just turn back?”

Already scared, she was spooked further by the noisy floor. 

The confidence she had before entering—her magical girl pride—was long gone.

“Yeah, really… what am I doing wandering around in the middle of the night? Let’s just go home.”

She convinced herself it was all just a mistake—nothing more than her imagination—and turned away from the factory’s darkness.

A few minutes passed, and the entrance finally came into view. 

It had taken so long to get in, but the return felt almost instant—leaving her with a strangely hollow feeling.

Sigh. 

Just as she gazed at the city lights beyond the entrance, letting out a breath of relief…

Squeak—skitter skitter skitter—

“…Rats? And that many of them? Ugh!”

Suddenly, a massive swarm of rats flooded into the factory and began swarming the open doors.

Squeak squeak—

Frozen in place by a primal disgust at the squirming mass of rodents, she watched as they pushed the doors shut with a screech of friction.

Only too late did she realize—the only way out was closing shut.

And her legs wouldn’t move.

“Ughhh!”

She couldn’t muster the courage to throw herself through the swarm of rats, and just like that, the only escape route closed shut with a creeeak.

Squeak squeak! 

Clunk.

There was one final sound of something locking onto the door, and then, as quickly as they had appeared, the rats scattered in all directions. 

In an instant, they were gone.

It was the very definition of a dumbfounded moment, but soon she shook her head and tried to get her mind straight.

“It really was a demon…”

Logically speaking, no one but a demon could’ve pulled off something like this. 

She quickly pulled out her phone. 

The first number she dialed was 112. 

Even if the police couldn’t do anything against a demon, at the very least, they could help her get out of the factory. 

But just before pressing the call button, a thought stopped her finger.

At this point, it was practically confirmed that this abandoned factory was connected to demons. 

But the police, even if they came, wouldn’t be able to do anything beyond opening the door. 

Their pistols couldn’t even properly kill a rank-10 demon, and if they ran into one here, their lives would be at risk.

More importantly, if the police found demons hiding here, the fallout would be unimaginable. 

The best option would be to contact the Demon Response Headquarters (MaDaebon). 

With that in mind, she scrolled quickly through her contacts.

“Ah. But I don’t have the MaDaebon number saved…”

Even as a magical girl, she didn’t have the direct contact saved. 

The only related number she had was for the management agent who oversaw magical girls for MaDaebon. 

But since all the magical girls had retired, that guy was probably a civilian now. 

Was it okay to contact him?

Sigh.

Still hesitating, her eyes landed on a familiar three-letter name in her contacts, and she tapped it. 

The dull tone of a phone connecting played briefly.

Ring—click.

[“…Huh? What’s going on this late at night?”]

Jung Harin’s carefree voice made her tension melt for a second, and only then did she realize how cold her fingertips were.

“Harin! Uh… I don’t even know where to start.”

[What happened?]

“A rat swarm. A huge rat swarm appeared, and no matter how I look at it… ugh, I don’t even know where to begin.”

[Wait—are you talking about demons?]

As expected of a former magical girl, Jung Harin caught on immediately.

“Yeah. So what happened is—I followed some suspicious-looking rats to some remote, abandoned factory—”

[You idiot—I told you to call the police if anything seemed off!]

“I know! Anyway, I got to the factory, but something’s really wrong. A swarm of rats suddenly blocked the exit.”

[They blocked the exit? Is there no other way out?]

“I’m not sure. I haven’t checked yet, but…”

[Okay, then for now, just focus on finding a way to get out. I’ll—]

Thump.

Her heart suddenly raced, heat flooded her head, and her whole body became unnaturally sharp and alert.

This wasn’t the first time she’d felt this way—it was pure animal instinct. 

Her body’s way of sounding the alarm when great danger approached.

‘The floor—?’

CRASH!

She trusted her instincts and leapt away. 

In the blink of an eye, something sharp burst out from the floor with a metallic screech.

Crash! 

She hit the ground but scrambled back up, and from the phone rolling on the floor, Harin’s voice could still be heard.

[…Min-ah? Kim Min-ah! What happened! Answer—]

CRACK! 

The phone, still echoing Harin’s voice, was impaled by a spike that had shot up from the floor. 

Sparks flew and static crackled for a moment—then silence fell over the factory like a shroud.

Her head was burning, but her body felt cold, and the sweat running down the back of her neck was painfully sharp. 

Tense all over, she turned her head—and saw something in the dark depths of the factory.

What was it?

Black liquid? 

A person? 

A demon?


“Hel…aah…”

She had never seen anything like it. 

Black liquid writhed like tentacles, and within it—clearly shaped like a human—was something.

Gulp.

She felt the tightness in her throat as she swallowed hard, and slowly got back to her feet.



 
  Chapter 7: Abandoned Factory (2)


“Calm down, Kim Min-ah. No—Green Spinel.”

Leaving the phone impaled by the spike behind me, I calmly examined the monster again.

Its form looked like black liquid endlessly pouring from a human body. 

The attack that had just pierced the phone through the floor—most likely, that liquid had transformed into a tentacle and shot out.

‘…But why isn’t it attacking now?’

Just seconds ago, it had launched such a ferocious strike, yet now it stood still as if frozen. 

When I focused on its face, I noticed that where eyes should’ve been, only black liquid was overflowing.

‘Is it blind? Then was that previous attack triggered by sound?’

Though fear clouded my thoughts for a moment, I made up my mind and pulled out some old coins tucked inside my coat. 

Warmed by body heat, I rubbed one gently between my fingers and tossed it into the air of the factory.

Clink—CRACK!

The coin was pierced the instant it touched the floor. 

Then the spike slithered back into the ground, leaving only a single hole behind in the metal floor.

Grateful for having followed my instincts earlier, I locked eyes on the monster and threw a second coin.

Clink—CRACK!

A tentacle shot out from the monster and stabbed the ground, morphing into a spike right beneath the coin.

Understanding how an enemy attacks was fundamental for a magical girl. 

After throwing all but one coin and observing the results, I concluded: the monster attacked immediately upon hearing sound, but if the source was far enough, there was a delay.

‘Even if I make noise, if I move fast enough, I might avoid getting hit.’

I considered sneaking around it toward the other side, where there might be an exit. 

But since I’d already contacted Jung Harin, it seemed smarter to wait for help rather than gamble.

The monster wasn’t moving either. If I simply stayed quiet, it wouldn’t be difficult to stay safe.

‘…But how exactly is Harin going to fix this?’

I observed the creature again.

It looked nothing like any demon I’d seen. 

If Harin came recklessly, the situation might get worse. 

Calling the police would be even worse.

If bullets worked on that thing, it’d be a miracle. 

If not, the cops would be skewered instantly.

Ultimately, I’d gotten myself into this mess. 

Maybe it was better to not drag others in and solve it myself.

Creakkk—

‘!?’

While I was lost in thought, the monster began to move, dragging its claws across the floor.

Black ooze flowed out of what looked like its hair, creeping across the factory as it shifted its form forward.

“Sa… uuh… ah…”

The situation had changed. 

Standing still would only end with me getting skewered. 

I had no choice but to resolve this myself.

Inhale—exhale. 

I carefully took a deep breath and recalled my time fighting as a magical girl.

Three years. 

Not as long as the veteran girls, but I’d fought enough demons to gain some experience. 

I had no magic left, but my instincts remained.

The factory was dark, but my eyes had adjusted after being in it for a while. 

I scanned my surroundings and drew a map in my mind.

‘Conveyor belts, piles of scrap, unknown machines, tall equipment… and the stairs leading up.’

Come to think of it, the monster’s attacks always came from the floor. 

If I simply left the floor and went up the stairs, maybe—just maybe—I’d be out of range.

I merged the mental map with what I’d seen from outside the factory. 

It was a hopeful guess, but the exit didn’t seem too far.

‘I’m close now.’

While I was calculating furiously, the monster had crept within 10 meters of me. 

Up close, its appearance was grotesque—almost unbearable to look at.

“Krruh… aaah…”

‘I have no choice.’

Even at its slow pace, it’d reach me in under a minute. It was time to roll the dice.

Swoosh—

I pulled out my last coin.

***

Clink—CRACK!

“Hup!”

The moment the coin hit the ground and was pierced, I sprang in the opposite direction with all my strength.

CRACK! BOOM!

I didn’t need to look back to know—spikes were exploding from every step I took, tearing open massive holes in the floor.

Clang—clang—clang—

Dodging the spikes, I sprinted for the stairs leading to the high-up factory equipment. 

The rusty steps groaned under my weight, clearly not maintained for years, but I didn’t have time to care.

CRACK CRACK CRACK—

From behind, spikes rose in sync with the rhythm of my steps. 

Each time, the stairs trembled dangerously.

“Ah!”

One slipper slipped off my foot. Instinctively turning my head—

SSSHHHHK—

A spike shot up just behind me, tearing through the hem of my long coat. 

The violent sight instantly painted an image in my head—me, skewered like a shish kebab.

THWACK—!

I kicked off the last step and precariously climbed over the railing, then immediately reached out toward the large, nameless piece of machinery. 

At the same time, the sound behind me changed from the piercing of scrap metal to the deafening crash of something massive collapsing.


“I-I almost died…”

Atop the factory equipment, I turned my head toward the now-silent industrial destruction. 

The stairs I had climbed were completely shattered, lying in a crumpled mess.

Thick dust naturally billowed up and blanketed the factory floor below. 

In the center of it all, the monster stood still, quivering slightly.

‘Why isn’t it moving?’

Despite having just destroyed the iron staircase, the monster now calmly undulated in the middle of the dust cloud, almost making one question whether it was really responsible. 

If I had to guess, the deafening noise from the collapse might have stunned the creature, which relied entirely on sound.

‘I didn’t plan for this, but… either way, I got out of danger, right?’

The monster, depending only on hearing, had clearly lost track of me. 

And since I’d climbed this high, it probably couldn’t locate me anymore. 

For now, at least, I should be safe.

“Huff… huh?”

Just as I exhaled in relief, the monster suddenly started writhing violently, more intensely than before.

— KIEEEEEEEEK!!!

A terrible scream. 

I instinctively tried to cover my ears, but before I could, my body rang with a sharp alarm, from head to toe—like a sixth sense honed from being a magical girl.

THUD!

Before I could even think, I followed my gut and flung myself off the high-up equipment.

CRASH. 

BEEEEEP—

Something shattered, and my ears were immediately overwhelmed with a high-pitched ringing.

***

Did I black out for a second? 

I wasn’t sure.

A dreadful sensation. 

Like being tossed into the sea in the middle of the night, completely losing all sense of up or down.

The loud ringing persisted in my ears, and my body felt completely numb.

‘Jung… huh!’

Then suddenly, beyond the beep of tinnitus, I began to hear another sound.

“…ger… you… dan…”

A small animal’s voice? 

No—was it a person? 

It was clearly a human voice, so why did I think it was an animal?

Fighting through the noise, I tried to focus on the tiny voice. 

And at that moment, it suddenly shouted directly in my ears.

‘Snap out of it, dammit!’

“Gah!?”

My vision, which had gone pitch black, suddenly flashed white—and like a broken camera regaining focus, my sight slowly returned to normal.

Though still blurry, I looked around.

Rusty metal. 

Black spikes. 

Rusty metal.

 Black spikes. 

Then again, rusty metal and black spikes.

“What… is this…”

Following the strange sight of spikes in my view, I saw it—like a bomb made entirely of thorns had exploded. 

A black monster.

Its massive thorny spikes had pierced through all the equipment in the factory. 

One was sticking out right next to where I had fallen.

Quiver. 

The black creature—far removed from any human form—began to move. 

Slowly, the spikes scattered in all directions began returning to its body.

“Ugh… huu…”

The terror was so intense I felt bile rise in my throat. I forced myself to swallow it back down and stay conscious.

Screeeech— THUD

As the spikes withdrew, the pierced machines collapsed into scrap heaps, shaking the factory with a deafening roar that rattled my eardrums.

“Hh… hh… huuh…”

What the hell was that attack? 

That wasn’t something I could’ve dodged just by running around. 

I would’ve needed to put up a barrier—or completely escape the range. 

It was an extreme attack. 

The only reason I survived was because of sheer instinct and luck.

Thump-thump. 

My heart, jolted by fear, wouldn’t calm down. 

Trying to center myself, I reached into my coat, searching for my magical gem.

‘…It’s not here!’

I had placed it in the inner pocket of my padded coat. 

But the pocket had been torn open by the monster’s attack—it was gone.

‘No.’

“No.”

Without the magical gem… I couldn’t be a magical girl. 

I couldn’t be brave.

Even if it was just a shell now, empty and powerless, it was still my symbol.

Uuurgh—

The bile I had forced back up now surged again, trying to escape. 

My vision blurred once more.

‘W-what do I do now…’

Her thoughts wouldn’t organize. 

Her heartbeat was so loud that any semblance of calm was quickly shattered by it.

Her stomach churned again. 

It was just like back then. 

When the department store collapsed—when she was so terribly weak in a hopeless situation. 

The overwhelming sense of helplessness and nausea.

“L-Lion…”

When the department store collapsed, Lion had appeared. 

Like a miracle in despair, he had saved her.

That’s why she clung to that memory and prayed with all her heart. 

Just once more—please appear before her again. 

Please, help this frightened girl become a magical girl once more.

But the first thing she heard wasn’t salvation—

Screeeeech.

It was the sound of the monster moving.

***

“Yes, this is an emergency! A demon has appeared! Please contact Senior Sandstar right away!”

After losing contact with Kim Min-ah, Jung Harin frantically searched through her contacts. 

Oh Se-hwan—the person who had, just this morning, delivered the shocking news in a meeting with Sandstar: that the demons had not disappeared.

Since only magical girls with intact magic could confront demons, Jung Harin immediately called Oh Se-hwan, who she assumed could reach such a magical girl.

[Rhodonite. Sandstar has urgently gone to the countryside due to a demon appearing elsewhere. We’re short on magical girls, so she—]

“Then what about another first-generation magical girl? What about… Fairy Maker? Didn’t you mention her today?”

[She’s currently outside the control of the Magical Defense HQ.]

“Then who else? There must be someone! Please, hurry! Just call any magical girl!”

Jung Harin’s mental state was unraveling. 

Her only friend, Greenspinel, was in danger, and she could do nothing. 

The fact that she too was supposed to be a magical girl—and yet here she was, desperately begging for another one—only deepened her sense of misery.

[Calm yourself, Rhodonite. Sandstar is unavailable. Fairy Maker is out of reach. And the other first-generation magical girls are… also in difficult positions.]

“Please…”

“Then what are we supposed to do? Kim Min-ah—Greenspinel—might die! Please, General Manager… anyone, just—”

Rhodonite was known for her pride. 

She had never once cried or fled from a demon. 

That was why she was the only one among the fourth-generation magical girls to be rated an A. 

That’s why her now trembling, unsteady voice hit Oh Se-hwan with more sincerity and urgency than anything else could have.

[Sigh…]

But he still hesitated. 

He didn’t want to abandon a magical girl in danger, but without knowing what class of demon this was, he couldn’t recklessly send someone who wasn’t first-generation. 

The consequences could be devastating.

How much time passed? 

Oh Se-hwan knew that every second counted in situations like this. 

Fighting down his anxiety, he finally spoke again.

[Understood, Rhodonite. Tell me the location. I’ll try to send a magical girl.]

“Th-thank you… thank you so much, sir…!”

[I’ll get in touch with someone immediately. You send the suspected location via message. It’s late at night—try to stay calm. I’ll update you as soon as things move forward. I’m hanging up now.]

Click. 

Beeep… beep…


As the call ended, Jung Harin’s fingers quickly moved to send the location of the suspicious abandoned factory near Kim Min-ah’s house to Oh Se-hwan’s phone.

“Please be safe…”

Jung Harin instinctively clasped her hands together, praying for Kim Min-ah’s safety—for her to be unharmed.

And in that moment, she suddenly realized something important.

“…Wait. Which magical girl are they sending?”



 
  Chapter 8: Abandoned Factory (3)


Creak—

Kim Min-ah shuddered every time the sound of thorns scraping against rusted metal rang out.

Each slow step the monster took sent tremors in every direction, and those vibrations only pushed Kim Min-ah deeper into terror.

“Ugh… hick… h-heuk…”

Her vision swayed endlessly, and her stomach convulsed. 

No miracle came.

A magical girl? 

Hiding from a monster like this, frozen and unable to move, just praying it would pass her by—was that what a magical girl was?

It felt like someone’s mocking laughter was ringing in her ears.

“Li…Lion…”

She had even lost the gem that used to keep her grounded. 

All she could do now was think of Lion.

When the department store collapsed—Lion came, asking her to become a magical girl. 

And she had screamed and avoided him.

Back then, she had yelled at Lion.

Told him to choose someone else.

Asked why it had to be her.

Said she couldn’t fight.

But Lion had answered:

“Out of all the people in the world, it had to be you.” 

“I chose you because you’re special.” 

“So trust me—let’s fight for justice together.”

“…Twelve…”

Back then, she believed those words—because Lion had shined so brightly. 

Because she was a magical girl.

But now, she was only throwing up bitter rebuttals to a Lion of the past.

No. 

She didn’t deserve to be chosen from among so many. 

She didn’t have something only she possessed. 

And she didn’t have a heart strong enough to fight for justice.

“I’m just…”

She had thought it didn’t matter that her magic was gone. 

That a magical girl stayed one to the end. 

But reality had shattered that belief mercilessly and dragged her down into being just a regular high school girl.

Drenched in cold sweat and stomach acid, she slowly lifted her head, no longer caring what happened.

Whether the monster came and killed her, 

Or she just stayed here, hiding and vomiting until she died— 

Either way, it felt like a fitting end for a reckless girl who’d stepped into disaster on her own.

She turned her head, watching the monster’s vague form shift in the distance—

“Uuh… ah… shil…”

‘…?’

The strange sounds coming from that no-longer-human form dug unnaturally into her ears.

“S-sheo… ahh…”

‘Did it say… “no”…?’

Like a lightning bolt cutting through the wreckage of her thoughts, a sense of dread rose up and bit down on the back of her neck.

She rubbed her eyes with her hand and stared again at the monster.

Its body was semi-transparent now—maybe because it had grown in size. 

And within that body, something foreign caught her eye.

“That’s… a Magical Gem?”

It was black, radiating ominous energy—but unmistakably shaped like a gem.

She tried to think it was just something like a gem. 

But the more she stared, the more she couldn’t deny it…

It was a Magical Gem.

And the reason she was so filled with dread was because—

That gem didn’t belong to her.

“That monster used to be a human. A woman…”

“Uuugh~!”

No. 

Not just a feeling anymore. 

It was a certainty.

That monster—was once a magical girl, just like her.

“Help… me…”

It was the monster’s voice. 

Until now she’d thought it was just making strange noises. 

But listening closely—no, it wasn’t.

“Run… a-away…”

‘Help… me?’

Its voice was trembling—full of fear.

And when that clicked into place, all of the monster’s actions shot back through her mind like lightning.

‘No way…!’

The monster had moved very slowly, extending its tendrils in every direction, feeling its way carefully. 

Even if it couldn’t see, it was being strangely cautious.

And whenever it heard any noise, it would immediately attack—not caring what it was. 

She’d thought it was being extremely aggressive, but it was the opposite.

It wasn’t being aggressive—it was defending itself.

“…So that’s what it was.”

When it had sprayed thorns everywhere—that moment flashed through her mind again. 

Her heart thudded hard, but this time not out of panic.

She understood now.


The monster had been howling in fear, lashing out in desperation from the deafening noises all around it.

It had just been holding back its fear—until it couldn’t anymore.

She raised her head again and looked at the terrified girl.

Even though she no longer looked human, 

She could still clearly see the wide, frightened eyes— 

And the trembling mouth silently pleading for help.

“Ah…”

Her vision blurred again, and finally tears slipped from her eyes.

They fell onto her palm, glinting in the moonlight.

—

‘From now on, you’re a magical girl. I hereby name you Greenspinel!‘

‘…Greenspinel?’

‘Whaddya think-hng, you like the name-hng?’

—

“…Yeah, Lion. I really love it.”

She steadied her heart and let out a long breath.

As she moved her limp legs, pain shot up her right leg—but it wasn’t enough to stop her from standing.

Creak.

As I stood up, the loosened floor scraped and made a noise. 

Perhaps hearing the sound, the writhing monster paused its movements. 

I was scared, but I could still take a step.

Creak.

Long ago, when I was a child, magical girls would appear on television. 

Back then, most of them used dazzling magic, capturing the attention of others and bringing laughter. 

But even among them, there was one who never smiled and just sat indifferently in the corner of the screen.

In that joyful, exciting TV show atmosphere, she felt like a splash of cold water. 

Even as a child, I felt that way—so the actual atmosphere must have been even more stark than I imagined.

Creak.

And near the end of the show, when the other magical girls were smiling and speaking of hope and courage, that girl broke the mood and said this:

“Hope and courage… it’d be nice to have them, but they aren’t what’s important. The most important thing is choice. A magical girl must be able to push herself forward.”

Back then, I didn’t understand what she meant. 

But now—I understood it all too well.

‘What a cruel thing to say.’

Creak—creak-screech—

Pain shot up from my outstretched leg. 

But I had no time to care.

Whoosh. 

A thorn shot directly from the monster’s body, narrowly grazing my leg.

The monster’s attack style had changed. 

Instead of piercing the ground, it now stretched sharp tentacles directly. 

If there was any delay in its previous attacks, now there was barely any left. 

But—

‘It’s okay.’

Creak—whoosh.

Creak—whoosh.

Every time I stepped forward, the floor made noise, and each time, a thorn lashed out with deadly speed. 

But they only narrowly brushed past me—they didn’t hit me directly.

‘There’s no hostility in these attacks. They’re no different from the flailing of a frightened child.’

Without hostility, attacks become passive. 

When I was overwhelmed with fear, I couldn’t judge that properly—but if the attack simply shot toward the source of sound, then even a slight twist of the body was enough to avoid it.

Creak—whoosh.

‘Yeah, what matters is not turning away from fear.’

Creak—whoosh.

Creak—whoosh!

“Gah!”

I had been narrowly dodging the endless thorns, but finally, my poorly moving right leg got deeply pierced.

A groan rose in my throat, but I gritted my teeth and swallowed it down. 

Limping, I moved forward again.

“This much is nothing.”

Whoosh—whoosh—whoosh!

The closer I got, the thicker the thorns became. 

Already limping heavily, it was impossible to completely dodge them now. 

My right arm, left arm, right waist, and shoulder—all were wounded.

By the time I closed the distance to the frightened girl, no more than a meter away, I was quite literally drenched in blood.

‘I don’t think I was ever this messed up even when transformed…’

With a bitter smile, I slowly opened my mouth.

“It’s okay.”

Crack.

A thorn brushed past my forehead. 

Warm blood trickled down my face.

I raised both hands and gently grabbed the thorn that had grazed me.

Quiver—

The girl’s body quivered. I’d seen this reaction many times—it was the prelude to an attack. But I didn’t dodge. I opened my mouth once more and said:

“It’s okay. It’s all okay now.”

As I gently stroked the thorn with my hand, slowly… very slowly… the hard thorn began to soften.

“You don’t have to be so scared anymore… you can relax. It’s okay.”

“…Okay?”

“Yeah. It’ll be okay.”

Soon, the thorn I was stroking melted completely like liquid. 

And then, the monster that had once been a girl slowly began to return to her original form.

“…Are you okay?”

“It hurts… it hurts so much…”

Looking over the girl as she returned to her original form, I could clearly see her deeply hollowed-out eyes. 

Her body had begun to melt—as if she could no longer maintain its shape.

‘As I thought, that last attack…’

The attack that had sent thorns flying in every direction must have taken a huge toll on her. 

Her body becoming unstable afterward made that assumption more than reasonable.

“Hic… huhuh… Mom… hic…”

I gently stretched out both arms and hugged the girl, softly patting her as she rubbed at her hollowed-out eyes.

“It’s okay.”

As I held her like that, the girl continued to sob. Her cries grew louder at first, but eventually… they began to fade.

“It’s okay… It’ll be okay…”

Her soft cries continued until finally, there was nothing left in my arms. 

On the ground, only a black stain and a faded gem remained.

I picked up the black gem left behind by the girl, held it to my chest, and murmured again.

“It’s okay… So now… rest in peace.”

***

Moonstone, who had been standing on the roof of the abandoned factory, looked down at the vanishing girl below, and at the other girl whose body was covered in wounds, and muttered…

“…Just who is that child?”

The monster’s attacks had been fierce, but if it were a first or even a second-generation magical girl, she could’ve avoided them easily even without transforming. 

No matter how she looked at it, the bloodied girl didn’t seem to be a first or second-generation.

“A third-generation, maybe? Definitely not a fourth…”

Because magical girls don’t age, it’s hard to guess their age by appearance. 

Still, with the first and second generations, there were clues—there were only a few first-gens to begin with, and she knew all of them. 

The second-gens showed signs of age, making them easier to recognize. 

But third and fourth? 

You couldn’t tell them apart.

While Moonstone was deep in thought, the sharp clack of high heels echoed on the roof of the factory.

Turning her gaze, she saw a magical girl with a striking short bob and a sky-blue ribbon.

“So this is the new method of magical energy infusion the HQ was talking about…”

Moonstone tucked away her admiration and asked:

“And who are you?”

“Moonstone? Ah—no, I mean, you’re my senior, aren’t you?”

Hearing herself called senior made Moonstone’s mind turn a little hazy again. 

She’d thought she’d memorized the names of most magical girls—unlike the heartless first-gens—but now another unknown girl had appeared.

“Have we met before?”

“Ah… um, well, it’s just that…”

The bob-haired magical girl looked flustered. 

It reminded Moonstone of when Windcrusher told her to stop being so blunt.

“Hm… well, sorry, I guess. I always talk like this.”

“Oh, it’s alright.”

There was a subtle look on the girl’s face. 

Moonstone briefly considered grabbing her and proving how nice a person she really was, but in the end, she held back and spoke calmly.

“Did you come here to rescue that girl below?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Okay, then go help her. But before that, what’s your name?”

The moonlight shone on the girl’s sky-blue ribbon and sharp bob cut. 

Her yellow eyes, too, stood out. 

Though her looks were unfamiliar, a strange sense of déjà vu hit Moonstone strongly. 

As if she resembled someone deeply—

“Larima.” 

“La…rima? Never heard of it.”

“I’m Fairy Maker’s disciple.”

“What? That bastard took on a disciple?!”

As the sense of familiarity clicked, Moonstone felt oddly pleased. 

No wonder the vibes were so similar.

She briefly thought about holding on to Larima—but gave up. 

Any further delay might put the girl below in serious danger.

“Larima. I’ll remember your name. I won’t keep you any longer, so please get that girl to a hospital.”

“But… senior, are you alright?”

“You’re worried about me?”

Larima’s gaze was fixed on Moonstone’s right arm. 

It looked like it had been crushed under something heavy—completely purple and soaked in blood, it was clearly in bad shape.

But Moonstone just shook the arm and flicked off the blood, then spoke with a blank face.

“This? On a night like this when the moon’s out, it’ll heal in no time. I can absorb magical power from the moonlight, so don’t worry about me—go help the girl.”

“Understood.”

“Oh, right. Since you said you’re Fairy Maker’s disciple, could you pass on a message for me?”

“…?”

Just as Larima was about to jump down from the roof, Moonstone stopped her. 


Her gentle expression from earlier was now completely gone.

“Tell Fairy Maker this—she better keep that rotten personality in check. Something’s about to go down.”

Slowly, Moonstone’s lips moved, and her distinct, calm voice echoed across the rooftop.

The crescent moon hung in the sky, unlike a full moon. 

And Moonstone’s pupils gleamed vertically—eerily bright.



 
  Chapter 9: Abandoned Factory (4)


Maybe because I’d lost too much blood, my vision turned pale white, but I barely managed to stay conscious by forcing strength into my body.

“Ugh…”

The girl, who had turned into a monster, finally left me. 

I was relieved that I could stay by her side until the end—but even now, blood was pouring out of me from all over. 

At this rate, I was going to die too.

A strong urge to just let my weakened body collapse to the floor overcame me. 

But I knew that if I lay down even once, it would all be over. 

So I stayed in that awkward, stiff position.

“What should I do…”

I had contacted Jung Harin, so help would probably arrive eventually, but I had no idea how long it would take. 

Worse yet, the entrance I came through was completely blocked by debris from collapsed stairs and machinery. 

Even if a rescue team came, it would take time to get through the wreckage.

“La…Lion, I did okay, right?… I… I did well, huh! Huhu…”

I hallucinated my nonexistent mascot, Fairy-Lion, appearing before my eyes.

“You’re talking nonsense—guess you’re doing better than you look.”

A voice suddenly came from behind. 

I turned my head and saw a short-haired magical girl I had never seen before staring down at me.

“Wh…Where did you come from…?”

“From above. I jumped down from the roof.”

When I followed her pointing finger upward, I saw a large hole in the ceiling of the abandoned factory. 

When did that happen?

She lowered her hand and stared at me for a while before speaking again, indifferently.

“You’re in terrible shape. The bleeding’s really bad. If you wait for a normal ambulance, you’ll die.”

Die. 

The word felt too heavy for the casual tone it was spoken in, so I didn’t understand at first.

“Is that so?”

“You don’t seem scared. Aren’t you afraid of dying?”

I thought she was strange—saying someone would die so flatly. 

I gathered my fading consciousness and struggled to speak.

“I… I’m okay.”

“You mean you won’t die? Got some last-resort trick up your sleeve?”

“Ah… No, I meant… that it’s okay if I do die.”

“Seriously?”

The short-haired magical girl widened her eyes. 

I slowly continued.

“Yes. Because at least, in the end… I got to be a magical girl.”

As I spoke, I couldn’t stop my vision from going white. 

My mind reeled, and I could vaguely feel my body tilting over.

Thud.

Ah… harder than I expected. 

The clothes are soft, but the body is firm.

When I blinked through my blurred eyes, I saw blue short hair filling my vision. 

She had caught me as I fell.

With the same indifferent expression, she gently brushed my hair as I lay in her arms.

“Oh dear, that’s going to scar your forehead.”

“A scar…?”

“Yeah. It’ll get a bit better once you regain magic, but… you’ll have to live with it. You chose to fight recklessly like this, after all.”

Though her cute outfit was soaking in the blood I had lost, the short-haired magical girl held me tightly, like a princess.

“You really look like you’re going to die, so stop talking. I’ll take you to the Magic HQ.”

“Ma…gic HQ? But all the magical girls with healing powers retired, didn’t they…? Wouldn’t a hospital be better…?”

“It’s fine. Even if the world ends, there’ll still be at least one left. Anyway, you’ll be treated at HQ, so don’t worry and just rest.”

With every word she spoke, my body relaxed more. 

A strange sense of trust. 

Had I met this magical girl before? 

Or was this… her magic?

And so, in her arms, I peacefully closed my eyes.

***

Underground Healing Room, Magic HQ

It used to be filled with magical girls working in medicine, but now, only one remained after everyone else retired.

“Haa… haa. Just when I thought I’d finally escaped from those damn demons.”

“How is she, Emerald Nurse-sunbae?”

“…Fairy Maker. What kind of nonsense are you pulling this time?”

“I’m not Fairy Maker, I’m Larima—”

“Oh shut it. That body isn’t a real person—it’s a doll. And there’s only one person who could control a doll like that.”

She clicked her tongue internally. 

After charging Sandstar with magic in the morning and rushing to HQ for help, she hadn’t had time to recharge. 

In a puppet body like this, she couldn’t fool the best responder at Magic HQ.

“…Emerald Nurse. I have my reasons.”

“Sure, sure. I bet you do.”

“Anyway, Nurse. How is she? Can we save her?”

“If you help. So come over here.”

The magical girl who had fought the monster—Green Spinel, was it?—was now lying on the operating table. 

If treatment didn’t start soon, her life would be in danger. 

But with the Nurse here, there was no need to worry.

“The wounds are bad. No fatal or organ damage, but the bleeding is severe. For now, I’ll gather the remaining traces of magic… This is the best I can do.”

Emerald held a gem in one hand and raised the other. 

A faint green light shimmered in the air, and a glowing needle appeared above her palm.

I took the needle, examined it, and spoke.

“This is enough.”


“I’ll go get some blood. You take care of the stitching. If you don’t think you can do it after taking a few months off, just let me handle it.”

The Nurse’s magic needle could instantly stop bleeding the moment it stitched a wound.

I didn’t know complicated medical procedures, but the needle handled most of the work. 

I got to stitching right away.

“If I couldn’t do this after a few months’ break, I would’ve quit being a magical girl ages ago.”

In just a few minutes, Spinel’s body—cut and torn all over—was neatly stitched up. 

After cleaning up the blood, disinfecting her again, and wrapping her in bandages, she looked like the perfect patient.

Leaving behind Spinel, now neatly wrapped in clean bandages, I stepped out of the healing room to find Emerald Nurse just pulling out a cigarette from her pocket.

“Hmm… Want one?”

“This is right in front of the healing room, Emerald Nurse.”

“There’s no one left here besides that kid you carried in. And besides, something’s been bugging me.”

Emerald Nurse lit the cigarette and leaned in close as she continued.

“My heavy smoker radar says Fairy Maker definitely likes cigarettes. So how can you hate them this much?”

As Han Myeong-jin, I was indeed a heavy smoker. 

But as Fairy Maker, I detested even the smell of cigarettes. 

Even Emerald Nurse didn’t know that Fairy Maker and Han Myeong-jin were two separate personas. 

So I made a show of cringing and backing away.

“Put it out, Emerald Nurse.”

“Nope.”

“I said put it out.”

“…That patient—you brought her in, didn’t you? I even gathered magic to make that needle for you—”

“Put. It. Out.”

Sssss. 

I squinted and glared at her, just like Fairy Maker would’ve. 

At first, Nurse ignored it, but she soon clicked her tongue loudly and gave in.

“Geez. You’ve still got that nasty attitude.”

She pulled out a portable ashtray, took one long drag, then snuffed out the cigarette in it.

“Phew… So, why didn’t you return your magic? Did you know the demon invasion wouldn’t end?”

“…You heard from Park Se-ah, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. I heard everything—from a supposed student of Fairy Maker named Larima suddenly showing up, to you recharging Sandstar’s magic. Of course, I didn’t realize until today that Larima was Fairy Maker herself.”

Tick-tock, tick-tock. 

The old wall clock down the hall from the healing room clicked loudly. 

It was past 11 PM now.

For some reason, the usual hallway noise of the Magic Headquarters staff working past hours gave me a headache. 

If things had gone normally, most of them would’ve retired honorably after the demon invasion ended. 

But they hadn’t. 

Now they were stuck living and working here.

I thought about keeping my mouth shut, but in the end, I chose to respect the one person who had stayed behind in the healing room—and would probably remain there the longest.

“…I was just suspicious.”

“Suspicious?”

There was always a sliver of doubt in the back of my mind.

I gathered those thoughts and let them spill out.

“Yeah, Emerald Nurse. You know this too—the 4th demon invasion was intense. Second-class demons popped up all over the globe, and two first-class ones showed up in Russia and North Korea. It was like the demons had finally shown their full hand. But—”

“But?”

I stared at the ticking clock and went on.

“Was that really the end? Truly? No. Based on everything I’ve experienced… I didn’t think that was all. So… well, a lot happened, but I decided to delay returning my magic.”

“Come to think of it, you were one of the four who ventured into the demon realm along with Invitation, Eleni Blue, and Rose Quartz, right?”

“…Yeah.”

I skimmed past the whole Fairy Cat situation and finally voiced the thoughts I’d long been harboring. 

I had always been suspicious about whether the invasion had truly ended. 

If I hadn’t had even a shred of doubt, I probably would’ve forced Fairy Cat to give back her magic—kept her from running away.

‘Thank god that pig refused to return her magic…’

As I recalled my mascot who vanished forever into the fairy realm, a deep sigh escaped Nurse beside me.

“…So what happens now?”

“What do you mean?”

“The invasion. You said it’s not over. So how long… how much longer do we have to keep doing this to end the fighting?”

Nurse’s lament hit the nail on the head. 

So many magical girls had been injured or scarred while fighting demons. 

Emerald Nurse was the one who treated their wounds—or saw them off at the end. 

She’d been the head of the Magic Headquarters’ emergency team for nearly 19 years.

Swoosh.

I reached out and gently patted Emerald Nurse’s back.

“You know what they say—if someone does something they’re not used to, it’ll kill them. You trying to die on me?”

“That was a thank you. But… I’m gonna keep asking for more.”

“…I’m just doing what needs to be done.”

“That’s true of every magical girl, Nurse.”

Emerald Nurse shook her head, as if trying to shake off the shadow cast over her face.

***

“Ugh…”

“You awake, Kim Min-ah!?”

“Rho…Rhodonite?”

As I opened my eyes, I saw an unfamiliar white ceiling—and a familiar face.

“You idiot—Kim Min-ah! I told you not to do anything reckless!”

BWAAK! 

Jung Harin shouted with a worried face. 

A rare sight, really.

“This is… the Magic Headquarters?”

“Yeah, this is the healing room they used a lot during the invasion. Be thankful to the team leader—if she hadn’t stayed here, you’d be a goner.”

“Team leader?”

“Yep. The team leader. You’ll understand when you see your wounds.”

I threw off the blanket and examined my bandaged leg, then began moving it slightly while bracing for pain. 

There was some discomfort, but considering it had been pierced by a thorn, it was in surprisingly good shape.

“Even Lion couldn’t treat something like this! How did they manage it?”

“They say mascots have amazing recovery abilities, but they’re nothing compared to the Emergency Team Leader.”

While I marveled at how healed my leg was and poked around out of curiosity—

“Don’t get too rough just because it feels okay. Mascots can regenerate without leaving scars, but this treatment is just healing. It might still scar.”

A mature voice came from the entrance of the infirmary. 

Naturally, I turned my gaze and saw someone with even lighter blonde hair than Rhodonite and dazzling blue eyes.

“Is that… the doctor?”

“Pfft, a doctor? That’s the Emergency Rescue Team Leader of the HQ, Emerald Nurse. You’ve seriously never seen her before?”

“Rhodonite, only a really clueless magical girl wouldn’t recognize my face. I guess this girl’s just not as clueless as you’ve been so far.”

Emerald Nurse, who had just scolded Jung Harin, strode over and meticulously examined all the bandaged areas from head to toe. 

Seeing her up close, a question came to mind.

“Are you… a foreigner?”

“Wow, haven’t heard that in a while.”

“Oh, sorry if that was rude—”

“No, no, it’s fine.”

The woman called Emerald Nurse casually pulled out a pack of cigarettes from her pocket, but instead of lighting one, she fiddled with the pack as she continued.

“I’m originally from Russia. I came to Korea as a student, but then the demon invasion happened. Got stuck here, couldn’t even catch a plane, and ended up being chosen as a magical girl. After that, well… I just stayed.”

“Oh, I see… But if you’re talking about a demon invasion, which one was it?”

“The first.”

“The first!? So you’re a first-generation magical girl!?”

The first demon invasion marked the birth of the first generation of magical girls. 

She looked just like a regular foreigner, but—

As I gazed at her with respect, she waved her hand dismissively.

“Yeah, I’m first-gen. But I was never on the frontlines. Don’t lump me in with those crazy— I mean, heroes. I don’t even like standing out.”

“C’mon, Nurse Team Leader. Wasn’t it like two years ago, when the TV crew came? You put on makeup and got all excited about being in front of people again— Ah! Okay, I won’t say anymore! Sorry!”

Jung Harin flailed wildly as the nurse gripped her shoulder, twisting her body in protest. 

But Emerald Nurse didn’t release her grip until about ten seconds later.

“Ugh… geez… how is someone not even a combat mage so strong!?”

“Kid, I’ve been a magical girl for sixteen years longer than you.”

“Sixteen years!? At that point, you’re not a magical girl, you’re a magical ahjumm— AHH! I’M SORRY! IT REALLY HURTS!!”

The quiet infirmary was suddenly filled with Rhodonite’s screams, turning the atmosphere lively in an instant.

Thanks to that, Green Spinel momentarily forgot what had happened last night and burst into laughter.

“Oh right, Green Spinel. This is yours, right?”

Emerald Nurse left the now-defeated Rhodonite behind and pulled something sparkling from her pocket. 

A glimmering green gem.

“A Magical Gem! Yes, that’s mine!”

“Fairy Maker’s… apprentice, Larima, brought it along when she carried you in yesterday.”

“Thank you. I was wondering how I’d find it.”

“Make sure to thank Larima. She went back covered in blood.”

While fiddling with the gem in her hands, Kim Min-ah suddenly realized she had forgotten something important.

“Oh! Um, Emerald Nurse… wasn’t there another gem besides this one?”

Emerald Nurse’s expression stiffened for a moment, and she went silent. 

After a short pause, she carefully spoke.

“That one? Yeah, there was… but Larima took it.”

“……What?”


As the clearly conflicted nurse searched for the right words, Rhodonite sat up from the floor and took a seat beside us to listen in.

Only after quite a long silence did Emerald Nurse speak again.

“Well, I was going to ask later, but I guess I’ll do it now. Green Spinel.”

Hearing my name called as a magical girl made my body tense up.

“What exactly happened yesterday at the abandoned factory?”



 
  Chapter 10: Magic Infusion (1)


In a room lit by the morning sunlight, I was inspecting a sky-blue glowing gem in my hand.

The magical gem, which should have been filled with a magical girl’s power, had become an empty shell due to a forced drain of energy. 

Worse yet, someone had forcibly injected dark magic into that shell, causing it to go berserk.

And the series of events Green Spinel experienced last night—those were likely caused by this berserk magical gem.

“This is a headache. Nothing like this has ever happened before.”

‘Because a magical gem has never been empty like this before.’

“…Damn it. I can’t replenish the gem’s original magic power myself.”

Last time, I succeeded in injecting magic into Sandstar, but the power I injected was different from a gem’s magic. 

To give an analogy, the magic I could provide was like blood, while the gem’s magic was more like bone marrow that produces that blood.

But fortunately, there had been a report that after injecting power into Sandstar, a trace amount of magic began to refill her gem.

‘This can’t go on.’

“I know.”

Wait until my own magic recharges, then pass it on to another magical girl and wait for her gem to refill? 

At that pace, it would easily take a decade to restore all the magical girls.

“What the hell am I supposed to do…”

Dealing with a magical gem that’s gone berserk from dark energy is already a headache, and on top of that, demons would continue invading. 

Meanwhile, I still had to recharge the magical girls’ power somehow.

As I sat there clutching my head in frustration, the Fairy Maker inside me spoke up.

‘There’s only one way.’

“But—”

‘Don’t avoid it, accept it, Han Myeong-jin.’

In truth, there was one way to begin resolving the situation. 

After all, the magical gem of Sandstar, whom I had supplied with power, had shown slight signs of recovery. 

So there was a chance.

If I could continually inject magic into the first-generation magical girls and restore their gems, eventually they might be able to recover magic on their own. 

Then, those first-gens could share their power with the second generation.

The second-gen would do the same for the third, and the third for the fourth…

If all went well, the process could go faster than expected. 

Still, there was a good reason I hadn’t brought this up until now.

“Sandstar, Wind Crusher… and if we can contact more, gather the other first-gens and teach me how to inject magic into them? Sigh…”

Injecting magic. 

Even I, who fought using puppets powered by magic, found it difficult. 

Most other magical girls probably wouldn’t even know where to start with putting magic into something.

And the ones I had to teach? 

Proud, stubborn first-gens.

“Ah, and I even have to teach them as Larima, not as Fairy Maker. Yeah, they’ll totally listen to me.”

Haah…

I sighed, instinctively reaching for a cigarette from my chest pocket, then stopped myself—realizing Fairy Maker was awake.

‘Good luck.’

“Yeah… I’m the one who has to suffer through this…”

It was something I had to do. 

I really didn’t want to, but even if it was only out of a sense of duty, I had to do it.

“Ah… I’m really the one restoring all the magical girls? Maybe I should change my last name to Shin.” 

‘…What are you talking about?’

***

“Special training sessions, maybe?”

“Exactly. That’s why I’d like you to contact the first-generation magical girls who will take part in the first round of training.”

Park Se-ah was bewildered by Larima—the magical girl with a sharp bob cut who had come to her with the request.

“Hmm… Well, I think your suggestion is very reasonable, Larima. But how should I put this…”

From what she’d seen, Larima, Fairy Maker’s disciple, was quite capable. 

Her mentor, Fairy Maker, was rather extreme in personality, but Larima had been polite since their first meeting, knew how to apologize, and even got along well with Sandstar and Wind Crusher—two other first-gens.

Still, asking to host a special training session to teach those very first-gens? 

That made her dizzy.

“Uhm… those first-generation magical girls… haah… I don’t even know how to begin telling them this.”

Park Se-ah hesitated for a long time, trying to imagine Wind Crusher or Sandstar taking lessons from Larima. 

But no matter how she simulated it in her head, all she could picture was a catastrophic disaster—not a productive class.

“Larima, I don’t think you’re the right person to handle the first-gens. They’re much more—”

“Oh, it’s fine. I’ve heard a lot about them from my mentor.”

“Well… hearing stories and dealing with reality are different, Larima. Maybe you should reconsider—”

“…”

Zzzzip. 

Larima’s expressionless yellow eyes locked onto her vision. 

A face that appeared innocent and beautiful at first glance, but with a subtle, eerie undertone in those eyes.

…Her eyes are exactly like her mentor’s. 

Are we sure they’re not related by blood?

To be honest, summoning the first-gens for a lesson was terrifying in itself. 

But strangely, Park Se-ah was feeling the same fear from Larima.

After enduring Larima’s chilling stare for a while, Park Se-ah finally gave in halfway and spoke.

“Al… alright, Larima. I’ll contact the first-generation magical girls. When do you want to schedule it?”

“As soon as possible.”

“Then… I’ll try to contact Sandstar and Wind Crusher first, since they live nearby. Once the schedule is set, I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you very much!”

Flick. 

As soon as her goal was accomplished, Larima turned her back and walked away without hesitation. 

Watching her leave, Park Se-ah was once again reminded of Fairy Maker. 

Though she hadn’t known Larima for long, she was already sure Fairy Maker had thoroughly ruined the kid’s personality.

…But seriously, how am I even supposed to contact them?

Since I said I’d summon them, I had to contact them—but the thought of calling the first generation under the pretext of “education” was terrifying. 

It was like a mere political science student summoning the President of the United States to teach them politics in a rural town.


It was something that had happened over ten years ago. 

Back when Park Se-a was active as the apprentice of the first magical girl, “Cat’s Eye,” she had fought shoulder-to-shoulder with many of the other first-generation members. 

At the time, everyone lacked power, and none of them were used to fighting demons. 

Except when sleeping, they were always on edge, sharp and ready.

Caught between such human bombs, the days spent fighting demons were literally—Chill. 

As she recalled those days, a shiver ran down her spine. 

Park Se-ah belatedly tried to stop Larima to change her mind.

“…She’s already gone.”

But Larima was already gone, leaving only her fading presence behind, and Park Se-a sighed—again, she’d lost count how many times.

***

“Where’s Sandstar…?”

“That one? Who knows. She has no sense of time—total airhead, that girl.”

Magical Girl Technology Development Lab. 

As planned, I was waiting for the first-generation members to arrive so I could teach them how to inject magical power.

‘Looks like Windcrusher is up first.’

Windcrusher had received magical power from me after Sandstar. 

Compared to Sandstar, her vessel was smaller, so it had been easier to fill it.

“So, you’re saying you’re gonna teach us how to inject magic?”

“Yes, senpai. Like I said before, if only I keep injecting magic into magical girls like this, it’ll never end.”

“Hmm… well, you’re not wrong…”

Windcrusher dragged out her words for a moment, then sighed deeply.

“…How about just bringing your master here instead?”

“Like I said last time, she’s out of contact.”

“Pfft, out of contact, my ass. She clearly told you to make something up because she didn’t want to deal with it.”

Windcrusher’s dislike was obvious, even at a glance. 

Given the situation, she’d probably listen if I forced the lesson—but magical power injection wasn’t something you could learn half-heartedly.

“Well, it’s part of being a magical girl, so I’ll do it, but… jeez.”

‘Yeah, I’ll have to knock that pride down a peg.’

Unless I crashed into her head-on, I knew that attitude would never change. 

So, I put on a calm expression and said…

“Did that scratch your ego?”

“…What?”

“Having your junior teach you something—hurts your pride that much?”

I’d known Windcrusher for well over a decade. 

That’s how I knew this was the fastest way to get her to cooperate.

“So, senpai. Can you grasp the flow of magical power, find the circulation points, and inject magic there? You can’t, right? And being asked to learn something you can’t do—that really bothers you, huh?”

In truth, Windcrusher wasn’t at fault. 

Understanding the flow of magic and identifying circulation points was almost useless in actual magical girl combat. 

If she had cared about such minor details, Windcrusher probably would’ve died and been buried long ago.

But none of that mattered. 

The whole point was to sound indifferent—to really push her buttons, that kind of tone was necessary.

As expected, Windcrusher began to release magical power.

“…You even know how to push people’s buttons just like her. Thought I’d go easy on you ‘cause you were cute.”

Fwoooosh! 

A storm burst through the lab, and when I blinked through it, Windcrusher’s black hair had turned white, her outfit changed to a tight dress with garter belts, and her boots had transformed into thigh-highs.

“Larima. I don’t know what you learned from Fairy Maker…”

Windcrusher rotated the wind that could slice through solid concrete around her shoulders and smirked.

“But I guess your master never taught you that the rest of the first-generation are all lunatics? You arrogant little brat.”

FWOOOSH! 

With that final line, raging steel winds burst from both her shoulders.

“…!”

I quickly moved my hands, weaving magical threads. 

First thing’s first—I had to create something fast—

“Oh, looks just like the one Fairy Maker made, at least on the outside.”

Among the Fairy Doll series, the most basic one—Fairy Maid.

CRACK—! 

The hastily-woven Fairy Maid swung her mop to block the incoming gusts. 

But the force shattered the mop and sent the maid collapsing to the ground.

“Impressive, but… the quality’s lower than the original. Didn’t you learn it properly?”

Her mocking smile made my blood boil. 

Truthfully, the dolls created by my own personality—Han Myeong-jin—were lower in quality than Fairy Maker’s.

‘Damn it, she really hit a nerve.’

My doll-weaving skills hadn’t improved at all since the past. 

After the personality split, all the dolls had been made by Fairy Maker, so naturally, the skill gap had grown.

“Oh? Your hands shouldn’t stop. The Fairy Maker I knew never let her hands rest.”

“Kuh!”

FWOOSH—

Windcrusher twisted her lips into a grin, conjuring more wind around her body. 

At first there were two whirlwinds—then four. 

That meant next would be—

CRACK CRACK!

The maid I hastily weaved was swept away, shattered along with her mop. 

If this kept up, I wouldn’t be able to block the next attack.

“Come forth… Fairy Orb.”

I stopped the motions of crafting a maid doll and quickly wove a ball of magic, throwing it at Windcrusher. 

The blue orb flew with a roar straight toward Windcrusher’s face—

“Do you really think that’ll work?”

Tick—! 

The Fairy Orb couldn’t penetrate the windstorm encasing Windcrusher and was simply deflected. 

But that wasn’t my real aim.

As the deflected orb began to glow, Windcrusher frowned.

“…!”

Boom!

Unlike usual, the unstable magic mixed into the Fairy Orb caused it to explode in a brilliant blaze. 

Of course, Windcrusher wouldn’t be harmed by such a cheap trick. 

I never expected it to hit her in the first place.

“What, you gonna take responsibility if the building collapses? Damn, you’re scarier than I thought!”

Whoooosh—

What I really wanted was for Windcrusher to lose her opportunity to attack while trying to protect the building from the blast. 

Even before, she would always dissipate her windstorm before it hit the walls. 

It was a reasonable move to prevent damage to the structure—but not something she should’ve done in front of me.

I used that opening to launch a puppet, its threads layered multiple times.

“This is—!”

Clang—! 

The puppet’s blade clashed hard against Windcrusher’s windstorm.

It was the Fairy Knight, a melee-focused member of the Fairy Doll series.

“Tch. Can’t go all out inside a building, huh.”

Clang—Clang—Clang-Clang!

Right now, Windcrusher couldn’t even bring out a tenth of her usual power. 

Sure, I had my own limitations—this wasn’t my main body, and I was crafting puppets manually—but she was under even greater constraints. 

Trapped indoors, using her power cautiously, and holding back her output significantly—there was no way she could win against me, who had successfully stolen the tempo of battle.

Clang-Clang-Clang! 

The sharp blades of her wind and my puppet’s blade, woven from magic threads, kept clashing.

Windcrusher had always been better suited for one-versus-many fights than duels. 

Her signature windstorm magic was more effective for sweeping away hordes of demons than facing a single opponent.

While the Knight kept buying time, I sent more hastily woven maids at her.

“Kuh— So this is how you’re playing it?”

‘Must feel unfair.’

Her expression twisted with frustration. 

I tried imagining how Windcrusher felt—getting outmatched in a one-on-one by a junior—but I honestly couldn’t. 

I had no reason to lose in a 1v1 to begin with.

Clang-Clang-Clang-Clang!

‘It’s over.’

At this rate, Windcrusher’s magic would deplete several times faster than mine. 

I loosened the threads I’d been using to weave another maid, ready to end it.

The magic I’d injected into Windcrusher was a bit of a waste, but hey, consider this a bonus lesson in humility.

I could always refill her later. 

Just as I was about to sigh in relief—

“—Did you really think you’d won?”

Vrrrrrrrnnnn!

A complex magic circle appeared on the ground where Windcrusher stepped.

Her unique transparent magic began to fill the circle. 

It was a spell I’d seen hundreds of times—Windcrusher’s signature move: Tornado.

I swallowed hard and cautiously opened my mouth.

“…Senior. If you cast that, this entire building’s coming down.”

“Isn’t that your fault? You’re the one who pissed me off. Deal with it.”

Windcrusher was already insane. 

But when she really snapped, what would happen? 

My spine tingled at the thought.

‘…I pushed her too far.’

Just as I frantically began weaving threads again to mitigate the damage—

Thwack—! 

“Guh!?”

The door burst open—and Sandstar strode in, punching Windcrusher square in the gut. 

Of course, she was already in her transformed form, hoodie and leotard combo and all.

Fwoooosh—!


With that, the magic circle and windstorm vanished in an instant, leaving only silence in the tech lab. 

And then, three magical girls broke that silence with their voices…

“You crazy bitch—!”

“You crazy bitch…”

‘Crazy bitches…’



 
  Chapter 11: Magic Infusion (2)


“…Alright, I admit it, Larima. I underestimated you just because you’re Fairy Maker’s student.” 

“Pfft. Wind Crusher… she’s not even a first-gen, and you lost one-on-one to their student? Pathetic.”

Crack. 

The sound of Wind Crusher grinding her teeth echoed through the Magical Girl Tech Development Lab.

Currently, Wind Crusher had released her transformation and was rubbing her now reddened, swollen belly. 

Twisting her lips into a bitter smile, she opened her mouth toward Sandstar. 

“Sandstar. Looks like it’s about time for a little hierarchy check, huh?” 

“…If you want that, beat Larima first.”

Crack crack crack.

‘What are they, kids or something?’ 

I sighed internally. 

And for some reason, Sandstar, while seated, slowly inched closer toward me.

“…Sandstar-sunbae? Is something wrong?” 

“No, not really… So, you’re really going to teach us Magic Infusion?” 

“Yes, that’s right.”

As I spoke confidently, Sandstar grinned wide and turned to Wind Crusher. 

“So, Wind Crusher, you’re gonna learn magic control from Larima?” 

“…It’s true I lost the fight. I’m old and washed up, and now I’ve been beaten one-on-one by some student, not even a proper first-gen, and if I still don’t listen at this poi—” 

“Thank you, Wind Crusher-sunbae. Then I’ll start the explanation… Sandstar-sunbae?”

Suddenly feeling a soft sensation on my arm, I turned my head. 

Sandstar had pressed her chest against me, wrapping her arms around my right arm.

For a moment, I worried the drain of magic from my fight with Wind Crusher had exposed the doll body, but Sandstar, smiling like nothing was wrong, continued speaking. 

“Fufu… Larima. I’ll learn nicely, but I have one condition.” 

“…What is it?” 

“Magic Infusion… Could you do it one more time for me?”

Wind Crusher, who had been rubbing her stomach, froze. 

I probably looked about the same.

***

“Wow. How did Fairy Maker and Larima ever put up with this stuff?” 

“…Same.”

In the center of the lab, Wind Crusher and Sandstar sat in proper posture, facing a doll I had hastily put together with magic. 

The distance between them and the doll was about two meters.

Whoosh—Pop! 

“Dammit. You’re telling us to do that? How the hell—”

What the first-gens were currently training was the skill of drawing out pure magic and gently touching the doll without damaging it.

It sounded simple enough, but for those two, the concept of “pure” magic didn’t even exist anymore, making it insanely difficult.

For example, Wind Crusher turned every bit of magic she pulled out into a gust of wind, already blowing up around a hundred dolls. 

As for Sandstar…

“Sandstar-sunbae. If you keep doing that, I can’t do another magic infusion for you.” 

“…Hic!”

She couldn’t even draw the magic out in the first place.

Thinking about it, Sandstar had spent over ten years using magic purely to enhance her body. 

Releasing power was one thing, but drawing it out gently seemed nearly impossible for her.

‘Just as I expected.’ 

They had simply been magical girls for too long. 

Their concept of magic had become so solidified into their personal traits that changing it now was nearly impossible.

“Of course. I’m old and washed up, no longer even first-gen, lost a one-on-one to a student, can’t even do magic control—” 

“Magic infusion… Magic infusion—ugh! How the hell is this even done!”

…Isn’t this just impossible?

As I glanced at the digital clock on one wall of the lab, I felt a brief wave of dizziness.

***

“Anyway, make sure to explain things clearly to your mom.” 

“Got it, Nurse-sunbae.”

Two days had passed since my hospitalization. 

Greenspinel Kim Min-ah was in the middle of checking out, with permission from Emerald Nurse.

Apparently, while I was unconscious, my mother had been frantically searching for me in the middle of the night. 

So the HQ had officially called her in, made her sign a confidentiality agreement, and explained the situation.

‘I can still hear Mom’s nagging in my ears…’

Yesterday morning, when she visited me in the healing ward, she had nagged me nonstop for two hours before leaving. 

Her warning that if something like this happened again, I’d better be ready, remained seared into my mind.

Just as Kim Min-ah was about to head straight home, she remembered something important.

“Oh! Nurse-sunbae, do you know where Larima is?”

She remembered the gem left behind by the girl who had died in the abandoned factory—Larima had taken it, according to Nurse.

“Larima? I heard she’s been seen around the Magical Girl Tech Development Lab lately.” 

“The Magical Girl Tech Development Lab? I’ve never even heard of it… Wait, I think it came up once during special training?” 

“Well, it’s basically a useless place, so it makes sense you wouldn’t know. It was created after endless pointless debate. If they were going to make it, they should’ve built it outdoors or something. Who’s going to come find it when it’s hidden underground in HQ?”

The Tech Development Lab.

Kim Min-ah gathered what little imagery she had and let her imagination run wild.

“Is it like a lab-lab? Like, holding beakers and feeding magical girls weird drugs—” 

“…You have some dangerous imagination there, Greenspinel. You’ll see when you get there.”

Emerald Nurse, clearly hoping to never see her again, gave directions to the lab, and Kim Min-ah tilted her head at her tone before laughing and bidding her goodbye.

After walking down the hall and getting in the elevator, she pressed the button as written on the note Nurse had given her.

As the voice guide chimed, the elevator began descending quickly.

“I knew this place was huge, but… HQ really has all sorts of hidden areas, huh.”

Even as a magical girl, not everyone had free access to the underground HQ. First-gens had near-national authority and could go anywhere, but for most things, issues were handled on the upper levels. 

Unless it was top secret, there was no reason for ordinary magical girls to be down here.

Ding!

As the elevator arrived and she stepped out—

“They’re coming now, apparently?” 


“What time’s the meeting again?” 

“Ugh, how many days of overtime is this…”

“…Whoa. This is incredible.”

Kim Min-ah gasped.

Unlike aboveground, the underground base had no windows, but the high ceilings, the complex equipment, and the sheer number of people busily walking through the lobby overwhelmed her.

“…Greenspinel? Are you perhaps Greenspinel?” 

“Ah? Yes?”

As she looked around the lobby with wide eyes, a man with thick glasses and a somewhat gaunt appearance approached Kim Min-ah and spoke to her.

“Don’t you recognize me? Or… are you not Greenspinel? If so, I’m sorry. I must have mistaken you for someone else.”

“No, no, I am Greenspinel… but who are you?”

As soon as Kim Min-ah finished speaking, the man’s face lit up and he continued.

“Ah~! It’s me, it’s me. Don’t you remember my voice? Ahem—Greenspinel. A grade 6 demon has appeared nearby.”

“Oh! Manager! Why do you look so different now?”

“Ha… haha… a lot has happened, you know.”

The magical girl manager—commonly known as Manager Ajusshi. 

Each manager was responsible for a certain district, overseeing about 4 to 5 magical girls. 

This particular manager had been in charge of Greenspinel, Rhodonite, Serpentine, and Peridot until the end of their magical power return ceremony.

“But Greenspinel, what brings you to the underground headquarters of the Magical Administration?”

“Oh! Someone I know is in the tech development lab, so I came to visit.”

“The tech… development lab? Right now?”

“Yes! But the underground is way bigger than I thought, so I’m not sure if I’ll be able to find the way.”

At the mention of the tech development lab, the brightness on the manager’s face began to fade. 

Rumors had spread that two first-generation magical girls and one of their apprentices were currently working in that lab, and quiet warnings had circulated advising people to avoid going near that area if possible.

“Haha… you’re really something, Greenspinel.”

“…?”

The manager—Jung Min-soo—debated for a moment whether he should really tell the innocent Greenspinel the way, then glanced at his wristwatch and continued.

“…Do you see that staircase over there? Go down it twice, then head straight to the right—you’ll see a big steel door. Your fingerprint probably won’t be registered, so if you knock a few times, someone inside should open it for you.”

“Thank you, Manager Ajusshi! Please take care and stay safe!”

Swaaang—

As Greenspinel turned and hurried off, Jung Min-soo let out a deep sigh.

‘She really seemed like the most sincere and kind kid… How’d she end up involved with the first generation?’

The dark side of the first-generation magical girls. 

Jung Min-soo hadn’t experienced it himself, since he was in the military during their prime, but the incidents they caused had become legendary stories within the organization. 

Because of that, he was one of many who carefully avoided upsetting any of the first-gen members.

‘Like when Sandstar brought down a whole building just to catch a demon hiding inside… or the time Windcrusher created that massive tornado… or when Moonstone couldn’t see the moon because of the clouds and fired an energy beam into the sky at dawn… or Aquarose’s tsunami provocation incident in Japan… What else was there again?’

Of course, it was undeniably true that the first-generation magical girls had defeated countless demons and protected justice and humanity. 

But for the Magical Administration staff who were stuck with the cleanup, it was hard to see them in a wholly positive light.

“I hope Greenspinel stays just the way she is.”

Manager Jung Min-soo brought his hands together and offered a brief, sincere prayer before hurrying off again.

***

“…Is this the place?”

A large steel door. 

On it, numerous warnings, hazards, and usage instructions were written.

Kim Min-ah read the signs for a moment, then knocked about halfway through.

Knock knock knock—

“…Is no one here? Kya!”

CLUNK! PSHHHHH—

The steel door suddenly made a loud noise, and then slowly began to slide open to the left, releasing a cool mist.

As the door opened halfway, a familiar short-haired magical girl poked her head out.

“…You’re the one from the abandoned factory, right?”

“Thank you so much back then! Larima…-nim? Ah!”

“Just call me Larima.”

At Larima’s casual gesture, Kim Min-ah cautiously stepped into the tech development lab.

“…What is this place for?”

Looking around, Kim Min-ah couldn’t help but ask the question. 

Despite the name “tech development lab,” the room was completely empty. 

Shouldn’t there be at least some dumbbells or training dummies or something?

Perhaps reading her thoughts, Larima spoke up.

“Feels empty, right? That’s just how this place is. Look over there.”

Following Larima’s gesture, Kim Min-ah saw a young-looking individual and a black-haired woman with an intimidating look in a leather jacket sitting down.

“Who are they?”

Kim Min-ah guessed that the woman, who didn’t look like an administration staff member, must be a magical girl. 

But other than Fairy Maker, she didn’t really know many magical girls, which was a shame.

“Those two…? You don’t know?”

“Ah! Are they famous magical girls?”

“They are—but oh, right. Since they’re not transformed right now, no wonder you don’t recognize them.”

Step, step.

Larima trailed off mid-sentence and walked behind the two women, who were sitting formally and focused. 

Kim Min-ah followed, and soon realized something surprising.

“…They’re both using magic?”

“I filled them up.” 

Larima replied casually.

“You filled them? What do you mean…”

Kim Min-ah’s jaw dropped at Larima’s offhand comment. 

Back at the abandoned factory, she thought Larima had only used leftover magical residue to escape.

Seeing Kim Min-ah’s stunned expression, Larima hesitated briefly, then cautiously opened her mouth.

“Yeah, the order’s a bit out of place but… do you want to try too?”

Larima’s golden eyes looked straight at Greenspinel. 

A mix of emotions swirled inside Kim Min-ah, but she soon spoke with determined resolve.

“Yes, please.”

“Alright then… take it off. Underwear too, if possible.”

“…Huh?”

***

The mysterious short-bob magical girl named Larima. 

I still didn’t quite understand how she was able to recharge her magic without undergoing the standard return process—or if she had returned it and somehow recharged it herself. 

I’d heard rumors that some magical girls could replenish their own magic, but still…

“Hff… hhhhk!”

“Endure it.”

Anyway, I accepted Larima’s suggestion to receive magic from her—but there was one problem. 

The magic infusion process was… in a form I never could’ve imagined.

“Um… is this really necessary?”

“To put it simply, every magical girl has a specific circulation point in their body where the magic flows. What I’m doing now is finding yours. For reference, out of the two people in front of us—the shorter one’s point was under the left breast, the taller one’s was on the right side.”

“But—wait a second! Hnnngh!”

The last time I was in her arms, and even now—Larima’s hands were hard and stiff.

It was very irritating when I felt all over my body with that hand, but I pulled up a lot of magic and held it in my hand. 

“Ahhhhh!”

“Focus.”

“S-sorry! Hhhh…!?”

I couldn’t stay still—it was too overwhelming. 

About three minutes passed like that before Larima sighed deeply and made a determined face.

“This calls for special measures. Just accept it.”

“…Huh? Kyaa!?”

Lalima extended her arm and soon embraced me in her underwear behind my back. 

Then, from Lalima’s close-knit body, the scent of hydrangeas and the sweet breath I felt for the first time made me dizzy.

“…Wha—what? Nghhh!? T-that’s—!”

Lalima, who has sealed my movement, literally began to play with her hands without hesitation. 

My arms, chest, lower chest, stomach, groin, thighs…..

“Ah, it’s going in well. Just hang in there a little longer.”

Larima’s voice sounded like it was coming from underwater—wavering and echoing. 

It was a sensation I had never felt before. 

Like winter’s static electricity turned from a dot to a line, then to a plane, seeping into my body through her hand.

“Hm… that should be about enough—wait, wow. You’re already completely filled.”

“???”

Thunk. 

Larima released my shoulder, and my body naturally slumped forward. 

I tried to move, but aside from the burning sensation in my lower belly and the tingling in my head, I couldn’t feel anything at all.

Thud. 

I collapsed onto the cold floor, my vision flipping sideways.

“I’ve filled you with magic, so… wanna try transforming now?”

“…What?”

“Stop lying there and—”

“Uh? Eh??”

“…Sandstar, do you know what’s going on with her?”

In my tilted view, the shorter girl approached. 

Her golden eyes met mine, and I felt pierced by her gaze. 

A few seconds later, a deep sigh brushed across my forehead.

“…Larima. You were too rough.”

“I didn’t think much of it since the other two were fine…”

“Well, I’m first generation. This girl’s probably fourth gen… it must’ve been a shock.”

Zzzzt. 

The tingling in my head started to fade. 

But the paralyzed sensation throughout my body remained.

As I struggled helplessly to move, I suddenly felt warmth below.

“…Oh no. Uh-oh. What do we do about this.”

“Huh? Wha?”

“Larima, call Emerald Nurse right now. I’ll clean this up and change her clothes before she gets here.”

“…Okay.”

As Larima stepped out of the lab, the golden-eyed girl fetched a rag. 

The tall one from earlier walked over, lifted me with ease, and laid me flat so I could see the ceiling.

‘Wow… her eyelashes are so long.’

As that thought passed, I wondered what kind of magical girl this long-haired beauty was. 

Her blank expression cracked, and laughter echoed in my ears.

“She’s totally out of it. What’s she gonna do now with a first experience like that? Pfft—”

“…Windcrusher, now is not the time for that.”


“Come on. Hearing this from the perv who freaked out most during her own infusion—”

‘What… are they talking about?’

I wanted to say something, but my voice still wouldn’t come out.

“Ah… ngh…?”

Until I came face to face with Nurse again—someone I’d hoped never to see again so soon—I could only lie there, staring at the ceiling.



 
  Chapter 12: Magic Infusion (3)


“I-I’m okay.” 

“Are you really okay?” 

“Yes. I was conscious the whole time, just couldn’t move my body for a while—”

At the center of the Magical Girl Development—no, the Technology Development Lab—Greenspinel was being examined by Emerald Nurse, who had rushed over.

“There doesn’t seem to be any problem from the examination, but… haah—”

Emerald Nurse let out a long sigh and then glared at Larima with her sharp blue eyes.

“Fairy Larima. You know what I hate the most, don’t you?”

“It’s seeing a patient I treated yesterday, again today. You can’t imagine how draining that is. But this time, it wasn’t even a day—it was just one hour later?”

“…I’m sorry.”

“I get that magic infusion is essential, but be a little delicate… huh? Delicate. If something like this happens again, I’ll expose everything.”

Seeing the look in her eyes, I realized she was dead serious. 

I apologized again as she turned to walk away.

Anyway, with the commotion over, Windcrusher and Sandstar returned to their seats to continue their training.

“…Sorry, Greenspinel.”

“Oh, I’m fine, Larima! Thanks to you, I can transform now!”

As I’d asked, Greenspinel had transformed. 

True to her name, her uniform sparkled beautifully in shades of green.

“I’m glad you’re okay. Anyway, don’t leak anything about the magic infusion, if you can. Oh, and don’t go using it all up just because you have magic now. If you conserve it properly, the magic should gradually fill up your Magical Gem too.”

“Really!?”

“Yeah. Sandstar and Windcrusher both received an infusion earlier, and we confirmed their Fairy Gems had recovered a small amount of magic.”

“Then… that means I can really return to being a magical girl.”

Greenspinel’s eyes trembled for a moment. 

But after rubbing them, she quickly returned to her usual bright, confident self.

“Larima… thank you. I honestly don’t know how to repay you.”

‘Thank you?’

To be honest, I didn’t feel like giving magic back to a magical girl was something to be thanked for. 

After all, it was basically telling them to go back out and fight demons again.

But as I looked into Greenspinel’s genuinely sparkling green eyes, I was reminded of that night in the abandoned factory. 

‘Yeah… come to think of it, even without magic, she was still a magical girl.’

I hadn’t seen everything that happened that night, but judging by the traces left behind, I’d figured out most of it. 

A battle between a magical girl without magic and a magical girl who had become a monster. 

Even now, thinking back, it felt like the latter should’ve been the one to win.

“I don’t have much to offer in return, but—oh! Take this at least!”

Greenspinel dug through her pocket and handed me a candy. 

A famous green one—green grape flavor.

It had been a while since I’d received such pure kindness. 

My lips curled into a smile without me realizing it. 

It’s only polite to return kindness with kindness.

“Ah… but this wasn’t the reason I came, actually.”

“Emerald Nurse told me. You found it, didn’t you?”

“…!”

When I pulled out the corrupted gem, Spinel’s eyes widened.

“Huh? This wasn’t its color before…”

Just as she said, when I’d first picked up the gem, it had been an ominous black color. 

But after extracting the magic from it over two days, it had turned into a faint sky blue. 

I placed the gem in her hand and handed her some papers I had left in the corner of the lab.

“Take these too.”

“What are these documents…?”

“They contain the home address of the girl who owned that gem. You were trying to return it to her, right?”

The magical girl who once owned the sky-blue gem—Sky Sapphire.

I had asked Park Se-ah to find the original owner of the gem. 

Since all Magical Gems were registered with the Magic Headquarters, it was easy to get the girl’s address and personal details.

“She just graduated high school and was studying for college entrance exams. On the night at the abandoned factory, while you were fighting, someone reported her missing to the police. According to the person she lived with, she never came home from the library.”

“Ah… I see.”

“Even if you don’t return it yourself, the Magic HQ will likely send a manager and supervisor to explain the situation in a day or two. Honestly, I don’t think this is something you need to worry about.”

Greenspinel was still young. 

Right now, she might be swept up in emotions and think she could handle this difficult task. 

But from my perspective, delivering news of someone’s death is something that would be hard even if you were a hundred years older. 

That’s why I offered one last piece of serious advice.

“What you’re trying to do will be much harder than you imagine. So just leave it to the manager and Oh Se-hwan—”

“It’s okay.”

“What?”

“It’s okay… I’ll be fine.”

A determined glimmer of green light flickered in her eyes.

‘This kid…’

“……Sorry to change the topic so suddenly, but—what are the first-gen magical girl seniors doing right now?”

Following Greenspinel’s gaze, the scene that met us was of Sandstar and Windcrusher continually bursting dolls.

At least Sandstar wasn’t breaking them too often, but Windcrusher was popping one every thirty seconds. 

There was a huge pile of 500 dolls in front of her, and already about half had vanished.

“It’s nothing special. Just a game where you try to touch the doll without popping it, by drawing out magic.”

“…A game?”

“It’s complicated to explain, but…??? Huh?”

Without warning, magic shot out from the tip of Greenspinel’s fingers. 

One of Windcrusher’s dolls, far off in the distance, floated up into the sky.

“Huh? Huh??? What’s this? Larima, did you do… huh??”

“Ah…! Was I only supposed to touch it?”

Only then did the thought finally come together.

‘Greenspinel hasn’t been a magical girl for long, and those two have been fighting as magical girls for far too long.’

To confirm my suspicions, I closely observed Spinel and continued speaking.


“Hey, Greenspinel, how do you fight?”

“Fight… as in when fighting demons?”

“Yeah. Do you fight by controlling dolls, like Fairy Maker?”

“No, it’s not like that… I can’t use any offensive spells at all. But for defense, it’s like this—Spinel Shield!”

When Greenspinel chanted her spell, a green, translucent shield instantly appeared in the air.

‘That’s not it.’

It looked somewhat like what I’d hoped, but it was just magic clumsily shaped into a shield.

“Anything else…? You don’t have anything else?”

“I really can’t use anything else, but when I attack, I kind of do this.”

Greenspinel summoned a spear in one hand and casually tossed it far away, then reached toward the air. 

The thrown spear flew right back into her hand.

“I throw the spear, retrieve it, and throw it again. How’s that?”

“That’s incredibly inefficient.”

“R-Really…?”

Greenspinel instantly wilted at my words.

“I… I trained so hard to finally learn that…”

Her magic use couldn’t be praised even as a formality. 

All she could do was create a spear with magic, throw it, and retrieve it?

Just look at Windcrusher—using that much magic, she could’ve created about ten wind blasts strong enough to destroy a house. 

Being generous, sure, creating the spear was fine. 

But wasting magic just to retrieve it again? 

Definitely not.

To be fair, the way she used magic was a bit similar to me. 

Just like how I control dolls with magic, she controlled her spear. 

But from an efficiency standpoint, we were on totally different levels.

While I was lost in thought, something changed beside the despairing Windcrusher.

“No longer a 1st-gen disciple… now being outclassed in magic control by a 4th-gen magical girl… I’m just an ordinary scrub… totally washed up old-timer—”

“…I get it now.”

“!?”

One of the dolls in front of Sandstar seemed to move, then floated into the air. 

It soon popped with a poof, but seeing Windcrusher’s utterly crushed expression, something clicked.

‘The key is that Greenspinel still can’t change the nature of her magic.’

The fact that she still couldn’t alter the nature of her magic was the worst kind of talent—but it also let her lift the doll without damaging it. 

In Sandstar’s case, her inherent magic trait was brute-force “strength,” so when she saw someone like Spinel who resembled her, she immediately understood.

I wondered how many times I’d end up smiling today as I put a hand on Spinel’s shoulder.

“Greenspinel. When do you need to be home? Like… do you have a curfew?”

***

“Ugh—! Oww!”

“Hmmm, well, at least the last 2nd-gen could transform. A 2nd-gen who can’t even do that…”

Inside a café long closed, its lights turned off.

Through the large glass windows, the streetlights cast their glow inside, illuminating the crimson glow of the bat wings sprouting from the old man’s back.

“…Where’s the gem?”

“I… I don’t know, I can’t even transform anymore, so why would I—kyaa! My fingers… my fingers!!”

“I’ll ask again. Where is the gem?”

“H-Here… it’s in my jacket, ugh! I-I told you already… why…”

In front of the old man, a woman lay collapsed, groaning in pain. 

Every time his bat wings fluttered, her fingers grotesquely twisted on their own.

“Take out the gem.”

“Huuu… sob…”

With her only working hand, the woman reached into her clothes and soon pulled out a shimmering gem, glowing faintly in the dim café.

“Hm, not bad quality for someone who can’t even transform. At least better than that last 4th-gen.”

Slick. 

With a long fingernail, the old man plucked the gem from her trembling hand. 

Immediately, sticky dark energy began to bubble up from the base of the once-clear gem.

“All done.”

“Huff… sniff… my gem… my gem…”

“…Let me tell you a story. Listen carefully.”

The old man set the bubbling gem in front of the fallen woman and began speaking in his characteristic languid voice.

“I once met a 4th-gen magical girl. Unlike you, full of energy, she was half-dead when I found her.”

“I felt sorry for that girl. Even if she had no talent, she was still a magical girl. Dying because rats gnawed her to death… what a pitiful end.”

The woman quietly sobbed. 

The old man paid no mind and continued.

“While feeling sorry for her, my brilliant mind came up with an idea. I poured dark energy into her gem—to forcibly awaken her.”

“…What do you mean—”

“As you know, gems resonate with magical girls. But if it’s dark energy instead of magic… the reaction is far more intense.”

Swish.

While the story was being told, the gem placed in front of the woman had become filled with boiling dark energy, now radiating an ominous purple glow.

The old man tapped the gem, now brimming with dark energy, with his long fingernail and continued speaking.

“Just like back then. I filled the gem with dark energy like this and gave it to that magical girl as a gift. And she actually came back to life. Even if just for a moment.”

“A gift?”

“Yes. Anyway, that girl was already on the brink of death, so there was no other choice… but what about you?”

Glint.

The old man’s eyes, hidden in the shadow of the light, suddenly narrowed into vertical slits.

“P-Please! Please spare me!”

“What are you saying? Of course you must live.”

He grabbed the gem he had been tapping, and with his other hand, yanked the woman up by her hair.


“Kyaaah—!”

“You mustn’t die. Understand?”

“Aaaaaagh! Please! Pleaase! Unnie! Unniee—! Save me—!”

Crack crack crack. 

The old man’s gem-holding claw moved forward, breaking the glowing woman’s teeth one by one.



 
  Chapter 13: Magical Gem (1)


Late at night. 

Kim Min-ah was on her way home from the M.D.A. Headquarters. 

The distance between her house and the headquarters was fairly long, but thanks to Wind Crusher dropping her off nearby by car, she was spared a long walk.

“I’m exhausted. Wind Crusher sunbae was… how should I put it, petty? Obsessive? Definitely not how I imagined.”

Kim Min-ah had been caught by Larima and assigned the role of demonstrating how to lift the dolls until the first-generation seniors could manage on their own. 

Sandstar quietly kept trying by herself, but Wind Crusher kept making a scene, repeatedly asking Min-ah to demonstrate again, which had mentally drained her.

What exhausted Min-ah even more was the fact that if she didn’t carefully focus and retrieve the magic she used, the magical energy she’d just received could deplete. 

And if that happened, she’d have to receive another magical energy injection from Larima, which meant she would have to…

Hiccup!

“It’s… hot. Is spring coming already?”

It was a February night—still deep winter—but Min-ah felt her body temperature rising slightly. 

She undid the top couple of buttons on her coat.

Bzzzz—

“…?”

As she was feeling the winter breeze on the back of her neck, the Magical Gem deep inside her coat gave a faint tremble. 

It felt similar to a magical transmission.

She pulled the now-warm gem from her coat and listened carefully—

Bzzzz—skkkkt—

“…???”

The gem only emitted a strange static noise a few times before the vibrations stopped altogether. 

This had never happened before. 

Standing frozen on the sidewalk, Min-ah’s mind flashed with an idea.

“Wait… could this be a sign of my Magical Gem recovering?”

According to Larima, her own gem should also begin regenerating magical energy. 

Holding the gem tightly and focusing, she did sense—very faintly—that magical energy seemed to be gathering.

“Huff… heh heh… I-I did it, hyung! Hahaha—”

Min-ah thought of Lion, then turned to head home.

***

Screech—thud. 

Beep beep!

“I’m back.”

She was exhausted. 

Thankfully, she had held back Greenspinel earlier—if she’d tried to train both of them alone, she might’ve had to eat and sleep at the headquarters.

Dragging her heavy feet, she slowly pushed open the door. 

Cold air brushed against her face. 

It seemed the window had been left open, and in front of it, Fairy Maker stood silently, staring up at the sky.

“It’s cold. Why are you standing there with the window open?”

“…Han Myung-jin.”

“Huh?”

“Come in. Now.”

Something felt off. 

The atmosphere was different. 

Feeling uneasy, I walked over to Fairy Maker and touched foreheads with her.

Ping—

As the link with Larima faded and I synced with Fairy Maker, a strange memory surfaced.

“…What is this?”

I immediately checked the gem Fairy Maker was holding. 

But unlike in the memory, the gem was now silent.

‘…It was a weird song.’

“A song? That sound?”

Fairy Maker remembered the ominous vibrations from the gem—and the strange noise. But to me, it didn’t sound like a song at all.

“It didn’t sound like a song to me.”

‘…It was a song.’

“Really? Maybe you’re just tone-deaf and—”

A sharp pang jolted through my head. 

This wasn’t just discomfort—this was a stronger emotion.

‘Apologize.’

“Sorry.”

I recalled the birthday song Fairy Maker used to sing in the past, then slowly continued.

“…Anyway, how many magical girls do you think can use magical communication right now?”

‘Hmm, basic communication? Probably anyone. For sure the second generation, and maybe even the third.’

The magical energy needed for communication was minimal. 

So if they wanted to, plenty of magical girls could use it even without recent magical energy injections. 

That meant tracking down who had used magical communication was nearly impossible.

“An unknown, ominous magical signal… on top of everything else I’ve got going on.”

Right now, even if I had two bodies—well, technically I did—it still wasn’t enough. 

Supplying magic, teaching magic injections, hunting demons that appeared in the provinces…

As I continued thinking, I recalled the incident at the abandoned factory. 

Moonstone had told me to keep my nasty personality intact, all while nursing a serious arm injury. 

What nonsense was that?

“Fairy Maker. Under the moonlight, how much power could Moonstone use right now?”

Moonstone was a magical girl whose power regenerated under moonlight. 

That was why I hadn’t worried much when I found her with one arm mangled at the factory.

‘…Under a full moon, maybe half her peak power.’

“So then what kind of demon could have completely crushed the arm of Moonstone, who had half her power?”

‘Probably a Class-4 demon. If it were Class-5, the injury wouldn’t be that bad. If it were Class-3… she’d be dead.’

Before magic redistribution, a Class-3 demon was on par with a fully conditioned first-generation magical girl. 

And depending on compatibility, the outcome could flip, which is why the unspoken rule was to send at least two first-gens against a Class-3.

“A magical girl who went berserk after her gem was corrupted. Moonstone returning with a mangled arm. And ominous magical signals from a gem. Everything’s a headache.”


“First things first—I need to inform Sandstar and Wind Crusher about what’s going on. And also tell Park Sae-ah—”

‘Greenspinel.’

“…Huh? Greenspinel?” 

‘Tell Greenspinel about the situation too.’ 

I tried to recall the last time Fairymaker had directly named someone like this. 

It felt oddly fresh. 

I didn’t hide the question that came to mind. 

“Greenspinel? Why?” 

‘Because magical girls grow through trials.’ 

“Ah.” 

The reason was simple. 

It seemed Fairymaker had seen potential in the Greenspinel from my memories. 

“Alright then, I’ll have to keep her with me for a while.” 

‘Wise choice, Han Myeong-jin. I’m sure she’ll—’ 

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. We don’t know what’ll happen yet.” 

Potential is like a shining raw gem. 

But sometimes, it never becomes a jewel. 

Sometimes, it just ends up as a broken shard of stone.

As that thought continued, I remembered two first-generation girls who had been serious about discovering and refining those raw gems. 

“…I wonder what Fire Garnet and Aqua Rose are doing these days.” 

They were particularly dedicated to nurturing the next generation. 

Fire Garnet had disappeared soon after the fourth demon invasion—we hadn’t seen her in at least a year. 

As for Aqua Rose— 

‘Well, with her personality, she’s probably doing fine.’

Yaaawn. 

As a yawn naturally escaped, I stretched. 

My eyelids started to feel heavy. 

I reached for my gem to deactivate my transformation. 

‘Wait a sec.’ 

“What? Aren’t you tired?” 

‘Chocolate. I want chocolate.’ 

“You should’ve eaten it when you were alone. I didn’t even hide it.”

I picked up the box of chocolates I’d left on my desk. 

Judging by how full it still was, I hadn’t touched it since buying it the first time. 

‘Delicious things are…’ 

“Hmm?” 

‘Delicious things… taste better when shared.’ 

Heh. 

I let out a pure laugh. 

“Yeah, yeah. You’re right. Good things are better shared.”

I popped a piece of chocolate in my mouth, letting it melt. 

As my eyelids grew heavier, I felt warmth spread through my heart.

I swallowed the fully melted chocolate and held the gem in my hand. 

***

“What in the world is going on…”

Park Se-ah and Oh Se-hwan were on their way back from a police interview, where they had been questioned as representatives of the Mage HQ. 

Given the situation, they’d had to speak directly with a high-ranking commissioner—it had been mentally exhausting. 

“A magical girl committing a crime… Arson and murder, no less? I really don’t want to believe it.”

Oh Se-hwan’s voice trembled. 

Though his hands on the steering wheel looked steady, it was clear he couldn’t completely hide his inner turmoil. 

“What good is not believing when we’ve had that video shoved in our faces?”

The CCTV footage presented by the police clearly showed a magical girl’s silhouette breaking into a studio apartment window. 

Not long after, a fire broke out in that building, and a fully charred corpse was found inside.

The identity of the victim hadn’t been fully confirmed, but it was believed to be a man in his mid-30s with no known connection to magical girls.

Park Se-ah, sitting in the passenger seat beside the tired-looking Oh Se-hwan, spoke while reviewing the documents given to them by the police. 

“This isn’t the first time a magical girl has committed a crime. But mascots, which grant them power, are supposed to see through a person’s true nature. They wouldn’t give power to someone truly evil. So up until now, it’s only been accidents—this is the first case with clear intent.” 

“Then… could this be the work of a demon disguised as a magical girl?” 

“Half and half, maybe. Based on the intel we got from Moonstone and Larima… It’s hard to even imagine, but—” 

“Corruption… Should we call it that?” 

“Yeah, I suppose ‘corrupted magical girl’ fits.”

Park Se-ah looked out the window. 

The world was soaked from the sleet that had been falling since dawn. 

Feeling the chill in her fingertips, she brought her hands close to the car’s heater. 

“…We were incredibly lucky to find Larima as a source of magical recovery after the mana return. But with the recent reports from China and Japan, and the rumors circulating online… It won’t be long before ordinary citizens realize the demon invasion isn’t over.” 

“We’ll need to prepare a public announcement.” 

“Yeah, but that should only happen after we’ve stabilized the magical girls to some degree. If the public finds out first—sigh.” 

“By the way, what’s the situation in China and Japan?”

Oh Se-hwan slightly adjusted the car’s direction to head toward a café Park Se-ah liked, trying to lighten the mood. 

Sensing the shift, Park Se-ah put the documents away in the glove compartment and continued. 

“Japan… It seems Kaminari volunteered to take on Larima’s role after hearing our report.” 

“Kaminari… She’s the one who draws power from lightning, right?” 

“That’s right. But it’s winter now—there’s no real lightning. So they’re trying to charge her mana using electricity from power plants. But they’re struggling with the mana infusion process.” 

“That must be incredibly difficult. What about China?” 

“China…? I don’t know. They haven’t told us anything. Judging by their behavior, they’re probably working on something, though—”

China was in a much more urgent state than South Korea or Japan. 

It was the most overrun by demons among the three Asian countries. 

“There’s been no official report of magic girls recovering their magical energy, and it doesn’t look like they’re even trying to copy the Larima method. But they do seem to be holding back the demons to some extent.”

Park Sae-ah frowned. 

China. 

Back when Park Sae-ah was still active as “Cat’s Eye,” the state of China had been a literal hellscape. 

The magical girls who survived there naturally became tough and tended to use any means necessary. 

Even now, Park Sae-ah occasionally had nightmares about the piercing eyes of those Chinese magical girls.

To shake off that horrifying memory, Park Sae-ah closed her eyes tightly and continued speaking. 

“…Maehwa. She’s probably the reason they’re managing. She’s such a powerful magical girl.” 

“That magical girl who was said to be closest to the first generation, right? Come to think of it, President Park, didn’t you see Maehwa a few times?” 

“I did. I still can’t believe a 2nd-class demon was cut clean in half like that.” 

“…A 2nd-class demon, in two pieces? That’s insane. Too bad there’s no video left on YouTube or even the internal cloud server.” 

“Executive Oh, that’s something better left unseen. Even if it was recorded, it wouldn’t have made it online.”

Maehwa.  

Pale pink blossoms. 

And the 2nd-class demon, about 200 meters tall. 

A city utterly destroyed. 

Magical girls and civilian corpses strewn about like garbage.

“How bad was it, exactly…?”

At Oh Se-hwan’s question, Park Sae-ah felt the memory she’d rather never revisit being dragged out. 

“It scattered.” 

“…Scattered?”

The memory of a magical girl, just a bit over 170cm tall, drawing her sword— 

And slicing a demon estimated at 200 meters tall and 40 meters wide clean in half. 

And from the bisected demon’s body, grotesque fluids spilling out.

Zzzing—

Without a word, Park Sae-ah rolled the window down. 

Slush, not quite snow and not quite rain, began to seep in through the crack in the window.

“…We’re here. I’ll take a cold brew latte. Oh, and let’s grab drinks for the other staff while we’re at it. Use this card.” 

“Understood. Please wait in the car for a moment.”

Clack. 

Oh Se-hwan parked the car smoothly and stepped out. 

Silence filled the car. 

Left alone, Park Sae-ah began recalling the memories she hadn’t dared to bring up.

“…Maehwa’s magic was strange. When she slashed something with her sword, flowers would bloom there.”

Even after being split, that 200-meter demon didn’t instantly turn to ash. 

Its dismembered organs birthed plum blossoms, and soon the entire city was dyed in pale pink.

But that wasn’t why Cat’s Eye couldn’t forget that scene even after ten years. 

It wasn’t the giant organs, or the grotesquely blooming flowers.

“The scent… That disgusting scent.”


She still wasn’t sure. 

Was that stench the demon’s… or Maehwa’s?

Zzzing—

Feeling her body grow cold, Park Sae-ah quietly closed the open window.





 
  Chapter 14: Magical Gem (2)


Knock knock knock. 

Greenspinel, Kim Min-ah, knocked on the door of a house, following the address written in the documents.

The house was located quite far on the outskirts of the city, so the surroundings were quiet and sparsely populated.

“…Is no one home?” 

Looking around, she noticed several letters stuck in the mailbox. 

Pressing on one of them with her finger to check, she saw that a letter delivered about four days ago was still there.

Knock knock knock. 

Kim Min-ah knocked again, but seeing no reaction, she debated whether to turn back. 

But not long after, the sound of a car began approaching.

“……Who are you?” 

An old man poked his head out of a worn-out moving truck.

***

“Sorry about the mess… I haven’t cleaned up in a while.” 

“Oh, no no, it’s totally fine! It’s cleaner than my room!”

Following the old man’s guidance, Kim Min-ah stepped inside. 

The interior had a warm and quiet atmosphere—very typical of a countryside home.

“Sit over here. Hmm… I’ll bring you something to drink, just wait a moment.” 

“No, no, it’s really fine!”

After seating her at the living room table, the old man limped his way to the kitchen.

“R-really, it’s okay…” 

Though unintentional, the old man’s kindness felt burdensome to Kim Min-ah, who had come to deliver bad news. 

As she sat awkwardly, her eyes darting around—

“Oh, here we go… Kids these days don’t like barley tea, right?” 

“N-no, no, thank you very much!”

The old man, limping, handed her a glass filled with a brown liquid. 

‘…So nostalgic.’ 

The rich aroma of barley tea momentarily brought back memories from the past.

When she was young, Kim Min-ah had stayed at her grandmother’s house due to her parents’ circumstances. 

There were no water purifiers or bottled water, so her grandmother would boil barley tea using tap water.

“So… you’re Myeong-ah’s friend?” 

“Ah, not exactly a friend… more like a colleague.” 

“Heh, at your age, colleague or friend—it’s all the same.”

Myeong-ah was the real name of the magical girl Sky Sapphire, whom she had met at an abandoned factory. 

Kim Min-ah felt a faint tremble in her chest.

The old man scratched his face with his bent fingers and spoke without expression. 

“But Myeong-ah isn’t home right now.” 

“Actually… sir, that’s why I came.” 

“What? Oh! Do you know where my Myeong-ah went?”

As a spark of hope returned to his lifeless eyes, Kim Min-ah suppressed the lump rising in her throat.

“…Sir. Please stay calm and listen carefully. Myeong-ah is—” 

“Wait, wait. Just a moment.”

The old man stood up again and took a box out from a nearby drawer. 

It looked old, but not a speck of dust was on it, suggesting it was well-maintained.

“Open it.” 

“Me?” 

“Yes, I think it’s okay if you do.”

After a brief pause, Kim Min-ah undid the simple latch. 

Then—

Creeaak— 

“This is…!”

Inside the box was a single gem wrapped in red cloth.

“…Was this called a ‘gem’? I’m not too sure.” 

When she looked at him with surprise, his expression remained still.

“Where did you get this?” 

“…My daughter. Myeong-ah’s mother had it.” 

“Her mother?” 

“Yes. Now, where do I begin…”

The old man’s eyes deepened, eventually gazing past the window and into the sky.

“It was a few years ago. The day monsters first rained down from the sky.” 

“You mean… the first demon invasion, 20 years ago?” 

“I don’t remember clearly, but probably. That day, our house was destroyed, and monsters were devouring people. I hated the monsters, but there was something I hated even more. A monster wearing a dog mask with disgusting wings.”

“…A mascot.” 

“Yes, I think that’s what people called it. On TV, they dressed it up and laughed like it was something good.”

The deep shadow in his eyes was like blackened ash scattering in the wind.

“That thing tempted my daughter. Told her it would give her power. That she could protect her family. And she did. She protected Myeong-ah and me that day.” 

“Then—”

Bang! 

A loud thud echoed as the old man slammed the table in anger. 

The old wooden joints creaked dangerously.

“…But she died. I still remember her last expression, and her final words. She said it would be okay. Okay, my ass.”

Grkk. Grkk. 

A dry scraping sound came from his throat. 

But his face remained as wrinkled and desolate as ever.

“I had no choice but to leave her body behind. That place was hell. Just keeping baby Myeong-ah alive was a miracle.”

The ash in his eyes eventually gave way, reflecting the soft blue sky. 

Following his gaze, Kim Min-ah saw the early spring sky.

“And later, once things settled and the city’s lockdown was lifted, I went back with others to search the ruins, hoping to at least find her body. But all I found was this gem. I didn’t know what it was then, but a little girl who came with us told me—this was my daughter.”

The old man gently caressed the jewel wrapped in luxurious red cloth. 

“…Truly, no one will ever understand how it feels to not only fail to protect your child, but to survive by sacrificing them.” 


“Ah… Grandpa—” 

“…Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

At some point, my face had become soaked with tears. 

The old man handed me a tissue. 

“I-I’m sorry—so sorry—” 

“What are you apologizing for? There’s nothing to be sorry about. If anything, the one at fault is this old man for bringing up such stories.” 

“No… it’s not that… The reason I came here, the reason I came is—”

The old man, who had been comforting me with a soft gaze, parted his lips slightly and then hung his head low. 

“Myeong-ah… our Myeong-ah… how is she doing now?”

Ah, so he knew. 

This aging head of the family… he had simply been buying time to prepare himself for the pain of loss. 

For the grief of farewell. 

I clenched my teeth with all my strength. 

At this moment, I couldn’t afford to cry.

“Grandpa. Here… here she is.”

The old man didn’t widen his eyes or gasp. 

He simply, naturally, received the faded sky-blue gem I handed him and gently caressed it. 

“Oh, you rascal… where have you been… You’ve finally come home.”

Gently… ever so gently. 

His hand lovingly stroked the cracked part of the gem, as if his touch alone might mend it.

How long did he stay like that, silently scraping at his sorrow? 

Eventually, his lips parted again. 

“…Myeong-ah was shy. I remembered all her close friends. So when you arrived, I had a hunch. Had it been the police instead…” 

“You knew Myeong-ah was working as a magical girl.” 

“I shouldn’t have told her about what her mother did… Why did I, an old fool, plant dreams and get her fighting monsters… When the TV said the monsters were gone, I didn’t believe it. That’s why I told her over and over to be careful…”

Again, the old man clutched the gem tightly to his chest. 

Eventually, as if calmed, he gently placed the gem onto the red cloth. 

Now two gems sparkled in the box.

“…Tomorrow, someone from the Demon Response HQ will probably come to officially explain everything that happened.” 

“…Then I’ll wait with them. Thank you for bringing Myeong-ah home.”

Though he said thank you, his eyes were hollow. 

And those hollowed eyes refused to leave the gem resting on the red cloth.

‘This can’t be the end.’ 

My instincts told me….it can’t end like this. 

I didn’t know what, exactly, was wrong—but it felt unjust, wrong.

At the very least, it shouldn’t end like this.

I lowered my head for a moment, then lifted it with resolve.

“Grandpa, just a moment. Please wait.” 

“Hm? What is it…?”

I took out the gem from my pocket. 

I felt like… I could do it now. 

This wasn’t the result of some deep thought. 

It was a simple, instinctive act of heart.

“Could you lend me Sky Sapphire Myeong-ah’s gem for a moment?”

I met his eyes—eyes full of black ash. 

A magical girl’s magic… now was the time.

After receiving the gem, I bowed and placed it beside my own green gem in my palm.

“What are you trying to do?” 

“…Please watch, Grandpa.” 

There were many things magical girls had to do. 

Giving hope to those left behind—that too was a magical girl’s duty.

Fwwaaash!

I covered the gems with my other hand and focused my magic. 

Instantly, a brilliant green light flared.

“…!” 

The magic was being drawn far stronger than expected. 

Larima had told me not to use up all my energy, but just this once—I had to give it everything I had left.

‘Please.’ 

When was the last time I had wished so desperately? 

Maybe never in my life.

‘Please… Please!’

The green light kept pouring out through my fingers, dazzling. 

Even after Larima’s magic had completely depleted, the light didn’t stop.

Fwaaa—!

I was out of breath. 

Dizzy. 

Hot and cold at the same time. 

But I couldn’t lift my hand.

The moment a miracle is revealed to the world, it becomes fiction. 

That’s why the world wouldn’t allow me to lift my hand just yet.

Seconds passed—maybe dozens of them.

The light leaking from between my fingers finally began to fade, and my senses slowly returned.

‘Please, just this once.’

Even after the light completely faded, I made the wish again and again before I could finally lift my hand.

And then—

“Ah… heheh… Just like… just like her mother… She really is.”

The faded gem in my hand had become sky blue—just like the one in the old man’s box. 

All the cracks and scratches had been perfectly restored.

All done. 

The old man naturally received the gem from me and examined it carefully, then gently laid both his daughter and granddaughter side by side again on the red cloth.

“Thank you. Truly… thank you.”

Sniffle— 

At last, the aging patriarch could finally cry, and I gently patted his shoulder with all the comfort I could give.

***

“…I came because Han Myeong-jin seemed worried.”

Long, flowing blue twin-tails that looked like rippling waves. 

Fairy Maker hovered in the sky in a translucent form, gazing down at the rural home.

Ordinarily, she would have stayed quietly inside the room or cleaned the house until Han Myeong-jin returned. 

But the girl lingering in his memory—Greenspinel—had bothered her. 

So she came all the way here in case something happened.

Neither Han Myeong-jin nor Fairy Maker had any special way of dealing with the grief of losing a loved one. 

That was the same for all the other first-generation magical girls.

At best, the most they could do was simply be present—enduring the sorrow, anger, and grief of those left behind for hours on end. 

But Greenspinel had gone beyond that. 

She had given hope to the ones who remained.

There were plenty of strong magical girls, but ones who could leave behind hope? 

They were rare. 

That had always been Fairy Maker’s belief.

“A magic that can restore a broken gem, huh…”

What Greenspinel had done wasn’t just impressive—it bordered on miraculous. 

That sky-blue gem, perfectly restored in her hands, had been a cracked and faded relic that she herself had drained of magical power. 

Had the user still been alive, maybe it would’ve been possible—but since they had died and vanished from this world, everyone had believed it was beyond repair.

‘Greenspinel… Han Myeong-jin said not to get ahead of ourselves, but if it’s that magical girl…’

Naturally, a certain magical girl came to Fairy Maker’s mind.

She hadn’t been strong. 

At first, she always hid in the back, timid and afraid. 

But at some point, all of us—including me—began to follow her lead.

The darker the night, the more brilliantly she shone. 

She guided our way forward.


And so, every magical girl came to acknowledge her, respect her, and call her by one name—

‘Polaris.’

The guiding North Star in the night.

Looking through the window at the girl gently patting the old man’s shoulder, Fairy Maker felt something stir within her.





 
  Chapter 15: Magical Communication (1)


“F-finally!” 

“Congratulations, Wind Crusher-sunbae!”

In front of Wind Crusher, the puppet I made was floating gently in the air. 

(For the record, Sandstar had already succeeded ages ago and wasn’t here anymore.)

“Heh… heheh… I’ve finally escaped the Normie Tier… Those long years of humiliation and scorn… I was so done with it all…”

‘Wow, she’s really into this.’

Dark circles hung heavily beneath Wind Crusher’s eyes. 

Right next to her, Greenspinel—sporting similar dark circles—was clapping proudly.

Since Sandstar succeeded with Greenspinel’s help in one day and Wind Crusher did it in two, she pulled it off much faster than expected.

‘Even considering she got help, I thought it’d take at least a week at first.’

“Well then, time to rest fo—” 

“Nope, Wind Crusher-sunbae. Time to learn how to infuse mana.”

I grabbed Wind Crusher just as she was trying to sneak away.

“L-Larima?! Didn’t you say mana infusion’s just about finding some flow point and pouring mana into it? Even if I’m washed up, I can handle that much!”

‘Why does she keep calling herself washed up?’

Ever since Greenspinel lifted Wind Crusher’s puppet with ease, every third sentence out of Wind Crusher’s mouth had the word “washed-up” in it.

Still holding onto her, I pressed on. 

“That’s true, but it’s still best to try it out on me first. What if, by mistake, you turn your mana into a gale again mid-infusion…?”

That was the biggest worry. 

If she accidentally transformed her mana into a violent wind during infusion like before, the recipient could be seriously injured. 

I’d be fine, but others… not so much.

“Ha! You think I’d mess up now that I’ve escaped being a has-been? Watch closely!”

She dramatically reached her hand into the air—and suddenly, a gust of wind burst out about 3 meters away.

BOOM!

“…See that?” 

“Yes. You’re definitely able to control mana attributes freely now.”

Before, the gust would’ve started from her hand and blown outward. 

But what she’d just done was push out pure, neutral mana, then only change its property at the endpoint—something that required serious skill.

“There’s nothing to fear now! That means… I can finally take a break—” 

“…Sandstar-sunbae’s already started infusing mana into other magical girls, though.”

“I think it was Yellow Ember? Anyway, she infused mana into a second-gen girl, and her gem’s started recovering—though just a little.”

“…Ugh, come on!”

Wind Crusher glared at me with her usual sharp eyes, clearly annoyed—but that didn’t faze me one bit. 

Maybe back in the day it would’ve worked, but after spending two days together, her intimidation factor had dropped considerably.

When I held her stare without flinching, she quietly turned away. 

“Fine, fine… I’ll do it, okay…?”

“Great! Then please pick a second-generation magical girl you’d like to summon from this list.”

It was a list of second-gens who’d received at least an internal A-grade evaluation. 

Wind Crusher skimmed through it with tired eyes.

“Huh… not all the second-gens are listed here?” 

“No, General Manager Oh Se-hwan said this list is for those prioritized based on their A-rank internal evaluations.”

“Internal evaluations? Pfft. I can’t believe they’re grading magical girls like that.”

After another look at the list, she tossed it aside. 

“I was gonna start with a disciple of a first-gen like you, but they’re not even on the list.”

“Most first-gen disciples have already retired.”

“See? That’s why raising disciples is pointless. At least someone like you, Larima, is tough enough to stick with the magical girl life.”

I picked up the list she’d thrown and asked, 

“So what now?”

“Call anyone. Someone you think is okay.”

“Alright. Then… huh?”

Greenspinel, standing beside me, tapped my shoulder. 

“Um… is it okay if the person receiving mana infusion isn’t from the second-gen but the fourth-gen?”

“Fourth-gen? Got someone in mind?”

Wind Crusher’s eyes lit up at the unexpected suggestion.

“Oho… Greenspinel? You’re pulling strings now?”

Even though they hadn’t known each other long, Greenspinel and Wind Crusher had grown surprisingly close—probably due to Wind Crusher’s sociable nature and Greenspinel’s sweet, harmless-dog energy.

“No, it’s not like that! I just really want to recommend someone!” 

“Who?”

As Wind Crusher leaned in with a teasing smirk, Greenspinel hesitated, then finally answered,
“Rhodonite.”

“HUH!?” 

*** 

“W-Wind Crusher-sunbae!? Hello!!”

Whoosh! 

With a sharp bow, Jeong Harin’s blonde hair whipped through the air.

“Ah~ so this is the one you mentioned, Greenspinel?” 

“Wait, you knew about her?” 

“Of course. She’s the only fourth-gen who’s taken on a level-6 demon solo and won, right?”

The group was currently at the company café above the Magic HQ.

Jeong Harin had rushed over after getting a message from Kim Min-ah but hadn’t been told the full situation—she looked totally lost.

“W-wait. Kim Min-ah… the person you said you’d introduce me to… was Wind Crusher-sunbae?” 

“Yep! Why?” 

“I mean—how could you not mention it was a first-gen!? You should’ve warned me!”

Panicking, Harin checked herself over for any wardrobe issues. 

Kim Min-ah tilted her head in confusion and said, 

“You don’t have to be that nervous. Wind Crusher-sunbaenim is—”

“Rhodonite. Fidgeting like that in front of a first-gen—what do you think you’re doing?
Just because you’re hot stuff in the fourth-gen, you think that’s okay? Or did finishing your mana restoration ceremony make you forget respect?”

“…???”

Kim Min-ah blinked up at Wind Crusher, stunned. 

Her face was cold, but the corners of her lips were twitching.


“I-I’m so sorry!!”

“Hey, Wind Crush—” 

“Greenspinel. Don’t defend her just because she’s a fellow junior. Quiet.”

That’s when Greenspinel finally realized—Wind Crusher was just trying to restore her bruised pride with a half-serious tease after Larima had outshone her.

‘Ugh… how petty!’

“Haa… I just called you out to see your face and buy you some coffee—you’re way too free-spirited.” 

“I’m sorry… Wind Crusher-sunbae—” 

“So embarrassing. Don’t even call me sunbae.” 

“S-sorry…” 

“Sorry?” 

“I-I’m sorry. It won’t happen again—” 

“If you’re sorry, then get your butt out and buy some coffee. Ah, mine’s hazelnut iced. Greenspinel, what do you want?”

To the bewildered Greenspinel, Wind Crusher said with a bright smile.

***

“Wind Crusher-sunbae, that was too much.” 

“Ahaha… I was just kidding, just playing around. Back in the day, maybe, but these days, magical girls don’t do hazing.” 

“Back in the day…? So there was hazing before?” 

“There was. But Rhodonite? I’m really joking, so relax.” 

“Y-yes! Sunbae-nim!”

Across from Rhodonite—whose shoulders were still tense—Wind Crusher was laughing heartily. 

After hearing from Greenspinel that she’d be receiving magic first, Rhodonite seemed even more flustered, her eyes darting all over.

“Was I too harsh with the joke?… Anyway, though it’s not like that now, back then, magical girls had a hierarchy and even hazing. You couldn’t even straighten your back in front of a sunbae.” 

“Even your back had to stay bent?” 

“Yeah, sounds strange now, but back then, it was kind of necessary. Because—” 

“—you had to forcefully follow the senior magical girl’s orders at all times.”

As the voice came from behind, Wind Crusher turned her head. 

A beautiful woman with white hair was standing there. 

“Huh, look who it is.” 

“Wind Crusher. Long time no see.” 

“I heard you were holed up somewhere, not contacting anyone. Why show up all of a sudden?” 

“I have business with Park Se-ah.”

Someone who doesn’t use honorifics for either Wind Crusher or President Park Se-ah—and someone Wind Crusher doesn’t seem to mind that about. 

Rhodonite, who had been stiff with tension, quickly picked up on the atmosphere. 

“S-Sunbae-nim! Hello!” 

“Hello. Sorry for interrupting while you were talking.” 

“N-no, it’s fine! Kim Min-ah—no, Greenspinel! Hurry and say hello too!” 

“Hello?” 

“Yeah, hi to you too.”

Flustered, Greenspinel returned the greeting and then whispered to Rhodonite: 

‘…So, who is she?’ 

‘Isn’t it obvious? She’s a first-generation. But I don’t really know who exactly…’ 

“Pfft, I can hear you two, you know.”

Wind Crusher burst out laughing at the startled Rhodonite and then turned to the white-haired woman: 

“…Fire Garnet. Why not sit down for a bit? We have a lot to catch up on.” 

“I appreciate the offer, but I’m busy right now.” 

“Pfft, saying you’re busy when you’ve already quit magical girl work? Do you even know what’s going on these days?” 

“To some extent.”

Wind Crusher and Fire Garnet locked eyes. 

The tense air made the two 4th-gen girls drop their gazes quietly to the table.

“…Do you know Aqua Rose’s whereabouts?” 

“No idea.” 

“So you do know. Where is she?” 

“No idea~” 

“…You’re looking to pick a fight, huh?”

Rumble rumble rumble. 

The glass on the table began to tremble. Fire Garnet furrowed her brows and let out a sigh. 

“I don’t know exactly. The last I saw her, she was with Eleni Blue at the magic return ceremony.” 

“With Eleni Blue…?” 

“Yeah. Well, I’ll be going now—”

Grab. 

Wind Crusher caught Fire Garnet’s wrist. 

Her sleeve slipped down, revealing tightly wound bandages. 

“…Let go.” 

Though Fire Garnet told her to let go, Wind Crusher had no intention of releasing her. 

The atmosphere between them turned heavier.

“Wh-what is this? An earthquake?” 

“The whole place is shaking?” 

“S-Sunbaes! Please calm down! Please!”

The vibration from the two first-gens was starting to shake even the other tables. 

Rhodonite’s eyes spun wildly, and Greenspinel clutched the gem in her pocket, sensing the danger.

Just before flames erupted in Fire Garnet’s eyes—

“…What are you two doing in front of the 4th gen?” 

“Sandstar?” 

“Hello, Fire Garnet. Been a while. And Wind Crusher? Let go of her wrist.”

Surprisingly, Wind Crusher let go without protest. 

Fire Garnet’s eyes returned to their usual pale white. 

“You understand, right? Fire Garnet.” 

“…I got it.”

With a short nod to Sandstar, Fire Garnet left. 

Then, Sandstar smoothly slid into the seat beside Wind Crusher. 

“Why not sit across from me?” 

“Greenspinel and the other girl are sitting there, aren’t they?” 

“R-Rhodonite! It’s an honor to meet you, Sunbae-nim!”

Looking at Rhodonite, whose eyes were still spinning, Sandstar frowned. 

“…Wind Crusher. Are you taking your frustration out on your juniors because you lost to Larima?” 


“I did not! I was just messing around a little!” 

“Haah… It’s embarrassing to call ourselves from the same generation.”

Sandstar held her head in her hands and shook it, while Wind Crusher, blushing furiously, tried to explain herself. 

With the tension finally easing, Kim Min-ah and Jung Harin both let out a sigh of relief.





 
  Chapter 16: Magical Communication (2)


“A transmission from an ominous gem, huh…” 

“Yes, did the other magical girls mention anything too?”

In the Magic HQ’s office, Larima had just come to report the malfunction in the magical communication.

“There was no mention of anything ominous, but I did get reports like, ‘there was a vibration through magical communication.'” 

‘I knew it.’

Since Wind Crusher, Sandstar, and even Greenspinel had all mentioned feeling “a vibration,” it was safe to assume the magical transmission wasn’t limited to just a few people, but had spread more broadly.

“President Park Se-ah, do you have any guesses about this vibration?” 

“Guesses… Not exactly, but something’s been bothering me. You were there the night we went to the abandoned factory to rescue Greenspinel, so you should know well, Larima.” 

“…So it is related to the corrupted magical girl.”

Park Se-ah had been informed of all matters involving demons, naturally including the incident at the factory, as reported by Oh Se-hwan.

“The first one happened six days ago. The second one, four days ago. Then again two days ago. If the pattern holds, it should happen again tonight.” 

“…What? Could you repeat that?” 

“The vibrations occurred last week on Friday and Sunday, and again this Tuesday.” 

“Friday, Sunday, and Tuesday? Don’t tell me—”

Park Se-ah’s expression stiffened. 

She’d considered it a coincidence at first, but the details matched far too neatly with what she had been investigating.

Noticing her reaction, Larima calmly continued. 

“Do you have a hunch?” 

“…Yeah. But I still don’t know how dangerous this is. So, we should tell the other first-gen girls—” 

“If you mean the first-generation, their magical energy hasn’t fully recovered yet. If anything happens, tell me instead.” 

“No, even so…”

Larima—the sudden disciple of Fairy Maker. 

After showing up one day, she’d started doing major things like transferring magical energy to other girls and teaching magic control. 

Yet, Park Se-ah still hadn’t assessed her combat ability firsthand.

‘You want me to send a talented magical girl off alone to investigate something with unknown danger?’

Park Se-ah hated seeing magical girls get sacrificed more than anyone. 

That’s why, even knowing the situation was tight, she hesitated.

“President Park Se-ah. I’m Fairy Maker’s student.” 

“I know that well. But we don’t know how dangerous this is.” 

“No, that’s not what I meant. If someone told Fairy Maker something was dangerous and tried to stop her, how would she react?”

Park Se-ah frowned. 

“…She’d ignore everything and do it anyway.”

“Exactly. I appreciate the concern, but I’m going to be the same.” 

“Haa… seriously… Seems Fairy Maker taught you the worst thing.”

As she tapped her pen rhythmically on the desk, Park Se-ah mulled things over. 

After a minute, she opened a drawer and handed a document to Larima.

“What’s this?” 

“A report on the magical girl arson cases from last Friday, Sunday, and this Tuesday. It’s a summary of what the police and Moonstone reported.”

The documents she handed over included CCTV snapshots capturing brief silhouettes of magical girls, interior and exterior photos of the buildings completely burned down, and personal info of those found dead inside.

“This is classified. Read it here and return it before you go.” 

“Thank you, President Park Se-ah.” 

“…Next time, stop using Fairy Maker as an excuse and just listen to me.”

Although Park Se-ah spoke, Larima didn’t respond. 

She just flipped through the report, page by page. 

Her expression was calm—but her presence so eerily resembled Fairy Maker’s that Park Se-ah felt a chill run down her spine.

‘Where did she find someone who looks and acts this much like herself?’

Park Se-ah didn’t hold many fond memories of Fairy Maker—likely because that woman always disregarded anything the Magic HQ said.

‘…Please, just don’t grow up to be like her.’

Looking into Larima’s calm, yellow eyes, Park Se-ah sighed.

***

“It’s almost time for the magical transmission.” 

‘Yeah, it is.’

Possessed by Han Myung-jin, Larima had skipped even the now-routine magical energy infusion and just stared at the gem ever since returning from Magic HQ.

It was just past 8 PM. 

Outside, a steady sleet continued to fall. 

‘The snow hasn’t stopped lately.’ 

“It has, huh, Fairy Maker. But this isn’t the kind of snow you like.”

Fairy Maker used to fly through the sky whenever thick snowflakes fell. 

I always hated the cold, but once we were in the air, the excitement made me forget about the chill.

She walked to the window and stared outside. 

A streetlamp lit up the black night, and under its glow, the white sleet fluttered constantly. 

‘This half-finished snow… it’s just wet and unpleasant.’ 

“Half-finished snow, huh…”

Ambiguity—something Fairy Maker disliked. 

Sure, most people wouldn’t enjoy something half-done, but in her case, it always seemed more emotional than logical.

“Still, maybe before this winter ends, we’ll get a proper snowfall from the sky.” 

‘Yeah… maybe it’s worth hoping for at least once.’

“Whenever that is, when it snows—let’s fly together again. This time, not as one body, but as two.”

Bzzz—crackle—

Mid-sentence, the magical gem attached to Fairy Maker’s ribbon began to vibrate. 

‘It’s starting, Han Myung-jin.’ 

“…Alright. I’m heading out.” 

‘Be careful. Come back if it gets dangerous.’

I opened the window Fairy Maker had been staring through and stepped into the sky.

***

This feeling couldn’t be defined by the simple word “painful.” 

It was a strange sensation—disgust and dry heaving welling up from the acts I was committing, while something deep within my heart felt oddly fulfilled. 

What should I even call these conflicting emotions? 

“Ah…” 


Inside the house, cloaked in darkness with the lights off. 

Though the boiler control panel in the corner showed that the heating was on, strangely enough, the house was frozen over with frost and snow. 

“Ahhhh…!” 

A man frozen mid-scream in the middle of a living room turned completely white from ice, and me—watching him. 

This man had no reason to be killed by me. He was an innocent victim, his only fault being that he resembled someone else. 

“AAAAAA!!!” 

An unstoppable urge. 

This was already the fourth murder. 

All the victims so far had no connection to me. 

They died for the worst possible reason—because I was in a bad mood. 

My heart was a mess of emotions, but with each murder, rather than guilt or disgust, a different feeling began to dominate. 

To describe it simply: my lips curled upward, my heart pounded, my brain surged with heat—a crude, primal pleasure. 

Someone dies because of something as trivial as my mood. 

The humiliation I had endured, the nightmares I had gritted my teeth through—all of it transformed into a burning pleasure in an instant. 

“AAAAAAA!!! Hahaha—!” 

The magical girl’s shoulders were covered in stab wounds. 

And even as she laughed madly, new stab wounds continued to form one by one. 

Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Pleasure. 

My head is hot. My head is hot. My head is hot. My head—

“…White Pearl.” 

Then suddenly, a familiar voice echoed in my ears. 

***

‘Been a while since I’ve used it like this.’

Fwoooosh— 

Under the softly falling sleet, the magical girl with a blunt bob cut—Larima—was moving her hands quickly. 

Threads of magic. 

The basic material Fairy Maker created before casting any magic. 

You could say it was the essence of her magical power. 

The net Larima wove from those threads spread wide and covered the city skyline.

‘…Consumes more mana than I expected.’ 

Han Myung-jin, now acting in Larima’s body, was experiencing more difficulties than anticipated. 

Among the 1st generation magical girls, Fairy Maker possessed an overwhelming amount of magical power, so Larima, with only about one-third of the original’s mana, felt severely underpowered to Myung-jin. 

It reminded him of the days of the demon invasion. 

Wind Crusher, who had far less magic than him, still fought just fine. 

It wasn’t manageable now, but he felt he’d need to improve mana efficiency in the future.

With the sleet falling and the sky covered in magic threads, I held onto the end of one and quietly focused. 

How much time passed like that?

Ding—! 

‘There it is.’ 

A vibration passed through one of the hundreds of threads spread across the sky. 

Though I wanted to retrieve all the threads immediately, any delay might be too late. 

As the magic thread left my fingertips, it shimmered blue and dissolved into the air. 

Larima quickly gathered part of the remaining threads into wing shapes.

Fwoooosh—! 

With a flap of the wings, sleet and the night cityscape rushed past in a blur. 

In the distance, I could clearly see the building of the Magic Administration Bureau (MAB). 

It was a beautiful and peaceful view in a way. 

Cars bustled between buildings, and the city lights sparkled just like the familiar view I once knew.

After flying for a few minutes, black smoke rising in the opposite direction of the MAB’s glowing building caught my eye. 

“Is it there?” 

As I flapped my wings toward the smoke, a burning building came into view. 

People had already evacuated and were watching the fire from outside. 

In the distance, I could hear the sirens of fire trucks.

As I closed in further, I spotted two silhouettes on the smoke-filled rooftop. 

“…Moonstone? And that one is definitely—” 

Red clothes and burning eyes. 

A magical girl more devoted than anyone to “protecting.” 

“Fire Garnet…!” 

“So, you’re Fairy Maker’s disciple.” 

“…Moonstone-sunbae. That wound…” 

Moonstone’s body was charred in several places. 

Even among the first generation, she had the roughest combat style, but this level of injury would be too much for anyone. 

Looking up, the sleet was still falling. 

Moonstone, who drew her power from moonlight, now literally had no magic—just a bare body.

“…Fairy Maker didn’t come again, huh?” 

“I’m acting on behalf of my master. But—” 

Fire Garnet, whom I had clearly seen from the sky, vanished before I could land on the rooftop. 

Sensing my confusion, Moonstone continued, 

“You saw her too, didn’t you, Larima?” 

“Yes. I saw her from above, but once I pierced through the smoke, she vanished.” 

“Do you know who she is?” 

Of course I did. 

Among the active 1st generation magical girls, she was the most recognized—not because of fan service, personality, or combat ability, but because those burning eyes left a lasting impression no one could forget. 

“Fire Garnet-sunbae.” 

“Good, then I can skip the explanation.” 

“…!” 

Stagger. 

Moonstone’s steps wavered. 

Looking closely, even worse burns were visible behind her tattered, scorched clothes. 

But she didn’t stop. 

“Tell Fairy Ma—no, all of the 1st generation.” 


Above the rising smoke, the fire truck’s water jets sprayed late into the scene. 

Smoke and water filled my vision. 

In that blurred sight, I saw Moonstone’s eyes tremble. 

“Fire Garnet… is the arsonist.”





 
  Chapter 17: Hill (1)


‘…That can’t be right.’

I looked around the scenery again. 

Flames and smoke swirled chaotically. 

This… was this really Fire Garnet’s doing?

I looked at Moonstone again. 

Serious burns. 

It didn’t seem like something that would happen from just being singed by a little fire. 

Besides, Moonstone wasn’t the type to get herself so badly hurt just because a building caught on fire. 

I hadn’t noticed from the sky earlier, but it did seem like she had been attacked by Fire Garnet.

“…What are you going to do now, Moonstone-sunbae?”

Moonstone let out a sigh, then twisted her lips into a smirk.

“Me? Well… I’ll just hang in there until the moon rises again.”

“The weather forecast said it’s going to snow every night for a while.”

“Ha, only idiots trust the Korean Meteorological Administration. Larima.”

Even at a glance, Moonstone’s condition was serious. 

If her magic was intact, maybe it would’ve been fine, but in her current state, I thought she’d be in real danger without proper treatment.

“Moonstone-sunbae. I’ll take you to the Emerald Nurse at the HQ.”

“…I don’t like the HQ. Gives me the creeps. I’ll handle it myself, so you go tell the other first-gens about Fire Garnet.”

Moonstone also avoided the HQ like I did. 

In my case, I avoided it to keep my identity as Fairy Maker a secret, but even though Moonstone had officially registered there as a magical girl, she never showed her face. 

She must have her own reasons.

Zzzzip—

As I pulled a thread of magic from my hand, Moonstone’s eyes narrowed.

“Sunbae. I’ll ask one last time. Won’t you quietly go get treated at the HQ?”

“I said no. This kind of injury heals fast.”

‘Stubborn as ever.’

I swallowed a sigh and quickly wove the thread thinner than usual. 

A wide-brimmed hat, a fluttering cape, and in the hand, a staff glowing with a blue gem.

“Was it called… Fairy Magician?”

“Yes, sunbae.”

“Hooh, it really looks just like the ones Fairy Maker makes—”

No time for chat. 

Before Moonstone could close her mouth, I poured all my magic into Fairy Magician. 

I knew she’d start resisting if I gave her even a moment.

Fwsssh—!

As the magician raised the gleaming staff, a blue magic circle appeared beneath Moonstone’s feet. 

Then, as if she were sinking into thick mud, her body began to slowly descend.

“Just get some rest, sunbae. I’ll take you to the nurse in no time.”

“…So ruthless, aren’t you.”

Moonstone tried to move her legs a few times, then straightened her hunched body. 

She must have realized right away that there was no escaping.

“—That’s a sincere compliment. I don’t know about the doll, but the magic quality is excellent, Larima. Fairy Maker may have a filthy personality, but she teaches well.”

“Thank you.”

“If I ever see Fairy Maker again, I should ask her how she trains her students.”

“…A student?”

“Yeah. I’ve taken an interest. There’s someone with potential, like you.”

Moonstone taking on a student? 

That didn’t suit her at all. 

She was always the type who preferred to work alone.

Zzzzing—

After a little time passed, Moonstone vanished into the blue magic circle. 

And the smoke that had been rising from all directions was beginning to die down too.

“—There’s someone here!”

“…Ugh! Urgh—!”

“Damn it, they’re completely charred!”

It sounded like firefighters had entered the house below. 

Most likely, they’d found another completely burnt corpse, just like before.

Sigh…

I wrapped threads of magic around my body again. 

A spell to hide myself from others and melt into the night.

As I took off into the sky, the fire that had been raging in the building gradually faded—but the anxious flicker in the citizens’ eyes remained.

As I flew through the sky, a bird woven of blue magical threads approached me, circling nearby. 

Just by looking at it, I could tell—it was flawlessly made.

“…You were watching?”

‘Yeah.’

The bird controlled by Fairy Maker flapped its wings toward the HQ. 

I slowly followed behind.

As we flew through the sky, I carefully voiced the doubt that had been nagging at me.

“Fairy Maker. Do you really… think this was Fire Garnet’s doing?”

The bird flew on silently. 

I had nothing more to say either, so I just followed in silence.

***

“Damn it, if I hadn’t gotten mana recovery from Sandstar, it could’ve been really bad.”

Emerald Nurse frowned as she spoke.

“Her face is fine, thank god, but her arms and legs are severely burned. Especially her right arm—practically roasted.”

“Fairy Maker. What the hell is going on?”

The nurse questioned her sharply. 

It was almost unheard of for a first-gen to get hurt, and Moonstone hardly ever came to Emerald Nurse because of her personality. 

It must have been quite shocking for the nurse to treat her.


Despite having talked non-stop, the nurse kept going.

“There’s been a lot of chatter on TV lately—are demons really starting to show up in earnest? Is that why Moonstone got hurt fighting?”

“…It was on the news?”

“Yeah. Maybe it’s quiet now, but it was definitely there. They were questioning whether the demons really disappeared or not.”

Demons had been showing up more and more. 

The major gates hadn’t opened yet, so only weak ones—grade 8 to 10—were appearing. 

Sandstar, Wind Crusher, and the magic-infused magical girls were handling them swiftly, but even so, it seemed the general public was starting to notice something was off.

“It’s not because of the demons. The moon didn’t rise today, sure—but there still aren’t any demons strong enough to push Moonstone that far.”

For a moment, the image of Moonstone with her arm glowing purple in the abandoned factory flashed in my mind, but I decided not to dwell on it for now.

“If it’s not demons… then what are you trying to say?”

“Emerald Nurse. Don’t tell anyone about this. Just listen carefully.”

Tap tap tap!

Just as I was about to talk to her about Fire Garnet, footsteps echoed from the far end of the hallway.

“Oh, Team Leader! I brought the medicine you asked for. But it’s been a while, so I’m not sure if I made it right. Haha…”

A cute costume—no, probably a transformation outfit—of a pure white nurse uniform accented with pink?

“Good work, Pink Citrine.”

“But… who’s this person?”

“Don’t worry. She’s a magical girl, just like you.”

The magical girl called Pink Citrine handed over the bag she brought to Nurse, gave a light bow, and then turned and ran back the way she came.

Nurse opened the bag, checked inside, and with a wry smile said, “Perfect.”

“Who is she?”

“Unlike you, a kind and diligent girl. Third generation.”

“She’s returned?”

“Yeah. I asked President Park Se-ah. Told her the emergency response team needed recovery too, so she bumped a few of them up the magical infusion priority list. Oh, and Wind Crusher handled the infusion, apparently.”

In that moment, I recalled a previous image of Emerald Nurse, her face dark with shadows, wondering aloud how much longer she’d have to keep doing this.

But now, there wasn’t even a trace of that shadow. 

Her face was just as calm as always.

“Nurse. You’ve decided to accept it, haven’t you?”

“Whether I like it or not, more people are going to get hurt. I have a duty to fulfill.”

“Duty, huh…”

“Fairy Maker. You’re no different.”

Her calm blue eyes reflected me quietly. 

I wondered briefly if my eyes looked the same way now.

“…Nurse.”

“Yeah?”

“I’ll tell you about Moonstone—after all of this is over.”

Nurse snorted. 

She probably thought I was just making an excuse not to talk.

***

Bzzzzzzt—

Early morning. 

The magical gem placed on the bed began to buzz.

“Uuugh, what…?”

Still half-asleep, Kim Min-ah flailed her hands around until she finally grabbed the gem and brought it to her mouth.

“Ah… ah… this is Greenspinel—”

“Greenspinel. Why are you answering so slow?”

“…Who is this?”

“Larima.”

Hearing that name, Greenspinel instantly woke up, sitting up on the bed.

“Larima? What brings you to magical communication?”

“It’s the demons. I sent a bird outside your house. Follow it.”

“De—Demons!? Larima, what are you—”

Click. 

The magical communication was abruptly cut off.

“What the heck is she talking about…?”

Grumbling, she quickly got out of bed to change—but just then, a sound came from the window.

Tap. Tap. Tap. Tap.

“Huh? Huh? …A bird?”

Pulling back the curtain and opening the window, she saw a bird glowing beautifully with blue magical energy. 

It must have been the one Larima sent—Ouch!

“Ack! Why are you pecking me!?”

The bird pecked her a few more times, and then tapped the window. 

Clearly, it was telling her to get moving.

“Wait a second! Let me get dressed first!”

Whether it understood or not, the bird started flapping its wings. 

No sign of it waiting patiently.

“Ah…! So pushy! Just wait a moment!”

Greenspinel thought about Larima. 

When they’d first met, she didn’t seem like this kind of person—but now, she was acting completely one-sided, like someone entirely different.

‘Is she the same type as Rhodonite? The kind who just does whatever once they get close…’

Still grumbling, Kim Min-ah began channeling magic into the gem in her hand, even in her pajamas.

Shiiing~! 

Her body briefly glowed brilliantly, and the transformation she’d done countless times completed in a few seconds.

‘…Did the outfit get darker?’

After transforming into Greenspinel, she quickly adjusted her clothes. 

Right after transforming, her skirt always rode up too high—so fixing it was part of her usual routine.

“Alright! Transformation complete! Now, let’s get to where Larima is—huh?”

While she was adjusting her outfit, the magical bird had already flown far across the sky. 

Seeing that, Spinel shouted in a panic:

“Wait—wait! I can’t fly!”

Just because someone was a magical girl didn’t mean they could all fly. 

Rhodonite flew effortlessly, but Greenspinel could only leap using her enhanced body.

She reached toward the bird in desperation, but it didn’t look like it had any intention of stopping.

“Ah… seriously!”

Soon, as she stepped onto the window ledge, the cold wind of the winter dawn wrapped around her body. 

It wasn’t that she hadn’t tried flying before—she had, many times—but each attempt ended the same: a crash landing, face-first into the ground. 

The pain she felt every time she rolled on impact resurfaced in her memory.

“Phew… Deep breath.”

Still, thinking positively—her magical energy had been in good shape lately. 

Maybe it was the special magic Larima had given her, or maybe she herself had changed, but whatever the reason, she reassured herself that with her current condition, flying might actually be possible.

“Alright, let’s do this!”

With that, Greenspinel took a deep breath, summoned her magical energy, and stepped toward the sky.

***

“…Greenspinel. What a sight.”

“La… Larima?”

Greenspinel was dangling precariously in the air, tied to a thread of magic, being transported by the magical bird.

“Larima! It’s not even sunrise yet, and demons?! Waaaah!?”

The bird let go of the magical thread it was holding with its beak. 

Naturally, Greenspinel—still tied to the thread—began to plummet straight down.

“Help!”

As her life flashed before her eyes, Larima calmly summoned her magic.

Fwoooosh—

With a light jump, Larima soared upward and caught the falling Greenspinel smoothly in her arms. 

She then stepped gracefully from building to building, eventually landing elegantly on the ground.

“A-amazing, Larima.”

“Second time now.”

“Second? Oh! The abandoned factory!”

Larima bent down to let Greenspinel down onto her feet. 

Once she landed, Spinel straightened her clothes.

As she finished adjusting her outfit with a satisfied smile, she suddenly widened her eyes and continued speaking.

“Oh right! Wait, Larima—what do you mean, demons?! Don’t tell me it’s like the abandoned factory again!”

“It’s not a magical girl. It’s a real demon.”

“Ah… whew, thank go—no, wait, that’s not good.”

Greenspinel had already been told that the demon invasion wasn’t over when she received her magical infusion. 

So it wasn’t exactly shocking news to her.

But as she belatedly looked around, her expression turned pale as she noticed the ominously sprouting trees beneath the dark purple pre-dawn sky.

“Wait… don’t tell me this place is—”

Where Larima and Greenspinel stood was the entrance to a trail that led into a mountain forest. 

The eerie feel of pre-sunrise, the thin, brittle tree branches sticking out, and the light flurries of snow floating down—all of it was enough to crush Spinel’s spirit.

“Of course it’s not here.”

“Whew… Then where exactly is this demon?”

“The summit.”

“The summit? What do you mean?”

Following the direction of Larima’s suddenly raised hand, Spinel’s eyes landed on a peak darker than the sky itself.


“If you can’t fly, you’re in for a rough time, Greenspinel.”

Fwoooosh—

With those parting words, Larima stepped into the sky.







 
  Chapter 18: Hill (2)


Before the sun had risen, on the dark mountain, sky-blue bobbed hair swayed.

I had received a call from the Magical Task Force at dawn and came all the way here to exterminate a demon. 

However, since the demon was embedded deep inside the mountain and not posing an immediate threat, I had decided to summon Greenspinel through magical communication for a bit of training.

For reference, the Fire Garnet incident was already under investigation by the Task Force. 

Following the usual pattern, there was still about a day left before the event would occur, so it had been temporarily set aside for now.

“…This is serious.”

I focused magic into my eyes and looked through the dark forest—beyond the trees, I could clearly see Greenspinel struggling to climb the mountain.

Her green outfit was covered in snow, dirt, and fallen leaves. 

It was the result of trying to fly into the sky several times, only to crash back into the ground.

“Fairy Maker. Did you expect Greenspinel to be this bad?”

“…No.”

Above my hand was a magical bird controlled by Fairy Maker. 

The bird sparkled a beautiful blue against the early morning sky, which was just beginning to brighten.

As the bird chirped, a familiar voice came out instead of a birdsong.

“She can’t change the properties of her magic at all. And she’s not even altering its form to use it in another way.”

“…Why though? If she hadn’t even been a magical girl for a year, I’d understand, but according to her, she’s been like that for three years, hasn’t she?”

There were plenty of magical girls with no talent for using magic. 

Compared to them, Greenspinel wasn’t particularly unusual. 

But considering her unique magic control and concentration, her inability to even change the properties of her magic was quite odd.

“Maybe it’s because she hasn’t faced any real trials yet.”

Fairy Maker fluttered its wings and brushed the snow off my shoulder before continuing.

“Magical girls are destined to face trials. And it’s by overcoming them that they grow.”

Trials were always a given for magical girls. 

Not just my mascot, the pig, but all the other mascots used to say that like a catchphrase.

If anything, the incident at the abandoned factory could’ve counted as her trial. 

Unfortunately, Greenspinel hadn’t been able to transform back then. 

In fact, it was precisely because she couldn’t transform that the situation had become a true trial.

“In that case… Fairy Maker, you think so too, don’t you?”

“…Yeah. I’m thinking the same thing.”

Grin. 

My lips curled up naturally. 

When your thoughts align with someone else’s, it just makes you smile.

Feeling a rare lightness in my heart, I began to manipulate the threads of magic I’d spread across the mountain.

***

“Huff, puff—”

Lately, I felt like I’d been lamenting my lack of stamina a lot—whether it was chasing mice the other day or climbing a mountain before dawn like now.

The mountain was pitch dark, and it was hard to make progress relying solely on the tiny light from my phone’s flashlight.

“Huff— What kind of suffering is this—”

The magical girl with the bob cut, Larima, had told me there was a demon at the peak and then just flew off on her own, leaving me behind. 

I mean, if we came to catch a demon, shouldn’t she have brought me along?

‘Why even bring me here in the first place if she was going to do that?’

My mind started to feel foggy from climbing nonstop, and all sorts of random thoughts began to cloud my head.

Larima was an incredible magical girl who could fly on her own and even send a bird to my house. 

That bird had even wrapped me up in threads and delivered me here—a true feat.

The only magical girls I could recall doing something like that were Fairy Maker and Witch Familiar. 

And Witch Familiar was a northern European magical girl far from here.

“Now that I think about it… What generation magical girl is Larima?”

The question hit me belatedly.

She spoke respectfully to first-generation seniors, so she obviously wasn’t one of them. 

Was she second-generation then? 

But she spoke to me casually, so maybe not. 

Still, her magical abilities were too impressive for someone from the third or fourth generation. 

I hadn’t seen her fight yet, but it was easy to guess she’d be strong.

As Greenspinel pondered Larima’s identity, something caught at the edge of her flashlight beam.

“Aaaah!? A ghost!?”

Beyond the trees, a young girl in a thin white dress appeared. 

Her skin was so pale that at first glance, the sight was utterly chilling.

“Sister—”

“Kyaaah!? A-a person!?”

A brief silence. 

Greenspinel belatedly realized the girl didn’t seem to mean any harm and let out an awkward cough.

“Phew… Whew. You’re human… right?”

“Of course. Do I look like a ghost?”

“Well… maybe a little?”

The girl was quite bold. 

But upon closer inspection, she was clearly freezing. 

Her lips were blue, and she was shivering in that thin dress in the middle of winter.

“Are you lost? Come here. I’ll take you home.”

“A m-monster… took my mom.”

“A monster…? No way!”

Greenspinel’s thoughts immediately went to the demon at the mountain peak. 

She noticed the girl was shivering but still trying to climb higher.

‘No. If she goes like this, she’ll die.’

Greenspinel herself could climb a winter mountain in her magical girl outfit, which looked like it was made of thin fabric, because she could ward off the cold by summoning her magic.

But the girl was already trembling beyond control, her lips completely blue. 

Even a few more minutes up here could turn into a life-threatening situation.

‘What if I quickly take her back down…?’

It had already been tens of minutes since she’d run up at full speed. 

Going back down wasn’t necessarily faster than going up, and if she tripped while carrying the girl on her back, it would be a complete disaster. 


Besides, it was uncertain whether the girl could even last through the time it took to get down.

“Hold on, stay just like that.”

Greenspinel quickly approached the girl and released her transformation. 

The clothes she had before transforming were thin pajamas, as she had come from bed, but she hurriedly took them off and dressed the girl over her dress. 

Of course, the moment she was down to her underwear, she promptly transformed again.

‘This isn’t nearly enough. If only I had dressed properly before leaving the house!’

As she hugged the girl, who was loosely dressed, she flinched at the shockingly cold temperature. 

The girl was so cold it felt like she could die at any moment.

Still hugging the girl, Spinel pulled out her gem and tuned it to the magical channel. 

She was trying to contact Larima.

There was nothing she could do with her own magic, but Larima, who could do nearly anything with magic, might be able to fly the girl to a hospital or use some technique Spinel herself couldn’t to raise her temperature.

“Larima? Larima! This is an emergency!”

Bzzt—kzzzzt—

But her attempt to connect to Larima was met with nothing but noisy static.

And at that moment—

BOOM—rumble rumble—

The ground trembled beneath her feet, and a blast echoed from the top of the mountain.

‘Is Larima fighting a demon?’

From the sound of it, this was no small scuffle. 

The shockwaves had reached this far, which meant it was likely a fierce battle.

“U-unnie… it’s so cold…”

“Just a bit longer! I’ll do something, I promise!”

Still holding the girl, whose body was as cold as ice, Spinel desperately searched her mind for a solution—but nothing came to her. 

Leaving the girl like this would kill her, and heading down the mountain now was risky with a fight happening above.

‘What should I even do—?!’

There was no time to think. 

Spinel began drawing up her magical energy.

Magic—the source of power that could become anything. 

It was something she had learned during her special training after becoming a magical girl.

Since magic could become anything, it could be turned into fire like Fire Garnet’s, water like Aqua Rose’s, wind like Wind Crusher’s, or even beams of light like Moonstone’s or dolls like Fairy Maker’s… it was, in some ways, a miracle, close to omnipotence.

But Spinel had never been able to turn her magic into anything. 

How was she even supposed to transform it once she summoned it?

She had once spent an entire day in front of a gas stove trying to coax her magic into becoming fire. 

She had filled her bathtub with water and soaked in it transformed all day to see if she could turn her magic into water.

All those attempts failed so miserably she couldn’t even think of trying again. 

That’s why she had never become well-known as a magical girl, instead living as an unknown nobody.

‘Would it work now, though?’

It was a well-known belief that magical girls grew stronger when backed into a corner. 

The most viewed magical girl videos online were often of girls awakening some new power in desperate moments. 

And this was desperate enough.

‘…No. I can’t do it.’

Spinel judged herself coolly. 

It wasn’t like she had never been cornered before. 

But in those moments, she had remained the same, and it was usually thanks to her fellow magical girls that the situation was resolved.

That’s why she shouldn’t rely on a miracle. 

Rather than trying to change the nature of her magic until the girl couldn’t endure any longer, she had to try the best option within the scope of what she already could do.

“Take… this!”

She pulled her magic out into a thin, wide spread. 

What she was attempting was similar to when she created the ‘Spinel Shield’. 

But this time, it wasn’t to block a demon’s attack—it was to block the cutting winter wind of the mountain.

If she had a larger reservoir of magic, she would have leisurely spread it around the girl to completely shield her from the cold. 

But sadly, her magic reserves were extremely low. 

Hadn’t even Larima once said, “It’s already full” when trying to inject her with more magic?

So she had to make it as thin as possible, wrapping it tightly around the girl’s body, making sure there were no gaps, and continuously focusing all her energy to maintain and inject her magic.

‘Even Wind Crusher-sunbae probably couldn’t do this in a hundred years.’

She chuckled a little, thinking of the magical girl who turned any magic she summoned directly into sharp wind gusts.

“Huff… huff…”

More than half of her magical energy was drained, but she managed to fully envelop the girl in a magical layer. 

Slipping her hand inside it, she could already feel how the cutting wind had stopped and the air had turned much gentler.

‘I bought us some time.’

“Do you feel a bit better now?”

“…Yes. I think it’s less cold now.”

The girl barely managed to reply. 

Now, there were only two options: take her down the mountain immediately, or leave her like this, rush up the mountain to help Larima, then come back down and evacuate the girl.

And the answer was obvious.

‘…The second one is obviously not an option.’

Of course it wasn’t. 

Spinel didn’t know how fierce the battle was between Larima and the demon, but it was hard to imagine Larima going down easily. 

Besides, wrapping the girl in a magic barrier was only a temporary fix—her face was still pale, and she needed to be taken home fast.

“Alright then, let’s go home with unnie, okay?”

“No! I have to find my mom!”

A sudden headache struck. 

Come to think of it, this girl’s mother was the one in a truly dangerous state, completely exposed in the winter forest where the demons lived. 

Most likely, the demon that took her mother was the same one currently fighting Larima. 

If that’s the case, then maybe Larima will take care of the demon and rescue the girl’s mother as well. 

‘But what if Larima loses the fight?’ 

Then both Larima and the girl’s mother would be… 

Her head throbbed. 

The saying “You can’t save everything”—a phrase that often sparked debate among magical girls—came to mind. 

If you have to abandon something to save something else, what would you choose?

Spinel made up her mind after a brief moment of thought and spoke again. 

“Phew… Did you see where the monster took your mom?” 

“To the top of the mountain!” 

“How are you feeling? If you’re seriously too cold to hold on, you need to tell me right now.” 

“…It’s cold, but thanks to the bubble you made, I’m okay for now.” 

“Then… let’s go together. To the summit.”

She lifted the magical barrier surrounding the girl. 

Some might call this a foolish decision.  

But the reason she became a magical girl was never to perform a half-baked miracle—saving some while abandoning others. 

And this wasn’t a purely emotional decision either. 

Realistically, the summit wasn’t far. Climbing up was much faster than going down. 

If she could just bring the girl to the summit and help Larima defeat the demon quickly, then they could use the bird Larima summoned to fly the girl back home or to a hospital.

“Ugh—Ack.” 

As she lifted the barrier, her vision spun for a moment. 

“Unnie, are you okay?” 


“I’m okay. But if you feel worse, you must tell me right away, okay?”

Maintaining the barrier alone required tremendous concentration. 

And now, lifting it with the girl inside was far harder than she expected. 

After taking a deep breath, Spinel began making her way toward the mountain peak with difficulty.





 
  Chapter 19: Hill (3)


Tatadadak—! Grrrr!

My breath caught in my throat. 

Without stopping my sprint, I swiftly shifted the magical barrier that was shielding the shivering girl from the cold.

Thump!

“Kyaa!”

A loud snapping sound echoed from where the magic barrier had just been—teeth clashing.

As I darted through the tangled trees, I had to not only keep my legs moving but also maintain the magical field lifting the girl—while evading the blue wolf hot on our heels.

“Huff—huff!”

I was at my limit. 

How many times had I thought that since climbing this mountain?

‘Where the hell did that wolf come from?!’

Just a few minutes ago, I had barely managed to wrap the girl in a magical field and lift her up to begin climbing the hill. 

Now my stamina was shot, my legs were trembling, and overuse of mana had left my vision spinning—and then, out of nowhere, this blue wolf had shown up and started attacking viciously.

‘If I were alone, I could at least fight!’

I considered setting the girl down to deal with the wolf, but the beast was bizarrely fixated on her. 

The moment I put her down, I had a gut feeling the wolf would go completely berserk.

“Hahh, hahh, hahh~!”

Still, I pushed on, using every ounce of strength I had left. 

Finally, it looked like this nightmare night hike was nearing its end. 

The dense trees began to clear, and the dawn sky—tinted in deep blue and purple—came into view.

‘Larima will be okay.’

When I first encountered the girl, I’d heard an explosion from the summit. 

That must’ve been Larima fighting the demon. 

But since then, the mountaintop had been eerily silent. 

I figured the battle must be over by now.

Thud. 

Once more, I shifted the magic field to dodge the wolf’s lunging bite, and then took a heavy step toward the summit.

***

“What the—”

The summit… or could this really be called a summit? 

I’d never been here before, but something felt off.

Broken trees and a large crater. 

My thoughts froze at the unexpected sight.

Under the dim moonlight shining into the crater, I saw a person lying still. 

A girl with that signature blue bob cut.

“Larima!!”

Suddenly, the wolf lunged from behind. 

I threw myself out of the way, dragging the girl’s magic field with me.

Luckily, I managed to dodge the attack while keeping the barrier intact—but something felt wrong.

I had moved the barrier roughly. 

The girl inside should’ve cried out or at least made a sound. 

But she remained still, eyes closed peacefully.

‘She’s unconscious! Since when? Was it because I moved the barrier too roughly just now?’

My mind was hazy. 

But with Larima unable to help, I had to deal with the wolf alone and figure out the rest later.

I scraped together what little mana I had left, focusing to form a Spinel Spear. 

But the energy barely formed a blade and a stub of a shaft before fizzling out.

Pop!

And with my mana fully depleted, the barrier around the girl dissolved. 

My mind went blank.

Grrrr!

Not missing the chance, the blue wolf leapt at us. 

My legs were barely holding me up, but I forced them to move, stepping in front of the girl and raising my weapon—now more like a dagger than a spear.

The wolf bared its fangs. 

Could I block it? 

I had no mana left, and my body was spent. 

Blocking it head-on was clearly impossible.

Craaa!

Even knowing how badly this might end, I gripped the stubby shaft with both hands.

And then—

Shing—

“!?”

A blue slash. 

Mid-air, the blue wolf’s body was suddenly split clean in half. 

The pieces dropped lifelessly to the ground, then rolled down the slope and vanished into the darkness.

Turning toward the source of the mysterious attack, I saw a familiar doll flying through the air.

“Fe… Fairy Knight!?”

Unless my eyes were playing tricks on me, that was one of the battle dolls used by Fairy Maker during combat.

Its full plate armor, scruffy beard poking out from beneath the helmet, and the massive, rugged greatsword—it was unmistakable.

Members of the Fairy Knight fan café had long speculated that this doll alone was stronger than most second-gen magical girls. 

Many fans dreamed of seeing one in person.

But most demons were already beaten to a pulp by the maid doll before the Knight ever needed to appear, so sightings were rare. 

Whenever someone posted a close-up of Fairy Knight or Magician in action, they’d instantly get promoted in the fan café.

‘I can’t believe my eyes!’

The exhaustion that had gripped my body suddenly vanished. 

I felt a surge of energy as though I could go another round.

“But why is Fairy Knight here…?”

A natural question. 

If Fairy Knight was here, it meant Fairy Maker herself had to be nearby. 


I turned eagerly, searching for her iconic blue twin-tails—but saw nothing.

The Fairy Knight, having effortlessly split the wolf, flew toward me and stared silently.

“Uh… hello?”

Meeting its eyes made my heart skip a beat. 

Seeing those indifferent eyes—so familiar from the screen—up close was even cuter than I imagined.

Just as I was fighting the urge to reach out and hug the doll, I snapped back to reality.

“Ah… ah! But now’s not the time! There’s a girl behind me who’s in serious danger—wait, she’s gone! Where did she go!?”

The cold, pale girl I had wrapped in a magic field had vanished. 

All that was left was the pajama I had dressed her in, lying empty on the ground.

“I already rescued her.”

From behind Fairy Knight’s bushy beard, I heard a voice—so familiar it made my heart race even more.

“F-Fairy Maker!”

“…‘Maker’?”

“Ah, I should’ve said ‘Fairy Maker senpai!’ I’m sorry! But wait—why are you here—no, that’s not the point, Larima—!”

Rambling. 

My legs were shaky from the hill climb, I was oxygen-deprived, my mana was drained, and now, on top of that, Fairy Maker had appeared—my heart was pounding out of control.

‘What am I even doing?’

I couldn’t grasp the situation. 

My thoughts weren’t stopping—they were racing too fast.

Fairy Maker, likely the one controlling the Knight, spoke again with her usual calm tone, unaware of the storm in my chest.

“Don’t worry about titles. That’s not important right now. I’m in the middle of chasing a monster.”

“A monster? You’re chasing one?”

“Yeah. One of my students asked for help. Seems even a fifth-rank demon was too much for her alone.”

“Your student… don’t tell me you mean Larima?”

“Yeah.”

My breath caught in my throat. 

Larima was that Fairy Maker’s disciple?! 

Thinking about it now, the blue hair… and the vibe, too—kind of similar— All of it.

“Anyway, I’ve already left the area to chase down a runaway 5th-class demon. But there’s a problem.”

“A problem…?”

“There’s another demon. If Larima were in good shape, it wouldn’t matter, but the current Larima won’t be able to handle it.”

Cold sweat trickled down my back. 

My briefly loosened focus snapped back into place.

“By now, Larima should’ve come to her senses, so for now—kgh!”

From beyond the Knight came an urgent noise—something tearing and bursting.

“Are you okay, senpai?!”

The situation was tense, but for some reason, calling the Fairy Maker “senpai” in that moment felt oddly sweet, making my tongue instinctively twist a few times—

“…Anyway, Green Spinel. By now Larima should be conscious, so you two need to zap—”

“Senpai! Senpai!!”

A strange noise crackled and then the Fairy Maker’s voice, coming through the Knight, cut off. 

At the same time, the Knight turned blue and then vanished into thin air.

“Ah…”

What the Fairy Maker probably meant to say was to team up with Larima and defeat the demon. 

But right now, my thoughts were elsewhere.

“The Fairy Maker knew my name…”

While I was mulling over the moment when the Fairy Maker had called my name, Larima, having crawled out of the crater, was now staring at me from the side.

***

‘…What’s with her?’

All the ruckus until now had, of course, been a little staged drama cooked up by me and the Fairy Maker.

The battle scars at the mountain peak and the wolf puppeteering—that was me. 

The stranded fake girl midway up the mountain—that was the Fairy Maker.

Of course, since it was thrown together last-minute, there were plenty of sloppy parts, but Spinel was obviously the type to fall for something like this. 

And she totally did.

But just as I was getting up, ready to move on to the next part of the plan, Spinel was making a very strange face.

‘A frown… with a smile? No—this smile feels gross.’

Then it hit me. 

That smile looked eerily similar to the one I’d seen from a stalker who used to cling to me back in the early days of magical girls, before generational distinctions even existed.

‘What the hell did the Fairy Maker say to her—’

“Larima! Are you okay? Any injuries?”

I made a mental note to revisit the Fairy Maker’s memories later and opened my mouth with a surprised expression as Spinel ran up to me.

“Yeah, more or less.”

“Nothing serious, right?”

“Thankfully, no injuries to the body.”

Spinel quickly wiped her face with her hand, then returned to her usual self, looking me over. 

It had been a long time since someone worried about me like this—it felt oddly refreshing.

“Anyway, I’m so glad, Larima! But why’d you leave me behind and fly off on your own?!”

…Because you can’t fly, I had to use half my mana just carrying you down the mountain. 

So I figured you could handle climbing back up on your own.

“R-right.”

Spinel suddenly fell silent. 

From her point of view, I’d controlled the bird, and she had no idea how much mana that actually took—so it was a lie she wouldn’t be able to catch.

“Th-that’s… I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. I did leave you behind, after all. I didn’t expect a 6th-class demon to be up on the mountain.”

“6th-class? But the Fairy Maker senpai said it was a 5th-class.”

“…Ah, right. It was a 5th-class.”

We’d agreed earlier it would be a 6th-class. 

That level of demon would’ve been just strong enough for a skilled magical girl to stall. 

‘She reacted weirdly when I said 6th-class before…’

Fairy Maker had this odd sense of pride. 

She probably didn’t like the idea of her disciple losing to a mere 5th-class demon.

“Anyway, it’s amazing, Larima! You held out solo against a 5th-class demon!”

“Well, in the end, I was out of mana and my teacher saved me.”

“If it were me, I would’ve been knocked out in five seconds flat! You really are an amazing magical girl, Larima!”

Spinel’s glittering green eyes were right in front of mine. 

The distance between us closed in an instant, and those eyes held a strange intensity.

Of course, I didn’t appreciate this reaction at all. 

Calling herself my teacher already made my tongue itch, and the fact that a first-gen like me was being praised for just stalling against a 5th-class demon rubbed me the wrong way.

Sparkle, sparkle.

There was something… uncomfortable in Spinel’s eyes. 


My shoulders tensed involuntarily. 

It wasn’t just passion—it was more like… desire.

‘Gross.’

I took a small step back.





 
  Chapter 20: Hill (4)


“Anyway, you said you’re out of magic power? Come here. I can’t give you a lot, but at least a bit—”

As I reached my hand out to Spinel, she flinched, almost as if rejecting me.

“You don’t need magic?”

“No, I do need it, but…”

“I won’t be rough like last time. Besides, if what Master said is true, there’s still one more demon out there, right? I can’t handle it alone.”

“Ugh…”

Spinel hesitated for a while, then eventually walked up to me, guided by my hand gesture.

‘She really must hate this.’

I recalled what happened the last time I gave Spinel a magic infusion. 

She writhed in pain and even lost control of herself on the lab floor in the end—an image that still stuck vividly in my mind.

But all of this was for her growth from the start. 

The infusion itself was just one part of the trial, so avoiding it just because it hurt wasn’t even an option. 

I didn’t plan to repeat the same mistake either.

“Try to relax as much as you can.”

I grabbed Spinel’s shoulders, turned her around so her back faced me, then raised my left arm to secure her in place. 

I felt her breath tremble, but I didn’t mind it. 

I placed my right hand gently on her lower abdomen.

***

Feeling a quiet satisfaction, I spoke to her as her eyes dulled from the process.

“That wasn’t so bad this time, right?”

“…Yes.”

This magic infusion was very different from before. 

I’d gained a lot more experience, and I didn’t need to fill her up completely with magic this time, so I was able to flow it in gently and carefully.

‘Feels good to know that all that practice paid off.’

Spinel leaned halfway into me until the infusion was done. 

When I pulled my hand away, she looked at me with a complicated expression. 

She didn’t shake or collapse like before.

“If you ever need magic again, feel free to say so. I won’t hurt you anymore, so don’t worry.”

“Ah… okay.”

Spinel answered while avoiding my gaze. 

I could tell she was still embarrassed about being scared like last time.

“Anyway, the demon should be arriving soon, so get ready.”

“Oh, right! I almost forgot!”

Spinel suddenly tensed up and struck a battle pose, summoning her usual spear-shaped construct into her hand. 

I could feel a sigh rising up in my throat.

‘How do I fix that?’

It was way too clunky. 

With that kind of magic usage, even ten more years of fighting wouldn’t help her grow. 

I thought carefully about how to phrase it, then spoke.

“…Spinel, remember how you used magic in a strange way while coming here?”

“A strange way… ah! You mean the magic barrier I made for the lost girl? But how did you know about that?”

“Just… there was a trace of unusual magic use in the area.”

Of course, that was a lie. 

I saw it while I was controlling the wolves, but I couldn’t tell her that.

“As expected of you, Larima! Did you learn that from Fairy Maker too?”

“Y-Yeah. Anyway, like I said before, your combat style is really inefficient. Making a weapon and swinging it around? That’s way too rigid and un-magical.”

“…Rigid?”

“Let’s put it this way. Think of Wind Crusher. She turns her magic into violent winds, but she doesn’t just shoot sharp blades of air. She can make wind blades, giant whirlwinds, or even walls of turbulent wind.”

Spinel listened with a puzzled but attentive expression, and I couldn’t help but smile a little.

“You can’t change your magic’s properties like she can, but just like when you made that barrier, you can reshape it in different forms. That alone can make up for not being able to change its nature. So try to think beyond just throwing or swinging a spear, and explore new ways to use your magic.”

“Hmm…”

“Let me give you an example.”

Naturally, I raised my hand and drew out a fine thread of magic. 

Spinel’s eyes began to widen.

“This is the first step of the Fairy-Doll technique I learned from Master. Drawing out magic in the form of threads. At this point, it’s still similar to what you can do, but when you weave those threads into a doll and infuse it with a wish, that’s when it becomes something entirely different.”

“A wish?”

“Yeah. There are many ways to describe it, but I think ‘a wish’ is the most fitting.”

A wish—imagining something and hoping for it.

I carefully continued, drawing on memories from when I used to experiment with magic.

“If there are 1,000 magical girls, there will be 1,000 slightly different kinds of magic. But the way we use magic isn’t so different. Just gather your magic, imagine, and wish—and it becomes reality.”

Imagine and wish. It might sound simple, almost too simple for something as grand as magic, but in practice, it was a difficult and delicate process.

Over ten years ago, back when I was one of the few magical girls in existence and had just transformed for the first time—I was completely enamored with the concept of magic. 

I believed it could do anything, trusted it blindly.

Gather magic and think, become fire. 

It becomes fire. 

Think, become water. 

It becomes water.

At first, that imagination-to-reality process worked easily. 

But as I faced stronger demons, I started to see clear limitations.

Turning a glass of water into coffee? 

Easy. 

Just imagine the clear liquid darkening, the scent of coffee filling the air, and the rich taste—that was doable.

But turning that same glass of water into a machine gun in an instant? 

Impossible. 

How could anyone envision the exact steps to make that happen?

‘But I had to make it happen.’

At the time, no magical girl could handle a level 4 demon alone. 

It usually took a full team of ten 1st-gen girls to take one down. 

And level 3 demons? They were essentially unstoppable disasters.


To fight against those kinds of threats, we needed miracles. 

And to create miracles, magical girls had to unbolt a few screws in their heads.

“This is… Fairy-Made!”

While I was lost in thought for a moment, my hands moved instinctively, weaving the familiar shape of the doll and completing the result. 

Spinel stared intently at the Fairy Maid I had made.

‘How does Spinel know the name of this doll?’

The question flickered through my mind, but I brushed it off, assuming she must’ve heard it in passing.

“Here, try touching it.”

“Okay! Huh? Really? You mean it?”

“…Forget it if you don’t want to.”

Flick. 

As I blinked once, the maid disappeared from my hand. 

On the second blink, it was in Spinel’s arms.

“Wooooow…”

Sparkle sparkle. 

Spinel’s eyes sparkled with pure delight. 

Her reaction was so intense that even after some time had passed, I couldn’t bring myself to ask her to return it. 

I just sat there, dazed, watching Spinel as she stared at the doll with shining eyes.

After a few minutes, Spinel, who had been absentmindedly fiddling with the maid, finally returned it.

“I think I get it now!”

“…Huh?”

“I think I get what you meant! About putting a wish into it, like you said!”

Burning with passion. 

The joy in Spinel’s eyes had, at some point, transformed into determination. 

I reflexively flinched a little.

‘…She didn’t even react like this to a Rank 2 demon.’

It really had been a long time. 

Lately, I’d only been around weathered 1st-gen magical girls, and I had no reason to hang out with the still-fresh 3rd or 4th-gen ones. 

I hadn’t realized how disarming raw emotion like this could be.

Crack—

While the silence lingered, trees on the far side of the crater were suddenly forced apart as a dark shadow emerged.

“…Finally showed up. Just so you know, after overexerting myself earlier, this one Fairy Maid is all I can control. I’ll try to attract its attention as much as I can, so I’m counting on you to go for an opening.”

“Got it, Larima!”

A glance to the side showed Spinel’s eyes, unwavering and resolute.

***

‘…A golem?’

The black aura characteristic of a demon surrounded the shadow as it approached—it was a monster made of stone.

Demons from ranks 8 to 10 were usually shaped like dogs, wolves, or other random beasts. 

But this one looked nothing like a beast—meaning it was at least Rank 7 or higher.

Just as tension spread from my shoulders to the tips of my toes, Larima’s Fairy Maid burst forward, mop in hand. 

Unlike when I held it, its eyes now emitted a blue glow.

Rooooar—

The stone golem, about the size of a two-story building, raised its fist and brought it crashing down toward the maid.

Kakakakang!

The maid deflected the punch with its mop, sparks flying red-hot from the impact. 

Larima moved her raised hand this way and that, and the maid’s mop followed suit, dancing with elegance.

Kak! Kak! Kak!

The golem, surprisingly agile for its size, launched a flurry of rapid attacks. 

But the maid gracefully dodged them all and struck back in the brief moments between attacks. 

However, the hits only left shallow marks—far from enough damage.

To pierce stone with magic… 

Though Spinel brimmed with inspiration and confidence watching the Fairy Maid, the dazzling battle unfolding before her quickly drained her energy.

‘Think, Spinel. A wish… a specific wish.’

Larima had said to put a wish into it. But if merely wishing was enough, Larima wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of showing her how to draw thread from mana and weave it into a doll.

What I usually use is a spear. 

Could a spear pierce stone? 

No. 

Maybe other magical girls could, but I couldn’t imagine my spear doing that at all.

Kagagakang!

While I was deep in thought, the maid was pushed back by a heavy blow from the golem. 

At some point, their battle had shifted to the center of the crater.

The golem raised its massive fists again. 

The maid prepared to dodge. But from watching the fight, I could tell—there was no way she could keep this up.

‘The maid’s outfit is torn up… It didn’t get like that from the golem’s attacks, so that must mean—’

I glanced toward Larima. 

On the surface, she looked calm, but she clearly hadn’t fully recovered from her earlier fight against a Rank 4 demon. 

Even as a student of the Fairy Maker, there was no way she had much mana left.

Still, a clear image refused to form in my head. 

How could I imagine piercing that hard, sturdy rock?

Roooooar.

The golem, seemingly enraged by the maid’s evasions, raised both rock-like fists high into the air. 

On reflex, I darted out from Larima’s side. 

My instincts told me—this attack, the maid wouldn’t be able to dodge it.

I gathered mana. 

I had to cast something—anything—to stop that golem’s strike. 

The first thing that came to mind was Spinel Shield, a spell that blocked attacks by hurling a mass of raw mana.

‘No. That’s not it.’

Larima had said I was stuck in a rut. 

She was right. 

The Spinel Shield I always used—there was nothing refined about it. 

Watching Larima weave that maid from mana had made me realize that more than ever.

But I had no time left to think. 

Even as I struggled for clarity, those massive stone fists were just seconds from falling like a guillotine blade onto the maid.

Even with a bit of mana restored, I had barely any left. 

My condition wasn’t great. I had no time.

In the end, I had to trust my instincts—and throw myself in.

Srrrk— 

I refined the extracted mana into a thin form. 

However, unlike the thread-like shape of Larimar, this was more like a wide cloth. 

Thinner and more elongated than the mana shield I had made for the girl—if I had to describe it, it resembled a slender string. 

I braided that string in my hand and threw it. 

The string moved swiftly according to my will. Its first target was the golem’s fist. 

‘No. I can’t block the fist.’ 

The golem’s fists—two of them overlapped at that—were symbols of overwhelming physical force. 

There was no way such brute strength could be blocked with a mere thin string of mana. 

So the string redirected toward the golem’s wrist. 

It quickly wrapped around the wrist that had begun to descend. 

Then I pulled the string with all my might. 

Clang! Crack! 

The string wrapped around the golem’s wrist snapped pathetically midway through the descent of its punch. 

However, it twisted the trajectory just slightly, and the maid used that distorted angle to deflect the attack. 

As a large opening formed in the golem’s guard, the maid swung her mop at it. 

Clang, clang, clang. 

Just like before. Only surface damage—no significant harm. 

‘I have to land the real blow.’ 

I dug recklessly through my memories again. 

A way to pierce that rock-hard body. 

The first thing that came to mind was the blue arc—the sword strike of the Fairy Knight. 

But that wasn’t something I could mimic just by making a sword instead of a spear and swinging it. 

Further back. 

Deeper into older memories. 

Not the videos of Fairy Maker I had watched endlessly, nor the powers of other magical girls—but my memories. 

“Ah.” 

As the idea struck, I quickly dashed behind the golem, who had bent over from swinging its fists. 

“What’s she trying to do?” 

I had been fighting the golem while carefully managing the maid’s mana. 

The golem’s massive attacks were too much for the weakened maid to handle. 

Just as the maid was about to be crushed along with the mop, Spinel, with her uncanny intuition, leapt out. 

Forming her mana into a thin, long string, Spinel skillfully wrapped it around the golem’s wrist and twisted its attack path—something Wind Crusher couldn’t even attempt. 

It didn’t deal significant damage, but it was a great use of her own magic technique—the mana shield—repurposed into something new. 

But Spinel didn’t seem satisfied. 

She charged straight toward the golem’s back. 

To me, it looked like recklessness. 

I had hoped she might show something more, but magical girls didn’t get stronger or change so easily. 

I was satisfied with how she had disrupted the golem’s path and had been subtly infusing more mana into the maid to chip away at it. 

From that perspective, Spinel’s action felt impulsive. 

“Still too young—” 

Just in case Spinel got into real danger, I kept channeling mana into the maid, ready to split the golem apart at a moment’s notice. Spinel might ask about it later, but I’d just brush it off. 

Creak. 

The golem noticed Spinel rushing in and slowly turned its heavy head. 

Black demonic energy oozed from the gaps in its stone joints. 

Clank. 

I struck the golem forcefully to draw its attention away from Spinel. 

Unlike before, this time a chunk of stone flew off from its body, carved along the mop’s path. 

Grooooar. 

“What? You crazy—!” 

But contrary to expectation, the golem raised its fist toward Spinel, who had closed in.
Demons were sensitive to danger. 

Once I filled the maid with enough mana, it should have focused entirely on the maid. 

Whoooosh— 

But the golem didn’t even glance at the maid, swinging its fist at Spinel, who was already within reach. 

I immediately poured all my remaining mana into the maid. 

She began to glow brilliantly blue, her size increasing, frills and ribbons appearing all over her outfit. 

‘Split it apart.’ 

The maid raised her mop in sync with my gesture. 

The trial ends here. 

I felt a tinge of regret at how close I’d come to truly endangering Spinel. 

Maybe next time, I’ll steer her training toward something safer…?

Fssht. 

A strange sight. 

I instinctively focused mana into my eyes and mind. 

The world slowed down, and I began to memorize the texture of every inch of the golem’s body. 

The golem was made of massive boulders, shaped like a giant. Black mana nestled in the joints, and I had never questioned this common design before. 

But after Spinel dashed in, that previously gentle, wavering mana began to spike—turning into sharp, thorn-like protrusions. 

One, two, four, eight— 

Fssht. Fssht. 

Fssssh— 

That roar. 

Thorns made of demonic energy weren’t unusual. 

Even high-ranking demons often used them in basic attacks. 

But to pierce its own body with those thorns, letting them explode violently in all directions—that was a scene I had rarely witnessed in my 18 years as a magical girl. 

Only when a demon was moments from death did something like that happen. 

“What the hell is this…” 


That roar… 

The frenzied thorns began to slow, losing form, then melted into the air and disappeared. 

The golem, now devoid of demonic energy, was just a rock with holes—and quickly crumbled into mere rubble. 

And beyond that suddenly lifeless heap— 

Spinel stood, smiling and waving at me.
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Larima, her face hardened, and Spinel, who wore an expression like a puppy who had made a mistake. 

Behind them, the dawn sun slowly began to rise, painting the sky in a deep blue hue. 

“What… what did you do?” 

“I just… tried to copy what I saw.” 

“Copy what you saw?”

The golem had been pierced through by its own magic and collapsed. 

Was this really something Spinel had created?

Feeling a headache coming on, I demanded an explanation from Spinel. 

She responded with a short story, as if it was nothing special.

“I applied cheat mode. In the ‘Monstrosity Game’, killing someone raises your level.”

“In an abandoned factory, there was a corrupted magical girl who unleashed her magic like thorns, and I just remembered that and poured my magic into the golem. That’s all.”

“…What?”

“Yeah! Just like Larima said, I made a wish! ‘Pierce through!’ — haha. Now that I say it out loud, it doesn’t sound very fitting for a magical girl’s wish.”

It made no sense. 

If Spinel had manipulated her own magic like thorns, maybe I could believe it — but Spinel had clearly controlled magi, not magic. 

…Or could it somehow make sense?

Magi. 

In a way, it wasn’t so different from magic. 

High-ranking demons could manipulate magi just like magical girls used magic — that was proof enough. 

The difference was that magi inherently carried something horrible:

A stench, dizziness, disgust, nausea.

Anyone encountering magi would feel those sensations immediately. 

That’s why no magical girl ever tried — or even wanted — to use magi. 

For them, magi was something that needed to disappear completely from this world.

Yet Spinel had done it. 

She had controlled magi at will. 

As the word “impossible” crossed my mind, I recalled the memory of Spinel restoring some old man’s magical gem — an image completely opposite to the horror of manipulating magi. It was nothing short of a miracle.

“You… you’re missing a few screws, aren’t you?” 

“Huh? Screws?”

Spinel, confused, started patting her head all over. 

Seeing her innocent reaction, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

‘It’s ironic. She seems to clearly understand what she can and can’t do, and yet she never even considers the things everyone else deems universally impossible.’

The chessboard of thought. 

On it are pieces called common sense. 

As long as you stay on that board, you can’t find miracles. 

Miracles lie beneath — only by flipping the chessboard and throwing away common sense can you find them.

“Hahaha!”

I laughed for the first time in a while. 

Seeing me laugh, Spinel tilted her head and kept patting her own.

***

“Dammit.”

Underground Headquarters of the Magic Administration Bureau. 

In the meeting room, low murmurs filled the air.

“In the end… it’s come to this.”

Park Se-ah’s loyal secretary, Oh Se-hwan, continued speaking.

“It was inevitable, but the speed is surprising. The rate at which demons are being created is faster than we thought.”

“Where the hell are they coming from?”

Park Se-a frowned deeply.

The Gate. 

Dimensional holes connecting to the demon realm from which demons emerged. 

But these gates were invisible to the human eye and weren’t fixed to any specific location. 

During the first invasion, humanity hadn’t even known that ‘gates’ existed.

Naturally, to stop demon invasions, the gates had to be closed. 

But unless it was a giant gate big enough for a 3rd-grade or higher demon to pass through, it was impossible to find the gate.

In an era when every citizen carried a smartphone capable of recording video, it was inevitable that lower-grade demons would be spotted and recorded by civilians near undetected gates.

‘All the hard work of Sandstar and Windcrusher feels meaningless.’

Recently, the first-generation magical girls had been running non-stop across the country to exterminate demons as soon as reports came in. 

Thanks to that, casualties had been minimal — but they couldn’t stop the media from catching wind of it.

“At first, videos appeared from China, then Korea, then Taiwan, Japan, Russia, France… images and footage of demons are being uploaded uncontrollably online.
The number isn’t overwhelming, but even a small number is causing a huge stir.”

“Did China make an official announcement?”

“No, they’re still denying anything is confirmed. However, behind the scenes, they’re coordinating with the International Alliance to time a public statement. Since the spread of images is faster than expected, the announcement might come sooner rather than later.”

Park Se-ah sighed as she looked at the monitor in the conference room. 

It showed a flood of images of 9th- and 10th-grade demons spreading across SNS and online communities.

Tap, tap, tap. 

Park Se-ah drummed her fingers on the conference table.

“…How much of the magical girls’ fighting power has been restored?”

“Among the first generation, aside from Aqua Rose, who’s confirmed to be in Japan, and Fire Garnet, who declared retirement, everyone has received mana infusion from Larima. However, according to Sandstar, it’s only about one-third of their original strength.
Also, about Fairy Maker—”

“I’ve already been informed about Fairy Maker. She said she’s maintaining the same stance as before, right?”

“Correct.”

“How did Fairy Maker even manage to preserve her magic in the first place…”

Though it was speculated that Fairy Maker had passed her magic to her disciple, she somehow maintained her combat strength. 

It wasn’t confirmed whether she had received it back from her disciple Larima, but everyone assumed that’s what happened.

“And the second generation?”

“In the case of the second generation, among the total of approximately 221 members, 7 have announced their retirement. Of the remaining 214, 14 magical girls, including Yellow Ember, Danhyang, and Melissa, have received magic power supply. According to Danhyang, those who received power from Larima recovered about one-third of their original strength, while those who received it from Sandstar and Windcrusher recovered about one-fifth.”

“…Is Larima’s magic, with an intact gem, easier to use for recovery compared to others’ magic?”

“I’m not sure about the exact details, but the magical girls are predicting so.”

Magical Gem. 

Even though it had been given to magical girls for around 20 years, no one truly knew its exact nature. 

Until now, it had been dismissed as a fantasy because of the presence of mascots and queens. 


But now that there were no mascots or queens left, it was time to start uncovering the truth.

“But either way, whether they receive magic from one girl or another, it’s only a matter of time until their Magical Gems refill. Reports indicate that as long as a magical girl’s body holds any magic, the gem will eventually fill, whether slowly or quickly.”

“Right. So to sum up, the situation isn’t bad, but it’s not good either. The only relief is that, so far, no 6th-grade or higher demons have been reported.”

Currently, the highest-ranking demon reported was only at 7th-grade level. 

At that level, even second-generation magical girls with only a third of their former strength could manage.

“Anyway, once China finalizes the announcement date with the League, report it immediately. Next, report on the investigation into the magical girl arson case.”

***

“How’s Moonstone doing?”

The healing center at headquarters was now bustling with magical girls who had healing-related abilities, unlike before when it was empty. 

Most of them still hadn’t received magic power but were coming back steadily out of pure sense of duty.

“How could she be fine? Half her body got roasted.”

Emerald Nurse continued expressionlessly.

“If she hadn’t been treated, she would have died. Luckily, the snow stopped last night and the moonlight helped a bit.”

As expected, Moonstone’s injuries were too severe to endure without magic. 

It was a good thing they forcibly brought her in before her stubbornness could cause worse.

“I need to see her face now.”

“…Sigh. Fine, go in. Citrine! Guide this one to Moonstone.”

As soon as the annoyed words fell, a magical girl in a pink costume began leading the way.

“This way. Um… inside, Moonstone is…”

“It’s fine. I’ll be careful.”

Ignoring the bold “Authorized Personnel Only” and “Intensive Care Recovery” signs in glaring red, I grabbed the door handle. 

Citrine’s face wrinkled slightly at my action.

‘I don’t want to do this either.’

Honestly, I wanted to wait until Moonstone recovered. 

But with the situation as it was, I had no choice.

Click. 

After closing the door behind Citrine, I turned my gaze and immediately spotted Moonstone lying on a bed, completely wrapped in bandages.

“Larima?”

Moonstone widened her eyes in surprise as she looked at me.

“…Did Fairy Maker send you to hear what happened that night?”

“Yes.”

“Tch. She could’ve come herself instead of sending you…”

Moonstone sighed deeply while lying on the bed. 

She tried scratching her face with her hand, but since her hand was also bandaged, she couldn’t scratch properly.

After a moment of hesitation, Moonstone spoke.

“Well, since you’re Fairy Maker’s apprentice, you won’t go blabbing about it. So, where should I start…”

The story Moonstone told was far more detailed than I had expected.

“You knew from the start that the arsonist was a magical girl?”

“Yeah, since I was patrolling at night, worried about demons appearing. One night, I saw a house on fire, and when I checked, the fire there had traces of magic.”

So that was why she had been hanging around the abandoned factory even after losing her magic— 

Moonstone had been patrolling the city every night.

“Anyway, after realizing a magical girl might be involved in the arson, I increased my patrols, and eventually caught someone at the scene.”

“The one you caught was Fire Garnet, right?”

“That’s right. But…”

Moonstone paused, smacking her lips, then continued with a frown.

“This is just a guess, but Garnet wasn’t alone that night.”

“She wasn’t alone?”

“…Since I didn’t have magic then, I couldn’t tell exactly how many, but besides Garnet, I felt the presence of one or two more people.”

‘One or two more? So there are other magical girls involved in the arson? Or something else…?’

My mind instantly became complicated. 

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t find a reason why a magical girl would start killing people. 

There was no logical reason why Garnet would suddenly go mad and start burning houses at night.

If the Garnet I briefly saw before had shown signs of corruption by magic, I might have accepted it more easily. 

But the Garnet I saw through the thick smoke looked surprisingly normal. 

Plus, Spinel had mentioned meeting Garnet at the HQ café recently.

“Anyway, whatever reason Garnet has for burning people, we have to stop her. If we waste time, Garnet’s body will end up completely burnt.”

“…Her body will burn? Wait, don’t tell me, Garnet isn’t using remnants—she’s actually burning her own body?”

“You already knew, didn’t you? Did Fairy Maker tell you even that much?”

Moonstone let out a hollow laugh and turned her head.

“Yeah, she’s been burning her own body. When I first ran into her, two fingers on her left hand were already gone. Even when she used magic on me, she was burning her left hand the same way. By now… her entire left hand might be completely burned away.”

‘Dammit.’

Back in the old days, every magical girl threw themselves into battle against demons without worrying about their own safety. 

Recklessly using their bodies was a hallmark of the first generation, but even among them, Fire Garnet was notorious. 

Aqua Rose and Wind Crusher used to scold her endlessly for it—because the moment she ran low on magic, she would immediately start burning her own body.

Back then, at least the gems still had magic, so burning her body would only leave minor burns. 

Even if the burns were severe, Emerald Nurse could heal them, and that would be the end of it. 

But now… it was different. 

If she burned her body now, it would literally burn. 

There would be no healing.

‘What the hell drove her to this point…?’

I frantically rummaged through my memories of Fire Garnet. 

There were many, but when it came to Garnet, one thing stood out above the rest—
her devotion to raising her apprentices. 

She worked harder than anyone to train them, treated them like her own flesh and blood.

She fought alongside them against demons, always proudly overcoming battles side by side.

But the memory that stood out most was the death of her apprentice during a battle against a demon.

By the time Fire Garnet started training apprentices, the entire first generation had already grown emotionally numb. 

It had become routine to lose comrades overnight, so much so that they had no more tears left to shed.

Even so, Fire Garnet cried. 

She mourned when comrades died, but forced herself to accept it. 

When her apprentice died, though, she couldn’t even accept the reality. 

She spent days and nights weeping in agony.

‘Then… could it be that the apprentice Garnet still has left—’


As the thought continued, a flash of realization hit me.

“…Senior Moonstone, is there anything else you’d like to add?”

“No. That’s all I experienced.”

I gave my farewell to Moonstone and left the hospital room.
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Saturday, 6 PM. 

Since it was already mid-February, unlike the depths of winter, the sun hadn’t fully set yet, painting the sky with a dim, lingering sunset. 

Even as sleet began to fall from the sky, Larima frowned but continued speaking.

“Then, just as we discussed… Senior Wind Crusher will cover the Mapo District, Senior Sandstar will be in the Dongdaemun District, and I’ll be stationed in the Yongsan District.”

On the rooftop of the MAB Headquarters building, right in the center of the helipad marked with an “H,” Larima began briefing the two first-generation veterans on their operation.

“As we suspected, the culprit behind the recent string of magical girl arson-murders… is Fire Garnet’s apprentice. Specifically, Fire Garnet’s younger sister—White Pearl.”

“…You really expect me to believe that?”

Wind Crusher scowled, clearly unwilling to accept it, even though it had already been explained thoroughly.

“You said it yourself, Senior Wind Crusher—that the only reason Fire Garnet would suddenly go mad and start burning people would be because of her apprentice.”

“I did say that, but… damn it.”

The report on the arson-murder cases, provided by Park Se-ah, had stated:

“…The crime scenes were completely burned by a fire of unknown origin. Although autopsies were difficult due to the extensive burning of the bodies, it is presumed that most of the victims died before being set on fire.”

At first, they thought Fire Garnet had killed the victims by other means and simply burned the scene afterward to destroy evidence. 

But given the context around Garnet, the story changed.

“As Larima said, it’s likely that White Pearl killed people using magic, and Fire Garnet burned the scenes to cover it up.”

“Sandstar! White Pearl isn’t the kind of person who would—”

“Wind Crusher. What we believe doesn’t matter. The facts are what point to White Pearl.”

Sandstar’s sharp retort made Wind Crusher lower her head.

Sandstar shifted her gaze upward toward the sky and continued.

“During the fourth invasion… all of Fire Garnet’s apprentices either died or became crippled.
Maybe that’s why she fought so hard to pull White Pearl, her apprentice and little sister, out of the fighting.”

“…She had no choice. People who knew nothing about the situation accused her of being a magical girl who killed a child. How was she supposed to keep fighting demons after that?”

Wind Crusher clenched her eyes shut, her head still lowered.

“Goddamn it… She was such a good kid.”

Her voice, full of sincerity, made everyone else lower their heads as well.

White Pearl. 

A magical girl who shone as brightly and purely as a pearl. 

If Fire Garnet was someone who burned brightly on the battlefield, White Pearl was someone who illuminated the people around her off the battlefield.

Long ago, Fire Garnet had once bowed her head to the other first-generation magical girls, including me, and made a request: 

“Please stop my little sister, Yang Ha-yeon, from becoming a magical girl.”

At first, we all thought it was simply because she didn’t want her family exposed to danger—something obvious to all of us. 

But that wasn’t the main reason. 

Sure, part of it was wanting to protect her family. 

But the true reason was—

‘White Pearl, despite fitting the image of a magical girl better than anyone, was also the one who least belonged in that world.’

“Fairy-sis!”

“…Fairy-sis?”

“I mean, Senior Fairy!”

“…Senior Fairy! Thank you for saving me earlier—”

“Get lost.”

“Senior Fairy! How do you make dolls so quickly?”

“…”

“Especially during that last battle, the maid doll you made had twin-tails! I noticed! Why did you give it twin-tails this time—”

“You’re noisy. Get lost.”

“Senior Fairy! I made a doll too! I’ve been crocheting to calm myself down lately, and I think I did a pretty good job. What do you think?”

“…Sigh.”

“Here, I made this one. It’s good, right?”

“…Yeah. It’s not bad.”

“Then I’ll give it to you as a gift!”

“I don’t need it, so just—”

“I’ll leave, but I’m not taking it back! You have to accept it!”

Memories of White Pearl rewound through my mind.

Eighteen years as a magical girl. 

I had met countless people, parted ways with countless people, and met others again. 

Through all those countless bonds, I had always believed that even if we parted, we would meet again someday. 

But not like this. 

Not like this.

***

Flap. 

Under the now completely blackened sky, a blue bird flapped its wings. 

It was one of Fairy Maker’s dolls.

“Fairy Maker.”

I called out, but there was no response. 

Watching the bird fly ahead, I muttered:

“What do you think?”

“Don’t get too deeply involved.”

The usual emotionless voice. 

Fairy Maker’s bird paused midair, then flicked its head toward the back—toward the massive MAB Headquarters building.

It was already past 7 PM. 

The building’s lights were brightly lit, and I felt certain they would stay on well past midnight.

“…Han Myeong-jin. Even in the face of sudden disasters like this, so many people are still doing the work they’ve been given.”

“That’s right.” 

“Just like that, we have to do the work that’s been given to us.” 

Flap. 

Fairy Maker, who had paused for a moment, soon flapped its wings again and took off into the sky. 

I hurried to follow.

How long had we flown in silence, focusing only on flight? 

I soon set foot on the rooftop of the tallest building near our destination.

“Good luck, Han Myeong-jin.” 

“Yeah.” 


Fairy Maker glanced briefly at me as I started spinning out threads of magic, then flapped its wings and flew off again — probably to continue scouting separately. 

‘So many headaches piling up…’ 

Sigh. 

As I let out a deep breath, I once again felt the emptiness left by Fairy Cat.

That little guy was a genius at coming up with brilliant ideas whenever things got rough or strange. 

If Fairy Cat were here now, he would surely have given me a clue to get through this situation.

‘I always thought he was just a lazy pig-cat who did nothing but guzzle beer all day… Now that he’s gone, I realize how useful he actually was.’ 

While I kept weaving and spreading out the magic threads, a spark flashed in the back of my mind. 

“Come to think of it, they say even if you live with someone for just ten years, you can eventually read their mind…” 

Fairy Cat and I lived together not for ten, but a whole eighteen years. 

Shouldn’t I be able to figure out how he thought by now?

Now that I think about it, more than half of the “brilliant ideas” Fairy Cat suggested weren’t something new — they were combinations of things I had missed. 

Every time, he’d scold me, saying, “How could you not think of this, nyang!”

‘Right. I’m definitely overlooking something right now, too.’ 

Continuing to weave and spread the threads, I worked for several minutes.

Ding! 

Suddenly, my mind cleared, and I felt a response from the threads I’d spread.

***

“Ha-yeon, let’s go home. Please?”

“… ” 

Fire Garnet, kneeling in front of the frozen corpse of a man and her cold-faced younger sister, continued pleading. 

“You took a life, but you’ve saved far more than you’ve taken. So please, let’s stop here and…” 

“No, sister. I can’t go back.” 

To Fire Garnet’s desperate words, Yang Ha-yeon — White Pearl — replied coldly. 

“I’m broken. So leave me behind.” 

“What are you talking about… You’re still fine like this…” 

White Pearl’s scorched arm, now just a wrist, gently caressed her own cheek. 

Her face twisted for a moment, but it was fleeting. Her expression quickly returned to its cold stillness.

“Sis, listen carefully. This will probably be the last time.” 

“Last… what do you mean?” 

“Imagine it. What you used to love becoming what you now hate. And what you used to hate becoming what you now love.” 

“What are you… ah!” 

Pushing Fire Garnet away, White Pearl caressed the frozen corpse and, with a ‘snap’ sound, detached its head from its torso. 

“Look at this, sis. I killed an innocent person. But do you know how I feel right now? I’m not sad. I’m not angry. I don’t feel anything unpleasant. I’m just… just so happy that I don’t have to hide my feelings anymore. It’s like when I first became a magical girl.” 

“No! Ha-yeon, you’re only acting like this because you’re addicted to magic corruption… This isn’t who you really are!” 

“No, sis. This is what I’ve always wanted. I don’t want to live while constantly worrying about others’ opinions anymore.” 

Clack, clack. 

White Pearl lovingly cradled the severed head and began dancing. 

Each time her heels hit the floor, a lively sound echoed. 

Clack, clack, clack. 

Dancing briefly in the dark living room of the burnt-out house, White Pearl carefully placed the head down beside her and spoke again. 

“So go back, sis. Don’t ever look for me again.” 

“Please… please, Ha-yeon, come on. You know better than anyone — I have nothing left. Nothing…” 

Fire Garnet’s sobs filled the dark, empty house. 

For the first time, White Pearl’s expression changed. 

She hesitated for a moment, then extended her hand toward Garnet and spoke.

“Sis, let’s just… die together.”

“Ha-yeon?”

“I can’t keep living like this. Even if, like you say, the magic corruption is what’s made me like this… Even if someday it’s cured and I go back to who I was… I still won’t be able to forgive myself. So…” 

Fwoosh. 

White Pearl’s pupils elongated vertically, and sticky magic energy began oozing from her hand. 

Seeing it, Garnet instinctively held her breath.

“Fall into hell with me, sis.”

Pearl’s trembling voice rang in Garnet’s ears. 

Garnet stared at Pearl with wide eyes for a moment, then slowly closed them and said:


“…If that’s what you want, then I’ll go with you.”

As Garnet’s eyes shut completely, the corrupted magic bubbling from Pearl’s hand twisted violently.

Just as the magic was about to lash out toward Garnet—

“Stop spouting bullshit already, Garnet-sunbae. I can’t listen to this anymore.”

With a flash of silver, a fully armored doll wielding a silver longsword knocked White Pearl’s arm away.



 
  Chapter 23: Fire Garnet (3)


‘Damn, the miasma is denser than I thought.’

The knight’s sword, which had deflected Pearl’s hand, was no longer its usual silver-white but had turned purple. 

Judging by the phenomenon alone, this was nearly at the level of a Grade-2 demon. 

Of course, her combat power didn’t come close to that class, but dangerous was still dangerous. 

“…..” 

“You are?” 

Garnet’s pupils shook. 

She must not have grasped what was happening. 

So I cut straight to the point. 

“Senior Fire Garnet, and White Pearl. Wind Crusher and Sandstar are on their way here right now. Shouldn’t take more than ten minutes.” 

“How the hell…!” 

Garnet’s face twisted in real-time as she realized her sister’s killing spree had already been discovered. 

Meanwhile, White Pearl stared at my hands, which were weaving the doll in real-time, as if shocked. 

“Fairy… Maker-senpai? No… that can’t be…” 

“White Pearl. I heard a lot about you from my master. They said you were a very sweet girl… but seeing this now, maybe it’s the first time they’ve ever been wrong.” 

Garnet’s eyes widened at that. 

“Master? You… you’re Fairy Maker’s student?” 

“That’s right.” 

“That Fairy Maker… took a student?” 

‘Why does everyone have the exact same reaction.’ 

Instead of answering, I sent the maids I had been weaving up into the air. 

At the center, I launched the Knight doll straight at White Pearl. 

Clang! 

‘Just as I thought.’ 

The Knight’s sword, aiming to cut through Pearl’s miasma-covered hand, only barely dug into her skin and couldn’t go further. 

White Pearl looked at her arm, pierced by the blade, and then burst out laughing. 

“A disciple? Ha! With this level of craftsmanship, you dare call yourself the student of Fairy Maker?” 

“Shut up.” 

Crunch. 

White Pearl grabbed hold of the Knight with her miasma-filled hand. 

In an instant, the Knight crumpled along with its armor and dissolved back into blue mana. 

‘…No matter how I look at it, this miasma is different from usual. It’s reacting to mana, isn’t it?’ 

When the Knight’s blade pierced her arm just now, I already knew the attack had failed and pulled the Knight back right away. 

But the sticky miasma clung to the sword and wouldn’t let it retreat. 

Now that I think about it, the spot where the blade touched changed color almost instantly—that’s impossible unless we’re dealing with at least a Grade-2 demon. 

It seemed more accurate to assume the miasma’s properties had changed by merging with the magical girl’s power. 

Feeling that chilling sensation down my neck for the first time in a while, I opened my mouth. 

“Maids. Stall for time.” 

Whoosh. 

The maids I had woven rushed at White Pearl. 

Following my orders, they swung their mops from afar, trying to match her movements and block her. 

“No. This… this isn’t the kind of cheap puppets I saw back then.” 

“…!” 

Whoosh. 

White Pearl suddenly unleashed her miasma. 

The maids who faced the blast fell one by one, like bugs sprayed with pesticide, dissolving back into blue mana. 

Immediately, I sent out another doll I had prepared and one maid I had kept in reserve. 

“Go, Fairy Guardian.” 

A doll carrying a shield far too large for its frame—one of the fairy dolls made purely for defense. 

Clang! 

“Oh? This one’s not bad.” 

‘Damn you.’ 

As White Pearl swung her hand, the Guardian held firm with its shield. 

Some miasma clung to the shield, but it soon crumbled into black powder and scattered into the air. 

Taking advantage of that opening, the maid leaped out from behind the shield and swung her mop. 

The target: the unprotected, miasma-free legs. 

Thwack! 

“Urgh!” 

The maid darted forward and smacked Pearl’s leg, making her stagger halfway down. 

As expected, the areas without miasma had almost no defense. 

“You little pest…!” 

Thump! 

Pearl tried to grab the retreating maid, but the Guardian flew in first and shoved her hand away with its shield. 

And so the clash continued: 

“Yikes! Kyaa!” 

Every time the maid swung the mop, a big bruise formed. 

Another swing—another mark. 

As Pearl got pushed further and further back, I began to think things were looking better than expected— 

“Hah… Then how about this?” 

“You really shouldn’t do that.” 

Pearl wrapped her arms around herself, her hands oozing dense miasma. 

Not long after, her entire body, even her face, was completely coated in miasma. 

“No, no, no! Please, Ha-yeon!” 

Garnet wailed at the sight. 

Of course—once Pearl’s body was covered like that, there’d be no clear spot left to cut. 

Boom! 

“Gotcha!” 

Meanwhile, the maid could no longer find an unprotected spot to hit. 

Out of options, she swung at Pearl’s miasma-covered side, but the mop got stuck, and Pearl seized the chance to grab and crush her. 


The situation had worsened, but it was still manageable. 

The maids were all destroyed, but the Guardian was intact, and I hadn’t wasted my time for nothing. 

“Go, Fairy Lancer.”

A shield and a spear. 

It was a combination with an old and prestigious tradition. 

I had created many dolls before, but aside from the drawback that making a lancer took a bit of time, this combo had the highest degree of completion.

“It won’t work this time—!” 

Wham. 

Pearl kicked off the ground and lunged at me. 

But the Guardian blocked her, and right after, the Lancer thrust its spear forward. 

Whoosh! 

The thrust collided with Pearl’s arm, which was covered in dark energy (magi). 

A shockwave exploded outward, shattering the windows in the house with a crash.

‘Damn it, the magi got way thicker.’ 

It was hard to see clearly in the darkened house in the middle of the night, but I could tell the Lancer’s spear had pierced perfectly alongside the shield and lodged into her arm. 

It definitely pierced through some of the magi. 

But that was it.

“Haha… That was supposed to be your big move, but it failed. What now?” 

It wasn’t that there were no dolls capable of piercing through that magi completely. 

But to make one, I’d either need Fairy Maker himself or far more time than I could spare right now.

I quickly assessed the situation and changed tactics. 

‘Maids… they have no resistance to magi and would be shot down instantly. My own skill level isn’t enough to make a Knight sturdy enough for this either.’

So, the next doll I chose to weave—was the Fairy Magician.

As I quickly crafted a magician with a wide-brimmed hat and a thick beard, I saw Pearl’s eyes widen. 

Her face twisted in a grimace, and she immediately leapt back, cautiously scanning the situation.

‘Yeah, you’d know, White Pearl. You’ve seen it plenty of times before.’ 

In truth, the magician wasn’t ideal for stalling time. 

Sure, I could create it quickly, but using its magic drained a considerable amount of mana. 

If it were Fairy Maker’s body, that’d be no problem—but for Larima’s body, handling that much mana would be overkill.

Still—

“…So you really are his disciple, huh? I don’t know if you can cast spells like he did, though.” 

In the past, Fairy Maker loved to pull out the Magician against mid-tier or weaker enemies and end the fight quickly with overwhelming firepower. 

Pearl, who had fought alongside her, must have seen that scene dozens of times. 

Naturally, she’d be on high alert now, wary of the Magician’s devastating magic.

I began pouring mana into the Magician. 

Pearl instantly lunged forward, swinging her arm to stop me—

Thud! Clang! 

“Tch!” 

The shield blocked every strike, and the Lancer retaliated with sharp counters. 

She could force her way through if she wanted, but doing so would just give my Lancer an opening to pierce through her magi.

Pearl must have realized this, as she backed off quickly, widening the distance between us. 

Her intent wasn’t to block the magic but to dodge it entirely. 

And normally—that would’ve been the right call.

‘You fool. You really have no observational skills.’ 

The Magician had one glaring weakness: accuracy. 

It was a doll meant to deliver a final blow after other dolls like Knights or Maids immobilized the enemy. 

Only then could its low accuracy be compensated.

Pearl was probably thinking the same and chose to focus entirely on dodging—

“Pearl… Do I really look that stupid to you?” 

Heh. 

I grinned, unable to hide my satisfaction at winning this psychological gamble. 

Because the spell the Magician was preparing wasn’t an attack spell. 

It was a spell with a long casting time—one that was usually impractical in combat.

At my grin, Pearl’s face twisted in confusion. 

But then her eyes went wide in realization, and she charged at me with everything she had.

‘Too late, you idiot.’ 

Still grinning, I chanted the spell loudly.

“Teleportation!”

Fwoooosh—! 

With a burst of blue light, a complex magic circle instantly appeared right in front of me. 

And from it emerged… a golden gauntlet.

Wham! 

“Guh!” 

Sandstar’s gauntlet shot forward with a heavy punch. 

Pearl’s arm, raised in defense, bent unnaturally—and her body was smashed through the air, slamming violently into the wall.

“Hah… So it ended up like this after all.” 

“…Sandstar?” 

“Fire Garnet. What do you think you’re doing?”

Smack. 

Sandstar, summoned through teleportation, slapped Garnet across the face and continued coldly:

“Fulfill your duty, Fire Garnet.”

At those icy words, Fire Garnet lowered her head. 

“I… I…”

“That hurts, Sandstar-senpai!”

Whoosh—Crack crack crack! 

Meanwhile, Pearl burst out from the wall and swung her arm at Sandstar. 

Her magi-filled arm clashed with the gauntlet, sending bright red sparks flying.

And then—close combat ensued. 

At a glance, it looked like Sandstar was being slowly pushed back by Pearl’s fierce attacks.

Crash! Crash! Crash! 

That arm, no longer just an ordinary limb but now a massive weapon in the shape of a hand, kept swinging at Sandstar. 

With each hit, the high-rise penthouse trembled and cracked from the impact.

But Sandstar dodged every blow with light footwork, deflecting and blocking them with ease. 

Then, in a flash, he slipped in a light jab to Pearl’s side.

Thud.

“Guhk!”

At first glance, Sandstar’s punches looked light as a feather. 

But the side of White Pearl, wrapped in magic, was crushed in the exact shape of the gauntlet and showed no sign of returning to normal.

“Guh… hakh…!”

Pearl doubled over in pain, struggling to steady her breathing. 

But instead of breath, only sticky saliva drooled from her mouth.

‘Even if she’s not at her prime, Sandstar is still Sandstar.’

Sandstar was a magical girl whose everything boiled down to her fists. 

Her “techniques” were basically [Just punch. Punch harder. Punch really hard. Punch ridiculously hard. Just punch ridiculously hard. 

Seriously just punch ridiculously hard enough to destroy the universe — basically, it was all about punching.

Of course, Sandstar had other techniques besides just throwing punches, but they were less efficient, so she never used them. 

So even if her attacks looked light, getting hit directly by Sandstar’s fists meant there was no way your body would come out unscathed.

“White Pearl. When you see your senior, you should greet her first. Are you saying you’re retired now, not a magical girl anymore or something?”

“Guh… kuhk… Sandstar-senpai… you really…!”

Wham. 

As Pearl tried to say something, Sandstar’s fist slammed into her stomach. 

Pearl’s body crumpled over.

‘As I thought, calling Sandstar instead of Windcrusher was the right choice.’

Sandstar was one of those magical girls who drew a clear line between what must be done and what must not. 

There was a time long ago when she was soft, but that word didn’t suit the current Sandstar at all.

Leaving the unconscious Pearl behind, Sandstar walked over to me and opened her mouth.

“Larima, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine.”

“…Even if you’re Fairy Maker’s disciple, you couldn’t have much real combat experience, right? Aren’t you holding up a little too well?”

Heh. 

I let out a small laugh, and Sandstar chuckled as well. 

After that brief exchange, Sandstar turned to Garnet and spoke again.

“Garnet.”

“…”

“Are you insane?”

“…Maybe.”

“Judging by how you’re talking, you really are crazy.”

“…”

“From start to finish. Tell me everything that happened.”

Garnet bit her lip and glanced at me before speaking.

“…I’d rather not say this in front of others.”

Even at this moment, Garnet seemed to want to protect her only family. 

But Sandstar cut in sharply without leaving even a sliver of room.

“Fairy Maker has entrusted Larima with everything she’s supposed to do. So Larima has every right to hear this, Garnet.”

“You keep calling her Fairy Maker’s disciple… Is she really a disciple? Honestly…”

“You saw it, didn’t you? Her puppet work.”

“Just mimicking the appearance—that’s something even a Mystic could do.”

Garnet didn’t sound like she was making excuses. 

She genuinely seemed to doubt it. 

At that moment, long black hair fluttered through the broken balcony window caused by the earlier battle.

“Larima really is Fairy Maker’s disciple. I’ll vouch for her, Garnet.”

Windcrusher, lightly stepping in through the window, looked down at the collapsed White Pearl and grimaced as if in pain.


“Tell us everything that happened. At least… I deserve to know, right, Fire Garnet?”

“…Windcrusher. Yeah, you have every right.”

Haa. 

Garnet let out a sigh, her breath visibly white from the cold air seeping through the window. 

After mouthing silent words several times, she finally managed to speak in a slow voice.



 
  Chapter 24: Fire Garnet (4)


[Fire Garnet] 

“…Yang Ha-yeon. Do you really want to become a magical girl that badly?” 

Fire Garnet—Yang Ha-yoon—frowned as she continued speaking. 

“Ha-yeon. Being a magical girl isn’t all beautiful and cool like you think. You saw it, didn’t you? Me going in and out of funeral homes.” 

“But, unni….” 

Yang Ha-yoon felt bewildered. 

Her younger sister, Ha-yeon, had never once ignored her words from childhood through adolescence. 

She always listened and understood, even to the point that Ha-yeon’s passiveness sometimes made Ha-yoon worry. 

“But I really, really want to become a magical girl.” 

But now, she was too proactive. 

Ha-yoon had sometimes wished her sister would be less passive, but she hadn’t wanted her to become this assertive. 

“Your mascot told me, unni! That I could become just as amazing a magical girl as you are!” 

And the culprit who encouraged Ha-yeon? 

It was her own mascot—a fairy fox, apparently. 

‘Fox. You’re dead meat today, seriously.’ 

Their mother and father had both died during the demon invasion, and to protect the only family she had left, Ha-yoon had contracted with Fox and become a magical girl. 

If Ha-yeon started this dangerous life now too, that would be completely backwards. 

“So please, unni? Please… okay?” 

“Yang Ha-yeon. I said no, didn’t I? It’s dangerous!” 

She glared at Ha-yeon with an angry face, trying to scare her. 

She believed, like always, that her sister would listen. 

“Unni, I hate you!” 

“Wh-what? Ha-yeon?” 

But Ha-yeon, tears welling in her eyes, turned away from her and shut herself in her room. 

It felt like a part of Ha-yoon’s heart was crumbling. 

***

Determined to stop Ha-yeon from becoming a magical girl, Ha-yoon asked the first generation magical girls to help persuade her. 

Even if Ha-yeon wouldn’t listen to her, she believed she’d listen to the veterans. 

The café they met at was under the temporary HQ of the Magic Bureau. 

Inside, the first gens Ha-yoon had gathered were all looking at her and Ha-yeon. 

“Unni, are these people…!” 

“Yang Ha-yeon. Greet them first.” 

“Hello, seniors! Gasp! This is Sandstar! Gasp! And this is Wind Crusher! Gasp! And this is Rose Quartz! Gasp! And this is—” 

But things didn’t go as Ha-yoon had expected. 

“Hello, Sandstar sunbae!” 

“Hi? But—” 

“I watched your fight with the Rank 5 demon in Gyeonggi-do last time! Oh, and Wind Crusher sunbae and Heart Swing sunbae were fighting with you too, right?” 

“Uh, well, yeah, but… you—” 

“Gasp! This is Mystic Violet sunbae! Gasp! And Aqua Rose sunbae!” 

Ha-yeon moved around like a fish in water, chatting excitedly with the first gens, and instead of warning her to quit, they started finding her cute. 

While the atmosphere warmed up, the only one who met Ha-yoon’s expectations was Fairy Maker. 

“You wanna die? If you go fight demons with that kind of mindset, you’ll get split in half and your guts will spill out. Even if you become a magical girl, you’ll be dead within a month.” 

…Though, the problem was that Fairy Maker met her expectations a little too well. 

In the end, that day ended with Ha-yeon bursting into tears and running out of the café, while everyone else gave Fairy Maker sharp looks. 

Of course, Fairy Maker didn’t care at all. 

Ha-yoon later thanked her separately, though even that thanks got ignored. 

But despite all that, Ha-yeon eventually chose the path of a magical girl. 

Even after hearing Fairy Maker’s harsh words, she stubbornly clung to the dream. 

There was nothing Ha-yoon could do about it. 

Time passed. 

The second demon invasion struck, and people died. 

But Ha-yoon and Ha-yeon survived. 

The third demon invasion struck, and people died. 

But Ha-yoon and Ha-yeon survived. 

Many died along the way, but Ha-yoon endured. 

Because Ha-yeon was still alive. 

Even when her precious students died, she could bear it—because Ha-yeon comforted her. 

But tragedy came, in a form she could never have imagined. 

“…You’re quitting being a magical girl?” 

One day, Ha-yeon came to her and said this, and Ha-yoon felt confused. 

Quitting was common in this tough life, but Ha-yeon had always stayed positive despite the tragedies. 

But then Ha-yeon handed her something, and Ha-yoon felt an indescribable emotion. 

A pregnancy test. Two lines. 

She knew Ha-yeon had been seeing someone. 

He seemed decent. 

Earned well, wasn’t as pretty as Ha-yeon but looked okay, and his personality seemed fine. 

Ha-yoon had believed without doubt they’d get married. 

‘Even the quietest cat gets up on the stove first…’

It was supposed to be something to celebrate. 

Ha-yeon would leave behind this deadly magical girl life, get married, and raise a family in peace. 

But when Ha-yoon saw the look in Ha-yeon’s eyes, she couldn’t help but worry. 

Guilt. 

The guilt of leaving everyone else behind to go live her own life was written all over her face.

*** 

“…He told you to get rid of it?” 

Ha-yeon nodded, holding back tears. 

Curses rose up to Ha-yoon’s throat, but she swallowed them and thought of the man—Ha-yeon’s supposed future husband. 

He had seemed decent. 

But then a Rank 3 demon completely destroyed his business. 


Worse, that business was a reckless expansion project the man had over-invested in. 

Suddenly buried in debt, he told Ha-yeon he couldn’t take responsibility for the baby and asked her to get rid of it. 

Then he ran away, leaving her with just a note saying he was sorry. 

“Hrk… Unni….” 

Ha-yeon clearly wanted to keep the baby. 

But raising a child alone was hard. 

Especially in a world overrun by demons like this one.

That’s why, though my heart ached, I also told Ha-yeon to get rid of the baby. 

I didn’t want to see Ha-yeon raising a child alone in this kind of world. 

And I thought that would be the end of the tragedy. 

At least, until the news that White Pearl was visiting an OB-GYN clinic spread everywhere.

***

Ha-yeon retired from being a magical girl. 

And with the money she had saved up, she opened a small café. 

There were tough times, but I thought it would be okay. 

Of course, I was angry. 

This world was cursed. 

But Wind Crusher threw such an explosive fit in my place that I managed to endure it. 

I still remember clearly how Wind Crusher was jumping up and down, yelling about blowing up every single broadcast station. 

‘…If Sand Star hadn’t stopped her, I’m sure the entire broadcasting building would’ve been erased.’

As time passed, Ha-yeon seemed to be doing alright. 

Thankfully, it seemed like the café work suited her well. 

And since the demon invasions were over, I thought only peaceful days were ahead.

***

“Ha-yeon!? Ha-yeon! Please, stay with me!” 

Jeong Ha-yeon was lying collapsed at home, vomiting dark energy (magi). 

“What the…?” 

I couldn’t understand what was happening. 

She hadn’t been answering my calls lately, so I came looking—only to find her lying on the floor, choking and vomiting out magi. 

So I drew out my magical power. 

I gathered every scrap of what was left inside me. 

I tried to use that magical flame to burn away the magi.

‘Damn it, my magic… there’s not enough magic.’

Purging magi itself wasn’t that hard. 

But for some reason, it kept spewing out from deep inside Ha-yeon’s body. 

I couldn’t just burn out her insides.

“Ha-yeon! The gem—where’s your gem?!” 

The magical gem was a magical girl’s heart. 

Just having it close to the body could help push away some of the magi. 

I tore through the place, searching everywhere she might have kept her gem. 

But it was nowhere to be found. 

Then, as I stumbled out of her room after frantically searching, I saw Ha-yeon, who had somehow stopped convulsing and was now quietly suppressing the magi.

“H-Ha-yeon… are you okay?” 

“…Unnie…?”

***

Wind Crusher and Sandstar listened in heavy silence as Fire Garnet poured out her story.

“After that, I pressed Ha-yeon for answers. I asked her what the hell happened. And she said… a demon, in the form of an old man, forced magi into her gem and stuffed it inside her body.”

“An old man…?” 

At the mention of an old man, Wind Crusher’s eyebrow twitched.

“…That’s how it was. By then, Ha-yeon had already lost it and committed murder, and I was chasing after her. I tried to stop her, but… with no magical power left, I just couldn’t.”

Garnet glanced at her left arm, now reduced to only a wrist. 

She had tried to protect her sister by burning up her own body instead of using magic, but clearly, that method had gone terribly wrong.

“If that happened… you should’ve come to us first.” 

“…” 

Garnet didn’t answer Sand Star’s words. Her real thoughts were obvious. 

‘If she kept her mouth shut about White Pearl’s murders, no one would’ve known. If she told the first gens, she knew White Pearl would never get her peaceful life back.’

Wind Crusher passed the bowing Garnet and approached White Pearl. 

The dark energy still poured off her body ominously.

“…This isn’t normal magi. What the hell is this?” 

Wind Crusher gathered her own magic and tried to strip away the magi that clung to Pearl. 

But when she used a weak output, the magi clung stubbornly like sticky glue. 

And if she pushed harder, Pearl’s limbs could be sliced off by the storm-blade winds. 

So she had to be as careful as possible.

“Want me to help?” 

“No, Sand Star. Better not touch this stuff directly.” 

Wind Crusher’s judgment was spot on. 

Remembering how Fairy Knight’s sword was instantly corrupted earlier, even someone like Sand Star could get badly infected if careless.

So Wind Crusher shaped her winds into blades and worked to shave off the magi, but it clung so tightly to White Pearl’s body that it refused to budge.

“…We’ll have to take out the gem.” 

Sandstar spoke. 

At those words, Garnet lifted her head.

“Wait—if you do that—” 

“We have to. If we want to save White Pearl. And we have to do it now.”

It was an extremely dangerous move. 

But if they didn’t remove the gem immediately, Pearl would be consumed by the magi, go completely insane, and eventually die in some tragic end—either from her own rampage or killed by the first gens.

Wind Crusher immediately took out the gem, adjusted her magic channels, and muttered under her breath. 

From what I could catch, she was telling the nurse to prepare for surgery. 

Sandstar, eyes glowing with gathered magic, spoke up…

“Can you stitch wounds shut instantly with threads of magic? Larima.” 

“…I don’t have healing abilities, but I think I can tie things up temporarily to keep her insides from spilling out.” 

“Focus your power where I tell you, and make the cut.” 

“Got it.”

Just as Garnet’s face turned pale and Sandstar’s gathered magic began to shine golden—

Pop. 

A tiny hole appeared behind White Pearl.


And from that hole, a hand shot out.

The first gens, quick to assess the situation, all began to gather their magic in preparation for battle. 

But faster than that, the hand from the hole flicked its fingers lightly—

“Kyaaaaaaaaaah—!” 

White Pearl’s eyes snapped wide open, and an ear-splitting scream tore through the air.
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Kyaaaah— 

“Larima! Get Garnet out of here!” 

Wind Crusher’s voice echoed. 

I immediately grabbed Garnet and threw myself out through the window of the high-rise penthouse. 

Whoosh— 

At the moment Pearl let out that scream, a tremendous amount of dark energy (magi) erupted from her body. 

That dark energy surged like a flood, shattering every remaining skyscraper window and bursting outwards. 

Wind Crusher and Sandstar, a little late, dodged the magi and flew outside. 

Fortunately, they didn’t seem to be injured. 

“Haaah!” 

Garnet wailed. 

Knowing she’d be no help in this situation, I gathered a small amount of magic into my hand and lightly tapped the back of her neck. 

Garnet, cradled in my arms, immediately passed out. 

‘Damn it.’ 

The torrent of magi spilling from the skyscraper was falling toward the ground. 

If it reached the citizens below, who knew how many casualties there’d be. 

“Wind Crusher-senpai—! The magi—!” 

I shouted toward Wind Crusher, who was flying in the distance. 

She must’ve had the same thought, because she immediately began gathering her power. 

A magic circle formed beneath Wind Crusher’s feet, rapidly filling with energy. 

“Tornado—!” 

A whirl of magical wind. 

Nowhere near her prime, but enough to clear some of the magi pouring out of the building. 

Following the white storm of magic, the sticky magi swirled around, and soon a violet vortex formed in midair across from the skyscraper. 

“Wind Crusher! The construction site to the right—!” 

Sandstar, quick-witted, spotted an empty lot with no people. Wind Crusher aimed the vortex at the deserted construction site and dispelled the spell right before it struck. 

Fwoooosh— 

The mass of magi smashed into the steel framework of the construction site. 

One crisis was averted, but medium and small streams of magi were still trickling down the building’s walls. 

Kyaaaah! 

People, noticing the abnormality in the city, screamed. 

On a night when sleet quietly fell, a terrible nightmare had begun to settle over the city. 

I quickly aligned my magic channel with Nurse and spoke before she could say anything. 

“Nurse! Sound the emergency alarm at the Bureau right now! And gather every magical girl who’s completed mana infusion to Seocho District in Gangnam, immediately!” 

“What are you—” 

Click. 

I cut the communication unilaterally. 

Then I spun out threads to weave wings and flew toward a nearby building rooftop. 

After laying the unconscious Garnet down in a corner of the rooftop, I caught my breath. 

Soon, the city’s emergency sirens—never meant to ring again—wailed loudly. 

WEEEEEEOOO— 

“…This is the worst.” 

Not only was it a disaster right in the middle of the city, but now we couldn’t even hide the fact that the demonic invasion wasn’t truly over. 

But the tragedy didn’t end there. 

“Demons! Did a Gate just open?!” 

Amidst the chaotic street lights, black monstrous figures began to appear, one by one. 

They looked like low-grade demons, rank 9 to 10 at most, but the problem was their sheer number. 

First, three appeared in my line of sight. 

Then, in no time, they grew to ten, and then over twenty, multiplying rapidly. 

Gates open in two ways: either a rank 3 or higher demon opens one directly, or a random Gate responds to a surge of magi. 

Judging by this, it was the latter. 

Though Wind Crusher was already some distance away, I aligned the magic channel and shouted: 

“Wind Crusher! A Gate has opened!” 

“What!?” 

Sandstar and I weren’t suited to fighting large numbers of low-rank demons. 

I flapped my wings and shouted again: 

“Sandstar and I will contain White Pearl! Senpai, deal with the demons below—!” 

Wind Crusher and Sandstar had been holding back the overflowing magi from the penthouse, but at my words, Wind Crusher immediately descended without hesitation. 

As she and I switched positions, Sandstar spoke up. 

“Larima. You go down too and help Wind Crusher. I’ll handle Pearl alone.” 

She was worried about me, but when I didn’t argue, she gave a bitter smile. 

“…You really picked up only the worst habits from Fairy Maker, huh.” 

With that, I flapped my wings while Sandstar radiated golden aura, both of us waiting for Pearl to emerge from the penthouse. 

Soon, something white and unnatural burst out from amidst the black and purple swirl. White Pearl’s hand. 

“The magi…?” 

White Pearl no longer looked like she was tainted by dark energy. 

In fact, she glowed white, in a seemingly stable transformed state. 

For a moment, hope flickered—but then Sandstar and I both fell silent, gathering our power. 

Her lifeless eyes with elongated pupils weren’t human. 

It was the form of a demon perfectly condensed with magi. 

Embedded in her chest, a beautifully glowing violet gem shone ominously. 

BOOM! 

Sandstar lunged at Pearl-turned-demon. 

I swiftly moved my hands, weaving my puppets into formation. 

Crash! 

Her golden gauntlet swung at Pearl, but a transparent barrier around Pearl blocked it. 

Pearl’s face twisted into a feral snarl as she recognized the attack. 

“Kyaaaah—!”

With the scream, White Pearl’s dark energy spread in all directions. 


The sleet falling from the sky froze upon contact with the magic, turning into hail.

Sandstar’s gauntlets, which took the brunt of the blast at point-blank range, were already frosted over with white frost. 

Even I, who was quite some distance away, felt as though my skin was freezing. 

The shock must have been severe for Sandstar.

As Sandstar stood frozen for a moment, Pearl’s hand swung toward her—

Clang!

A maid I hastily summoned intercepted Pearl’s hand. It lasted only a brief moment, but the maid and her mop froze solid and fell between the buildings, vanishing from sight.

“Huup—!”

Recovering from the shock, Sandstar launched her second punch. 

This time, it wasn’t just a feint—it carried real force.

Crackkk!

The barrier that had encased Pearl shattered under the golden gauntlet. 

But Pearl had already sensed the attack and narrowly twisted her body to evade it.

“Kyaaah!?”

Shockwave. 

Sandstar’s punch wasn’t something that could be dodged just by moving out of its path. 

Even though Pearl was outside the trajectory, she was still caught in the impact and sent flying through the maze of buildings.

‘…Pearl is way stronger than I thought.’

As I continued weaving my dolls, I thought to myself. 

Pearl’s power was at least equivalent to a Grade-4. 

Even if she couldn’t fully control that strength, Larima’s body alone wasn’t enough to handle her.

Same with Sandstar. 

In her prime, she could have knocked out someone like Pearl easily. 

But not now. 

Plus, Pearl’s ice-based magic was a bad match against Sandstar. 

In a fair one-on-one, she’d probably lose.

By now, Fairy Maker would have noticed the commotion and should be flying this way. 

But the distance from home to here wasn’t short. She wouldn’t make it in time.

Fwoooosh—! 

“Larima! Watch out!”

As I processed my thoughts, Pearl flew out from between the buildings, her dress fluttering as she fired magic at me.

‘So she wants to take out the weaker one first, huh?’

Her elongated pupils weren’t even looking at me—they were still wary of Sandstar. 

She clearly thought her attack would be enough to take me out.

Thump!

The Fairy Guardian I had just summoned blocked Pearl’s attack with its shield, but even from behind the shield, a chilling cold swept over my body.

When I lowered the shield, a brawl was already erupting between Sandstar and Pearl.

Neither of them paid me any mind.

“…Getting more scratched up than I thought.”

I quickly summoned another maid. 

My maids, as they were, wouldn’t stand a chance against Pearl. 

But if there was one thing I could proudly say I was better at than Fairy Maker, it was puppet control.

While Sandstar and Pearl kept fighting, I summoned two maids and tied them to my right and left hands. Then I closed the distance toward Pearl.

Bang—Clang—Bang—!

Gauntlets clashed with Pearl’s magic, and waves of cold radiated in every direction.

I caught up behind Pearl and sent my maids charging in. 

Two mop handles swung down on her back at the same time.

“Kkyaah!?”

Pearl hurriedly tried to grab the maids. 

But the ones I controlled wouldn’t go down so easily. 

Up, down, left, right—I could predict every angle her hands would strike.

While Sandstar took Pearl’s attacks head-on, I struck from behind. 

Realizing she couldn’t grab the maids, Pearl turned her magic directly toward me—

Boom—!

“Think I’d just take that!?”

My Guardian blocked the attack, and Pearl’s expression twisted. 

And in that brief opening, Sandstar didn’t hesitate.

“Huup—!”

All of her earlier attacks had been jabs and straights meant to deflect Pearl’s magic. 

But this time, it was a deep, body blow delivered at a 45-degree angle.

In my memory, there were barely five humanoid demons who had survived a clean body blow from Sandstar. 

Anything below Grade-4 meant instant death. 

Grade-3 or higher meant serious injury. 

Even though she wasn’t at full power now, this punch should be enough to take Pearl out of the fight.

Click.

But then, I heard the snap of fingers ringing in my ears—

“What!?”

Sandstar’s fist, aimed squarely at Pearl, struck empty air.

And in that sudden opening, Pearl’s magic was unleashed toward the exposed Sandstar. 

My maid dove into Pearl’s face and smashed her chin with a wide swing of the mop.

Bang—! 

The direct hit to her chin threw off Pearl’s aim. 

Her magic barely grazed Sandstar’s shoulder and instead struck a nearby building square on. 

Frost spread out from the impact point, freezing the structure solid.

‘What the hell was that?’

Something was off. 

Pearl had clearly been in Sandstar’s strike zone. 

But the moment the punch came, she left only an afterimage and slipped out of range.

If it were teleportation magic cast by Pearl, I would’ve felt a magical reaction from her. 

But I didn’t. So the conclusion is—

“Senior Sandstar! There’s another demon here!”

Eeeeeeng—! 

The sirens blared loudly. 

Damn it, I can’t believe I have to go through this chaos again.

“Get lost already!” 

By now, I’d already killed about a hundred demons that had poured out. 

Fortunately, thanks to Larima’s quick judgment, we managed to minimize civilian casualties. 

But the problem was—I had no energy left to close the gate.

The gate is invisible. 

To find it, you either have to grope around in the air using magical energy or catch the exact moment a demon emerges from it. 

In this situation, where I have to pour everything I’ve got into exterminating demons, that’s just not possible.

“Wind Crusher-senpai.”

Just then, some nearby magical girls rushed over. 

It wasn’t the ones on standby at headquarters—these must’ve been girls who happened to be in the area and came running at once.

“Your name—”

“Yellow Ember.”

“Right, Yellow Ember. You see the situation, right? I’ll handle most of the demons, so you keep an eye out and find the gate.”

“Understood.”

The exchange was short and to the point. 

If they were third or fourth-generation kids, they might’ve panicked, but second-generation ones—they’d been through hell already, so they were sharp and fast at reading the situation. 

I liked that.

Grrrng!

Even amid the city’s bright lights, the demons’ signature red eyes gleamed without losing their glow. 

How many more came out this time? 

A rough count—over twenty, at least.

Whoooosh. 

I gathered the wind and swept the now-empty street clean. 

The demons were torn apart and scattered by the gusts, reduced to ash.

But even so, some demons withstood it. 

They looked like common wolves at a glance, but their size and magical density were on a whole different level. 

At least Grade 8.

Even as they were torn up by the wind, these Grade 8 demons survived and immediately lunged at me, Wind Crusher. 

At the same time, a new magic circle formed beneath me again.

‘I can’t use a big spell. Not that I would—it’s better not to right now.’

I was conserving magic as much as possible, but compared to the old days, I was far too depleted. 

And worse, I’d already spent more mana than expected clearing out the miasma from that first building.

So instead, I compressed the tornado conjured by the magic circle—compressed and compressed until it was shrunk down to fit in the palm of my hand, a fierce storm of blades.

Kwaa!

Then, as the giant fangs lunged at me, I swung my storm-wrapped hand downward.

Skrkkk—

The massive jaws split in two, the skull split, the body split—right down the middle.

The demon was cleanly sliced in half and collapsed to the ground past me.

Two more surviving demons pounced, but the result was the same: slaughter. 

They met the exact same death as the first.

“Hoo. Guess I’m not old yet.”

This technique was one I’d developed back when I struggled with limited magic power. 

Honestly, it was more a technique than proper magic.


As I finally caught my breath, a familiar face caught my eye.

“Wind Crusher-senpai!”

Wearing a cute green costume—our diligent junior, Green Spinel.

Looks like she noticed the anomaly happening in downtown Seoul and rushed over.

‘…But wait, why is she riding a bicycle instead of flying?’
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“…What? Is that true?” 

“Yes! Larima called me out urgently, so I came right away. But what exactly is going on here?” 

Wind Crusher’s thoughts grew tangled at Green Spinel’s words. 

‘Larima called Spinel directly? In this situation, right now?’ 

“When did she call you?” 

“About… a little over 30 minutes ago. She told me to come quickly, so I did—” 

Thirty minutes ago—that was before the fight with Pearl even started. 

Did Larima call Green Spinel here to use her as part of the main fighting force against Pearl? 

‘…But Spinel doesn’t have that kind of combat power.’ 

It hadn’t been that long since Wind Crusher met Larima, but she didn’t seem like someone who would misjudge Spinel’s abilities. 

Her situational awareness was sharp, after all. 

That meant there had to be another reason Larima called Spinel out—but Wind Crusher couldn’t think of what that might be right now. 

“Green Spinel. When Larima summoned you, did she give you any other details?” 

“No, not really…” 

Spinel crossed her arms for a moment, then touched her lips, thinking deeply. 

There had to be a reason. 

Something Wind Crusher didn’t know yet. 

So, she started to go back over everything she remembered about Spinel. 

What kind of magical girl is Green Spinel? 

Among the fourth generation, she’s known for having the weakest combat power. 

But she does have talent—the problem is that her talent doesn’t directly translate into fighting strength. 

‘…Did she somehow bloom that talent into something real in the meantime? That doesn’t seem likely.’ 

Wind Crusher kept digging through her memories. 

And when it came to Spinel, there was no way to forget the story about the abandoned factory—how she survived against a corrupted magical girl, with nothing but her bare hands. 

Could that be it? 

She raised her hand and pointed past the building, toward the sky. 

Up there, Pearl, Sandstar, and Larima were still fighting. 

“Spinel. Do you see that?” 

“That’s Sandstar-senpai and Larima. And… a magical girl?” 

“That magical girl is called White Pearl. I don’t know the full story yet, but she’s been corrupted by dark mana.” 

As soon as Spinel heard the word corruption, her previously relaxed expression immediately turned serious. 

Wind Crusher continued. 

“I believe there’s a special reason Larima called you in this situation. But I have no idea what that reason is. So—if you have any clue, could you explain it to me?” 

“Well… it’s kind of a long story—” 

“Keep it short. Just summarize.”  

“I can control dark mana. I think… I can control the mana that White Pearl is using right now.” 

A short silence fell. 

Up in the sky, perhaps due to Pearl’s magic, small hailstones—falling instead of sleet—brushed lightly against their shoulders. 

“I want to ask how that’s possible, but… given the situation, now’s not the time.” 

“….” 

“So, do you plan to help in that fight?” 

Wind Crusher turned her gaze back to the sky. 

Shockwaves—violent aftershocks—were bursting out in all directions every time Pearl and Sandstar’s attacks clashed. 

Spinel also stared at the sight for a moment, then lowered her head. 

‘…Yeah, it’s too harsh, isn’t it?’ 

If someone as weak as Green Spinel, considered the frailest among the fourth generation, jumped into that battle, she’d probably die in an instant. 

Even so, Wind Crusher left the decision to Spinel. 

Honestly, it wasn’t that she trusted Spinel that much—it was more that she trusted Larima’s judgment. 

But that thought soon shifted. 

“Just once.” 

“…What?” 

“Just one time will be enough, Senior Wind Crusher.” 

Spinel’s eyes shone with firm resolve. 

BANG—! 

“Guh!” 

Sandstar barely managed to deflect Pearl’s latest magic blast. Her gauntlet was already frozen solid. 

‘This is bad—Sandstar’s movements are starting to slow down.’ 

Honestly, with how much of her body must already be frozen, it was a miracle she was still moving at all—that was just the kind of powerhouse Sandstar was. 

And her mana had to be running low by now too. 

“Kya-ha-ha—!” 

Pearl, completely lost to madness, fired another spell at Sandstar. 

Wind Crusher immediately controlled her maid weapons. 

One mop aimed for Pearl’s left temple, the other swung at her right ribcage. 

Lethal intent was clear in every strike. 

“Kyaa—ha—hahaha—!” 

“You crazy—!” 

But there was no damage. 

Or rather—she was ignoring it. 

Wind Crusher had landed clean hits several times now using the maid weapons.

At first, Pearl staggered and screamed, and Wind Crusher thought maybe this could end well. 

But as the fight dragged on, the gem embedded beneath Pearl’s collarbone started emitting even thicker dark mana. 

And the more it did, the more energized Pearl became. 

‘This won’t work at this rate.’ 

“Larima, dodge!” 

For a split second, she got distracted. 

Pearl’s hand was now pointed right at them. 

She was clearly about to fire the same spell that had frozen the entire center of a building earlier. 

Wind Crusher flapped her wings in a rush. 

She could block the attack with her Fairy Guardian, but doing so would freeze and destroy the guardian in the process. 


That meant she’d have to spend more focus dodging Pearl’s magic, leaving her maid weapons more exposed. 

‘Dangerous, but…!’ 

She spread her wings wide. 

Pearl’s vertically-slit pupils locked onto her. 

Wind Crusher focused entirely on reading the movement of Pearl’s eyes, her palm, and the flow of dark mana. 

Zing— 

A beam of icy mana shot out like a laser. 

Wind Crusher twisted her body as much as she could. 

“Kya-hahaha—!” 

“Ugh!” 

She narrowly dodged it by a hair’s breadth, but even without a direct hit, the searing pain in her side made it feel like her skin had frozen solid. 

“Huuuh!” 

Seizing the opening, Sandstar swung her fist. 

Once again, it was a precise, perfectly timed strike aimed right at Pearl’s weak point.

Snap.

But as soon as the sound of fingers snapping echoed by her ear, Pearl once again slipped out of the attack trajectory. 

Pearl immediately counterattacked, but Sandstar, as if expecting it, narrowly dodged the swinging hand.

‘…Penthouse.’

It was only a fleeting moment, but I sensed the flow of dark energy. 

Every time that snapping sound echoed, something stirred inside the penthouse.

In the end, if we wanted to strike Pearl, either I or Sandstar would have to go up to the penthouse and take down whatever demon was meddling up there. 

But the moment one of us left, the balance here would collapse—it was obvious.

I shifted my gaze from the sky downwards for a moment. 

Wind Crusher was probably holding off the demons pouring out from the ground, but just this once, I needed to call for her even if it meant taking some damage.

“!”

Just as I was about to call Wind Crusher, my eyes met with a pair of green ones. 

Greenspinel.

Greenspinel was flying this way. 

Behind her, I could see Wind Crusher.

‘Is Wind Crusher using her wind blasts to help Greenspinel fly faster?’

“Larima!”

Spinel called out to me, her eyes glowing.

“Just once is enough!”

‘Once?’

At first, I tilted my head, not understanding what she meant. 

But then it clicked.

Even though Greenspinel had flown in without receiving any prior information, she already seemed to fully grasp why I had called her and what her role was meant to be.

I immediately cut the threads controlling the maid that was holding Pearl in check and wove together another set of wings as I shouted:

“Wind Crusher, pass Spinel to me and head for the penthouse! Sandstar! Just hold Pearl off for a moment—create an opening!”

There was no time for formalities. 

Wind Crusher, who had been flying toward us, sped up toward the penthouse while passing Spinel over to me mid-air. 

I caught Spinel and quickly attached the wings I had woven onto her back.

“Spinel. Listen to me carefully.”

Greenspinel glanced curiously at the wings now stuck to her back but then quickly focused on my words.

“There’s probably only one shot at this. The wings I made won’t last long, so keep that in mind. Pearl’s gem is embedded right below her collarbone. I’ll leave the method up to you.”

Spinel nodded firmly. 

Meanwhile, golden light began to flicker above. 

Sandstar seemed to be gathering every last bit of her remaining magic power.

“Haaaaah!”

As Sandstar exhaled her magic, the frost that had been clinging to her gauntlets and body started to melt away. 

Pearl fired her magic at Sandstar, but the two maids I had sent in advance blocked the attack and then crashed between the buildings.

Sandstar took her stance. 

She planted her feet wide apart, bent her waist, wrapped her left hand around her right fist, and drew it back toward her side—a stance that practically screamed….

“The first move is a punch.”

Pearl seemed to sense the danger and quickly gathered magic into her right hand. 

That same frosty beam she had fired several times already. 

I didn’t hesitate and sent out my guardian.

Fwoosh—

The guardian stepped in front of Sandstar, raising its shield. 

As the beam clashed against the shield, a crackling sound echoed in all directions.

But the guardian held its ground until the beam ended and then collapsed. 

As the shield disappeared, Sandstar’s golden, shimmering eyes flared. 

Pearl screamed as she saw it, and at the same moment, Spinel and I flapped our wings.

“Goldenfist Drive—!”

Baaaang!

Sandstar’s punch shot toward Pearl, unleashing golden light. 

The falling hail all turned to dust and melted away, and for a brief moment, the night sky flashed brightly.

“Kyaaaaaaah!”

I wondered if Pearl would dodge again, but just then, a loud crash echoed from the penthouse direction. 

I didn’t know what kind of demon was hiding there, but it seemed Wind Crusher had done her job.

‘Been a while since I’ve seen that move.’

Pearl, who took the full blast of that golden light, couldn’t gather her dark energy. 

Sandstar’s golden aura had the power to scatter all magical energy around it.

“Kyaa—! Hahahaha!”

But there was a reason Sandstar didn’t use this move often. 

It didn’t do much damage. It was enough to stun a demon momentarily, but the magic efficiency was poor, and the energy-scattering effect didn’t last long.

“Uuugh—!”

But right now, every one of its weaknesses was actually a strength. 

As the golden light that lit up the night faded and Pearl began to regain her senses, I unleashed the threads I had prepared.

“Bind her!”

The magical threads shot toward Pearl, latching tightly onto her body and locking her in place. 

Pearl struggled, trying to break free, but the threads only glowed blue and tightened around her even more firmly.

Taking advantage of that opening, Greenspinel—still clumsy with her wings—started flying toward Pearl’s back. 

Yes. 

If this continued, everything would go according to plan… right?

“Kyaaaah!”

But then, dark energy suddenly burst out from Pearl’s gem. 

As she thrashed violently, one of the threads binding her arm snapped from the force.

Even so, Spinel kept flying in. 

Pearl, perhaps sensing instinctively who the real threat was, fixed her vertically slit pupils squarely on Spinel.

My body moves on its own. 

If this continues, Spinel will be shot down by Pearl. 

There’s no time to weave another doll. 

I immediately grabbed Pearl’s arm, where the magic was starting to gather.

Pishung! 

“Khk!”

In the rush to redirect Pearl’s attack trajectory, my side was pierced straight through. 

For a moment, the intense pain made it feel like my vision was floating.

But in that brief window, Spinel, who had reached Pearl’s back, stretched out her hand. 

The moment her palm touched Pearl’s back, Spinel shouted,

“Everyone, duck your heads~!”

As I lowered my head following her command, something sharp whizzed over my shoulder — a magic spike. 

The overflowing magic from Pearl’s gem was forcefully pulled out and expelled in the form of spikes.

“Kyaaaaaaaagh!”

Pearl screamed in agony. 

The magic that burst from her gem throbbed like a heartbeat, shooting out into the night sky.

“Khghhh!”

Spinel grimaced. 

So there were side effects to manipulating magic after all? 

She seemed to be giving it her all, but the magic, which had been stretching out, began to slow down and tried to return into the gem.

“Like I’d let you!”

I pulled out a small dagger I had pre-prepared at my waist — an item crafted in case I needed to personally deal the final blow to Pearl.

Ignoring the searing pain in my side, I raised the dagger high— and swung it down.

Sslash–

The magic bursting into the night sky was cleanly severed along the dagger’s path and began to fall.

“Kya—kgh—.”

Pearl convulsed briefly before vomiting blood and lumps of corrupted magic. 

Although some magic still remained in the gem, it was now a manageable amount.

Pah-ahng!

Soon, Pearl’s body, unable to endure further, forcibly reverted from her transformation. 

Now that her transformation had completely unraveled, she appeared calm and almost unscathed.

“Kgh!”

“Larimar!”

Catching the falling Pearl, I was struck again by intense pain from my pierced side. 

Since this was a doll’s body, there was no blood, but some of the magical threads that the Fairy Maker had painstakingly woven seemed to have snapped.

‘If this continues, they’ll realize I’m a doll—’

I stopped the worried Spinel from approaching and handed Pearl over to Sandstar. 

Holding my leaking side, I quietly started reweaving my magic as inconspicuously as possible.

“I’m… I’m fine, Spinel. And you too, Sandstar-senpai.”

“But you were clearly hit by Pearl’s magic earlier—”

“I said I’m fine. So stop worrying.”

Cutting them off firmly, neither Sandstar nor Greenspinel pressed any further. 

If they clung to me out of concern, they would definitely find out. 

I had to handle this myself.

Feigning calm, I continued speaking leisurely,

“Sandstar-senpai. Let’s transfer Pearl to the Bureau of Magical Affairs for now… Spinel, you did well today. Everything should be fine now—”

Kwaaang!

Before I could finish, a deafening explosion came from the penthouse where Wind Crusher had flown. 

When I turned my head, the entire top-floor penthouse was being shredded and scattered by a violent windstorm.

‘Wind Crusher’s magic!’

I had sent Wind Crusher expecting there to be a demon hiding in the penthouse, and since they were using magic sneakily rather than fighting head-on, I had felt somewhat relieved.
But for Wind Crusher to unleash such a massive spell meant—!

Snap.

Amid my spiraling thoughts, I heard the sharp sound of fingers snapping near my ear.

And behind Spinel, at some point, a pair of unfamiliar bat wings was fluttering.

I tore my hand away from my side. 

I poured all my remaining magic into my wings.

Pah-aaang–!

It was the fastest move I could manage in this body. 

A palm shaped like an old man’s hand was already swinging smoothly toward Spinel’s neck.

Before it could reach, I grabbed Spinel’s shoulder and threw her sideways.

Fwoooosh—!

My right arm, which had been holding Spinel’s shoulder, was severed clean off at the shoulder. 

With my left hand, I thrust out the dagger I was still holding.


“Good situational awareness, young lady.”

Snap.

The old man snapped his fingers again, and his figure vanished from right in front of me. 

The dagger sliced through empty air.

“Well then, farewell.”



 
  Chapter 27: Breakout (3)


“Larima!” 

My mana is draining. 

My wings have already been cut off and vanished, so my body simply falls downward.

“Wind Crusher—Larima—”

My consciousness is fading. 

My vision is blurring. 

Even so, a transparent wind wrapped around my body.

It was Wind Crusher’s magic.

The wind of Wind Crusher that enveloped my body slowed my fall. 

I struggled to regain my senses, but my blurred vision didn’t return.

Still, even with this unfocused sight, I could roughly grasp the situation.

Sandstar was carrying the unconscious Pearl somewhere, while Wind Crusher and Spinel were facing off against a demon in the form of an old man.

Wind Crusher likely had little mana left. 

And Spinel wasn’t particularly strong in combat. 

The demonic energy I felt from that old man was only about fifth-class at best, but the problem was how skillfully he wielded that power—far beyond Pearl’s level.

Memories from the time of the demon invasion flashed through my mind. 

Among the demons, there were those with full intelligence, maintaining reason while conjuring all sorts of bizarre phenomena using demonic energy. 

No matter how low I rated him, he was at least a fourth-class demon.

‘Damn it.’

It was checkmate.

***

“Well now, Wind Crusher. You’ve still got mana left, don’t you? Why aren’t you charging in? Shouldn’t you be avenging the young lady falling down below?”

“Shut up.”

Senior Wind Crusher, holding a storm of mana in his hand, continued.

“…Spinel. Run.”

“I’ll fight too—”

“No.”

“You’ll just die a pointless death. Your role ended when you took down Pearl. Get down.”

Snap.

At the sound of fingers snapping, my instincts flared, and Wind Crusher’s storm shot out behind me.

“Amazing. How did you sense that?”

The old man who had suddenly appeared behind me dodged the storm, watching it shoot off into the night sky as he spoke.

“So it’s true, huh? That lion-head bastard lost and ran away?”

“Lion-head? Ah~ You that bastard’s buddy?”

‘I couldn’t even react.’

This demon in old man form seemed to have a technique to teleport every time he snapped his fingers. 

I sensed him behind me instinctively, but that was all I could do. 

If senior Wind Crusher hadn’t covered me, I would’ve been dead right there.

Clench.

I thought of Larima. 

That magical girl, far stronger and better at judging situations than me, had been badly wounded and fell while protecting me.

I had finally started to think I was becoming useful, but less than a minute later, I was bitterly reminded of my limits.

“Hey old man. If I compare you to that lion-head guy, you’re way weaker. You really his friend?”

“Haha, such sky-high confidence you’ve got there.”

Snap.

Whoom—Bang!

The old man’s palm strike came at Wind Crusher’s face in a flash. 

Wind Crusher swung her storm-clad hand to block it.

“I don’t know how you managed to recharge your mana… but still, you’re only half your former self, huh?”

“Half is still enough to deal with you, you stinking old geezer.”

Snap.

The old man retreated again, his bat wings flapping. 

And beyond those wings, red eyes began to appear, one by one.

“Well then. Let’s see you take this, just like before.”

Chirp—chirpchirpchirp!

A massive swarm of bats. 

Each one wasn’t ordinary—it was a clump of sticky demonic energy. 

I could tell just one hit would be deadly.

“You think only you can snap your fingers and cast spells? I can too, you know?”

Wind Crusher snapped her fingers, and suddenly blades of wind erupted in the air, shredding the bat swarm instantly.

Though she appeared calm on the outside, sweat was dripping down her neck.

Even though senior Wind Crusher’s mana efficiency was unmatched, it looked like she was close to her limit.

“Spinel. Final warning. Get down, quietly.”

Honestly, I wanted to throw a tantrum and say I’d fight by her side. 

But deep down, I knew—that would just get in the way.

“…Understood, senior. I’ll go down and join Larima.”

“Good, Spinel. Don’t worry, just go first.”

Flap.

Flapping the wings Larima had given me, I started descending toward the ground, leaving senior Wind Crusher behind.

When I shifted my gaze from the sky to the ground, the whole situation came into view at once.

Low-class demons kept pouring out, while the magical girls fought desperately. 

And there—Larima had fallen on top of a parked car.

Yeah, I need to do what I can right now.

“Larima!”

Boom!

Ignoring the thunderous roar of the battle behind me, I flew toward the collapsed Larima.

When I got about 10 meters above the ground, I saw Larima, badly mangled but still breathing heavily.

Her right arm was gone, and there was a hole in her left side.

But there was one odd thing.


‘She’s… not bleeding?’

Come to think of it, when Pearl’s magic pierced her side, she should’ve been gushing blood. 

I thought maybe she narrowly avoided a fatal hit, but no—Larima hadn’t shed a single drop.

I didn’t know exactly what was going on, but whatever it was, it was far better than if she were bleeding out.

I’d heard that some magical girls in the Bureau’s healing division could instantly stop bleeding—maybe Larima had pulled off something similar.

After landing on the ground, I walked toward the car where Larima had fallen. 

Even if there was no bleeding, her injuries were still severe. 

I had to get her to the HQ as quickly as possible—

“Don’t… come closer.”

“What do you—”

“I said… don’t… come… closer…”

“Haa… haa…”

Larima’s ragged, faltering breaths warned me not to approach. 

I didn’t understand what she meant, but I had to get closer to perform first aid.

“Don’t… come…”

“Sorry, Larima. I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that.”

Ignoring her words, I climbed onto the car’s hood. 

I checked Larima’s condition again as she lay sprawled on the roof.

Her right arm was severed from the shoulder. 

And now, up close, I could see a clear hole in her side where she’d taken Pearl’s direct hit. 

Seeing her this close, Larima’s condition was far more shocking than I’d imagined.

My vision blurred. 

Tears threatened to spill from helplessness and guilt.

“Id…iot… I told you… not to… come…”

Still expressionless, Larima spoke coldly. 

She was incredible. 

Had she really saved me with a hole in her side and tried to counterattack the demon with one arm missing?

Even in this wrecked state, she was still trying to protect me till the end. 

She didn’t want me to come close — probably to spare me the shock of seeing her like this.

“L…Larima… It’s… it’s because I’m useless…”

Tears streamed down my face. 

Once they started, they wouldn’t stop.

“I’m… fine… really…”

Even now, Larima comforted me, saying she was okay. 

I never imagined someone’s “I’m fine” could stab me in the heart like a blade.

Ah, I felt like I was going to break down. I wanted to scream and let everything out.

“P…please hang on, Larima. Hic… I’ll… I’ll get you… to HQ…”

“Get your hand off.”

Just as I reached out to her, a familiar yet unfamiliar voice sounded in my ear.

Twin tails fluttering like the autumn sky.

“Fairy… Maker…”

Descending from the sky, Fairy Maker gently landed on the car and embraced Larima. 

In the middle of the chaos — demons attacking from all sides, Wind Crusher fighting in the sky — time seemed to stop for just the two of them.

Fairy Maker whispered to Larima and pressed their foreheads together. 

Larima murmured something in return and slowly closed her eyes.

Then, Fairy Maker swiftly produced blue threads from her hands and wrapped them tightly around Larima. 

In an instant, Larima was completely covered in the threads, her face hidden from view.

“L…Larima…”

“…”

“Fairy Maker-senpai… what happened to Larima…? She’s not… no, right…?”

Fairy Maker said nothing. 

She just wore a cold expression.

“Sob…”

Memories with Larima flashed through my mind, even though it had only been a short time. 

She saved me at the abandoned factory, helped me get my gem back, gave me her magic, taught me how to fight, and protected me until the very end.

But now, Larima was gone. 

The person who gave me so much in so little time… passed away in her master’s arms.

I wish it had been my side that was torn. 

I wish it had been my right arm that got cut off. 

I wish I had died instead.

“Uwaaaah—! Waaaah—!”

Someone like Larima should’ve lived, not someone useless like me. 

I couldn’t control the emotions bursting out. 

I just screamed at the sky.

***

‘…Why is she crying?’

Fairy Maker had arrived just in time. 

Any later and I might’ve lost my mind seeing Larima like that.

“Uuuh—uwaaaah—!”

“…Spinel.”

“Uwaaah—!”

But Spinel had seriously misunderstood something. 

I wanted to stop her, but she kept wailing at the sky.

“Larima… Larima saved me… sob!”

Spinel scratched at her chest with her frail hands, her head hung low. 

Just looking at her, I knew no words would calm her down right now.

“Spinel, I think you’re misunderstanding something…”

“Uwaaaah—!”

Yep, she wasn’t hearing me at all. 

I held the blue thread-wrapped Larima tightly, deep in thought.

‘Fairy Maker, why is she acting like this?’

I told her not to come close because she’d see me in this state, and she still came. 

And now she’s crying on her own. 

Just as I was about to tell her “I’m fine, so go away” before she touched me and discovered the truth, Fairy Maker arrived — thankfully.

‘…Han Myeong-jin. Do you really not get it?’

‘Yeah, I don’t.’

I could feel Fairy Maker’s utter disbelief inside me. 

But still, while I understood Spinel crying, I just couldn’t figure out why she was wailing like this.

‘I mean, from Spinel’s perspective, Larima’s master came and saved her, right? Why would that make her cry?’

‘…Look at that blue-thread bundle you’re holding.’

‘What about it?’

‘…Han Myeong-jin, you absolute idiot.’


Thud. 

The inner Fairy Maker closed her eyes, like she didn’t want to talk anymore.

“Uwaaaah—!”

My head throbbed. 

I couldn’t think of a single way to calm Spinel down from her crying fit.



 
  Chapter 28: Breakout (4)


“Haha, try a little harder, will you?”

“Shut up and come at me, you old bastard!”

Paang—!

Wind Crusher no longer bothered counting how many times she had shot down those flying clumps of demonic energy bats.

Chik—chik!

Even with its wings torn by the gusts, a bat came crashing down. She ducked just in time, but its wing grazed her shoulder.

Ssssss—

“Tch… damn it…!”

“The demonic energy is melting your flesh. Doesn’t it hurt?”

Instead of answering, I sent out another blast of wind. 

At that moment, the old man snapped his fingers.

A sight I had seen many times before.

Tak.

Paaang—!

“…Huh. How do you know?”

The old man stared in surprise at his severed arm. 

As soon as the demon teleported, I transformed one of the magic traps I had placed at his predicted location into a blade of wind and struck.

‘I never thought I’d end up using the trick I learned while practicing mana infusion like this.’

The thrill of landing a hit rose up—but only for a moment. 

From the stump of the old man’s arm, demonic energy surged. 

Bone, muscle, and skin regenerated in sequence. 

In mere seconds, his arm was as if it had never been cut.

‘Damn it. At this rate—’

After several exchanges, I had gotten somewhat used to his teleportation triggered by snapping his fingers.

But the real problem was that I was running dangerously low on mana. 

I only had a few more shots left.

“…I suppose I shouldn’t give you any more time. I’m running low on demonic energy myself, you see.” 

Annoyingly enough, the old demon had correctly sensed my dwindling mana. 

One of his wings spread wide, and red eyes began to gather within it again. 

Another swarm of those demonic energy bats.

There was no way to block them without spending mana.

‘This will be the last shot.’

I gathered every last drop of mana before my transformation wore off. 

This blow had to settle it.

Whoooong—

“Still trying till the end? Fine, fine. Let’s see how long you can last.”

With a mocking laugh, the bats poured out from his wings.

‘Damn it, this is—!’

Chik chik chik chik—!

An overwhelming number of bats, far more than before, darkened the sky. I didn’t believe him when he said he was running low, but I didn’t expect him to be this vigorous.

Death. I had seen comrades cross that threshold countless times. But now, I felt it in my bones—it was my turn.

“Ah, Yul… I’m going first.”

I uttered Sandstar’s real name—something I rarely did. 

Even though my mother, father, and sister were all alive, the first thing that came to mind before dying was the comrade I’d been with for twenty years.

Chik chik—

It was always like this. 

On death’s door, thoughts accelerated, and the world slowed down. 

They say the brain releases some drug or something—this must be it.

I had escaped death’s grasp many times, but today wasn’t one of them. 

No comrades to save me, no strength left to win.

‘Damn life… just endless suffering until the bitter end, huh.’

For a moment, I felt like letting go, surrendering everything. 

But suddenly, heat surged up to the top of my head.

‘…Still, dying is dying. But I’ll do what I have to.’

If I was going, I might as well crack that old bastard’s skull in half before I did.

Clenching the gathered mana in my hands, I was about to hurl myself through the swarm of bats when—

“Fall back, you crazy bitch!”

Sandstar’s voice rang out, and a familiar doll flew in from somewhere, drawing its sword right before me.

***

Wind Crusher, the magical girl who had repelled many powerful demons, including Marbas.

“Heh heh, I can’t wait to see the look on the lion’s face.”

It was unexpected that the magical girls had found a way to recharge their mana. 

That’s why I showed myself in haste, even before fully summoning my main body’s power. 

Thanks to that decision, I could deal with them more easily.

Chik chik chik—!

Wind Crusher was probably melting away in the tsunami of demonic bats. 

And Sandstar, that first-generation magical girl who foolishly rushed in to save her, would meet the same fate.

Heh heh heh.

Everything was going according to plan. 

The first generation was indeed strong—especially their mastery of teleportation in such a short time, which was impressive. 

Had White Pearl come alone without being corrupted, I might not have been able to win.

‘Things are going well. I even got the chance to corrupt a powerful magical girl.’

Even corrupting White Pearl, that half-baked second-gen, had yielded great results. 

If I could corrupt the first gens, who knew what I could achieve? The thought excited me.

But then, I remembered that unpleasant green-haired fourth-gen girl. Not even half-competent.

“Hmph. How did she control demonic energy like that?”

White Pearl shouldn’t have ended like that. 

She had perfected the fusion of mana and demonic energy—an incredible feat no creature had achieved before. 

If not for that fourth-gen girl, everything would’ve ended neatly without me stepping in.


“…I’ll have to take her.”

The conclusion was swift. 

I’d reel in my bats soon, recover the half-dead Wind Crusher and Sandstar, and capture that fourth-gen for experiments.

After corrupting the first gens, I’d send them to that big landmass called China to fight the remaining magical girls… and then corrupt that strong girl named Mei Hua over there too…

As these thoughts continued, a sense of discomfort crept in.

‘…Why isn’t the mana signature disappearing?’

Chik—chik chik!

The wave of bats kept pouring in, yet the magical girl’s mana presence didn’t waver. 

She continued to shine through the onslaught.

At first, I thought she was burning through her last reserves. 

But by now, this made no sense. 

By my estimates, her mana should’ve been long gone.

“What the hell…?”

I waited a few more seconds. 

The bats kept coming. 

But still, the mana signature remained strong.

‘Did I misjudge how much mana she had left?’

Tsk tsk. 

Maybe I was getting sloppy from not bringing my full power or living too long. 

A mistake like this in battle was dangerous.

Cursing my own misjudgment, I drew up even more demonic energy. 

The bat storm intensified.

“…What?”

But still—the mana reaction remained. 

No, that wasn’t the real problem.

‘They’re… cutting through?’

The bats were literally being whittled away, and the distance between us was shrinking. 

Damn it, this mass bat attack drained too much energy from my body. 

I had to halt the attack and reassess.

As I folded my wings, the bat swarm stopped. 

Naturally, whatever had been slicing through the bat wave now revealed itself.

“…A doll?”

A ridiculous-looking doll in shiny armor with a scruffy beard. 

From the silver longsword in its hand, dark energy—proof that it had just cut down bats—dripped down with a splatter.

Taking advantage of the moment when the attacks paused, Wind Crusher and Sandstar, who had been hiding behind the doll, started fleeing toward the other side of the building.

“Damn it! My test subjects!”

I snapped my fingers to use teleportation, determined not to let the escaping test subjects get away.

But my finger wouldn’t move. 

Puzzled, I raised my arm—only to see my wrist cleanly slide off and fall.

And then, suddenly, I heard a woman’s voice from the side.

“What are you trying to do?”

A flat, emotionless voice.

When I turned toward it, I saw a magical girl standing there, her blue hair swaying. 

Beside her stood seven dolls clad in gleaming armor, each holding a sword.

“Ho… Hoho, and who might you be, miss?”

I needed to buy time. 

As I worked to regenerate my severed hand, I struck up a conversation.

“Me?” 

“Yes, I don’t seem to know your name, miss. Though I do know the names of those girls desperately running away over there.”

The blue-haired magical girl smirked, twisting her lips upward.

“Figure it out yourself—”

Smack.

A gap. 

Humans inevitably leave an opening when they speak. 

Exploiting that moment, I used teleportation to shift right in front of her and swung a hand chop.

“What are you trying to do?”

Slice—

But in that instant, the dolls next to her stretched out their arms and shattered mine into pieces. 

Continuous teleportation consumed an extreme amount of dark energy, so I usually avoided overusing it—but this wasn’t the time for restraint. 

Using my still-intact left fingers, I immediately snapped again.

Snap.

“You’re pretty good at running.”

“Guh…”

It wasn’t just my right arm that got torn apart. 

In that brief exchange, my legs had also been severed, and my neck was nearly halfway cut through. 

Though I regenerated right away, the sensation of the blade slicing cleanly into my throat hit me a beat later.

‘…This woman is dangerous. I need to withdraw.’

For some reason, this magical girl didn’t seem to have lost her mana. 

No—rather than losing it, she was exuding the most chilling aura I’d ever felt from any magical girl before.

“Well then, let’s meet again another time. Shame I didn’t catch your name.”

“Meeting again later?” 

The blue-haired magical girl frowned, but I ignored her and immediately summoned my dark energy to open a gate. 

Gates weren’t meant to be opened and closed so freely like this. 

I could feel my true body’s power draining away, but it was better than losing this avatar entirely.

The bitter taste spread in my mouth, but I stepped into the gate and continued speaking.

“Yes, if we meet again, I’ll make sure to take your life then.”

“…No, you should probably end it here and now.”

“So confident, aren’t you, miss? But today isn’t the—huh?”

Suddenly, something strange caught my eye. 

A doll with a pointed hat and an oversized staff that didn’t fit its body. 

As I was momentarily distracted by that bizarre object—

Crash!

“What!? This is absurd—!” 

The gate closed. 

Of course, I knew that magical girls could close gates. 

But to shut it right as I was about to escape—that was something I’d never heard or seen before.

“How did you do that!?” 

“The gate?” 

“How the hell did you close the gate so instantly?!”

“Like this.”

At the end of her sentence, the doll swung its staff. 

Instinctively, I snapped my fingers for teleportation.

“…So you didn’t actually close the gate. You just—”

“Yeah, just smashed it.”

I glanced at the empty air where I had just been. 

A massive, invisible mass of mana was crushing down on that spot. 

If I hadn’t teleported, I would’ve been crushed and lost this avatar for good.

“What kind of brute… You just shattered the gate with overwhelming mana?”

It was ridiculous. Yet, the blue-haired magical girl still spoke with an indifferent face.

“Geez, must be some third-rate demon who didn’t even show up during the invasion.”

…What?

“If you’d seen the old Sandstar, you’d have fainted on the spot. One punch from her, and you’d get it.”

I had no idea what this magical girl was babbling about. 

All I could feel was the cold sweat trickling down the back of my neck growing even more intense.

“Well, whatever. Let’s just end this.”

A doll in the shape of a knight flew toward me. 

Right now, I had no way to block that blade. 

So I snapped my fingers again.

Fwsh fwsh fwsh 

“Guh!?”

Before I could even stabilize after teleporting, six blades pierced my body. 

I couldn’t dodge them—they were too fast. 

The dolls had already flown right to where I was about to teleport.

“How… How the hell!?”

“It’s obvious. Your eyes give away where you’re headed.”

“Guh— You wretched pest! If this were my true body and not an avatar, I’d crush you—!”

“Shut up.”

Shrrrk. 

The blades lodged in my body began to dance. 

My body started to shred apart. 

My dark energy scattered.

If I lost this avatar now, it would be a tremendous loss. 


Damn it, I had no choice but to use my last resort.

“Oh Baal! In the name of Glasya-Labolas, I beseech you! I will pay the price—send my avatar back to the demon realm!”

Rumble.

As soon as the incantation ended, lightning struck down.





 
  Chapter 29: Breakout (5)


“…Baal, huh.”

The demon, shaped like an old man, had shouted. ‘Lord Baal, I swear in the name of Glasya-Labolas. Please transfer my avatar back to the demon realm.’

And then, lightning struck, and a real gate opened.

I grabbed one of the Fairy Knights that got hit directly by the lightning. 

It crumbled to ash and disappeared. 

Normally, when a doll lost its form after being attacked, it would vanish while scattering blue magic power.

‘Literally, they burned away all the magic power in one go.’

The only demons capable of such a feat, from what I remember, were the First-Class types.

In my mind, the image of the Fourth Demon Invasion replayed. 

The first First-Class demons that appeared in Russia and North Korea. 

Not only magical girls but even an astronomical number of missiles were fired to kill them. 

In the end, Russia even abandoned part of its own territory and launched a nuke.

And yet, even then, the First-Class demons didn’t die. In the end, only the magical girls’ magic power could purge the demonic energy.

Radiation or whatever, we had no choice but to head straight into the ground zero where the nuke had fallen. 

And there, we finally finished off the First-Class. 

That was my past memory.

‘Even though a month had passed after the nuke, it’s not like radiation just vanishes in a month.’

One even managed to flee back to the demon realm, which forced me to toss away my hazmat suit and, before I knew it, stick my face into the demon world.

“Fairy Maker!”

While I was floating in the sky, lost in thought, I saw Wind Crusher and Sandstar flying toward me.

‘…Annoying.’

If those first-generation girls caught me, they’d definitely interrogate me about what the hell I was doing showing up here like this.

For the first time, I regretted creating Larima.

Why did I make Larima? 

To cover up the fact that Fairy Maker hadn’t returned her magic power yet. 

But just the fact that the demon invasion wasn’t over smoothed everything over. 

There was no longer any need to lie.

If someone asked why I hadn’t returned the power, I could just say, ‘Well, I figured the invasion wasn’t over, so I didn’t.’

How simple is that?

It was only because I didn’t want to bother dealing with the Magic Headquarters’ questions while transformed that I created Larima. 

And that little snowball just kept rolling until it turned into this.

“Haaah….”

“F-Fairy Maker senpaiii…”

While I sighed, a familiar voice added in.

“Spinel.”

Green Spinel was being carried by Sandstar, sobbing and snot-nosed. 

She still thought Larima was dead.

‘…Well, if Larima didn’t exist, I would never have met Spinel either.’

Spinel, despite being a fourth-generation magical girl, had performed beyond expectations in this battle.

White Pearl would have surely died if not for her. 

Spinel had pulled off a miracle, changing Pearl’s fate.

“L-Larima… Uwaaaah…”

“…Fairy Maker, is Larima really… dead?”

Maybe because Spinel was crying so sorrowfully, even the two first-gens next to her wore serious expressions. 

I had to clear up the misunderstanding.

I pulled out the Magician device that had been stuck to my back and infused it with magic. 

Larima, wrapped in blue threads, was sealed inside its magic circle. 

I was planning to show them that.

‘…Just shut up and stay still for a sec, Han Myeong-jin.’

‘What?’

But at that moment, a sharp surge of emotion from Fairy Maker stabbed through me. 

While I was dumbfounded by that hostility, Fairy Maker quietly took control of the body.

“…Spinel.”

“Hic… Yes…”

Fairy Maker withdrew the magic from the Magician and continued speaking.

“Larima is alive, so don’t worry.”

“She’s… alive? But… I saw…”

“…It was just a temporary measure for treatment. Larima is safe, so you don’t need to worry anymore.”

“Hic… Hic… Waaaaah—!”

Spinel broke into tears again. 

I couldn’t help but wonder how such tiny tear glands could produce so much water from that small face.

‘…Han Myeong-jin. Seriously, shut up.’

At that rare scolding from Fairy Maker, I stopped thinking entirely.

“Isn’t Larima going to Nurse for treatment?”

Spinel finally stopped crying and asked. 

Though judging by her still trembling shoulders, it seemed more like she’d simply run out of tears rather than calmed down.

“She’ll go separately, so don’t worry about it. Instead, you should check on Garnet and Pearl.”

Wind Crusher was carrying Garnet, who I’d knocked out earlier on the rooftop. 

Sandstar had Pearl slung over her shoulder. 

Spinel, face swollen from crying, was already seated on her bike.

The other magical girls, who had been handling the demons pouring out of the gate, were finishing up and returning. 

Some kids started to greet the first-gens, but then they saw me and quickly turned away.

“Fairy Maker. What the hell did you do to make the kids that scared of you?”

“Nothing special.”

Right before going to rescue Wind Crusher, I’d noticed second-gens struggling to close the gate. 

The situation was urgent, so I simply crushed the gate shut with raw magic power. 

That’s all there was to it.

“Anyway, I’ll make sure Larima gets properly patched up and sent back.”

“…Patched up?”


“…Yeah.”

Maybe because my word choice was weird, Wind Crusher gave me a sharp look. 

Correcting the slip would only make it more obvious, so I brushed past it naturally.

Meanwhile, Sandstar kept her eyes locked on mine, refusing to look away. 

I subtly tried to avoid her gaze, but she deliberately kept following my face.

“Fairy Maker.”

“…Yeah.”

“You’re not… doing something dangerous alone, are you?”

Sandstar sounded genuinely worried.

I had no excuse, so I stayed silent.

“Still… at least show your face once in a while.”

“…Got it.”

At the subtle tension, Wind Crusher and Spinel also went quiet and just watched the two of us.

Feeling uncomfortable with the atmosphere, I quickly wove my wings together to leave.

***

[Breaking news. Tonight, in front of a building in Gangnam, Seoul, a demon has appeared—]

[Breaking news. The Magic Countermeasure Bureau has officially announced that the demon invasion is not yet over—]

[Breaking news. China and Japan have officially declared that the demon invasion is ongoing—]

[Breaking news. The International Magical Girl Federation has also acknowledged that the demon invasion is not over—]

***

[Japan]

“Aqua Rose, how was the magic power passed to you by Kaminari?”

“It was amazing! It was all tingly and electric~!”

Aqua Rose raised both fists and repeatedly clenched and opened them as she launched into an enthusiastic explanation about how fascinating Kaminari’s magic felt.

Eleni Blue didn’t interrupt her master’s excitement. 

She sat comfortably in the lounge, listening all the way through before speaking.

“It’s fortunate that Korea shared the method for transferring magic power. If we hadn’t learned it from them, we wouldn’t have been able to defeat that Grade 5 demon that appeared in Harajuku.”

“It really would’ve been tough to handle a Grade 5 with low magic power. Right?”

“…It’s all because of my shortcomings, Master.”

Slurp. 

Eleni Blue sipped the coffee set in front of her. 

Seeing that, Aqua Rose followed suit, tasting her own coffee and immediately grimacing.

“Hehe, here are some sugar cubes, Master.”

“I don’t get why people like this stuff, Eleni. Never did.”

Eleni Blue watched as five sugar cubes plopped one after another into the small coffee cup, then continued speaking.

“…Thank you for indulging me, Master.”

“Hm?”

“I mean when I asked you not to return to Korea and stay here in Japan.”

“Oh, that? Well, it was your request, Eleni! I couldn’t say no.”

Slurp. 

This time, with the syrupy sweet coffee, Aqua Rose finally looked satisfied.

“…”

Eleni Blue recalled a few weeks ago. 

She’d received an emergency call from the Magic Special Affairs Division, where they’d informed her that the demon invasion wasn’t over yet.

The first thing she did after hearing that shocking news was ask her master—Aqua Rose, who was staying at her house—to remain in Japan.

In Japan, lower-grade demons appeared less frequently. 

But the higher the grade, the more often they showed up. 

Eleni Blue predicted that if a Grade 4 or higher demon appeared while their magical girls had already returned their magic power, even if they gathered every S-Class magical girl in Japan, they still might not win. 

To raise their odds, they needed more fighters.

Clatter. 

Aqua Rose set her now-empty coffee cup down and spoke.

“Well, I was a little surprised when you asked me to stay, but hey, Korea still has their First Generation around!”

“By First Generation, you mean… Fairy Maker and, um…”

“Wind Crusher, Sandstar, and Fire Garnet. Besides me, there’re only four left now. Hehe.”

She still didn’t really get why Korea classified magical girls by generations, whereas Eleni thought ranking them by grade would be much clearer.

She recalled Aqua Rose once explaining that Korea defined magical girls contracted after the first demon invasion as First Generation, after the second as Second Generation, and so on.

Her master tilted her head, seemingly disagreeing with her thoughts.

“Really? Don’t you think it’s weirder to grade magical girls? I mean, we’re all magical girls, right?”

“Is that so?”

“Of course~!”

Eleni Blue chuckled softly at her master’s childlike tone. 

Despite her age, Aqua Rose always acted like a kid when not transformed. 

Maybe it was because her untransformed appearance resembled a child.

Slurp.

“Oh! By the way, Eleni, didn’t you say you had something to talk about before the magic transfer?”

“I did.”

Eleni Blue set her coffee down and passed over a document placed beside her to Aqua Rose. 

Stamped at the bottom right was the seal of the Magic Special Affairs Division.

As Aqua Rose began reading the document, Eleni quietly continued.

“…Japan has concluded that relying on just Kaminari to transfer magic to all our magical girls isn’t sustainable. Therefore, we’re planning to formally request help from Korea.”

“Korea?”

“Yes, Master. As you know, Kaminari’s magic infusion here in Japan uses gems that are nearly depleted of magic, so the efficiency is quite low.”

At that, Aqua Rose tilted her head.

“So you’re saying Korea still has magical girls with gems full of magic?”

“Yes. Apparently, they do.”

“Who?”

“Fairy Maker, and her apprentice, Larima.”

Eleni Blue recalled the footage the Magic Special Affairs Division had sent recently. 

Magical girls struggling against a demon estimated to be Grade 4. 

And then Fairy Maker, who wiped it out in an instant.

After analyzing the footage, the Division concluded that Fairy Maker’s combat power showed no difference before or after returning her magic power—meaning her gem was likely still full. 

Eleni thought the same.

Blue twin-tails. 

She still often recalled that day.

The day when, in that hell called the Demon Realm, Shodai, Fairy Maker, me, and Rose Quartz ended the life of a Grade 1 demon.

Lost in those thoughts, Aqua Rose’s loud, cheerful laughter suddenly pulled her back to the present.

“Hahaha! Fairy Maker, that girl really is something else! She’s always so unpredictable~”

“…But how could Fairy Maker recover her gem’s magic power so quickly? Could there really be a spell that restores magic power?”

“Probably not, Eleni. If I had to guess, I’d say she just never returned her magic power in the first place.”

“…What?”

Aqua Rose tried to lean back into the soft chair cushion, but because her legs were short, she ended up half-lying down instead. 

In that cute, childlike pose, she opened her mouth again.

“If I had to bet, I’d say she smashed her mascot’s head into the ground and told it to get lost back to the Fairy Realm or something like that. So she kept all her magic.”

“That’s hard to believe. Could she really have done that?”

“But knowing her, that’s exactly the kind of thing she would do! And honestly, I don’t even want to know why she didn’t return it — I don’t want to predict it either!”

Cackling, Aqua Rose laughed a few more times before closing her eyes and continuing.

“But you know, I’m more interested in that girl named Larima than Fairy Maker herself.”

At those words, Eleni Blue instinctively frowned. 

Hearing her master show interest in another magical girl’s apprentice… it made her feel a little uncomfortable.

“Why is that?”

As she mulled over why her master would hold Larima in such high regard — what exactly did she see in her? — she was struck by an unexpected answer.

“Well, that’s because Fairy Maker would never take on a student.”

There was no hesitation in her tone. 

It sounded like she was stating an undeniable fact.

Eleni Blue felt a sinking sensation in her chest as she pressed on.

“…If Fairy Maker would never take an apprentice, then who exactly is this magical girl Larima? She uses the same magic as Fairy Maker, and they say she was the first one to begin the magic infusion process, too.”

“Hmm…”

Half-reclining, Aqua Rose stretched out and then sat back up properly before speaking again.

“Well, we’ll be seeing her soon anyway. No need to get too curious right now.”

“Sorry, Master, but by that do you mean—?”

“…Well, I don’t know if we’ll see them for sure, but—”

Eleni, I’ll make a formal request to Korea’s Demon Countermeasure Headquarters to dispatch them to Japan. 

Whether they refuse or not… well, we’ll see.


Aqua Rose lightly tossed the document she’d been holding onto the table and added,

“Back during the 4th demon invasion, you helped Korea out, Eleni. So they won’t be able to refuse this request. Actually, even if Korea says no, Fairy Maker herself wouldn’t turn us down.”

“…If things go the way you say, Master, that would be ideal.”

“When have I ever been wrong, Eleni?”

With a big grin, Aqua Rose’s lips curved into a neat smile.



 
  Chapter 30: Japan (1)


The fact that the demon invasion hadn’t ended was officially announced to the general public, and the aftermath was massive.

Community websites crashed, and the news channels spent the entire day loudly debating over who was to blame and what the real facts were.

[Shocking news: countless more people are going to fall victim again—]

[Why were the Demon Countermeasure Headquarters and the government hiding this from us?]

It felt like all of South Korea was once again being dragged into a nightmare with the demons.

People began panic-buying supplies, and it became common to see empty shelves in the supermarket food aisles.

Barricades — which had been popular during the height of previous demon invasions — and self-defense weapons like illegally modified stun guns that could temporarily paralyze even a Grade 10 demon, began selling out rapidly from store warehouses.

As society fell further into chaos and the public seemed to be sinking into despair…

Surprisingly, the panic didn’t last long.

[Actually, Korea is in a relatively better situation.]

[Could you explain what you mean by that, Dr. Han Jin-won?]

[In fact, Korea was the first country to figure out a method for magical girls to recharge their magic power. That’s why, naturally, our magical girls recover their strength at a speed that’s unmatched by other countries. China seems to be catching up fairly quickly, but if you look at neighboring Japan, their magical girl recovery rate is still under 1%.]

It’s human nature to feel a bit of comfort when hearing, “Well, my house burned down, but my neighbor’s house got hit by a meteor and completely disappeared.”

At first, everyone cursed out the Demon Countermeasure Headquarters and the government. 

But as time passed and other countries suffered even greater losses, the public anger in Korea quickly calmed down.

According to the current claims from the DCHQ and the government, the magical girl recovery rate in Korea is 5%.

Of course, the truth was that aside from the 1st generation and a few members of the 2nd, most girls hadn’t even recovered any power in their gems. 

But seeing that 5% figure allowed people to cling to a little hope for the future — and that, at least, was something.

***

“Larima!”

At the underground HQ of the DCHQ, Spinel, whom I hadn’t seen in a week, ran toward me the moment she spotted me and spread her arms wide.

‘Uncomfortable.’

Spinel had the typical energy of a high school girl.

Which is to say — for a guy in his mid-30s like me, it was a bit much to handle.

“Hey, Spinel. You feeling okay?”

“Yes… but…”

“Then let’s get going right away.”

When I subtly lowered my head to dodge Spinel’s open-armed hug, her lips pouted out in disappointment.

‘I mean, come on — a grown man getting hugged by a high school girl? That’s not right.’

As I walked past Spinel down the corridor of the HQ, she quickly followed behind and continued speaking.

“Still, I’m really glad to see you looking fine, Larima. Oh! But, is your arm okay?”

“It’s fine.”

“But… how is that even possible? Back then, your arm was completely severed…”

“Emerald Nurse can reattach limbs even if they’re cut off. Not just anytime, but still.”

In truth, since I (Larima) am a doll, I naturally wasn’t healed by a nurse — I stitched my own arm back on.

Then Fairy Maker finished the job by weaving it together with threads of magic.

But seeing that Spinel still looked unconvinced, I rolled up my sleeve and held out my arm toward her.

“…See? Not even a scar.”

“Wow! It really is fine. Then, uh, what about your side where you got hit by the demon—”

“Also fine.”

Casually, I lifted my clothes to show my side. 

No scar, of course.

Spinel leaned in, staring intently at the spot — and then, suddenly reached out with her hand.

“Hrk!?“

The moment her hand touched my side, my body reflexively flinched.

“Ah! Sorry, Larima. Did I surprise you?”

“…I didn’t say you could touch it.”

“Ahaha, well… Your skin is just so flawless and smooth that I couldn’t help myself…”

I considered scolding her, but then I remembered the sight of Spinel crying her heart out during the last demon invasion in Gangnam.

Those tears had started because of a misunderstanding — but even so, it was me who caused that misunderstanding, and she had still cried for my sake.

“…It’s fine. But just be more careful next time.”

Given that, letting this small incident slide seemed like the right call.

Hearing my response, Spinel gave me a bright smile and quickly continued talking.

“Oh, but— is your back okay? Maybe I should check that too—”

“Get lost.”

“Ack—!”

“…You’re hopeless, Spinel.”

“Larimaaa— you’re so meeeaaaan—!”

***

Inside the DCHQ’s tech development lab, Spinel lay collapsed beneath a treadmill, gasping for air.

It had been a week since the battle that broke out in the middle of Gangnam.

If Spinel had been more combat-ready back then, things might have gone much smoother. 

That’s why I’d made up my mind: from now on, I’d personally train her in basic magic usage and combat.

But even before we could get to that, Spinel had already worn herself out and collapsed.

I judged that we needed to build up her stamina first — so I asked Oh Se-hwan to set up treadmills and various gym equipment right here in the lab.

Thus began Spinel’s sudden physical training — though honestly, the results were even worse than expected.

“Huff… If only I were transformed… like Larima…”

Wiping her sweaty face with the towel around her neck, Spinel muttered,

“If you were transformed, what?”

“…If I were transformed, I’d be able to run like you, Larima!… Probably.”

For reference, I was running on the treadmill next to her to help pace her.

Spinel looked at me with a face full of despair as I ran without even breaking a sweat.

‘Girl, even with the body of a 30-something man, I’m running better than you.’

Just because you’re a magical girl doesn’t mean everything works out by magic.

Sure, transforming boosts your basic physical abilities in proportion to your magic reserves, but having good base stamina makes everything more efficient.

“I get what you’re saying, Larima… But… this is just too hard…”

“…That’s why I’m running with you. As your pacemaker.”

“But you’re always in transformed form. Of course you’re going to run better than me without transforming.”

Spinel couldn’t even meet my eyes, panting as she complained.


‘Kids these days, I swear…’

These days, magical girls lack perseverance. 

I wonder how many of them have truly felt that sensation of standing between life and death? 

It’s only after such experiences that you stop skipping your basic training. 

Tsk, tsk.

Spinel had the right mindset as a magical girl, but in other aspects, she seemed a bit lacking.

“Spinel, want to make a bet with me?”

“A bet…? What kind of bet…?”

“If I can run ten times better than you even without transforming, you’ll stop whining and follow the training properly.”

“…Huh?”

Without waiting for Spinel’s answer, I gathered my magic and focused it on my clothes. 

I got rid of the ribbon-like decorations for now and changed my costume into something resembling casual wear. 

This way, Spinel would think I had undone my transformation.

Paang—

I even recreated the magical ripple that occurs when a transformation is released. 

Spinel looked visibly shocked.

“Larima… is it really okay for you to untransform?”

“Of course it is.”

“But… you’re always transformed whenever we meet, so I thought maybe you had some reason for not undoing it…”

Leaving the panting Spinel behind, I got onto the treadmill. 

I set it at a much faster speed than what Spinel had managed and immediately started running.

One minute. 

Three minutes. 

Five minutes. 

Ten minutes.

If this were my original body—Han Myungjin’s—I would’ve started feeling tired by now. 

But my current body was a doll that could move indefinitely as long as I kept fueling it with magic.

It was basically cheating Spinel a little, but thinking that this was all for her own good made my legs keep moving on their own. 

After running for five more minutes, I stepped off the treadmill while pretending to be slightly out of breath.

When I shot Spinel a look, her face scrunched up as she reluctantly spoke.

“Uh… I never actually agreed to the bet…”

I figured as much. 

She never actually said yes to the bet.

“Then you should’ve said you weren’t betting.”

“What!? That’s not fair!”

“Alright, you’ve rested enough, haven’t you? Get back on the treadmill.”

Spinel was the type you could sweet-talk into doing things. 

She resisted a few times but, in the end, with a tearful face, she stepped back onto the treadmill.

“Haaah—hak—hic—“

“Spinel. At your age, you should still be able to go another 10 minutes.”

“Wind Crusher’s right, Spinel. If you can’t use proper magic yet, at least your physical abilities should be decent.”

Time passed, and soon Sandstar and Wind Crusher, having heard that Spinel was holed up in the tech lab, showed up.

Even though I hadn’t said a single word, those two took it upon themselves to start drilling Spinel.

“S-senpaii… hak—hic—please—hak—show me mercy—hak—“

“Oh? You’d better move your legs while you’re talking, Spinel.”

Leaving Spinel trapped in her own little hell, I slowly opened the sealed envelope of documents I had received from Park Se-ah.

“…A dispatch request to Japan, huh.”

The document was a request to temporarily dispatch the magical girl Larima to Japan. 

The reason was simple: to perform mana infusions.

Japan was currently in a complete state of chaos. 

The demon invasion wasn’t over, and their magical girl restoration efforts were painfully slow.

I recalled the past—the difference between when I infused mana into other magical girls and when Sandstar, whose gem barely had any magic left, did the same for others.

The girls who received mana from me always showed at least some immediate improvement in their gems. 

But those who got it from Sandstar recovered much more slowly, and their efficiency was far worse.

I figured Kaminari, who was doing the mana infusions in Japan, was in the same situation. 

On top of that, Kaminari wasn’t some high-capacity magical girl like Fairy Maker. 

So it was inevitable that Japan’s restoration would lag behind Korea’s.

“Should I go… or not?”

I flipped through the pages to skim their contents. 

Most of it was ceremonial fluff. 

However, at the end, there were two separate letters enclosed.

One was… from Aqua Rose. 

According to HQ’s investigations, Aqua Rose had been residing in Japan rather than Korea for some time now. 

Was she trying to make this dispatch an excuse to transfer her affiliation to Japan?

I tore open the letter and skimmed through it. It was full of Aqua Rose’s typical playful tone. 

In short, it said:

[“Hey Larima, I’m the super-strong first-gen Aqua Rose. I’m like siblings with your master, Fairy Maker, so can you please accept this dispatch request to Japan?”]

“…She hasn’t changed one bit. And who said she could call themselves siblings?”

Aqua Rose was always like that—shamelessly barging in and acting like everything would go her way. 

I could almost see her face just from reading the letter.

But even if it was a request from Aqua Rose, going to Japan at this moment wasn’t easy. 

It’s not like I had deep patriotic loyalty to Korea, but this was still the place I was born and raised. 

And though Korea was a bit better off than Japan, we still weren’t free from the threat of the demons.

Feeling my heart leaning towards rejecting the dispatch, I opened the second letter. 

The recipient was…

“…Eleni Blue?”

Looking at the torn envelope, I noticed a line in awkward Korean asking to deliver the letter to Fairy Maker. 

I started reading it line by line.

[“Hello, Fairy Maker. You probably don’t like long talks, so I’ll get straight to the point. Japan needs help. Please allow Larima to come to Japan. Of course, it would be best if you came personally, but I know that’s an unreasonable request. So instead, I ask that you at least send your student.”]


As far as I remembered, Eleni Blue wasn’t very proficient in Korean. 

But this letter was written carefully by hand in clear Korean. 

It seemed, knowing her personality, that she insisted on writing it herself.

And when I read the last paragraph, I made up my mind.

[“I hope you haven’t forgotten the memories of when we went to the demon realm together. Thank you.”]



 
  Chapter 31: Japan (2)


“…It’s my first time flying on a plane, so I’m really nervous, Larima.”

At Spinel’s words, both Fairy Maker and I turned around at the same time.

“Spinel, it’s your first time on a plane?”

“Yes. I haven’t even gone on a school trip yet…”

A school trip, huh. 

That was such a typical high school girl phrase that it suddenly slipped out naturally.

I was already used to flying, and of course, so was Fairy Maker. 

So I hadn’t even considered the idea that Spinel might be struggling with this.

“It’s okay. Once you’re on, it’s no big deal. I think I actually found it fun the first time I flew.”

“…I thought it would be like that too, but the surroundings are a bit…”

Following Spinel’s gaze, I turned my eyes and saw a huge hangar and soldiers dressed in military uniforms.

In such a bleak scene, with Fairy Maker and me walking along with Spinel, her blue twin-tails swaying, we probably looked no different from one of those awkward photoshopped images people post online.

“Don’t mind the soldiers. This is an air force base — it’d be weirder if there weren’t any soldiers around.”

We were currently at the air force base in Osan, Gyeonggi Province. 

Since the Magic Administration Bureau’s private jet wasn’t stationed at a regular airport but here, we had no choice but to come here.

Even with my reassurances, Spinel’s shoulders stayed hunched up, refusing to relax.

“I mean, it’s nice to visit Japan, but… is it really okay for me to go?”

“It’s fine. You’re going as an official guest invited by Japan’s Special Magical Task Force, so there’s no need to feel pressured.”

“Hearing you say that… makes me even more nervous, Larima.”

After receiving Eleni Blue’s letter, I immediately accepted Japan’s dispatch request. 

And while I was at it, I decided to bring Spinel along for training.

I even considered calling Rhodonite along, thinking it’d be good for Spinel to have someone her age around. 

But unlike Spinel, Rhodonite was a valuable combat force, busy hunting down demons. 

Taking her to Japan when we were already short on manpower might just push Park Se-a’s patience to its limits.

So, in the end, I brought only Spinel. 

But seeing her this nervous, I was starting to think maybe I should’ve just brought Rhodonite instead.

I gave Fairy Maker, who was walking ahead, a tap on the shoulder.

“…?”

Her sapphire-like eyes turned to me, and I subtly pointed at Spinel a few times with my finger.

Fairy Maker seemed to get the message quickly, slowing her pace and naturally stepping up beside Spinel.

“…It’ll be fine, Spinel. Try to relax a little.”

As Fairy Maker patted Spinel’s back, Spinel suddenly straightened her posture stiffly.

“Y-Yes! Of course, senpai!”

‘Now she looks even more tense…’

And so, Spinel walked all the way to the plane like a rusty machine, stiffly moving her legs while keeping her back straight.

As we climbed the stairs with stiff Spinel, we spotted several staff members from the Bureau inside the plane. 

Among them, a slim man with sharp glasses spoke up.

“Hello, Ms. Larima and Ms. Fairy Maker. I’m Jeong Min-soo, your temporary manager for this trip, assigned by Director Oh Se-hwan’s orders. I know neither of you are officially affiliated with the Bureau, but given the circumstances, we ask for your understanding in accompanying you.”

Manager Jeong Min-soo, as he introduced himself, gave a polite 90-degree bow. 

Naturally, I recalled the conversation Fairy Maker had with Park Se-a a few days ago.

[Ms. Fairy Maker. I know the real reason you want to go to Japan. Sure, Aqua Rose personally requested it, but I bet you’re thinking of repaying the debt you owe Eleni Blue.]

[…]

[I won’t stop you — not that I could even if I tried — but at the very least, please accept the Bureau’s offer to provide you with a private jet and a temporary manager. The Korean government is extremely uncomfortable with an unaffiliated first-generation magical girl traveling abroad like this.]

‘Park Se-ah really has it rough…’

From the government’s perspective, it was obvious they didn’t want to send such a powerful asset overseas, especially one they had no control over. 

They were even suspicious she might be getting scouted by Japan.

I could still clearly remember the dark circles under Park Se-a’s eyes. 

Honestly, her stance wasn’t much different from the government’s. 

The only difference was that while the government didn’t understand Fairy Maker at all, Park Se-a did.

She knew for sure: once Fairy Maker made up her mind, there was no stopping her. That’s why she chose the best possible compromise — to at least let the Bureau manage the schedule. And this arrangement was the result.

“Ah! Manager sir!”

At that moment, Spinel, who apparently knew Jeong Min-soo, greeted him cheerfully.

***

“Wow… This is Japan—”

At Tokyo’s Haneda Airport, Spinel’s eyes widened as she stepped off the plane.

Jeong Min-soo, who had gotten off before us, was speaking with a woman in a suit. 

After a while, he finished his conversation and began guiding us.

“…Aren’t they going to check our passports?”

“It’s already been coordinated between the governments, so we don’t need to go through the regular airport procedures.”

Answering Spinel’s question, Jeong Min-soo spoke briefly with the woman again before leading the way.

“Man, the world’s really come a long way.”

I fiddled with the earphones Jeong Min-soo had given me on the plane. 

Both Fairy Maker and Spinel were wearing them too.

Turning my head, I could see Japanese people naturally chatting away in Japanese. 

Their words were instantly translated through the earphones without any delay.

‘I mean, I can speak basic Japanese and Chinese, but this is pretty handy.’

It wasn’t much use for me, but it would definitely help Spinel.

Before I knew it, we had arrived at a black SUV parked by the road.

“You can get in now. I’ll be following in the vehicle behind with the other managers.”

With that, Jeong Min-soo headed to another car, and we boarded the SUV one by one.

“Alright then, we’ll depart now.”

The woman who had been speaking with Jeong Min-soo earlier took the driver’s seat, and the vehicle quietly hummed to life.

“Larima.”

As I relaxed into the plush back seat, Spinel cautiously spoke up.

“Yeah?”

“……Hey, doesn’t that person sitting in the front passenger seat seem a little strange?”

Following Spinel’s words, I shifted my gaze — and sure enough, there was a kid sitting in the plush passenger seat who looked completely out of place.

Tiny in stature, yet dressed head to toe in an expensive suit. 

And even wearing thick sunglasses.


Just as Spinel said, something was definitely off. 

And as that sense of unease started to grow, the one sitting in the front seat, Fairy Maker, spoke up first.

“Aqua Rose.”

At the same time, the little kid in the passenger seat, Aqua Rose, lowered their sunglasses and spoke.

“Took you long enough to notice, Fairy Maker.”

***

So the kid in the passenger seat was actually Aqua Rose — and as soon as they were found out, they started chatting away like they’d been waiting for this.

“Magical girl ranking exams?”

After some scattered small talk, the conversation shifted to Japan’s magical girl ranking system.

Spinel, looking intrigued, leaned forward towards Aqua Rose in the front.

“Yeah! In Japan, we don’t divide by generations like in Korea. Instead, you take an exam and get ranked from F up to S.”

“That’s interesting. Then, what rank are you, Aqua Rose-senpai?”

“Me? Of course I’m S-rank!”

“Oooh!”

Despite Aqua Rose clearly being a first-gen, Spinel acted towards her like an upperclassman from school — and Aqua Rose seemed to enjoy that.

‘Is it because Spinel’s spent so much time around first-gens like Sandstar and Wind Crusher that she doesn’t have that usual hesitation?’

Normally, 3rd and 4th gens saw 1st gens as something completely different, and 2nd gens were just plain afraid of them. 

Spinel’s relaxed attitude was pretty unusual.

“So how does the exam work?”

“An S-rank magical girl selected by the Special Magical Task Force acts as the examiner and directly evaluates your combat ability. Usually, Eleni handles that role.”

“Eleni… you mean Eleni Blue? That famous magical girl from Japan?”

“Yeah, the one often mentioned as one of the top three magical girls in Asia.”

Aqua Rose went on, telling Spinel all sorts of stories about Eleni Blue, Mystic, and even Plum Blossom.

“So you’re saying Eleni Blue is your disciple, Aqua Rose-senpai?”

“Yep, yep! It was back when a grade 4 demon first appeared in Japan. I was dispatched there and met Eleni then. Hey, Fairy Maker, weren’t you there too?”

“Don’t remember.”

Fairy Maker muttered, still staring out the window.

“She’s still the same, huh. Anyway, in Japan, you can’t be recognized or work as a magical girl unless you’ve taken the ranking exam.”

“Then… would people like me, Larima, and Fairy Maker-senpai also need to take the ranking exam?”

“Fairy Maker’s an exception. She already took it ages ago. Though… it’s probably past the renewal period by now, but I’m sure the Special Task Force will take care of that.”

I remembered when I first came to Japan. Back then, the ranking system hadn’t settled in yet, and all the first-gens had been pretty offended at the idea of being ranked.

‘Though once it started, they couldn’t help teasing each other — saying stuff like, “I’m B-rank and you’re just C-rank.”‘

Spinel glanced at Fairy Maker and asked….

“Then, what rank is Fairy Maker-senpai?”

“….”

Fairy Maker kept gazing out the window, expressionless.

Thinking about it, back when she took the exam, Fairy Maker’s personality was unstable — maybe she didn’t even remember.

“Probably… D-rank.”

“…Huh?”

Fairy Maker frowned, but it looked like she finally managed to dig up the memory. 

D-rank — the same rank I was given when I first came to Japan.

“That’s why I keep telling you, Fairy Maker, you should retake the ranking exam. You’d get all kinds of benefits if you registered as S-rank!”

“Not interested.”

“…I always assumed Fairy Maker-senpai would obviously be S-rank.”

Spinel’s comment made Aqua Rose smirk widely.

“Want to know something fun, Spinel?”

“Yes?”

“Fairy Maker’s original name wasn’t Fairy Maker. Back then, she couldn’t even make dolls, so how could she have gotten that name?”

“Then… did her name change?”

“Exactly! Her original magical girl name was—”

Before Aqua Rose could go on, I quickly cut in.

“We’ve arrived, Aqua Rose-senpai.”

At my words, Spinel naturally turned her head to look outside.

If Korea’s Demon Response HQ was tall and slender, Japan’s Special Magical Task Force building looked like a massive square block.

“So this is the Special Task Force? Wow, the building’s huge! Compared to the Korean HQ… it’s kind of, like… chubby?”

“That’s one way to put it.”

The car came to a natural stop, and Aqua Rose, putting her sunglasses back on, got ready to get out.

“Aqua Rose-senpai, so are we here to take the ranking exam right away?”


“Nope, Spinel. You can’t just take the exam whenever you want — there’s a set schedule for that.”

“Then…?”

“Well, let’s talk about the rest inside.”

Click. 

Aqua Rose opened the car door.
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“It feels different from the Central Bureau…”

Spinel was busy turning her head like a lost child, taking in the scenery around her.

The interior of the Magical Special Affairs Department building was clearly different from the Central Bureau. 

To put it simply, the Central Bureau felt like the inside of a major corporation’s headquarters, while the Special Affairs Department had a strong vibe of a government office. 

Of course, the ceiling was much higher, so it didn’t feel entirely ordinary.

“This way.”

Following the woman in the black suit who was guiding us, we arrived at a passageway that looked exactly like a subway gate.

Beep.

Fairy Maker and Aqua Rose scanned the licenses they had been issued earlier, while Spinel and I scanned the temporary magical girl licenses handed to us by the woman in black to pass through the gate.

After following her into the elevator and reaching the 20th floor, we found ourselves in a clean, spacious hallway with rooms neatly lined up. 

Judging by the Japanese written next to the doors, they seemed to be conference rooms reserved for higher-ups.

“Fairy Maker and Aqua Rose, please follow me. Spinel and Larima, please wait in this room for a while.”

At those words, I looked at Fairy Maker, who nodded at me as if to say not to worry. 

So, Fairy Maker left with Aqua Rose, while I entered what appeared to be a lounge with Spinel.

“Pretty empty, huh.”

Even the lounge had that typical government office vibe. 

Sure, the sofas and coffee machines placed in the middle looked expensive, but that was about it.

You could call it that distinct office building atmosphere. 

It was so quiet inside that Spinel stiffened up again in a weirdly rigid way. 

I shamelessly plopped myself onto a sofa in front.

“Spinel, sit comfortably. No need to be so tense.”

I had her sit on the sofa and casually threw a capsule and a paper cup into the nearby coffee machine, pressing the button. 

Before long, coffee started to pour out.

“Larima, is this your first time here?”

“It is.”

“…Really? You look so at ease.”

After brewing another coffee, I handed it to Spinel. 

She carefully accepted the cup and took a sip before continuing.

“So, Larima, could you tell me more specifically why you brought me along?”

“I told you. It’s for training.”

“Can’t I train in Korea too?”

“In Korea, you mostly only encounter demons of rank 8 and below. You can’t get any real training with those.”

Spinel seemed like she wanted to say something but then closed her mouth again.

“What? Got something you want to say?”

“Well…”

“Just say it. Relax.”

“…I just wonder if I’ll actually be of any help.”

In just this short time, it seemed her confidence had already taken a hit. 

She hadn’t even been training for a full week yet. 

Did I push her too hard?

‘Ah, but it wasn’t just me. Sandstar and Wind Crusher were grilling her too.’

Thinking back to a week ago, I could clearly remember Spinel getting scolded.

During physical training, Sandstar would nag her.

When trying to use magic, Wind Crusher would yell at her.

For combat practice, she had to fight me—so obviously, I was the one scolding her.

And she was juggling school at the same time. 

No wonder Spinel seemed more and more worn out.

‘Even if the first-generation veterans are training her directly, if she’s not motivated, it won’t be effective.’

I thought about how I could boost Spinel’s morale and decided to use something I learned during our previous conversation.

“Spinel, you said you’re a fan of your mentor, Fairy Maker, right?”

“Yes, of course! Ever since the day she saved me from that rank 5 demon… But why do you bring that up all of a sudden?”

“The magical girl ranking exam. Aqua Rose mentioned earlier it’ll be held in about two weeks, right?”

In truth, the ranking exam wasn’t that important. 

We already had temporary licenses issued, and we weren’t planning to stay active in Japan for long.

“If you take the ranking exam now, I think you’d probably get a D- rank at best. Slightly below an average 4th-gen magical girl.”

“…I see…”

Spinel’s face fell even more at my words. 

But then, her expression quickly flipped.

“If you manage to get a meaningful result at this ranking exam, I’ll ask your mentor to make a custom doll of your choice by hand.”

“…Eeeeh!?”

Bang! 

Spinel slammed her hands on the table and leaned in close to my face.

‘I really don’t get why she’s so obsessed with this…’

I pushed her face away with my hand.

“For Fairy Maker, making a doll is easier than breathing. She could make whatever you want in no time.”

“T-then… Could it be customized? Not just a normal one?”

“…Customized?”

“Like, instead of the usual long-haired Fairy Maid, maybe a twin-tailed version! Or even—”

Her breathing got rougher, brushing against my hand as she leaned in again. 

I pushed her back once more.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m sure she could do it. But let’s only talk about that after you score well at the ranking exam, Spinel.”

“Of course! Hehe… A handmade doll by Senior Fairy Maker… It would be my family treasure forever… Hehehe…”

Clack.

As Spinel’s eyes began gleaming with more creepy obsession than passion, the door suddenly opened.

“Phew… Huh? Who are you…?”

She spoke in Japanese. 

She had golden hair tied back in a high ponytail and wore a magical girl outfit.

I immediately recognized her as the magical girl from the Central Bureau’s report and spoke up.

“Are you… Kaminari by any chance?”


Kaminari explained that she had just come from recharging her magic at the Yokohama power plant and was about to transfer that magic to another magical girl.

Her golden ponytail reminded me of Sandstar, though her hair was much brighter and shorter. 

She tossed her ponytail behind her shoulder and sat on the sofa.

“Ah~ So you must be the magical girl Takahashi-san said was coming from Korea?”

“I don’t know who Takahashi is, but probably, yeah.”

“Oh, he’s our Special Affairs Division chief in the Magical Administration Department.”

‘So basically Japan’s version of Oh Se-hwan in Korea, huh.’

“Then… is the person next to you here for the same reason?” 

Kaminari glanced at Spinel. 

Spinel heard the translated words but couldn’t speak Japanese, so she started to look flustered.

“Oh, she doesn’t speak Japanese. And she’s not here for the magic infusion stuff—she’s just someone I brought along.”

“Brought along?”

“A disciple… or something like that.”

As the attention turned to Spinel, she gave an awkward smile.

“Interesting. Aren’t you supposed to be Fairy Maker’s disciple? Then, would that magical girl be like… your disciple’s disciple?”

“You know even that much?”

“Of course. The whole Special Affairs Department knows that Fairy Maker and her disciple are coming.”

“What do you mean, ‘the whole department’?”

Kaminari unwrapped a candy from a basket on the table as she continued.

“As you probably know, there’s a limit to charging empty gems with magic. So, all of us magical girls under the Special Affairs Department who knew the real story about the magic infusion demanded a solution from Chief Takahashi.”

Tap tap tap. 

Her heels clicked rhythmically against the floor.

“And the solution Takahashi-san came up with was to request that Fairy Maker and her disciple Larima, who are suspected to be able to maintain their gem’s magic, be dispatched from Korea. Everyone thought Korea would refuse, but surprise, Takahashi-san’s gloomy face has been all smiles these past few days.”

“…So, whether it’s Korea or here, the staff always end up doing all the hard work, huh.”

“Exactly. And of course, among those staff, I’m the one suffering the most.”

Haa… 

Kaminari let out a deep sigh.

“Even with recharging magic by absorbing electricity from the power plant, there’s a limit to how much I can do in a day. Sure, I’ll keep doing it since no one else can, but honestly… I felt like I was gonna die from exhaustion. If only the magical girls receiving the magic actually conserved it, but nope. It’s like pouring water on a red-hot stone—useless.”

“Well, at least you can relax a bit now that we’re here to help.”

“Yeah. Honestly, it was lucky that so far the highest-ranked demons that appeared were only rank 5. If even a rank 4 showed up, every single S-rank magical girl in Japan, including me, would’ve had to mobilize. With our magic reserves nearly empty.”

“…You sure talk a lot.”

Kaminari must’ve had no one else to vent to, because here she was, chatting away and complaining to a foreigner she just met. 

Spinel could only listen awkwardly in silence.

Just as I was wondering where this conversation might be heading, the door suddenly burst open again.

It was the same woman in the black suit we had seen earlier.

“The meeting is over. Miss Larima and Miss Spinel, please come with me—”

“Chief Takahashi?”

“Kaminari…? Aren’t you supposed to be in the magic experiment zone?”

“Ah, it’s not yet time to meet the magical girl I had an appointment with. Well, since we’re at it, shall we go down together?”

Kaminari stood up from her seat, and naturally, Spinel and I also rose from the sofa.

***

“The magic experiment zone… I wonder what kind of place that is? Do they tie up magical girls and test all sorts of magic on them or something?”

“…Spinel, your imagination is going to some weird places. Don’t get your hopes up. It’ll probably be no different from the tech development lab back at headquarters.”

With that, our group, now including Kaminari, got into the elevator again—this time heading from the upper floors to the basement.

However, unlike the deep underground labs back home, this elevator only went down to about the 4th basement level before stopping.

As we stepped out, I noticed the interior was surprisingly different from the headquarters.

“This is the magic experiment zone.”

It felt like the kind of place where people in white lab coats would be walking around.

Unlike our headquarters, where every floor felt roughly the same, here in the Special Affairs Department, the upper and lower floors had distinctly different vibes. 

Beep.

Chief Takahashi, who had gone ahead, tapped her card key hanging from her neck against the reader next to a frosted glass door. 

The door slid open to reveal an even larger space inside.

“… …”

Spinel let out a breath of awe, and Chief Takahashi, seeming pleased with her reaction, smiled and continued speaking.

“This is a facility we’re proud of in the Special Affairs Department, built exclusively for magical girls. It’s mainly used for their magic training or for research on magic and mana.”

‘Research on magic and mana?’

It reminded me of how things went in Korea. 

Back when magical girls first appeared, of course there had been efforts to research what exactly they were and what mana was.

But in the end, all we got was the conclusion that mana defies physical laws and can’t be explained by modern science—so the research just fizzled out.

“Especially recently, there’s been active research on gems. In the past, when they were fully charged with mana, their untouchable nature prevented any real study. But now that the mana has depleted, we’ve been able to run all sorts of experiments on them.”

“…Is this kind of thing okay to tell us?” 

I questioned Chief Takahashi. It didn’t sound like the kind of thing they should be telling magical girls from another country. 

Perhaps I hit the mark, because she hesitated before replying.

“…It’s actually classified information we wouldn’t normally share. But we have a special request to make of you folks from Korea.”

“A request?”

“I’ll explain that in more detail later. For now, let’s proceed with our original purpose—helping with the mana infusion first.”

With that, Chief Takahashi opened another glass door, signaling that we had arrived. 

Inside were three magical girls.

“From the right, that’s Rubina, Iolite, and then—”

“Good day to you~”

As Takahashi was introducing them, the girl at the end suddenly leapt forward.

Frills on a black dress. 

An eyepatch. 

And massive drill-like twin-tails.

All kinds of flashy, over-the-top decorations.

Everyone else—Chief Takahashi, Kaminari, and the others—sighed like they were used to this.

“Please call this young lady Misalette-BloodyMarchen.” 

The girl who had jumped out spoke with a flourish.

“Misa… what?”

“It’s Misalette-BloodyMarchen. But you may simply call me Märchen, if you prefer~ O-hohohoho~”

Meanwhile, Rubina, who had been sitting nearby, tugged on Märchen’s dress.

“Miss Märchen. Please return to your seat.”

“But I have yet to hear these people’s names with my own ears~”

“Haa… you already know who they are. Fairy Maker and that…”

“Oh my, Rubina. Names should be spoken by the person themselves, not heard second-hand, you know?”

Click, click, click. 

Märchen’s high heels echoed across the floor.

Glancing around at everyone’s expressions, I saw Spinel looking utterly confused, Fairy Maker with her usual blank face, and Aqua Rose—suppressing her laughter as she sneaked glances at Fairy Maker’s expression.

“Now then. Please tell this young lady your name.”

With elegant flair, Märchen raised her hand gracefully to her chest.

‘…Wow, this is a concept from over ten years ago.’

Back in the day, there were quite a few magical girls who, upon awakening, adopted “concepts” like this girls who would strike poses and shout “In the name of love and justice!” every time they transformed.

They were real people back then, and surprisingly popular too.

‘But that’s cute only once or twice. When you get older, and your comrades start dying one by one… can you really keep up that act?’


Despite my rational thoughts, something deep inside me stirred.

This feeling… was unmistakable fondness.

It was like stumbling upon an old song I used to love while scrolling through YouTube.

I almost wanted to lift the hem of my dress along with her—but the stares around me made me hold back.

“…Ahem, hello, Miss Märchen. I’m Larima.”
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“…Ahem, hello Miss Märchen. I’m Larima.”

“I’m Spinel… Wait, Larima, how do you introduce yourself in Japanese? Wa… watashi wa Spinel desu?”

Miss Märchen—Miserette-Bloody Märchen—had suddenly jumped out and asked us to introduce ourselves. When we did, she smiled brightly in response.

“Hello, Larima and Miss Spinel. You both look like ideal magical girls. Welcome.”

Flutter. 

Märchen grabbed the hem of her skirt and bowed her head. 

The sight stirred a strange flutter of excitement I hadn’t felt in a long time.

‘Should I make the next doll with that kind of concept?’

I mean, I knew this kind of thing was cheesy and out of date. 

But everything from her tone to her concept… Märchen’s lines and mannerisms subtly pierced into my heart.

“…Fairy Maker.”

While I was quietly observing Märchen’s outfit from top to bottom, Fairy Maker suddenly stepped in front of me and introduced herself. 

Märchen, clearly pleased, smiled and continued.

“Oh, Miss Fairy Maker. It’s a pleasure. You may not know this girl, but this girl knows you very well.”

“…?”

“Long, blue twin-tails. Eyes like lapis lazuli. Golden accessories. And finally, that… lady-like outfit.”

Fairy Maker frowned slightly, not quite sure what Märchen meant. But I knew exactly what she was talking about.

Märchen brought both hands to her cheeks and spoke with an enraptured expression.

“The blue dress with white frills and lace. And the black ribbon, too. Haa… I never imagined Korea would have such a high-level lady.”

‘Mm.’

“Miss Aqua Rose and Miss Kaminari have cute transformation forms too, but in the end, isn’t a frilly dress the true image of a magical girl?”

‘Exactly.’

“And finally, those long twin-tails… Haa. To meet someone who shares my ideals in person—I’m overjoyed beyond words.”

‘Me too.’

“And that noble expression as well. Our styles may differ slightly, but I’m very fond of it.”

‘Not just fond. That’s the perfected form.’

As Märchen gushed, Takahashi, who had been listening nearby, stepped in.

“Alright, Miss Märchen. Are the introductions over?”

“Oh, Manager Takahashi. Apologies for the interruption. But I really wanted to meet them in person.”

Takahashi sighed as if he understood and waved it off. Märchen returned to her seat.

“There was a bit of a commotion—apologies. Anyway, Kaminari, please assist Iolite. Fairy Maker, you’ll help Rubina. Miss Larima, please help Märchen with the mana infusion. Ah, and Miss Spinel, you can take it easy. There’s a break room over there, so feel free to—”

“Oh, I’m fine! I’ll stay here.”

Spinel waved her arms to emphasize her point. 

Even though it was in Korean, Takahashi seemed to grasp the gist.

“Please let me know once the mana infusion is complete. I’ll be waiting outside.”

“I’ll head out too. I saw Fairy Maker’s face, got a look at her so-called disciple, and even saw her clash with Märchen. I was expecting more, but it wasn’t as fun as I thought.”

Aqua Rose laughed and walked out, with Takahashi following behind.

Bzzz—click.

The door closed, and Kaminari spoke up.

“Well then, let’s get this over with and go rest. Oh, and by the way, you don’t need to look for the circulation points. I’ve already infused mana into each of them once before.”

Kaminari approached the magical girl called Iolite. 

The two seemed familiar with each other, exchanging lighthearted banter.

Fairy Maker approached Rubina. 

Rubina looked incredibly tense, and Fairy Maker quietly began drawing in mana, gently searching for the circulation points Rubina had described.

I was a bit worried since this was Fairy Maker’s first time doing mana infusion, but she had probably read my memories, so there shouldn’t be a problem.

Lastly, I approached Märchen, who was checking herself in a hand mirror.

“Can you undo your transformation, Miss Märchen?”

“This girl isn’t transformed, you know?”

“…What?”

“This girl is in her natural state right now.”

Since Märchen had been wearing a dress from the start, I hadn’t thought to check whether she was transformed or not.

‘Wait… if she’s not transformed, then that’s just… her everyday outfit?’

“That concept girl wears her transformed outfit even when she’s not transformed. I’ve never seen her in anything else.” 

Said Kaminari, seeming to read my mind.

“Ohoho~ This girl simply wants to uphold the spirit of a magical girl at all times. There’s no other motive behind it.”

‘She’s even more of a nutjob than I thought.’

“But, for mana infusion, I suppose I must undress, right? Oh, for your reference, my circulation point is right in the center of my back.”

Märchen loosened her ribbon, unbuttoned her dress, and lowered the zipper to expose her back. 

Without delay, I drew up my mana.

***

Once everything at the Magical Special Task Force was done, we followed Manager Takahashi to the hotel. It was already dark outside.

Takahashi had apparently arranged separate rooms for Spinel, me, and Fairy Maker. 

Naturally, I left my own room empty and headed straight to Fairy Maker’s. 

Spinel, seemingly bored, tagged along for a while before returning to her room when it got late.

“…Han Myung-jin.”

“What?”

After Spinel said goodbye and left, Fairy Maker, with her usual blank expression, spoke up.

“I’ll be alone tonight, so stay with Spinel.”

“…Huh?”

“She seemed lonely. It would’ve been better if Rhodonite had come with her.”

Fairy Maker was clearly very concerned about Spinel. I found that curious, so I spoke up.

“Come to think of it, remember when you tried to pull Larima’s body wrapped in the blue thread last time?”

“Yeah.”

“That time, the way you subtly took control of the body, and even the way you talk these days… how should I put it… you’re different from before, Fairy Maker.”

“Maybe.”

Fairy Maker used to be extremely cynical before she got the body named Larima. 

Even though she could read people’s emotions, her attitude was always like, “So what?”

But as I started spending more time inside the doll body called Larima, and Fairy Maker got more chances to move on her own, her personality began to shift. 

It hadn’t even been a full month, yet the change was dramatic.


‘How should I feel about this?’

A slightly disturbing thought crossed my mind—Fairy Maker might end up taking full control of my body, leaving me stuck inside Larima’s forever.

But that fear didn’t last long. 

After all, for now, Fairy Maker was me, and I was Fairy Maker. 

As time goes on… who knows? 

If Fairy Maker becomes a fully independent person… hmm…

I debated cutting off the connection with Larima and syncing mentally with Fairy Maker, but in the end, I decided to just head to Spinel’s room.

“Ah, before I go, give me a bit of mana.”

Instead of pressing our foreheads together, I simply held Fairy Maker’s hand. 

Since Larima was Fairy Maker’s doll, there was no need to find a mana circulation point or anything. 

Honestly, I didn’t even need to hold her hand.

“See you tomorrow, Fairy Maker.”

“Yeah, Han Myeong-jin. See you tomorrow.”

***

After receiving the mana and exchanging an awkward-feeling farewell, I headed to Spinel’s room.

As soon as I arrived, Spinel greeted me with a bright smile and immediately started chatting about everything that happened today.

That chatter went on for 30 minutes… then an hour… and eventually, Spinel’s eyes began to droop shut.

“Alright, Spinel. Lie down properly and sleep.”

“I’m… not Spinel… I’m Kim Min-ah…”

“Right, Kim Min-ah. You did well today. Let’s meet again tomorrow.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to stand up. 

There was only one bed, and I wanted to head back to my room and rest comfortably.

“…Can you let go now?”

“Larima… Just… sleep here with me…”

But Spinel grabbed my wrist and wouldn’t let go. 

Kim Min-ah must’ve been feeling really lonely.

Still, there are things you can and can’t do. 

No matter how much I looked like a girl on the outside, inside I was still a man in his 30s. 

A grown man sleeping in the same bed as a high school girl? 

That was beyond inappropriate—it was criminal.

“No way. I’m going back to my room. So let go, okay?”

I tried to shake off Spinel’s hand, but she wouldn’t budge. 

Was she always this strong? 

Or was she using mana?

“Spinel, come on… Whoa! Hey!”

“Larima…”

Spinel suddenly pulled my wrist, dragging me right into her arms in the bed.

“I won’t ask again from tomorrow… Just sleep with me for tonight…”

“Hey… haah…”

I was about to forcefully push her off, but then I remembered what Fairy Maker said earlier. 

That she looked lonely. 

And that I should stay with her tonight.

Honestly, if I went back, Fairy Maker would probably scold me anyway. 

And well… yeah, dragging Spinel all the way to Japan was ultimately my selfish decision too…

“…Alright, fine. Spinel. Just for tonight, I’ll sleep here.”

“Hehe… My name is… not Spinel…”

“Yeah, Kim Min-ah. Just for tonight… but can you let go? I want to sleep comfortably.”

Spinel didn’t seem willing to let go, and instead, kept hugging me tightly as she spoke.

“…I’m sorry, Larima.”

“…Huh?”

“I… I was so weak…”

As she spoke, Spinel’s body began to tremble. 

She must’ve been remembering what happened in Gangnam.

‘Sigh… she’s really so delicate…’

Only then did I realize—Spinel still carried a deep sense of guilt toward me.

I should’ve expected this, but I didn’t. 

I’d spent so much time fighting alongside hardened first-generation magical girls. 

Sandstar and Wind Crusher had both reacted so nonchalantly when they found out I was still alive—”Oh really? That’s good. Whew~”—and moved on. 

I’d assumed Spinel would be the same.

“…Ah… hic… sniff…”

“…Stop crying. Your face will be all puffy in the morning.”


But Spinel held me tightly and kept crying. 

It felt like over ten minutes had passed before her sobs finally quieted and she fell asleep with slow, rhythmic breathing.

Gently freeing myself from her arms, I walked to the corner of the hotel room and grabbed a tissue to wipe her face.

“To think this is the same girl who used magic however she wanted… She really doesn’t seem like it now.”

After wiping her face, I lay down next to her and closed my eyes.
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The morning of the second day in Japan.

‘This is my first time waking up after sleeping in Larima’s body.’

Perhaps because it was still early, Spinel was sound asleep. 

Leaving her behind, I stepped out of the room.

Knock knock knock.

As soon as I knocked on Fairy Maker’s door, it opened as if she had been waiting.

“Good morning, Han Myeong-jin.”

“Good morning.”

I brought Fairy Maker into the room without a word and pressed our foreheads together. 

The link with Larima was severed, and I returned to my original body.

“…I didn’t expect it, but the longer I stay in another body, the more anxious I get.”

I hadn’t felt much emotion until I went to bed last night. 

But waking up after a night’s sleep, being in a body that wasn’t mine felt oddly alien.

Fairy Maker nodded in understanding and then spoke.

“Feel better now?”

“Yeah. It’s fine for a bit. Time to get back to work.”

I reconnected with Larima, who was still in my arms. 

My head spun briefly, and then I was back in Larima’s body.

Just as I started to get up—

“…What is it?”

“No reason. I just realized I’ve never hugged you before.”

Fairy Maker pulled me into a hug. 

She seemed satisfied as she gently patted my back, but I definitely wasn’t.

‘This is basically hugging myself, isn’t it?’

The reason Fairy Maker was doing this was obvious. 

She must’ve read my memories of hugging Spinel last night. 

Without waiting for her to let go, I subtly pulled myself free.

“Let’s go eat breakfast. Gotta wake Spinel too.”

“…You’re so selfish, Han Myeong-jin.”

Fairy Maker puffed out her cheeks.

***

“Good morning, Spinel.”

“Oh! Aqua Rose-sunbae!”

We were in a high-rise hotel restaurant surrounded by cool, wide-open glass walls. 

Aqua Rose was already there, eating breakfast.

“Hi Fairy Maker! Still got that sour face today, I see~”

“….”

“But what’s with that transformation form? Why so plain now? Trying not to stand out too much? If that’s the case, maybe stop staying transformed all day.”

Fairy Maker’s current transformation form had changed—no frills, lace, or hair ornaments. 

Just a modest, pale blue one-piece costume. Since she couldn’t fully revert to normal, this toned-down look was a way to attract less attention.

“I don’t get why she won’t revert in front of us. Don’t you think so, Larima? Oh, have you ever seen your teacher without her transformation?”

When Fairy Maker ignored her cheerfully, Aqua Rose naturally turned the conversation to me.

“Never seen it.”

“Really? She won’t even show her true form to her own student?”

Aqua Rose exaggerated her reaction with mock surprise. I ignored her as well and walked past.

‘I really can’t figure out what’s going on in her head.’

“Let’s go, Spinel.”

“…Huh? Aren’t we sitting with Aqua Rose-sunbae?”

“Look at Sensei. She’s already headed over there.”

Fairy Maker had already picked up her bowl and utensils and was heading toward the food. 

Since Aqua Rose was always somewhat sketchy, eating together was a no-go.

I handed Spinel a bowl and utensils, then followed after Fairy Maker.

“But Larima, aren’t you getting any food? Why only me…”

“I ate a little while you were asleep.”

“Really?”

I watched Spinel happily loading her plate. 

Sneaking a glance at Fairy Maker, she too had a strangely excited expression as she picked through the food.

‘Well, it’s a fancy hotel, so I guess the food quality’s great.’

The hotel recommended by the Japanese Magical Special Division cost over 30,000 yen a night. 

Naturally, the food matched the price in quality.

Nearby, a chef was making omelets on the spot—fluffy and glistening, they looked like they’d melt in your mouth.

‘Maybe I should’ve stayed in Fairy Maker’s body.’

Larima’s body is literally a doll’s body. 

It can eat, but it can’t digest, so the food just comes back out. 

Drinks are fine since they just flow through, but stuffing food into a doll’s body was problematic.

“Wow, Larima! Look at this! This omelet looks amazing!”

Unaware—or maybe aware—of my thoughts, Spinel immediately ordered an omelet. Soon, a steaming, fluffy omelet sat on her plate.

It looked so good. Larima’s body couldn’t feel hunger, but the sight of the omelet made me imagine the taste, and that made my nonexistent stomach ache with craving.

Meanwhile, Fairy Maker glanced at me and ordered one too. 

An omelet was placed on her plate as well.

Fairy Maker lightly jiggled the plate, then looked at me with a subtle smile.

‘Wasn’t she the one who used to say, “Yummy things should be shared,” and waited for me to arrive before eating just a few weeks ago…?’

When did she change so much?

Sigh.

“…Let’s go, Spinel.”

Fairy Maker left me sighing behind, pulling the still-loading-her-plate Spinel by the hand.

***

Swoosh.

“As expected, coffee made directly by a barista really is different.” 


I was trying to divert my gaze from the fluffy omelet, sipping on a latte I had ordered. 

The coffee tasted much better than I’d expected, and since Spinel was enjoying the omelet so heartily, I didn’t feel too upset about not being able to eat it myself.

“Larima, why don’t you try some of this too? It’s really good! Might be one of the best things I’ve ever eaten!” 

“I’m fine. You eat a lot…” 

…Okay, maybe I was a little upset. 

When I glanced to the side, unlike Spinel who was stuffing food into her mouth, Fairy Maker was nibbling at the omelet daintily.

“…So annoying.” 

Come to think of it, Fairy Maker never actually moved her hands to eat. 

Since I was the one moving the body, all she had to do was enjoy the taste of the food coming into her mouth.

When she tried to put the spoon down, leaving half the omelet untouched, I snatched the spoon from her and scooped up the omelet myself.

“You’ll be punished if you waste food, Master.” 

“Then Larima, you eat the rest.” 

Fairy Maker, clearly annoyed, just pushed the plate to the side. 

But the moment she did, I noticed an unpleasant aura flash in Spinel’s eyes, so I slid the plate back in front of Fairy Maker.

“What are you saying, Master? And if you eat that little, you won’t have any energy. Now, open wide.” 

“…Ah.” 

Chomp. Munch munch. 

Once I brought the spoon to her mouth, she surprisingly ate without complaint.

‘Do you know how much a hotel meal like this costs per serving? You have to eat at times like this.’ 

Even if I couldn’t taste it, it was still my body the expensive food was going into. 

Normally, my meals at home were just convenience store lunchboxes, instant noodles, or pre-packaged side dishes with microwavable rice.

Other first-generation magical girls earned money by exterminating demons for the Bureau, or by appearing on TV or YouTube and living in luxury from the appearance fees. 

Even third- or fourth-generation girls made more than an average company salary just from demon extermination allowances.

But not me. 

Back in the day, I occasionally appeared on TV when I was really short on money, but after getting a persistent stalker, I stopped going on air. 

Same with YouTube. 

And since I wasn’t affiliated with the Bureau, I didn’t get any demon extermination bonuses either.

‘If not for opportunities like this… I’d never get to eat expensive food like this.’

Maybe she could sense my thoughts, because as I kept feeding her bite after bite of omelet, Fairy Maker kept accepting like a baby bird.

“…By the way, Larima, how did you end up becoming Fairy Maker-senpai’s disciple?” 

“Hm?” 

“Fairy Maker-senpai doesn’t really show up anywhere except where demons appear, and she’s not even affiliated with the Bureau. How did you two end up connected?” 

Spinel asked while looking at the now-empty plate in front of Fairy Maker.

‘How did we end up connected…’ 

While I was trying to come up with a good answer, Fairy Maker spoke first.

“Larima was attacked by a demon. I saved her.” 

“…Yeah, that’s basically it.” 

“Then Larima clung to me, begging, ‘Please take me as your disciple,’ being all annoying. So I made her my disciple.”

When I looked at her, she was wearing her usual nonchalant expression.

“T-That was enough to make you her disciple?” 

“Pretty much.” 

“I should’ve begged back then too….” 

Spinel pouted, looking genuinely regretful. At that, Fairy Maker added:

“…Spinel. You’re essentially the disciple of my disciple, Larima.” 

“Well… something like a disciple, but not a real one, so… I guess?” 

“If you’re Larima’s disciple, then you’re my disciple too.” 

“Ehh!? Someone like me—ah, no! That’s right! I’m Larima’s first disciple!”

Spinel’s face rapidly shifted from a pout to confusion, then to a wide, beaming smile. 

Her expressions changed so quickly it was honestly a bit annoying.

Still, Fairy Maker seemed to enjoy Spinel’s reactions, as a faint smile appeared on her lips.

‘Am I the weird one?’ 

I wondered if I was just being overly sensitive… or if the two of them were just strange.

While I was lost in thought, a woman approached our table.

“Fairy Maker. Have you been well?” 

“…Elenie Blue?” 

“I see you haven’t forgotten me. That’s a relief. Ah, may I sit here?” 

Elenie Blue asked Spinel for permission to sit opposite Fairy Maker. 

Caught off guard, Spinel just nodded.

Once seated, Elenie Blue suddenly bowed her head.

“Thank you.” 

“….” 

“I understand that things in Korea are unstable right now. Requesting you to be dispatched to Japan must’ve been a problematic demand. But despite that, you came. So I thank you again.”

Fairy Maker paused to think. 

Curious about her response, I stayed silent and simply observed.

“Raise your head, Elenie Blue. I owed you a debt, and I came just to repay it. No need to thank me.” 

“…Seems time really has passed, Fairy Maker. You’ve changed a lot.” 

Elenie Blue looked surprised, as if she hadn’t expected such a warm response.

“I’m the same. Only the situation has changed.” 

“Is that so? The situation, huh… Anyway, sorry for interrupting your meal. Is this young lady beside you your disciple, Larima?” 

“That’s right.” 

“I’m curious where you managed to find a disciple so similar to yourself. Ah, and the one next to her must be…” 

“W-Watashi wa Spinel desu!”


Since they were speaking in Japanese, Spinel blurted out an introduction in Japanese, flustered. 

Seeing that, Elenie Blue continued in awkward Korean:

“Miss Spinel. Even if my Korean speaking is a bit clumsy, you understand it well enough, right? Please feel free to speak comfortably in Korean.” 

“H-Hait!” 

‘She told you to use Korean…’



 
  Chapter 35: Japan (6)


“So that’s why you even brought this Spinel girl to Japan?” 

“That’s right.”

It seemed Eleni Blue had finished talking with the Fairy Maker, and now she turned her attention to me. 

“I know it’s considered rude for magical girls to ask each other’s age… but may I ask how old you are, Larima? You’re the Fairy Maker’s apprentice, and skilled enough to take on another disciple. Naturally, I’ve become curious about your age.” 

“…Hmm.”

I was momentarily at a loss for words. 

There’s an unspoken rule among magical girls not to ask about age, but Eleni seemed determined to find out, even if it meant breaking that rule. 

As I was still deciding how to respond, the Fairy Maker cut in without asking.

“Larima is 19. That would be 18 in Japanese age. Same age as Spinel.” 

“What the… I mean, yes. I’m 19.”

The Fairy Maker reached out and patted my head. 

“Even at such a young age, she’s incredibly talented.” 

“….” 

“I honestly didn’t think you’d be that young. No wonder you’re worthy of being her disciple.” 

“Larima!? We’re the same age!?”

As soon as Spinel heard we were the same age, she clung to me, but I pushed her away and frowned at the Fairy Maker. 

‘You’re over thirty and treating me like a high school girl? Are you serious?’ 

But the Fairy Maker went on coolly.

“…As you can see, Larima has a bit of a complex about her age. She gets mad when someone brings it up carelessly.” 

“….”

Spinel grinned brightly at that. 

“I totally thought you were at least a year or two older than me, Larima~ Hehe.” 

“Stop clinging already.” 

“You can’t stop me now! We’re the same-age friends!”

‘Fairy Maker… we’ll talk later.’

As Spinel and I bickered, Eleni Blue watched us and spoke again. 

“Larima.” 

“Yes?” 

“You said you came to Japan to train Spinel. Where and how do you plan to train her?” 

“I was just planning to take her along whenever a grade 6 or 7 demon appears.” 

“…That kind of reckless thinking is exactly like Korea’s first-generation magical girls. It reminds me a lot of my mentor. Personally, I wouldn’t recommend that method.”

Eleni rubbed her chin thoughtfully and continued. 

“Hmm… Well, since you’ve come all the way to Japan, we appreciate it. Shall I train Spinel myself?” 

“Huh? M-Me?”

Spinel broke into a cold sweat at that. 

She was probably picturing Sandstar or Wind Crusher. 

“No need to be so scared, Miss Spinel. I’m not that scary. And compared to fighting a grade 6 or 7 demon directly, I think it’s safer if I train you…”

RUMBLE.

Before she could finish, a tremor vibrated through the ground and up our bodies. 

But the spoon, bowls, and coffee cups remained perfectly still. 

“…Speak of the devil, and the shadow appears. Looks like a demon’s shown up. Training will be in live combat, Miss Spinel.”

With a hardened expression, Eleni stood up immediately. The rest of us followed and headed to the terrace to scout the demon’s location from the sky.

“Take care, Eleni~ And Spinel too, be safe~”

From a distance, Aqua Rose waved at us while happily devouring dessert. 

Same attitude as always. 

***

“No matter how unskilled one is with magic, it’s best to at least manage independent flight, Miss Spinel.” 

“…Okay.”

Like before, I attached a wing directly to her shoulder myself. 

I’d considered carrying her, since we were headed to the same place, but figured it was better to help her get used to flying, even just a little.

Still, Spinel’s face was flushed red. 

She seemed extremely embarrassed that her inability to fly had been exposed.

[BEEEEEEP~! This is a demon alert. Please evacuate immediately to a place where this broadcast cannot be heard, or take shelter in an underground demon shelter. BEEEEEEP~! Demon alert…]

“Japan’s really something else compared to Korea. The streets emptied out right after the siren. Isn’t that right, Larima?”

Trying to shift the subject away from flying, Spinel quickly spoke to me. 

“…True. In Korea, there are always a few idiots who refuse to run, even when told to. More who want to take photos or videos. But in Japan, not a single one.”

In Korea too, sirens would go off when demons appeared. 

But unlike here, people wouldn’t vanish so quickly into shelters.

Eleni walked across an empty intersection and continued. 

“Ah, that’s probably because there’s a fine for not evacuating in Japan.” 

“A fine? How much is it?”

“300,000 yen.”

“Larima, how much is that in Korean won?”

“Three million won. That’s definitely a hefty amount.”

Now it made sense why people disappeared so fast. 

No one in their right mind would pay three million won just to risk their life watching a demon.

“…That thing sitting on the rooftop. Is that a demon?”

“Yes, Miss Spinel. It’s probably not higher than grade 5—more likely a grade 6 demon.”

We all stood in the middle of the empty intersection, gazing at the rooftop Spinel had pointed to.

“That shape… should I call it a giant bat? But it’s way too muscular for a bat.”

“Judging by its features, it appears to be a Gargoyle. It’s a relatively common form among grade 6 demons. Right now, it’s composed of bone and muscle, but sometimes it transforms its body into metal for attacking or defending, which makes it quite a tricky opponent.”

Eleni rattled off the details of the demon’s traits. 

Meanwhile, two more gargoyles appeared behind the one that had been sitting.

“…Three Rank 6s? Isn’t that a bit much?”

“They’re not all Rank 6, Spinel. The one we saw first is definitely Rank 6, but the other two are half its size. I’d estimate they’re upper Rank 7s at best.”

Eleni turned her gaze to Fairy Maker.

“Well, Fairy Maker here did bisect a Rank 4 demon in an instant—even if it was a lower-tier Rank 4—so we probably don’t have to assume the worst. And support should be arriving right about… now.”

Zzzzt.

A wave of static shot through the air, raising the hairs on my skin. 


I turned my head and spotted a familiar face.

“Kaminari? And… Märchen?”

“Good morrrrning, Lady Larima~”

“…If you’re done with your dramatic greeting, could you come down already, Märchen?”

Märchen was still in Kaminari’s arms, waving elegantly. Eleni sighed.

“Misaret-Bloody Märchen. No matter how fast Kaminari is, using her as your personal transportation isn’t advisable.”

“Transportation? I simply prioritize efficiency, Eleni Blue.”

As Märchen descended from Kaminari’s arms, Kaminari spoke.

“Fairy Maker, Eleni Blue, myself, Märchen, and now Larima and Spinel too. That’s six people. Taking down three gargoyles should be easy. How should we divide them, Eleni?”

“With this much power, even unstable mana shouldn’t be an issue. Fairy Maker, could you take the largest one?”

Fairy Maker gave a simple nod.

“As for the two smaller ones… Kaminari and I will each take one. The remaining team—Märchen, Larima, and Spinel—can handle the last one.”

“Understood!”

“As you wish~”

The moment their responses landed, Eleni and Kaminari shot into the sky. 

Fairy Maker followed at a leisurely pace, flapping her wings.

‘Rank 7, huh. Perfect for gauging Spinel’s current level.’

I formed my Guardian in one hand and looked on, waiting to see how Spinel and Märchen would act.

“Larima! Could you weave those wings for me again?”

“Nope. Try to do it on your own this time. I’ll help from the side, but only if I need to.”

“Whaaat!?”

Meanwhile, Märchen tilted her head, not understanding the Korean. 

I gave her a brief explanation, and she laughed cheerfully.

“Training, is it? How amusing. I personally think magical girls don’t need training… but since you’ve come all the way from Korea, I suppose I’ll humor you this time.”

Click.

From her frilly sleeve, Märchen pulled out something wildly out of place for a magical girl.

“If Spinel can’t fly, I’ll just have to bring that demon down to us.”

“…A sniper rifle? Larima, I’m not seeing things, right?”

Spinel gaped at the weapon in Märchen’s hand.

‘That’s not a standard sniper rifle. It’s a pump-action shotgun with a scope attached.’

With calm movements, Märchen opened the loading port and raised her free hand like a nurse preparing an injection. 

Green energy began to form—eventually materializing into a vividly patterned bullet.

‘Looks like a slug round.’

The green slug slipped into the loading port, and with a loud clack, the shotgun’s slide snapped back.

“All ready~”

“…Ready for what?”

“Huh?”

Whoosh. 

Her dress fluttered. 

Märchen knelt down on one knee, taking a perfect shooting stance.

The other magical girls turned their heads this way, waiting for her signal. 

A slender, red-painted finger squeezed the trigger.

BANG—!

The gun roared, and in the blink of an eye, the right shoulder of the rightmost gargoyle was blown clean off.

The battle had begun. 

As the gargoyle roared in pain, magic erupted from the skies—Fairy Maker’s puppets, Kaminari’s lightning, Eleni Blue’s azure light.

Amidst the chaos and sonic booms overhead, I fixed my eyes on the injured gargoyle flying toward us.

‘Märchen’s better than I thought.’

That gargoyle wasn’t a full Rank 6, but it had the ability to instantly shift parts of its body into metal—making it a tricky opponent. 

Yet Märchen had landed a perfect snipe from a long distance, blowing off its arm before it could even react.

“Well then, this is as much of my ability as I’ll be showing for now. I want to conserve as much mana as possible. I’ll leave the rest to you two—Spinel and Larima. Oh, but I will step in if it gets dangerous.”


Without warning, Märchen tucked the gun back into her sleeve and pulled out a parasol, opening it as she leisurely sat back to watch.

“…She’s fully committed to the aesthetic.”

“L-La… Larima! What do I do?!”

“Same as always. I’ll back you up if it gets dicey. Alright—it’s coming. Get ready.”





 
  Chapter 36: Japan (7)


“Ufff!”

The gargoyle’s fist flew straight toward Spinel. 

She barely managed to throw herself to the side, and the concrete floor shattered in the exact shape of the gargoyle’s fist.

“H-Help!”

“Use the time you’re talking to think about how to fight it.”

Spinel was flustered, but she didn’t look completely terrified. 

That’s why I just used the Guardian to lightly draw the gargoyle’s aggro and let a few dangerous attacks pass, without doing anything more.

Realizing I wasn’t going to help any further, Spinel turned to Märchen. Märchen smiled sweetly and waved.

“You’re both so mean!”

Boom. Another punch slammed down, which Spinel narrowly avoided. 

She began to channel her magic into her hands. 

A thin green string appeared—no, more like a ribbon, more fitting of her style.

Spinel swung her arm with all her strength, flinging the ribbon. 

The ribbon slithered through the air as if alive, wrapping itself around the gargoyle’s body.

“Ufff!”

The gargoyle roared and tried to rip it off. The thin ribbon, formed from Spinel’s magic, was instantly torn apart.

“Haaah!”

But Spinel used the gargoyle’s thrashing momentum to move swiftly, wrapping more and more ribbons over the tearing ones.

‘She’s actually showing results from her training.’

I remembered when Spinel used to get chewed out by the first-generation girls at the Magic Headquarters. 

To speed up the sluggish Spinel, Sandstar didn’t just make her run on a treadmill—she also threw punches herself to improve Spinel’s dodging skills. 

Out of ten magical girls, eight would have frozen in fear or given up after a few tries, but Spinel was different. 

Even with a teary face, she desperately tried to dodge Sandstar’s punches.

And then there were the ribbons that Windcrusher repeatedly tore apart, mocking them as weak. 

Wind Crusher even suggested changing her magic’s form to something else. 

But in typical Spinel fashion, she couldn’t change it. 

So instead, she shifted her approach to reinforcing the ribbons by layering them repeatedly.

Eventually, she managed to endure Wind Crusher’s gust—if only for a moment.

“Grrraaah—”

“Hrrgh!”

Soon, the gargoyle was tightly bound, cocooned in Spinel’s ribbons. 

It struggled to move, but with that many layers wrapped around its body, it was nearly immobilized.

‘Guess what I taught her wasn’t wasted.’

The one thing I focused on during mock battles with Spinel was simple: never move passively, no matter the situation. 

No matter how strong the enemy, you can’t win with just defense. 

Especially with me, she had to aim for a quick decisive battle—otherwise, she’d never keep up with my multiplying puppets. 

That desperation to somehow suppress me had pushed her to evolve.

All that effort was now coming together, as Spinel was overpowering a fairly strong opponent—even if it was an injured 7th-rank demon.

“Spinel Needle!”

Spinel gathered magic into her hand. 

This time, instead of her usual spear, she formed a thick needle. 

Honestly, it was too thick to really be called a needle.

“Haaah!”

The needle glowed brilliantly in green, then began dancing through the air, guided by Spinel’s hand. 

As the gargoyle’s movements slowed, the needle launched toward it.

Thwip! 

“GRAHH!”

The needle, trailed by ribbons, pierced the gargoyle. 

Thwip, thwip! 

The creature was impaled alive, magic energy leaking from its body like blood.

‘A spear is too heavy for agile movement, but a needle is lighter and sharper—Spinel can handle it. She covered her weakness well.’

The needle continued piercing the gargoyle’s body, creeping up its torso toward its head—

CLANG!

“Ah!”

Suddenly, the gargoyle’s skin turned into smooth metal. 

The needle struck it, but bent and snapped in two.

Creaaak. 

The gargoyle, now metal-skinned, slowly moved. 

Even a child could avoid an attack at that speed.

Zzzzzt—

“The ribbon!”

The problem was, the metallic body mindlessly shredded through the wrapped ribbons. 

Spinel backed off to gain distance.

Zzzzzzzzzzt—

Once the ribbons were completely torn, the gargoyle turned its body back to flesh and muscle. 

Then, with a flap of its wings, it charged Spinel again.

“Kyah!”

Another punch came flying; Spinel dodged. 

Concrete debris scattered in all directions. 

Märchen, standing behind, nonchalantly blocked the debris with her parasol and continued to watch with interest.

‘Good thing Märchen isn’t the meddling type.’

If Märchen had helped Spinel here, it would’ve defeated the purpose of bringing her all the way to Japan for training. 

I used my Guardian again to tap the gargoyle and deflect its attacks a few more times.

“Spinel!”

“Y-Yes!?”

“Your method’s fine. So try again from the start.”

“Y-Yes!? I’m getting tired though!?”

She said she was tired, but to me, she looked like she could keep jumping around for another ten minutes. 

Still, she obeyed and pulled out another ribbon, starting to wrap the gargoyle again.


Zzzzzt— “Again!”

But the gargoyle turned its body to metal faster than before, shredding the ribbons. 

It followed up with another attack, which Spinel dodged.

If this kept up, Spinel would run out of stamina first. 

That meant she had to end it quickly—something she was used to by now.

Then, out of nowhere, Märchen waved and said:

“Miss Spinel~ That’s such an obvious strategy. You already have enough power to kill that demon, you know?”

“What are you talking about, Märchen—kyaak!”

“She doesn’t understand Korean anyway, so don’t bother responding. Just focus on observing your opponent, Miss Spinel~”

With that, Märchen one-sidedly ended the conversation and casually pulled something out from her sleeve.

‘This time… a sawed-off double-barrel shotgun? What a taste…’

It seemed Märchen thought Spinel was nearing her limit. 

She probably planned to immediately shoot and take control of the situation if things got dangerous.

I also quietly began weaving thread. 

I was making the Fairy Lancer—it should be enough to pierce that metallic hide. 

As I layered the blue threads, Spinel’s voice suddenly rang out.

“Larima!”

“…Huh?”

“Please support me! Just block one attack!”

Shouting that, Spinel began binding the gargoyle’s torso again with her ribbons. 

But this time, she didn’t fully tie it—just enough to restrict its movement slightly. 

After backing off, she gathered mana in her hands. 

What she created were thick needles. 

Three of them.

Whoosh. 

A gap appeared in her stance, and the gargoyle’s fist came crashing toward her.

‘Geez.’

Following Spinel’s request, I activated my Guardian to block the punch. 

The clash of the firm shield and the giant fist echoed with a deep shockwave.

Using the opening, Spinel ran forward—targeting the gargoyle’s right shoulder that Märchen had blasted off earlier.

‘…Is she planning to control its demonic energy again? I told her not to do that.’

For reference, I had already told Spinel not to use her demon-manipulating ability in combat. 

It wasn’t something to show lightly, and relying on it could lead to serious issues in future battles. 

Besides, it also seemed to strain her body.

Pshuk-shuk—

But unlike what I expected, Spinel threw the three needles into the shoulder joint where the gargoyle’s arm had been blown off. 

The needles pierced the skin and went deep inside.

The gargoyle twisted in agony. 

At the same time, it turned its body to metal again. 

But the needles didn’t budge—they didn’t pop out.

‘Don’t tell me what she’s trying to do is…’

As the gargoyle’s left arm transformed into metal, Spinel suddenly jumped onto it. 

She climbed up the arm and reached its shoulder.

“Haaah—!”

Then, atop its shoulder, Spinel grabbed the metal-transformed gargoyle’s face and poured mana into it. 

And then—

Crack.

Cra-crack-crack—

Cracks split across the gargoyle’s metallic face, and the metalization broke apart. 

For the first time, the gargoyle let out a horrifying scream of pain.

“Kyaaaah!”

As the gargoyle thrashed wildly, Spinel was flung violently into the air. 

I quickly jumped and caught her before she hit the ground.

Landing with her in my arms, I saw the gargoyle vomiting dark, thick demonic energy and slowly turning to ash.

“How was that, Larima? Pretty impressive, right?!”

With that grotesque scene behind her, Spinel beamed brightly.

“You… Spinel. Don’t tell me… you stuck those needles inside the gargoyle’s body and then…”

The method was so horrifying I couldn’t even finish my sentence. 

But Spinel proudly smiled and said:

“Ah! You’re probably right, Larima! I stuck the needles inside its body and moved them with mana! Good thing its organs didn’t turn to metal too!”

Ha ha ha—

Spinel laughed innocently. 

I could feel goosebumps all over.

“Excellent, Miss Spinel. When killing demons, there’s no reason to be picky about methods. I like it.”

“Oh! Mr. Märchen! Thank yo—wait, arigato!”

“Huhu, you even know how to thank someone… I’d love to chat more with you, Miss Spinel, but sadly, I don’t speak Korean. I might have to ask Manager Takahashi for some translating earbuds.”

Fufufu—hahaha—

Spinel and Märchen laughed together in front of the gargoyle, now turning to ashes.

‘Am I the weird one here?’

I really didn’t feel like laughing. 

And it seemed I wasn’t the only one—Kaminari, who had finished his battle and approached, frowned and spoke.

“That magical girl… Spinel, right? You said she was your disciple?”

“That’s right.”

“She sticks needles into enemies and stirs up their guts… Despite her appearance, she might actually get along well with Märchen.”

“I agree. Miss Spinel is more daring than I expected. That’s actually a big plus for a magical girl.”

Eleni Blue didn’t frown while speaking, but she was clearly surprised as she looked at Spinel.

‘So I’m not the only one who thinks this is weird.’

Feeling oddly relieved, I approached Spinel and said:

“Good work, Spinel. Looks like your training with Sandstar and Wind Crusher paid off.”

“Thank you, Larima! I didn’t do it alone, but I think this is something I can proudly tell the seniors back in Korea, right?” 

Hehe

“…Yeah. I’m sure they’ll be proud and praise you when you tell them.”

Hearing that, Spinel scratched the back of her head happily. 

But as I looked at her, I felt a mix of emotions.

‘If Sandstar and Wind Crusher hear that Spinel took down a Rank 7 demon… they’ll probably push her to go fight a Rank 6 next.’


I pictured a teary-eyed Spinel being worked to the bone in training. 

Poor girl.

“But I guess that’s just part of a magical girl’s trial too…”

“Huh? Did you say something, Larima?”

“…No, nothing. Don’t worry about it.”
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It’s been about a week since we arrived in Japan. 

Fairy Maker and I have been busy injecting magical energy into Japan’s magical girls, while Spinel spends her days beating down the occasional demonic beasts that pop up.

Fortunately, the magical girls who received magical energy from Fairy Maker and me began rapidly refilling the energy in their gems, just like the cases in Korea. 

Even Kaminari, who could voluntarily recharge her magical energy, had a relatively empty gem at first — but thankfully, hers started filling up too.

Today, after finishing another round of magical energy infusion, I was briefly resting in the break room of the Magical Task Force when—

“Fairy Maker, and Miss Larima and Spinel. Could you come to the Magical Experimentation Zone?”

We received a summons from Chief Takahashi.

***

Zzzing.

Chief Takahashi was waiting for us at the entrance of the Magical Experimentation Zone. 

As soon as we got off the elevator, he opened the entrance with a card key and continued speaking.

“Thank you for coming right away. I’m sorry to interrupt your break.”

“It’s fine. But what’s this about…?”

“…It’s not something I can explain here. I’ll tell you inside. Please follow me.”

Clack clack. 

Unlike his usual demeanor, there was a sense of urgency in Chief Takahashi’s footsteps echoing in the hallway. 

The group, including myself, hurriedly followed behind him.

‘A secure zone?’

After walking for some time, we arrived at a thick iron door discreetly hidden in the deepest part of the facility. 

Written in Japanese on the door was: “Authorized Personnel Only – Secure Zone.” 

Takahashi placed his card key on the panel and followed it with fingerprint authentication before the door finally opened.

Once inside, unlike the noisy area filled with staff outside, the only sound here was that of the ventilation system.

“Please have a seat over here.”

Past a short hallway and through a frosted glass door, we entered a dimly lit meeting room where a few people were already seated. Men in stifling suits, and an employee standing in front of a projector, sweating nervously.

Sensing the serious mood, Spinel whispered cautiously.

“Larima… did we do something wrong?”

“No. Besides, we’re here voluntarily from Korea. No need to be intimidated.”

Fairy Maker naturally took a seat first, followed by Spinel and me.

“Now that everyone is seated, I’ll explain the details of this incident. Kisawagi, I’ll take over from here.”

“…Understood, Chief Takahashi.”

Takahashi took the remote and laser pointer from the employee standing at the projector and began operating it with practiced ease. 

Soon, a video of a magical girl appeared on one of the walls.

“That’s…!”

Unlike how a magical girl should behave, she was exuding dark energy, recklessly attacking another magical girl. 

Then came the footage of her being subdued. 

Finally, her face twisted in a seizure, foaming at the mouth.

After the video ended, Takahashi spoke in a heavy voice.

“…This magical girl is called Topaz Bloom, rated C+. Real name: Hanamori Yuuka. She went missing some time ago, and then suddenly reappeared.”

“Topaz Bloom… isn’t she the daughter of that famous celebrity who used to be on TV…?”

“Yes, the daughter of Hanamori Aoi.”

Gasp— The room filled with quiet murmurs. 

Then, among the suited men, a white-bearded old man sitting at the head of the table spoke up.

“What is the current status of Topaz Bloom?”

“She’s been unofficially quarantined by the Magical Task Force. She’s being administered high doses of sedatives and tranquilizers. As before, her body still contains a gem filled with dark energy.”

‘…As before?’

“Then, what’s the plan this time? Do you intend to surgically remove the gem like last time?”

“No decision has been made yet. If we try to remove the gem through surgery like with Jade Sylph, and the dark energy overflows, it could be life-threatening not just for the magical girl, but for the surgeon as well.”

“Excuse me.”

Unable to suppress the question forming in my mind, I raised my hand. 

Instantly, all eyes in suits turned toward me.

“Has a corrupted magical girl appeared in Japan too? Since when?”

“Not long ago. Just a few days before you arrived in Japan, Miss Larima.”

“A few days ago…?”

“Yes. At that time, a magical girl named Jade Sylph appeared in a corrupted state. We were aware of the possibility thanks to the Korean Magical Response Headquarters’ report on the corrupted magical girl — White Pearl — but we didn’t expect it to happen in Japan so soon.”

‘Ah, so that’s why…?’

I recalled just before coming to Japan. Park Se-ah had looked like she wanted to say something but ended up simply saying, “Even if things get complicated, try to finish quickly and return.”

Then, the white-bearded elder who had been talking with Takahashi spoke again.

“You are… who exactly? The magical girl from Korea?”

“Yes. I’m Larima, apprentice of Fairy Maker.”

“I see… the one whose gem retained magical energy. Then it makes sense why Chief Takahashi brought you here.”

“Director Kiwamura, I—”

“No, Takahashi. Let me speak.”

‘Director…?’

Now I understood why Takahashi had been sweating so much — this old man was someone far more senior than I’d expected. If he was the director of the Task Force, that made him a high-ranking official within Japan’s central government administration. 

Unlike Park Se-ah, who operated in a non-governmental role within the Korean M.H.A., this man was a pillar of official state authority.

Director Kiwamura stroked his beard and continued.

“First of all, let me thank you for coming to Japan. Without your help, our magical girls would have remained incomplete for quite some time.”

“……I only came to repay the debt I owe to Eleni Blue.”

Fairy Maker added quietly, and the director responded with a smile.

“Even if you owe a debt to Eleni Blue, there was no obligation for you to repay it. Regardless, I’ll keep my thanks brief… Let’s get to the main issue.”

The director, who had been reclining comfortably on the sofa, leaned forward onto the conference room table. 

As he did, the silhouette of muscles hidden beneath his suit was revealed. 

“Hard to believe he’s an old man. His eyes are sharp, too.”

“…Japan’s Special Affairs Division and Korea’s Demon Subjugation Headquarters have a close relationship. We’ve regularly shared information and discussed solutions when dealing with demon-related incidents. Naturally, that includes the incident in Gangnam — the battle between the corrupted magical girl White Pearl and the Class-4 demon.”

That had already happened about a month ago. 

The sirens wailed, citizens evacuated, demonic energy burst forth from a penthouse…

“…What exactly are you trying to say?”

“You mentioned Larima, right? I saw your master slice a Class-4 demon in half. Quite the feat.”

Director Kawamura paused as if choosing his words, then furrowed his brow.


“…As you may have gathered, the Special Affairs Division is struggling with the issue of corrupted magical girls. But the report we received from your side barely mentioned anything about the first corrupted magical girl — White Pearl. In the footage we were provided, the parts involving her had been edited out.”

‘Park Se-ah must’ve done that intentionally. She probably doesn’t want them to know that Spinel manipulated demonic energy, or that Garnet tried to cover up Pearl’s killing spree.’

“That’s why I want to hear directly from you about White Pearl. And honestly, sharing the details would benefit Korea too. If Japan fails to handle its corrupted magical girls, the truth will eventually reach the public.”

“…If that happens, the backlash might be even greater than when it was first revealed that the demon invasion hadn’t ended.”

“You understand well. If it’s something that can’t be hidden, it’s better to prepare a solution in advance and go public with that. Which is why we urgently need more information about White Pearl.”

The director, having said all he needed to, leaned back into the sofa again. 

Now it was my turn to answer.

‘…He’s right. It’s better to be honest with the Special Affairs Division about White Pearl. That will lay the groundwork for flexibility in case the worst-case scenario comes. But—’

I glanced subtly at Spinel. 

If I were to be fully honest about White Pearl, I’d inevitably have to reveal that Spinel could manipulate demonic energy. 

That part made me hesitate.

“You’re thinking too long. Did the Demon Subjugation HQ order you not to leak related information?”

“……No, it’s not that. Larima just needs a moment.”

Fairy Maker stepped in and nodded at me — a sign that she was leaving the judgment entirely in my hands.

After a bit more thought, I slowly opened my mouth.

“This is what happened.”

I explained to the director about Glashalabolas and White Pearl. 

I altered the details about Garnet and Spinel’s abilities in a clever way.

“Hm… A demon in the form of an old man. Then the corrupted magical girls appearing in Japan now — are they his doing?”

“I don’t know. The demon in the form of an old man — Glashalabolas — was repelled by my master and fled to the demon realm. He suffered a serious injury, so he likely won’t return to the human world any time soon.”

The director rubbed his temples and frowned.

“…With the current information, there’s nothing we can conclude definitively. It would be best to restore a corrupted magical girl to her senses and question her directly.”

“That sounds like a good idea.”

“But isn’t White Pearl currently in a coma? Even if this Spinel girl has a spell to purify demonic energy in gems, if the subject is unconscious…”

White Pearl had been in a comatose state since the Gangnam incident. 

Her body was fine, and even the demonic energy in her gem had been fully extracted, but the shock seemed to linger. 

The director sighed, clearly bothered by this.

“In White Pearl’s case, the demonic energy had completely fused with her. It was impossible to purify it without causing damage. But for the magical girls shown in the video just now, I predict that the demonic energy can be removed from their gems without major harm.”

I still regretted the Gangnam incident. 

If I had summoned Spinel just a bit earlier and extracted the demonic energy from Pearl’s gem before she lost control, she might be awake and well by now.

“And one more thing — it’s not Korea that stands to lose here. It’s Japan. We could leave without getting involved with the corrupted magical girls in Japan, and it wouldn’t matter to us.”

Murmur murmur.

There was a stir among the suited men, who had been silent until now. 

Some voiced concern about their magical girls possibly falling into a coma after receiving treatment from Spinel, while others demanded an alternative.

Tap.

“Enough.”

When the director tapped the table with his finger, the noisy room went dead silent, as if cold water had been poured over it.

“…The magical girl in the video is the daughter of a prominent figure. If she receives treatment and her condition worsens, the fallout will be devastating.”

“Then does the Special Affairs Division have another method?”

“That’s the problem — we don’t. Jade Sylph, the magical girl I mentioned earlier, died when the demonic energy in her body ran wild during the extraction process. Naturally, we can’t use the same method on Topaz Bloom.”

“In that case—”

“Yes, we have no choice. It’s obvious you’ve intentionally withheld certain details… but I assume you had your reasons. That’s just the way magical girls are.”

The director sighed deeply. 

He seemed to partially believe the lie that Spinel could purify demonic energy rather than control it. 


But he clearly noticed that I’d carefully omitted the part about Garnet.

The director, who had closed his eyes in thought, stood up and spoke again.

“Takahashi.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Send them to Topaz Bloom right away. As far as I can tell, that’s our only option. And if anything goes wrong afterward, we’ll take full responsibility. Tell them I’m sorry for involving them in this exhausting business — Fairy Maker, Larima, and Spinel.”
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“Spinel, I’m sorry for suddenly putting such a heavy responsibility on you.”

“It’s alright, Larima. I’m only doing what I need to do.”

Following Section Chief Takahashi, I whispered quietly to Spinel.

“…That girl called Topaz Bloom will probably be taken straight to the operating table. Then the doctors will cut open her abdomen or chest to find the gem embedded inside her body. Your job is to extract the miasma from that gem. Just like before—pull it out in the form of thorns, but slowly this time. If you remove it too fast like before, the people in the operating room could get hurt. Can you do it?”

“Yes. If I just lower the output of the magic I pour into the gem, I can control the speed. But… the doctors are going to find out I can manipulate miasma.”

“I’ll take care of that. I’ll either chase the doctors out or block their vision. You don’t need to worry about it.”

I glanced at Takahashi walking ahead to check if he’d heard us, but he seemed too busy calling different places to prepare for the surgery.

Following the guidance, we took the elevator and walked to another connected building. 

Unlike the Magical Girl Headquarters where the medical wing was within the same building, it seemed they had a separate hospital designated for magical girls.

As we entered the hospital, it was much busier with civilians compared to the Healing Room back at HQ. 

Noticing my curiosity, Takahashi spoke up.

“The Special Task Force’s hospital is open to civilians up to the fifth floor. Only from the sixth floor and above are the wards exclusive to magical girls.”

Ding.

After taking another elevator and stepping out, we were greeted by a thick, opaque glass door—similar to those in the magical experiment zones.

When Takahashi tapped a card key at the door, a man in a white coat standing inside greeted us.

“Hello. I’m Kei Mizusawa, the surgeon for this Topaz Bloom operation. Do you speak Japanese?”

“I do. But Spinel here can only understand, so please keep that in mind.”

“Understood. Well then… All we were told was to open up Topaz Bloom’s abdomen and remove the gem. After that, we were instructed to follow the orders of the magical girls from Korea.”

“That should be enough.”

“…I don’t know if you’ve heard, but we once tried removing the gem from Jade Sylph. At that time, the moment we tried to separate the gem from her body tissue, the miasma overflowed—and Jade Sylph died right there. The professor in charge of that surgery even injured his hand. I was lucky not to be hurt, but…”

Kei Mizusawa, as he introduced himself, wore a dark expression. 

The guilt dripping from his eyes made it clear he was deeply worried they might not be able to save another magical girl.

“Don’t worry. At the very least, the miasma won’t overflow uncontrollably this time.”

“…That’s a relief to hear. Anyway, the surgery preparations are complete. Topaz Bloom is currently under anesthesia, so please change into scrubs… surgical attire.”

Kei explained the situation to a nearby nurse, who then led Spinel and me to the operating room to get changed. 

Fairy Maker, for reference, chose to wait outside.

“Spinel.”

“Yes?”

“Have you ever seen human organs before?”

“Once… a long time ago.”

“Then this’ll be your second time. Guess we won’t be having dinner tonight.”

“You say that like you’ve seen human guts all the time, Larima. We’re the same age, you know.”

Trying to lighten up the tense Spinel, I chatted as we followed the nurse into the operating room.

***

“Haa… I never thought something could be harder than dodging Sandstar-senpai’s punches.”

“But you did great. Good job.”

Just as we discussed beforehand, the doctors made an incision in Topaz’s skin and removed the gem embedded in her body tissues. 

Topaz’s gem had its original yellow glow mixed with the purple hue of miasma—coated with blood and flesh, it was a grotesque sight.

Next was Spinel’s turn to extract the miasma, but we couldn’t let the nearby doctors witness that process.

So first, I used magic to forcibly block the doctors’ vision.

‘They say miracles become fiction the moment they’re revealed to the world… Spinel’s oddly good at making persuasive arguments like that.’

That’s what Spinel had said to the startled doctors, who were suddenly blinded. 

She had spoken in Korean, of course, so I had to translate it into Japanese. 

The doctors frowned but ultimately accepted the explanation.

Once their sight was fully blocked, Spinel began drawing out the miasma from Topaz’s gem, and I used a dagger to cut it away. 

We repeated this process.

After about five minutes, the miasma that had been inside the gem was completely removed. 

The doctors then successfully separated the gem from the surrounding tissues.

“Spinel, did you see the doctors’ faces?”

“Huh? No, I was too focused…”

“When they saw the gem was completely free of miasma, they looked at you like they’d just seen a ghost.”

“R-Really?”

We were now in the Special Task Force’s break room. 

It was only 3 PM—too early to return to the hotel.

And considering how much energy Spinel had used for Topaz, it didn’t feel right to put her through more training.

‘Having free time for once feels so strange.’

Ever since we arrived in Japan, we spent every morning and afternoon injecting mana into Japanese magical girls and spent the evenings training Spinel. 

Then, we’d return to the hotel at night for rest.

“Larima. Are we training again today?”

“No, I think it’s better to skip today. But… going back to the hotel now feels too early.”

Grab.

As I leaned back comfortably into the sofa, wondering what to do, Spinel suddenly grabbed my hand.

“Then Larima, how about we go out and have some fun?”

“…Huh?”

“I mean, come on! We came all the way to Japan—just working the whole time would be too much! Fairy Maker-senpai’s just lying over there, right?”

Without waiting for my response, Spinel dashed across the break room. 

And before long, Fairy Maker was being dragged behind her with a blank expression.

‘…Are we really going out just because Spinel wants to?’

I gave Fairy Maker a look full of disbelief. 

In response, she replied flatly,

“…Larima. Take Spinel and go out for a bit.”

The way her sentence trailed off showed she was clearly annoyed. 

Seeing that, Spinel clung to Fairymaker again.

“Fairymaker-senpai, you don’t have anything to do at the hotel anyway! You just sit and keep tying and untying those dolls every day!”

“…It’s to keep my senses sharp.”

“Even so! Just for today, let’s go together, okay?”

“Ugh…”

‘Now this is new.’

Fairymaker looked visibly annoyed but couldn’t bring herself to flat-out reject Spinel. 


Spinel might be the only one she couldn’t coldly brush off. 

If a first-generation magical girl acted like that, Fairymaker would’ve either ignored them or told them to get lost.

…Or is this another sign her personality is changing?

I looked at Fairymaker, who was wavering under Spinel’s clinginess, and suddenly remembered how she had taunted me before by waving an omelet in front of my face. 

And after that, she introduced me as an eighteen-year-old.

“…Spinel. I have things I need to do, so I can’t. Larima, hurry up and take Spinel—”

“What do you mean, Master? I know full well you’ve got nothing to do. Let’s take this chance to go sightseeing in Tokyo.”

When I cut her off firmly, Fairymaker’s face stiffened.

***

“Agh… I shouldn’t have said anything.”

I had to admit it. 

I underestimated a high school girl’s energy.

Spinel was running around the shops in the bustling part of Tokyo like a fish in water, picking out clothes and constantly handing them to me. 

For reference, this was the third store we’d been to.

“Larima! Try this one on next!”

“I already tried on so many…”

“But still! We came all the way to Japan!”

I lost count of how many times she’s said, ‘Since we came to Japan!’ When I looked to the side, I saw Fairymaker sitting far away, eating chocolate ice cream.

Spinel seemed grateful enough that Fairymaker even agreed to come along, so she didn’t try to get her to change clothes or anything. 

She just realized within this short time that Fairymaker had a sweet tooth and kept feeding her snacks.

‘Then why am I the one…?’

Dragging my feet, I took the clothes Spinel handed me and headed to the fitting room. 

This time, it was a thin white one-piece dress.

No matter how I looked at it, it seemed too cold to wear this time of year.

Without much thought, I took off what I was wearing and changed into the dress. 

Unlike my usual magical girl outfit, this dress had no decorations and was made of light fabric, making it feel very airy. 

When I raised my arms slightly, it felt like a breeze swept right through me.

Knock knock knock—

“Larima, are you done changing?”

“Yeah…”

“Then come out quickly!”

Click. 

Following Spinel’s voice, I opened the door and stepped out—something suddenly landed on my head.

“I thought it’d look really good on you, so I brought it!”

I took the item from her hand and checked it—it was a wide-brimmed straw hat adorned with a white ribbon.

‘What the heck am I doing at my age…’

I plopped the hat on my head, and Spinel’s eyes sparkled.

“L-La…Larima.”

“What.”

“You look amazing!”

“Yeah.”

“What kind of reaction is that?! Come look in the mirror with me!”

Spinel dragged me over to a big mirror. 

Reflected in it was a girl who looked like she should be running innocently through the countryside in the middle of summer.

“Ah, but the shoes are black—what a shame. If you had white beach sandals, it would look so much prettier!”

“…Yeah.”

Just then, Fairymaker, who had finished her ice cream, walked over. She leaned down and met my eyes.

“Fairymaker-senpai, what do you think? Doesn’t Larima look amazing?”

“…She does.”

Splat. 

Without warning, Fairymaker grabbed both my cheeks.

“Shoo shooon… What are you doing?”

“Pfft… You’re cute, Larima.”

Now even Fairymaker was starting to show a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“…Huh? What are you trying to do now, Senpai?”

Suddenly, Fairymaker began gathering magical energy in her hands. 

Spinel looked puzzled at first, then her eyes widened in surprise.

“You can do that kind of magic too!?”

“…I usually don’t, but today’s fun, so why not.”

Fairymaker wove strands of magical thread, creating white ribbons, white shoes, and several white flowers. 

Then she attached all the ornaments she had created to my body—tying, pinning, and fitting them.

“Oooh… Ooooh…”

“What do you think, Spinel?”

“It’s… incredible, Senpai…”

I looked at the mirror again. 

A moment ago, I had looked like a pure and innocent country girl. 


Now I looked like someone who, if you met her once on a country road, you’d never forget—a girl so enchanting and striking that she would steal the gaze of anyone who passed by.

Spinel suddenly started patting herself down, then hurriedly pulled out her phone.

“…What are you doing?”

“I’m taking a picture!”

She held up her phone, and I grimaced.




 
  Chapter 56: Japan (27)






After restraining Hazuki with blue threads and forcing her to kneel, they began by questioning her about Märchen.

“…Märchen had quite a bit of magic power, so I did inject a fair amount of demonic energy to balance it out. But it was all thoroughly calculated, so she should be fine… unless I intentionally manipulate it.”

At the word manipulate, Kaminari, standing nearby, grimaced.

“Are you seriously threatening us right now?”

“Yes, I am. I have a proposal—Actually, I’ll speak for myself. Contractor.”

As Hazuki was about to continue, her mouth moved on its own. 

Then, the same woman’s voice they heard earlier emerged.

“Let me introduce myself. I am Asmodeus of Lust, sitting on the 32nd seat of the 72 Pillars.”

“Seventy-two… what?”

“I said the 32nd of the 72 Pillars. You met Glasyalabolas recently, didn’t you? That fellow is also a demon from the 72.”

Surprisingly, the demon who introduced herself as Asmodeus was calm and composed.

Given the murderous nature of all the demons they had met before, this demeanor only made her seem more suspicious.

“Asmodeus. What’s your goal?”

Eleni Blue stepped forward.

“My goal is simple. I wish to set foot in the human world.”

“To enter the human world… and devour humans—?”

“Oh, don’t misunderstand. I’m not particularly interested in eating humans. Well, maybe in a sexual sense.”

The sudden comment caused their faces to go blank for a moment, but Eleni didn’t flinch.

“Cut the disgusting jokes. Every demon we’ve observed until now has only cared about devouring or fighting. Are you seriously saying all you want is sex?”

“That’s right.”

The brazenness of the response even made Eleni’s expression freeze for a moment.

“……I don’t like long conversations. I’ll keep it short and to the point.”

***

Asmodeus’s explanation was brief:


	Not all demons are interested in cannibalism or battle.

	She is one of the exceptions.

	Demonic hunger is an instinctive craving for power. But she can gain strength through intercourse instead, so she has no need to eat humans.



Spinel leaned over and whispered in my ear.

“…So, she’s basically like a succubus?”

“Succubus? Don’t lump me in with such lowly monsters.”

Asmodeus frowned in distaste.

“Ah, did you hear that?”

“Loud and clear, fairy’s contractor. A succubus is a creature that lives only for desire and lust. I’m not something so petty. Besides, they don’t even resemble the image of God.”

“By image of God, you mean—”

“This form you see now.”

Kaminari gave a dry chuckle.

“Wow. Never thought I’d meet a demon who believes in Christianity.”

By “image of God,” Asmodeus likely meant a human form. 

So a succubus, by contrast, would be a demon that lacks such a form.

‘Ah, maybe that one…’

I couldn’t remember which demon invasion it was, but I recalled a disgusting demon with eight legs and no head. 

That creature had sexually assaulted humans. 

It was probably the only one.

“Anyway, I want to go to the human world. And to do that, I need to open a Gate.”

The word Gate made everyone’s faces harden. 

Eleni spoke with a trembling voice.

“Asmodeus. Do you know how many humans have died because of demons pouring out from Gates?”

“I do not.”

Rage oozed from Eleni’s eyes. 

Had Fairy Maker been here, she would likely have worn the same expression.

“One hundred thousand. One million. Ten million. It’s not just numbers. In the past twenty years alone, the estimated death toll is around 100 million. And if you count the unrecorded ones, it’s likely double that.”

“Hmm. Quite a lot died.”

Her nonchalant answer made a faint blue blade appear at Eleni’s fingertip. 

The short sword, resembling a dagger, traced a clean arc and stopped just short of Hazuki’s throat.

“…I despise demons. That’s why your attitude—treating life so lightly—disgusts me to my core. I’m not the only one. Everyone here feels the same.”

“Hmm.”

Though the blade was at her neck (or rather, Hazuki’s), Asmodeus didn’t blink. 

She calmly glanced at the weapon.

“Humans are exhausting. I can’t understand why you’re so obsessed with the deaths of people you don’t even know.”

Sigh—

Asmodeus exhaled a deep breath and slowly reopened her eyes. 

Her previously round pupils had elongated and began to emit demonic energy.

“Kgh!”

“Märchen!”

Supported by Kaminari, Märchen suddenly buckled over in pain. 

Asmodeus watched dispassionately and continued.

“Now, shall we resume the conversation? If you kill me now, this strange girl’s gem will go berserk—so I’d advise thinking carefully.”

“…!”

“If she goes berserk, the Gate will open just the way I want it. And I’ll cross over into the human world. Unfortunately, since it won’t follow exact coordinate calculations, a whole bunch of other nasty demons will come flooding in too.”

I assessed the situation. 

Kaminari and Eleni Blue were seething. 

Spinel was busy tending to Märchen. 

I quietly stepped in front of Eleni.

“Asmodeus. If you agree to three conditions, we will open the Gate and allow you entry into the human world.”

As I spoke, Eleni’s eyes widened in shock.

“Larima. What are you saying? I would never allow—”

“Eleni Blue. Calm down and think carefully. Right now, we don’t hold the choice. That demon does.”

The Gate would open whether we accepted Asmodeus’s proposal or not. 

If we refused, Märchen would rampage out of control just like White Pearl had. 

But if we accepted, at least we could manage the situation on our terms.

Realizing this, Eleni bit her lip, then shifted her expression back to normal.

“Oh? Three conditions, you say? Let’s hear them.”


‘Hearing a woman’s voice come from that pretty boy’s face makes me want to punch something.’

I cleared my throat a few times, then voiced what I had planned in my head.

“First, Märchen’s safety. Her health must be guaranteed even after the Gate is opened.”

“I promise. Why would I bother killing such an interesting human without a reason?”

Asmodeus smiled as she spoke. 

She didn’t seem to be lying, at least not in appearance.

“Second, the safety of humanity. When the Gate opens, only you, Asmodeus, may enter the human world. Not a single other demon who could harm humans will be allowed through. Naturally, you yourself are also forbidden from harming humans.”

“I’ll agree to that… though ‘forbidden’ is a curious word. Isn’t that a bit presumptuous coming from you all?”

“Seems like you’re having trouble understanding the situation, Asmodeus.”

“What?”

At that moment, the sound of high heels echoed from the entrance. 

Then, beyond the doorway, a familiar blue twin-tail hairstyle appeared.

“Fairy Maker-senpai!”

“…Hello, Spinel.”

When we left Airi’s house, I had Spinel call for Fairy Maker. 

She couldn’t come immediately, likely due to her duties as an overseer, but that delay ended up making her entrance perfectly timed.

“That human… she’s the one who shattered Glasya-Labolas’s incarnation…”

As expected, Asmodeus seemed to know Fairy Maker. 

I jumped in.

“You think Glasyalabolas was the only one she shattered? My teacher set foot in the demon realm and cut down even a first-rank demon.”

Boasting like that made my tongue stick to the roof of my mouth, but it had the desired effect. 

Asmodeus’s eyes widened.

“She entered the demon realm herself…? Then the ones who killed the second seat, Agares—was it you?”

“…If you’re talking about the monster with brown wings and scaly skin, then yes. I pierced his heart with a spear in the end.”

Fairy Maker replied casually, and Asmodeus stared at her face intently.

“So the rumors were true… But how… How could a mere human defeat the powers of the second seat…?”

‘So that monster bastard’s name was Agares.’

The cursed demon named Agares. 

His power was centered entirely around mass destruction. 

He could manipulate gravity to cause earthquakes, collapse buildings, and trap people inside dome-shaped barriers. 

He even muttered cursed words that could destroy one’s mind.

It made sense that Asmodeus was stunned to hear that Agares had been killed. 

That demon had durability that even a nuclear bomb couldn’t overcome. 

He wasn’t a being a human could kill.

‘Unless you had her.’

Unreason must be met with unreason. 

And the one who could make that happen was the First Magical Girl, Polaris. 

Though she could no longer be seen or spoken to, the image of her performing miracles was still burned vividly into my memory.

“…Asmodeus. I’ll now tell you the third condition.”

“…Speak.”

“Betray the demons and side with humanity.”

“…What?”

Asmodeus’s expression twisted.

“L-Larima, what are you saying? Asking a demon to betray her own kind—”

“I mean it literally, Spinel. Didn’t you hear earlier? She said she doesn’t understand why humans care so much about the deaths of strangers. And she also said she isn’t particularly interested in other demons.”

Spinel looked baffled. 

She tried to speak, but then held her tongue. 

Asmodeus had a similar expression.

“Betrayal, huh? Absurd. Are you asking me to stand beside you and slaughter my own kind?”

“No.”

I wasn’t hoping for anything that unrealistic. 

Nor did I believe she would actually do it.


“…Then what exactly are you asking of me?”

“Just help the magical girls learn to control magic energy. That’s all. Simple, right?”

As I said that, all the magical girls—including Fairy Maker—frowned.

All except for Spinel.





 
  Chapter 57: Japan (28)






The Tokyo National Stadium at Night, where the Rank Evaluation had once taken place.

With all 68,000 seats, once brimming with sunlight, now enveloped in utter darkness, the scene somehow seemed even more striking than it had in the day.

In the center of the vast, spotlight-illuminated field stood Märchen and a few other magical girls. 

Surrounding them were all the A- to S-class magical girls who had been urgently summoned.

In the distance, Takahashi and his Special Affairs Division colleagues were engaged in some discussion, with what looked like military officials standing nearby.

“…Looking at it like this really brings back memories of the Demon Invasion.”

It was Fairy Maker, waiting on the track, who spoke. 

The stadium was so vast that their conversation wouldn’t be overheard, giving her the freedom to talk casually.

“Yeah. Though we don’t have tanks or self-propelled guns this time.”

Firearms were unsuitable for finishing off demons. 

Demons didn’t move because their hearts or brains functioned, but because magia gave form to their will and intent.

That said, it wasn’t like conventional weapons were entirely useless. 

Back during the active invasions, monstrous machines like tanks and self-propelled guns had been deployed across the city streets.

Though no such heavy machinery was present now, the mere sight of uniformed soldiers among the magical girls stirred memories of that past.

‘I hope Asmodeus wasn’t lying.’

The reason everyone had been called to gather at the stadium was clear: to respond to the threat of demons emerging from the Gate.

In the distance, I could see Märchen, Hazuki, and Eleni Blue—acting as the representative leader—engaged in a serious conversation. 

They were probably reviewing Hazuki’s operation plan one last time.

“Han Myeong-jin.”

“Hm?”

Fairy Maker suddenly called my name, her expression grave.

“You asked Asmodeus to help us control magia, didn’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“You’re preparing for the Fifth Demon Invasion, aren’t you?”

She had already figured out why I’d made such a desperate request.

“…Ever since the demons first appeared, the invasions have never truly stopped. There was a four-year gap between earlier invasions, but now, even if the next one begins immediately, it wouldn’t be surprising.”

“…”

No one could predict exactly when the Fifth Demon Invasion would happen. 

But based on all prior experience, its occurrence was nearly a certainty.

“If it waits three more years, the magical girls will all be back to full strength, and we’ll be fine. But if it happens sooner, everyone’s going to be in real danger.”

“So you want to try using magia?”

“If I have to.”

Airi, who had only been a C-class magical girl, had grown strong enough to steal Fairy Maker’s puppet. 

If Fairy Maker herself could properly wield magia, or Magia, what then?

‘I’m so sick of these demon invasions.’

If someone could wield an unreasonable power—like Asmodeus had described—the First Throne, Baal, might finally be slain. 

Maybe then, this endless cycle of demon invasions could finally end. 

That was the hope I held on to.

“Han Myeong-jin.”

“Hm?”

“Think about Polaris. Don’t just focus on the outcome. You need to consider the path you take to get there.”

Her blue eyes shimmered as they fixed on me. 

For some reason, meeting her gaze today felt strangely difficult.

“…Yeah, you’re right.”

She pouted, perhaps not satisfied with my answer.

‘Well, what can I do? It doesn’t make sense to me.’

Up until the Fourth Invasion, we had Polaris—the first magical girl. But now, she was gone. Technically speaking, she was sealed away in slumber.

If the next invasion happened under these conditions, and another irrational monster like Agares appeared, who in the magical girl corps would be able to wield an equally irrational power to stand against it?

So far, only two people had shown potential: Maehwa and Mystic Violet. 

But even that was only potential—for all others, including myself, not even a glimmer of possibility had shown.

“Hey, Spinel.”

“Yeah?”

For a second, I thought she’d read my mind. 

But her follow-up question was unexpected.

“What do you think Spinel would say about Polaris’s choice?”

“That’s out of nowhere. Why ask that now?”

“…It just came to mind.”

Maybe being left to idle in this dimly lit, cavernous stadium triggered her wandering thoughts. 

I didn’t have anything else to do either, so I decided to think her question over carefully.

‘Polaris’s choice, huh… If I know Spinel, she’d probably—’

“She’d absolutely hate it.”

“Pfft. Yeah, that sounds like her.”

“Ku-fufufu.” 

Fairy Maker covered her mouth as she laughed. 

Come to think of it, this might be the first time I’d seen her laugh like that with my own eyes. 

Sure, I’d seen it in a mirror reflection, but this was different.

BZZT—

In the middle of our conversation, a signal came through the communicator clipped to our shoulders. 

It was Takahashi.

“Miss Larima. The Gate will open soon. Once you and Fairy Maker are ready, please proceed to stand beside Eleni Blue.”

“Understood. Master, you heard that, right?”

“…Yeah.”

Fairy Maker and I slowly walked forward, weaving thread between our hands.

***

“It’s beautiful.”

Two magical girls with blue hair approached. 

In their hands, vibrant blue threads were being woven intricately.

The dazzling threads dancing chaotically were beautiful in themselves, but the sight of the two girls weaving dolls with perfectly synchronized, seamless movements was like watching a famous theatrical performance.

Ring, pinky, middle, index, thumb. 


The five fingers moved as if connected by nerves. 

When the short-haired magical girl wove the thread three times, the long twin-tailed magical girl mirrored the exact same motion without a fraction of error.

A glance around showed that everyone — not just me — seemed momentarily entranced by the spectacle.

Even Kaminari, who had been scowling, Eleni Blue, whose face had been stiff, and even Märchen, who was barely holding herself together due to the chaos from the magia — all were captivated.

The blue threads formed surfaces. 

As the surfaces accumulated — one, two, three — they soon became soft spheres. 

Blink once, and the sphere sprouted a face. Blink again, and limbs emerged.

Next, the threads wove together like spiderwebs, forming a frame, which was then overlaid with blue magic, coloring it in.

Black fabric. 

White lace and frills. 

Brown mop and enamel shoes.

Finally, holding the completed doll gently with both hands, magic was infused. 

The lifeless eyes shimmered with a blue light, and the doll came to life, flying above the magical girl’s head.

Many people watched the scene, but the two magical girls themselves seemed too focused to notice.

Then, the performance abruptly ended as the long twin-tailed girl accelerated her weaving speed. 

The short-haired girl couldn’t keep up, and by the end, there was a difference of four dolls.

The short-haired girl had created five dolls. The twin-tailed girl had made nine.

Though it was a shame the performance ended, the sight of the 14 blue-glowing dolls flying in the sky was still a spectacle.

“Hazuki. Get ready.”

Turning at the sudden call, I saw Eleni Blue, her expression slightly softened.

“Yes, of course.”

“If anything happens to Märchen, even slightly, I’ll personally turn you into a lightning-roasted skewer. So be prepared.”

Beside her, Kaminari glared with a full scowl.

Despite the extreme circumstances, standing confidently among famous magical girls was something I’d always hoped for.

“…Maybe this isn’t so bad after all.”

“What?”

“Nothing. Haha.”

“Read the room. This isn’t the time for nonsense, okay?”

She was right. Now wasn’t the time for meaningless chatter.

Reacting the magia within Märchen’s gem with magic to produce magia was extremely dangerous. 

But I wasn’t worried. I had experience.

“…Hazuki.”

Suddenly, the short-haired magical girl approached and called my name.

“Yes?”

“If Asmodeus does anything stupid, I’ll take your head too. You’d better keep a close watch.”

A cute threat. It made my cheeks feel a little warm.

I subtly looked her over.

Plain ribbon. 

A not-so-flashy dress for a magical girl. 

Shining amber eyes. 

A bold personality. 

And a body that didn’t match her confidence.

My cheeks burned a little hotter.

“…What was your name again? I’ve heard your companion’s, but not yours.”

“What do you need it for?”

Her sharp reply sparked a sudden urge to hypnotize her.

‘But what’s the fun in bending someone like that?’

My heart was racing for a simple reason — she was strong-willed.

I hoped her sharpness would never be dulled. 

That’s why using unfair means wouldn’t do.

“Haha, just curious. You won’t even tell me your name?”

“…”

A truly reluctant expression. 

Very cute.

“…Larima.”

“Larima… La.ri.ma… Hmm, it rolls off the tongue nicely.”

As I savored her name, a blue blade suddenly passed right under my nose — not Larima’s, but from the doll of Fairy Maker, who had been standing silently beside her like a stone statue.

“…Next time, I won’t just graze your skin. I’ll slice your head clean off.”

Killing intent. 

That was the only way to describe the energy Fairy Maker exuded.

The hairs on my body stood up, and my ears and nape became hypersensitive.

“Ahem, are you two… related somehow? Sisters, maybe?”

I asked, covering my face with feigned composure. They had a similar aura, so I wondered if they were related by blood.

And if that were true — if Larima had an overprotective older sister like that — I was already worried about how I’d win her over.

“…..Yes.”

“We’re master and disciple.”

Their replies overlapped.

“So… you’re sisters and master and disciple?”


“…Yes.”

“No.”

They answered at the same time again.

The sister — Fairy Maker — puffed her lips out.

The younger one, Larima, stared blankly at the scene like she couldn’t believe it.



 
  Chapter 39: Japan (10)






Two days after the Tokyo outing with Spinel.

“The surgery for Topaz Bloom was a success. Once the anesthesia wore off, Topaz regained consciousness. Although she’s experiencing some confusion with her memories, her physical condition is stable. Of course, we’ll need to monitor her progress further…”

Takahashi summoned us early in the morning and led us again to the same meeting room where those men in suits had gathered before. 

It seemed that the information gathering related to Topaz Bloom was complete—he held a thick bundle of documents in his hand.

“I’m so relieved to hear she’s okay! I’d heard she woke up, but I was still worried something might be wrong physically.”

“Aside from the aftereffects of the surgery, there don’t appear to be any of the side effects typically caused by being corrupted by demonic energy. That’s all thanks to you, Spinel-sama and Larima-sama.”

Takahashi gave a deep bow.

He had always referred to Spinel with the honorific “san,” but ever since she purified Topaz’s gem, that had changed to the more respectful “sama.”

“Section Chief Takahashi. So, did you ask Topaz about the situation before she lost consciousness?”

“Yes, but there were many unclear parts… That’s what I meant when I mentioned memory confusion. Her story doesn’t end naturally.”

“Doesn’t end naturally?”

“Let me start with what I believe you, Larima-sama, are most curious about.”

Rustle. 

Takahashi flipped through the documents in his hand.

“According to Topaz, there was no demon with the appearance of an old man in her memory. No bat wings either.”

“Then… that means this wasn’t the work of Glasialabolas.”

It hadn’t even been a year since Glasialabolas was driven out of Gangnam. 

If he had recovered enough strength to cause trouble in the human world again already, that would be highly unreasonable.

“Most likely not. Topaz said she met a young and incredibly handsome man, not an old one.”

“Handsome man?”

“Yes. Extremely good-looking, apparently. We have CCTV footage—please take a look. It’s from when he met Topaz at a café.”

Takahashi laid two sheets of paper on the table. 

One of them showed a blurry close-up of a man’s face.

‘…Can’t really see the face clearly. The quality is poor.’

“It’s just a regular café camera, not a specialized CCTV. However, we do have an AI-upscaled version of the image.”

Takahashi retrieved another document from the stack and placed it on top. 

This one showed a man with movie star-level good looks.

“Did the AI make him too handsome?”

“We wondered that too… but when we showed it to Topaz, she confirmed that this is exactly what he looked like.”

“That’s… quite the face.”

“…But Larima, doesn’t something seem strange? Why would a magical girl like Topaz even meet a demon in a café to begin with?”

Spinel wasn’t paying much attention to the document. 

She seemed uninterested in the pretty face on the other side of the paper.

“According to Topaz, she didn’t know he was a demon at first. She said the man picked up something she had dropped on the street.”

“Wait… You mean the demon was pretending to be human?”

“Exactly. Topaz said she took him to a café to thank him for returning her lost item, without any suspicion.”

…This is more serious than I thought. It’s like having a ticking time bomb walking freely among civilians.

Beep. 

Takahashi operated a remote control, turning on a projector. 

CCTV footage from a café appeared on the wall.

“That’s Topaz and the presumed demon, Hazuki, sitting at the table by the window.”

“Hazuki? That’s the demon’s name?”

“Yes. That’s what he called himself. Anyway, while chatting with Topaz, Hazuki suddenly asked her this question: ‘What do you think about magical girls who returned their powers and became incomplete?’”

I quickly searched my mind for how I would’ve answered that. 

But Spinel responded before I could.

“Even without magic, a magical girl is still a magical girl… What kind of answer was he expecting?”

“Not everyone sees it that way, Spinel. A lot of people probably believe that once you lose your magic, you stop being a magical girl.”

“…Really?”

Ahem. 

Perhaps trying to steer the conversation back, Takahashi cleared his throat and continued.

“Topaz gave a rather pessimistic answer at the time. She said, ‘If you can’t use magic anymore, what kind of magical girl are you?’”

“See, Spinel? Told you.”

“In response, Hazuki apparently offered to restore her magical power.”

“…Not demonic energy, but actual magical power?”

“Correct. And for some reason, Topaz said that suggestion sounded incredibly trustworthy. The Special Forces Division suspects she may have been brainwashed. Topaz ended up giving her gem to Hazuki, who then actually did restore power to it. That’s where the memory ends. Everything after that is hazy for her.”

Just as Takahashi initially said, the ending of the story felt unnatural. 

Now I understood why he had hesitated when speaking earlier.

‘Let’s try to piece this together from what we know.’

I touched my lips lightly, organizing my thoughts.

First: The demon calling himself Hazuki seems to be living among humans. 

He must have the ability to completely suppress or conceal his demonic energy.

Second: While his exact intentions aren’t fully clear, his interaction with Topaz suggests he definitely aims to corrupt magical girls.

Third: Based on the situation, it seems Hazuki has the power to brainwash magical girls. 

The fact that Topaz handed her gem to a complete stranger supports this. Also, the claim that he filled it with magical power? 

Likely he infused it with demonic energy disguised as magic after complete brainwashing.

“What do you think, Fairy Maker-senpai?”

While I was still organizing my thoughts, Spinel turned to Fairy Maker and asked.

“…Very dangerous.”

“Of course, the idea of a demon blending in among civilians is extremely dangerous, right?”

“No, not that. I’m talking about how he supposedly filled the gem with magical power.”

“That… could just be because Topaz was brainwashed and got confused. Remember, her memory was unstable afterwards. Maybe she just mistakenly thought it was magical power after being injected with demonic energy and brainwashed.”

Spinel seemed to share my thoughts. 

After all, the idea of a demon supplying magical power was absurd.

However, Fairymaker’s expression didn’t relax. 

She didn’t seem convinced by Spinel’s reasoning.

‘Did I miss something?’

I racked my brain again, trying to piece the information together. 

A demon that could inject magical power… that would mean a demon capable of using magical power.

But demons shouldn’t be able to use magical power…


Then suddenly, a realization struck me like lightning.

“…You figured it out, Larima?”

“Yes, Master.”

Spinel looked puzzled. 

I immediately started to explain.

***

A wide and luxurious room in a high-rise building. 

One wall was completely made of glass, and in front of it were a massive TV, a sofa, some steps, and extravagant decorations.

“Hmhm~”

A girl was painting her nails on a high-end sofa, which easily looked like it cost over a million yen.

From the far hallway, a man appeared. 

He was the very definition of perfection, with a refreshing body ratio and a small face—any woman would swoon at first sight.

“Airi.”

“Ah, Hazuki! You’re finally here!”

The woman, Airi, ran up to the man. 

He naturally embraced her.

“Where were you? I’ve been waiting so long.”

“Sorry, I had some business to take care of.”

While the handsome man and beautiful woman shared their reunion, footsteps echoed from the staircase of the duplex.

“Ah!? Hazuki! You promised you’d hug me first when you got back!”

“Suisho. I’m sorry.”

“Suisho, I told you to wait in the living room, not the bedroom. Hazuki’s hugs are first-come, first-served.”

Suisho, the newly arrived woman, clung to Hazuki’s back. 

Hazuki gave a troubled laugh.

“Even if I wasn’t the first to hug you, I was first in bed…”

“Suisho, didn’t I say? Hazuki’s hugs are on a first-come basis. That includes hugs in bed, too.”

While the two girls bickered, another girl appeared. 

Unlike Airi and Suisho, who were dressed casually, this one wore a flashy see-through lace lingerie.

Click.

Click.

“Hazuki, you kept me waiting too long.”

“Tsukino! That’s cheating!”

“It’s not cheating, it’s strategy.”

“You’re so mean, Tsukino! You were the one who got all the love at the door before Hazuki left!”

As their voices began to rise, Hazuki raised a finger to his lips. As if on cue, all the girls fell silent.

“I don’t like noise. You know that, right?”

“S-Sorry, Hazuki.”

The last one to shout—Airi—instantly looked downcast. 

Hazuki patted her head and continued.

“It’s okay, Airi. Ah, by the way, how are the other magical girls we worked on?”

“Ah, um… most of them have adapted well to your magical power. But… Topaz Bloom, like Jade Sylph last time, couldn’t withstand your power and lost her mind. I think she’s probably been captured by the Special Task Force by now.”

“I see. Another girl sacrificed because of me…”

“Please don’t make such a sad face. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s just that the magical girl named Topaz Bloom wasn’t strong enough.”

Airi stroked Hazuki’s cheek, trying to comfort him.

“That’s right, Hazuki. You’re not at fault.”

“Yeah. It’s that Topaz girl who was too weak.”

As the other girls clung to Hazuki, Suisho—still hanging on from behind—quickly spoke up.

“Hazuki, I do have some good news! I spoke to some other magical girls, and it turns out a lot of them are harboring resentment. Especially toward the current system where magical power is prioritized for high-ranking girls.”

“Just as I thought?”

“Yes! Everything is going just as you predicted. The lower-ranked magical girls don’t know when they’ll get their power restored at this rate. And the complaints are especially loud from girls who have been magical girls for a long time but never made it to the higher ranks.”

“…Then, things might get easier from here on out.”

As Hazuki smiled, the clinging girls also brightened up.

“Hazuki, now that you’re in a good mood, maybe…”

Airi rubbed her face against Hazuki’s chest. 

Her eyes glimmered with sultry desire.

Hazuki gave a troubled smile, removed his frameless glasses, and tucked them into his pocket.

“Alright. Then I suppose it’s time to reward Airi for all her hard work.”

At that, Airi’s face lit up with bliss.


“Hazuki! Me too!”

“I worked hard too!”

Suisho and Tsukino clung to him even tighter.

“Really? Then… let’s all go together.”

Hazuki gently patted each girl’s head and began walking toward the bedroom at the end of the hallway.



 
  Chapter 42: Japan (13)





The Night Before the Magical Girl Ranking Evaluation.

“How long has it been since I got to rest…? Feels like it’s been ages since I de-transformed, too.”

Ever since coming to Japan, I’d been spending my mornings injecting magic into magical girls, afternoons training Spinel, and evenings being dragged back into my room by Spinel.

Sure, I had the occasional break here and there, but every single time, a demon would pop out of nowhere like it had been waiting for that exact moment. 

I never got a proper chance to rest.

But today was different. 

With the evaluation tomorrow, I skipped Spinel’s training. 

Spinel had said she was going to rest in her room, and Fairy Maker was asleep inside her ritual, so for the first time in a long while—I had complete and perfect freedom.

🎵 “As time goes on, my heart could burst, even if I forget this yearning~” 🎵

As I hummed a tune, I enjoyed the familiar scratchiness in my throat.

Sure, my body felt a little stiff, but it was refreshing not having fat weighing down my chest.

“Male or female body—each has pros and cons, but the one you’re used to is best.”

As I rolled around in bed, fully enjoying the sweet taste of this rare rest…

Knock knock knock.

A knock on the door. 

I stopped humming, thinking to pretend I wasn’t there.

But then a familiar voice followed, and I had no choice but to move.

“Fairy Maker-senpai! Are you there? I left my charger in there~!”

I glanced toward the wall outlet—and there it was, a familiar phone charger plugged in.

‘You should really take better care of your stuff.’

Spinel often hung around in my room. 

She must’ve left that charger here while playing yesterday.

“Nngh.”

I reached lazily for the magical gem lying at the corner of the bed to transform.

‘Looks like I can reach it… no, not quite.’

I stretched my hand again. 

My fingers brushed against the gem. 

Once more—with a bigger motion—

Clatter— 

“Ah!”

My careless swipe knocked the gem off the bed. 

It rolled across the floor… and slid neatly into the narrow gap between the floor and the drawer.

“So annoying…”

I immediately lay down on the floor and reached into the gap—but my hand got stuck, and only the tips of my fingers could barely touch the gem.

‘I need something long and thin to fish it out.‘

While I was looking around for a suitable tool—

Beep—click.

A sound came from the hallway—the door unlocking.

“What!?”

Hotel doors lock automatically. 

I hadn’t manually locked it—but still, how was Spinel opening it?

“Excuse me… If you’re in here, I’m sorry for just opening the door. I’ll just grab my charger real quick!”

I heard her voice and the sound of shoes being taken off by the entrance. 

I scanned the room again for something to get the gem with—but nothing stood out.

Second-best option: Find a place to hide.

Inside the closet? 

Too late to sneak in unnoticed.

Under the bed? 

The hotel bed didn’t have enough clearance for a grown man.

Inside the blanket? 

No way I wouldn’t get found.

‘First, let’s get dressed.’

Right now, I was only in my trunks. 

If I was going to run into Spinel, I had to at least avoid the worst-case scenario.

I hurriedly grabbed the pants and shirt I’d taken off earlier.

***

Beep—click.

‘Got it!’

I shaped my magic into a thin ribbon, slid it through the door latch, and unlocked the knob from inside.

Normally I wouldn’t have managed that, but thanks to my recent evening training with Larima, even a tricky magic manipulation like that was easy now.

“Excuse me… If you’re here, sorry for opening the door without permission. I’ll just grab my charger!”

Opening someone else’s hotel room door without asking would normally get you scolded.

But recently, she’d gotten a lot closer to Fairy Maker-senpai, and from her perspective, Fairy Maker didn’t seem like the kind of person who’d make a big deal out of it.

After all, she usually just dozed off in corners or made dolls—that was it.

As Spinel stepped into the hotel room, the familiar hydrangea scent of Fairy Maker and Larima tickled her nose.

‘Seriously, where does this hydrangea smell come from? The shampoo is just the standard hotel stuff… never seen her use perfume either.’

As she walked further in, there was a rustling sound from deeper inside.

So she wasn’t out—just asleep?

“Senpai? Are you in here?”

Spinel peeked her head in, looking for Fairy Maker. Probably asleep on the bed…?

“Uh… huh? Who are you?”

A young man she had never seen before. 

Slightly wavy hair, tall, broad shoulders. 

His face was… very androgynous.

“Ah! Did I get the wrong room…? No, wait.”

She turned to check—but Fairy Maker-senpai’s suitcase was still there, in its usual spot by the entrance.

She hadn’t gotten the room wrong.

She looked back at the man in the room. 

He was hurriedly buttoning up a dress shirt. 


Between the buttons, she could catch glimpses of his lean muscles and collarbone—which made her feel lightheaded for a moment.

‘W-Wait, did I just walk in on something… important? But… Fairy Maker-senpai isn’t here…?’

The confusion kept piling up—until the man in the room spoke first.

“Your name’s… Spinel, right?”

“It is, but who… are you?”

“Me? Uh… I’m someone who knows Fairy Maker.”

“Someone who knows her? Wait, are you… Fairy Maker-senpai’s boyfriend?”

“Oh? Uh? No, no, just a friend. Just a friend.”

The man scratched his head and smiled awkwardly.

‘…A friend?’

At first, I was too flustered by the situation to think straight, but now that I looked at him properly, the man seemed very suspicious.

If he really was just a friend, what was he even doing here alone in Fairy Maker’s room when she wasn’t here?

“…If you’re really Fairy Maker-sunbaenim’s friend, prove it.”

“…P-Prove it?”

“Yes. Anything is fine, just hurry up.”

The man couldn’t answer right away and started panicking. 

I began drawing out a bit of magical energy from my hand.

Realizing that the atmosphere had taken a serious turn, the man quickly began to speak.

“S-Spinel? Think about it. How else would I know your name? I heard it all from Fairy Maker.”

“….”

“And also, you’re taking a rank evaluation test tomorrow, right? To get a doll from Fairy Maker. I heard all that from her too. Okay?”

After saying that, the man let out a breath, looking relieved. 

I immediately shot back.

“Anyone could find out those things by stalking us ever since we came to Japan.”

“…What? Stalking?”

“Yes. Come to think of it, the first-gen seniors mentioned something before. Since they’re popular, they get stalked quite a bit. And just now, you were putting on clothes, weren’t you? What exactly… what exactly were you doing here, you pervert…!”

“No, no, no! Seriously, no! Just calm down for a sec—”

It didn’t take long for suspicion to turn into certainty. 

There was no way Fairy Maker-sunbaenim would be close with some shady, sleazy guy like this. 

I immediately drew out my magic and lunged forward.

My body, strengthened with magic, moved swiftly—and even faster than that, my magical ribbon shot toward the man.

‘What the—!?’

But the man easily dodged the magical ribbon. 

I immediately fired another ribbon.

“Just hear me ou—”

“I don’t listen to perverts!”

Surprisingly, the man intercepted my next ribbon by throwing a pillow at it. 

The impact made the ribbon lose direction.

‘He’s no ordinary pervert!’

His movements were clearly not that of a regular person. 

And whether intentional or not, he was actively avoiding direct contact with the ribbons. 

If he got hit even once, I could bind him and subdue him easily.

“Ah!?”

While I was still processing the situation, the man grabbed another pillow and hurled it at me. 

I twisted my body just in time to dodge it.

As I dodged the pillow, I realized the man had vanished. 

The flow was familiar—something Larima often did. 

Distract the opponent’s focus momentarily, then slip into a blind spot and attack.

‘My blind spot… lower left!’

I quickly turned my gaze—and there he was, rushing in from the predicted angle, crouched low. 

At this distance, I didn’t have time to use a ribbon. 

So instead, I prepared for close combat.

I immediately focused magic into my left fist. 

Imagery is crucial when using magic. 

And in my mind, I vividly imagined the world’s strongest magical girl—at least in terms of punching.

“Huuup—!”

I drew in a breath and tightened my core. 

Starting from my right foot, I channeled strength and magic upward, letting it flow through my heart.

Once I was ready to strike, I exhaled and launched the punch—

***

‘This crazy girl—!’

Ever since Spinel started training, her skills had been improving steadily. 

So naturally, I expected her to counter a sneak attack from the blind spot.

The problem was how she countered it. 

That movement—it was almost like Sandstar’s. 

But instead of golden magic, green energy flared in Spinel’s eyes.

My original plan was to grab her extended limb and use her momentum against her. 

I immediately canceled that. I scrambled to reverse my charge and stop myself.

Whoooosh—!

The heavy punch brushed just past my forehead. 

If it were Sandstar, she would’ve followed up calmly with another punch or counter. 

But Spinel lacked experience. 

Maybe because her punch was stronger than she expected, she lost her balance completely and was about to fall forward.

She was falling—right toward the dresser. 

If she hit that, her face or body would get seriously injured.

“Waaah—!”

I grabbed the collar of the dazed Spinel.

***

“Ugh…”

If she had been transformed, a fall like that wouldn’t even faze her. 

But right now, she wasn’t. 

Her unprotected body absorbed the full impact.

I pushed myself up from the floor. 

My head spun a bit—I must’ve hit it.

“If you’re not hurt, could you get off me now?”

Suddenly, a voice came from the floor. 

Naturally, I looked down—and there was the man I had just been fighting, pinned under me with a complicated expression.


“S-sorry! I’ll move right away!”

Flustered, I scrambled off him and backed away. 

But the man didn’t get up—he just lay there silently.

I don’t know how much time passed, but eventually, the man muttered to himself in a small voice.

“…Han Myungjin. What kind of mess have you gotten into now…”



 
  Chapter 43: Japan (14)





“Han Myeong-jin. What kind of trouble have you caused this time?”

‘Well…’

“…I’ll handle it, so just wait a little.” 

Fairy Maker said in a tired voice.

Since I couldn’t think of a better solution, I handed control of the body over to Fairy Maker.

“Um… are you okay?”

Spinel’s voice carried a hint of concern rather than hostility. 

It seemed she realized I had shielded her from injury.

Fairy Maker erased the weariness from her voice and spoke flatly, just like usual.

“Yes, Spinel. I’m fine. And you called me a stalker earlier, didn’t you?”

“Huh? Oh, yes, but—”

“It’s fine. It was understandable to be suspicious. So if I bring Fairy Maker here right now, you won’t be suspicious anymore, right?”

“…What?”

“I’ll call her now. Can you wait outside the room?”

She waved her hand, gesturing for Spinel to leave. 

Looking dumbfounded, Spinel stepped out. 

She must’ve found it hard to suspect someone acting so confidently.

As Spinel exited and Fairy Maker moved to close the door, Spinel grabbed it.

“But… um… could you lock the door? I’m sorry, but if you’re really Fairy Maker’s friend, I still feel a bit uneasy…”

Her eyes, visible through the door crack, had a strangely chilling look.

“…Sure. Don’t worry.”

“By the way, how are you going to bring Fairy Maker here?”

“Just trust me. She’ll be here in exactly 30 seconds.”

At that confident assurance, Spinel let go of the door. 

The door closed smoothly, and Fairy Maker quickly grabbed a hotel pamphlet from the drawer and rolled it up.

“You idiot, Han Myeong-jin.”

Using the rolled pamphlet, Fairy Maker retrieved a gem hidden beneath the drawer and immediately transformed. 

That took about 15 seconds.

‘So what’s the plan now?’

Fairy Maker didn’t answer and swiftly opened the window. 

Wings unfolded, and she soared into the sky.

She flew to the hotel’s high-floor outdoor lounge, landed, retracted her wings, and entered the elevator. 

Reaching her room took about two minutes.

‘But Fairy Maker… you forgot the card key?’

“Ah…”

The hotel room’s key card was always left by the entrance. 

It seemed she hadn’t thought of it in the chaos.

Fortunately, the door opened from the inside.

“Huh!? Fairy Maker-sunbae?”

Spinel’s face was full of confusion. 

She must have just run out looking for the man who’d disappeared.

“…Hello, Spinel. What were you doing in my room?”

“Well… there was a pervert!”

“…A pervert?”

A pervert, again. 

Hearing that directly again was irritating. 

Spinel, flustered, continued.

“Yes! A pervert pretending to be your friend was in your room! I fought him, but he said he’d bring you here, so I waited…”

“And?”

“Well… then he suddenly disappeared! But the window was open, so I think he escaped that way!”

“This is the 34th floor, Spinel. He’s not a magical girl. Just a regular guy?”

As Fairy Maker coldly pointed out the flaw in her story, Spinel began to falter.

“I-I know that, but… he really was just here—”

“More importantly, Spinel. How did you even get into my room? The door should’ve been locked.”

“Uh… I came to get my charger…”

“So, how did you open the door?”

“Um… with magic…”

“You forcibly opened a locked door into my room?”

“Ah… no… I’m sorry…”

As Fairy Maker kept questioning her, Spinel began sweating nervously.

That kind of harsh tone was something I hadn’t seen in a long time, and it reminded me of how much Fairy Maker had changed.

“Spinel.”

“Yes.”

“You understand this situation makes no sense, right?”

“Well… yes…”

“You do, right?”

“…Y-yes…”

“And you know you shouldn’t open someone else’s door without permission—especially when it’s locked?”

“Yes…”

“Then what’s the first thing you should say to me?”

“…I’m sorry, sunbae…”

Tears welled up in Spinel’s eyes as she bowed her head.

Then, in a voice so low Spinel couldn’t hear, Fairy Maker added,

“…You take care of the rest from here, Han Myeong-jin.”

‘Got it.’

“…And not just Spinel. You’re a problem too, Han Myeong-jin. We’re going to have a long talk later.”

Feeling the displeasure radiating from Fairy Maker for the first time in a while, I took back control of the body.

***

With the now-dejected Spinel, I headed to the hotel’s restaurant to lighten the mood with dinner.


Since I had always declined Spinel’s offers to eat together whenever I was in Larima’s body, she didn’t particularly look for Larima, who would normally be inside the magician’s magic circle.

‘As expected, it’s insanely delicious. Expensive meat really is different.’

I savored the taste of a medium-rare steak. 

When I was in Larima’s body, the most I ever had was a latte, so this proper meal after what felt like weeks was quite literally a taste of heaven.

“You’re saying that person really was your friend, senpai?”

With food finally in her mouth, Spinel seemed to have calmed down a bit and casually brought up the man she had met earlier.

“Yeah. He’s a friend from Korea. He contacted me saying he was in Japan, and since he was nearby, I called him over. I had to step out for a bit, that’s why I wasn’t in the room.”

“…I really thought he was a stalker. But then… where did he disappear to from inside the room? He’s just a normal guy, right? Couldn’t even use magic, like you said.”

“It’s simple. He probably used the doll I gave him.”

“A doll?”

“Yeah. I gave him a bird-shaped doll imbued with a bit of magic to use in emergencies. I guess he rode it out the window.”

That was actually possible. 

Though typically I didn’t use that method because a doll woven from magic disappears once I cancel my transformation.

“Then… I almost caught an innocent person by mistake… I feel like I should apologize to him—”

“Don’t worry about it. He probably thought of it as an interesting experience. By now, he’s probably off somewhere enjoying dinner.”

“Just like you, senpai… He must be quite an unusual person too.”

“…You could say that.”

“By the way, what’s his name?”

I suddenly choked on the question. 

A natural thing to ask, but to me, it felt like a 140km/h dead ball flying straight at my body.

“…Why do you want to know his name?”

“Well, I’d like to apologize to him if I ever see him again. And… I wondered if maybe he might know Larima.”

“Larima?”

“Yes. His movements were exactly the same. Even when I threw a punch—too much magic was infused in it, and it could’ve been dangerous. But he immediately realized it and instead of blocking it, he twisted his body to dodge. Just like Larima would have.”

When I stayed silent, Spinel continued.

“Even while eating, I kept mentally simulating the fight. No matter how many times I ran it in my head, I kept thinking: if it were Larima with no dolls left, she would have moved just like that man. So I naturally concluded, maybe Larima and that man know each other.”

“I… I see.”

The steak that had clung deliciously to my mouth and tongue suddenly turned into something mushy and unpleasant as it slid down my throat.

‘Why is she so sharp?’

Sometimes Spinel showed a level of perception that seemed beyond human.

She had watched a single fight, run simulations in her head, and then deduced that Larima and the man she fought must be connected? 

What is this, a Japanese martial arts manga?

I immediately wondered if I could make such accurate observations like Spinel. 

No matter how I thought about it, I arrived at the same conclusion: no way.

In Sandstar’s case, I had been observing it for over 10 years, so I could spot mimicry instantly. 

But Spinel had known Larima for less than three months, and they had only practiced mock combat for a little over a month.

They hadn’t even had a proper close-combat exchange—she had just tried a surprise attack from a blind spot. 

And from that alone, she deduced a connection between Larima and the man?

“So, senpai.”

“…Yeah?”

“What’s that guy’s name?”

Cold sweat trickled down the back of my neck.

These days, Spinel scared me sometimes. 

Like when she suddenly grabbed the door earlier, or just now when she explained her monster-like observational skills. 

And now, as she casually reached toward my secret with such ease.

“….”

“Huh?”

“…Well, you know, introductions… like Märchen said, introductions are something you do yourself. If you happen to meet him again, try asking him directly.”

It was the first time I had stammered while transformed. 

I felt like handing over control of my body to Fairymaker and just running away.

Fortunately, Spinel seemed to accept the answer somewhat, as she stabbed her fork into her steak and said,

“I see. If you say so, senpai…”

‘I can’t handle this sober…’

To suppress my nerves, I took a long drink of red wine. 

By the way, the wine and steak were all billed at checkout, and the Special Forces Department had agreed to cover the costs, so I didn’t have to worry about money.

“…Phew.”

As I drank, a rich aroma of fresh fruit and vanilla spread luxuriously in my mouth. 

The gentle intoxication of the alcohol helped ease some of the tension.

“Senpai, is that tasty?”

Maybe curious after seeing me drink, Spinel’s eyes regained their sparkle.

“It’s not bad. Interested?”

“Uh… yeah! If I could, I’d like to try—”

“Wait one more year.”

“Nooo…”

As I quickly pulled the glass away after offering it, Spinel deflated like a retriever who just had its treat snatched away. 

Seeing that, I started to feel like maybe I had been too wary of her.


“Huh? Why all of a sudden…?”

“No reason. Just… you’re cute.”

“H-huh?!”

I laughed as I patted the head of Spinel, whose face had gone completely red.
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The long-awaited magical girl ranking assessment day.

“There’s… a lot of people. It seems like even more than the registration day?”

“Of course. There are staff here, too.”

“Sta…ff?”

“This means—it’s going to be broadcast.”

“Whaaat!?”

The venue was the National Stadium located in Tokyo. 

A massive grassy field spread out in the center, surrounded by a red track, and further encircled by layer upon layer of spectator stands. 

Sunlight poured in from the large opening in the ceiling.

As always, the trio found themselves half-trapped in the crowd, unable to figure out where to go.

“…Larima.”

“Yes, Master?”

Startled by the unusual call from Fairy Maker, Larima turned her head to see her master looking pale and uneasy.

‘Ah, she doesn’t like crowds.’

While places like department stores or the Bureau of Magical Affairs were also crowded, it was bearable there—people were too busy or distracted to pay attention to them.

But this place was different. Here and there, people were clearly recognizing Fairy Maker.

“Master, please hold on just a little longer.”

“More importantly, Larima. What did she mean by this being broadcast…?”

“That? Just what it sounds like—”

“It literally means it’s being broadcast live as a TV program, Spinel.”

Aqua Rose suddenly appeared from the side, pushing her sunglasses down slightly as she spoke.

‘Does she have nothing better to do? Why does she keep following us around?’

Despite my irritation, Spinel seemed delighted to see Aqua Rose and continued cheerfully.

“Aqua Rose-sunbae? Where did you pop up from?”

“Where else? Eleni is the supervisor today, so I came along and saw you guys.”

Looking in the direction Aqua Rose pointed, they spotted Eleni Blue standing among the staff in black suits at a corner of the stadium.

“Anyway, Spinel. You’d better watch your behavior. If the broadcasters catch something juicy, that footage will keep playing on TV and online—over and over again.”

“But wait, isn’t the ranking assessment a government exam?”

“Yeah?”

“Then why are they broadcasting it?”

Spinel sounded genuinely baffled—and for good reason.

“Hard to believe, right? But this is Japan. The perception of magical girls here is different from Korea.”

“What do you mean by perception—”

“In Korea, magical girls aren’t a big deal. They’re a little flashy, maybe appear on TV now and then, like firefighters. But in Japan? They’re basically celebrities.”

Of course, there were exceptions—some magical girls in Korea also had celebrity-like careers. 

But they were rare.

“Take Misalette-Bloody Marchen for example. She’s got a solid fan base, even though she has more antis. Kaminari is super famous too… and Eleni Blue? She’s a national-level magical girl. No need to say more.”

“…She’s that famous?”

“Haha, you had no idea? Think about it—people were swarming her for autographs. Ever seen crowds like that around Fairy Maker in Korea? No, right? That’s the difference in perception. Who knows, Spinel—someone might recognize you too.”

Spinel thought for a moment, still wearing a puzzled expression.

“Maybe… Still, even with different perceptions, broadcasting something like this? It’s hard to wrap my head around.”

“It started after the second demon invasion, I think. Back then, people were so terrified of demons that they began broadcasting magical girl activities to calm the public and promote them as heroes. That’s what led to the perception gap between Japan and Korea.”

The second demon invasion—it had been more than ten years ago.

After the first invasion ended, the world was still on edge. Then the second catastrophe hit, and fear spread like wildfire.

Looking back, Korea also tried to portray magical girls as heroes to ease public anxiety.

One of those who had been glorified on TV and in the media back then was—

‘Polaris.’

Just thinking of her face put me in a bad mood.

“But Larima, aren’t you taking the ranking assessment?”

“I’m not.”

“Why not?”

“Because there’s no reason to.”

Suddenly redirecting the conversation to me, Aqua Rose frowned.

“Why not? You’d be better off taking it than Spinel!”

“…Huh?”

“You’re not affiliated with the Magic Headquarters either, just like Fairy Maker. Since I am, I only get half the benefits from the Special Task Force. But if you ace the ranking exam, you could join them and get full benefits.”

“I’m not really interested in benefits.”

“Even an A-rank magical girl gets a monthly payment of about 500,000 yen, you know?”

“That’s only if you live in Japan.”

“Not necessarily. You could sign a mercenary-style contract, like I did. Takahashi didn’t explain that to you? Sure, your salary would be halved, but still—”

Aqua Rose went on listing the numerous benefits of taking the ranking assessment.

Not wanting to keep listening, I waved both hands dismissively.

“If I cared about that, I’d have just signed with Magic Headquarters.”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying. Your master, sure, she’s used to wandering around doing her own thing. But what about you? Why haven’t you signed with them? Got a reason? Hm?”

‘Ugh, clingy much?’

Aqua Rose leaned in so close that I could see my reflection in her black sunglasses.

While I was trying to figure out how to get rid of her—

“…Aqua Rose. No.”

“Huh?”

“…Larima has to be completely mine. She can’t belong anywhere else.”

Fairy Maker, who had been behind me, suddenly pulled me into a tight hug and pushed Aqua Rose away.

‘Why do you think I belong to you…?’

“Never thought I’d see you clinging to someone like that, Fairy Maker. Getting soft in your old age?”

“…Maybe.”

“…What?”

“I said maybe. Aqua Rose.”

When Fairy Maker spoke indifferently, Aqua Rose looked shocked. 

Amid this, a loud noise came from the side.

“Dear viewers, we’re currently at the Tokyo National Stadium where the magical girl rank evaluation is taking place. As you can see beside me, countless magical girls have come to this site for their evaluations—”


As the broadcast seemed to begin in earnest, the reporter and cameramen started moving around with their equipment.

“Wow, look over there! They’re doing interviews too! …Huh?”

At the exact moment Spinel pointed excitedly at the reporter, the broadcasting crew looked in our direction and made eye contact with us.

“Ah, hello there. May I ask your name?”

“Uh… etto… Watashi wa… Spinel desu! Nihongo heta desu!”

Spinel tried to avoid the interview by speaking clumsy Japanese. 

As a result, the reporter’s gaze naturally shifted to me, standing beside Spinel.

“Oh, do you speak Japanese?”

“…Yes, I do.”

“That’s a relief! Are all of you here from Korea?”

I tried to refuse the interview politely, but with so many people watching us, it was hard to firmly reject it.

“Sigh… Yes. We’re all from Korea.”

“Oh! Then are you all magical girls here to participate in the rank evaluation?”

“No, only the magical girl next to me—Spinel—is participating.”

Just as the interview continued naturally, a staff member standing nearby whispered something into the reporter’s ear. 

The reporter’s eyes widened in surprise, and she spoke again in an excited tone.

“Wait, is that person behind you… one of the six first-generation magical girls from Korea—Fairy Maker?”

‘Of all the things…’

This was becoming a huge headache. 

I glanced toward Fairy Maker, who already looked lifeless—and now looked even more dead inside. 

Of course, to others, she probably looked the same as usual.

“…Yes, that’s right.”

“Wow! That’s incredible. Then could we possibly have an interview with Fairy Maker herself—”

“Master doesn’t like this sort of thing. I’ll speak on her behalf.”

“Oh, you’re her disciple? So you’re Fairy Maker’s apprentice?”

The reporter then asked a flurry of questions: why we came to Japan, thoughts on the rank evaluation system, opinions on the current state of magical girls in both Japan and Korea… 

Finally, she held the mic to Spinel and asked her to share her determination for the evaluation.

“U-Um… etto… Ganbarimasu!”

‘Okeyy?’

Satisfied with Spinel’s bright smile and her hands raised in cheer, the reporter and cameraman thanked us and moved on to find their next interviewee.

“Phew… I was startled when they suddenly pointed the camera at me.”

“Kuhuhu! That’s what you get for drawing aggro, Spinel!”

Just then, Aqua Rose, who had disappeared without a trace, popped up again. 

And before we could even catch our breath, a man in a black suit approached us.

“Hello. Are you Fairy Maker?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

Fairy Maker still looked pale, so I answered for her.

“Ms. Eleni Blue has requested your presence. Could you come with me?”

“Ah, Fairy Maker. Sorry for calling you so suddenly.”

“…It’s fine. What’s this about?”

We followed the suited man to an office. Inside, Eleni Blue was flipping through some documents.

“Fairy Maker, could you act as a judge?”

Then, out of nowhere, came that absurd request from Eleni.

‘Why?’

“…Why?”

Apparently Fairy Maker didn’t understand either, and voiced the exact thought I had.

“You’re aware that the current rank evaluation system is divided into two parts, correct?”

“I am.”

“Then this will be simple. Most magical girls have come here to be evaluated by me. It’s increased my workload significantly, but that’s not really an issue.”

Flip. 

Eleni turned over another sheet.

“The problem lies with those magical girls assigned for direct evaluation by Kaminari.”

“…Direct evaluation?”

“Yes. Fairy Maker, since you were tested a long time ago, you might not know this, but nowadays we can’t accurately gauge magical power just by having girls burn or shred scarecrows. So the testing method has changed—now it involves mock battles.”

Mock battles, huh. Indeed, in the past that might have worked, but recently magical girls have become too diverse for scarecrow-target testing. 

Now, what mattered was not just destructive power, but how abilities were used and applied in real combat.

“The issue is that Kaminari’s gem is unstable. We chose her as the direct evaluation judge because she’s skilled at transforming her body into electricity to avoid attacks. If she’s serious about dodging, even other S-rank magical girls would struggle to land a hit. But right now…”

“She can’t transform her body into electricity?”

“…Exactly. According to her, it’s a technique that requires a fully charged gem, and currently that’s not possible. The test takers’ gems are also low on magic, so they probably won’t use risky techniques, but if something goes wrong, it could be very troublesome.”

Just as Eleni said, if one of the magical girls hurt Kaminari during the evaluation, it would be a serious issue. 

And since everything was being recorded, it couldn’t be hidden.

“Fairy Maker, if it’s your doll, she should be able to act as an evaluator without issue, right?”

“…That’s true.”

“Of course, I’m not asking you to do it for free. You’ll receive appropriate compensation from the Special Affairs Department. For someone like you…”

Eleni frowned briefly and scribbled something on the document with her pen. 

I glanced at Fairy Maker’s face. As expected, she didn’t look pleased.

‘Sorry, Eleni Blue, but she’s probably going to refuse.’

If it were the usual her, maybe—but in her current state, worn out from the crowd, asking her to take on an evaluator role was just too much.


“I’d say the pay would be around one million yen.”

But when Eleni Blue said that, my thoughts completely froze.

“I’m sorry, but I must refu—”

“Shouldn’t you consider helping her, Master? Eleni-senpai is in trouble.”

I quickly grabbed Fairy Maker’s wrist and blurted it out in desperation.
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