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Chapter1 Evil
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Cicadas screamed outside the window. The relentless buzzing pressed against the classroom walls, thickening the humid

July air until it felt almost tangible.

Summer vacation was only weeks away.

Inside a second–year classroom at a Tokyo metropolitan high school, a faded ceiling fan rotated with tired persistence, stirring warm air that offered no real relief.

At the front of the room, an elderly classical literature teacher tapped chalk against the blackboard, droning through an explanation of The Tale of Genji.

More than half the class hovered somewhere between consciousness and heat-induced exhaustion.

At the very back, by the window, one student had completely surrendered.

Onishi Shinji. Sixteen years old.

His arms lay sprawled across the desk, face buried between them. His back rose and fell in slow rhythm, close enough to sleep that one might almost hear breathing. His shirt hung slightly loose, black hair tousled by the fan’s weak wind.

From any angle, he looked like nothing more than an unmotivated high school boy.

“...He’s sleeping again.”

Sharp eyes.

Straight posture. Shoulder-length black hair cut cleanly at the edge.

Even in the suffocating classroom, the air around her seemed strangely composed, untouched by the lethargy swallowing everyone else.

(Ten years ago... he was practically a wild animal.)

Her gaze returned to her notebook. Rain-soaked alleyways.

The dojo attack.

The five-year-old boy in green who had erased monsters in a single instant.

Back then, Shinji had been pure killing intent given form.

But ten years under the Onishi household had buried that existence completely.

Now he didn’t fight.

Didn’t get angry.

Didn’t stand out.

He simply slept everywhere like a stray cat that had forgotten how to hunt.

(Father says that’s better... but still...)

“Aya, could you pass this back?”

The voice snapped her thoughts apart.

Tendō, the class representative, handed her a worksheet from the front row.

Perfect posture. Perfect grades. Top athletic scores. Universally liked by teachers and students alike.

The kind of person people instinctively trusted.
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“Thanks, Tendō.”

He smiled lightly, glancing toward

Shinji.

“Shinji’s really committing to that nap today. Want me to cover his cleaning duty after school?” “It’s fine,” 

Aya replied dryly. 

“I’ll make him scrub the hallway ten laps later.”

Tendō laughed.

A flawless smile — the sort that naturally drew attention. Several girls nearby watched him openly.

Aya slapped the worksheet onto Shinji’s back.

“Wake up.”

“...nn.”

Shinji lifted his head halfway, grabbed the paper without looking, shoved it aside, and immediately collapsed again.

Peaceful.

Painfully ordinary.

As if the smell of blood from long ago had never existed.

—-
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Lunch break arrived.

Aya unpacked a homemade bento

while Shinji lazily stood, grabbed his coin purse, and wandered toward the school store.

The line was already packed with hungry students.

As Shinji reached the end— Thud.

A heavy shove struck his shoulder.

“Move. You’re in the way.”

A group of thirdyears stood behind him, their leader glaring down arrogantly.

“Oh—sorry.”

Shinji stepped aside instantly, smiling weakly.
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“Tch. The dojo freeloader, huh? Know your place.”

They cut in line without hesitation.

Shinji watched silently.

Inside his mind, however, a passage from Principles of Mind’s Eye resurfaced.

Do not cut the form.

Cut the core.

(...Where’s this guy’s core?)

For a fraction of a second, Shinji’s eyes emptied.

Analysis completed.

Three lethal strike paths mapped simultaneously. (Shallow. Vanity wrapped around fear. Needs a crowd to exist.)

(Not even worth cutting.)

From the outside, nothing had happened. Just another timid underclassman yielding space. “Cutting in line isn’t very admirable.” A calm voice intervened.

Tendō stepped forward, smile unchanged.

“...Tendō.” Even the upperclassman hesitated.

Everyone knew him.

“Shinji was waiting too,” 

Tendō said gently.

“Let’s follow the rules, alright?”

A click of the tongue.

Retreat.

Conflict dissolved instantly.

“You okay, Onishi?”

“Yeah. Thanks, man.”

Shinji bought a bread roll and turned away

—
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And without thinking, focused his Mind’s Eye on Tendō.

(His core is...) He blinked.

Straight.

Too straight.

No malice. 

No distortion. 

No hidden edge.

Just genuine kindness and uncomplicated justice.

(...Huh. Just a genuinely good guy.)

Interest vanished immediately.

Boring.

—-
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On the way back to class, Shinji spotted Tendō in the courtyard’s shade.

A famous third-year beauty stood before him — visibly nervous.

A reverse confession.

Rare enough to stop time.

“I’m really honored,” Tendō said softly. “But there’s someone I want to stand beside someday.”

He declined gently, without humiliation or cruelty.

The girl ran off in tears, yet smiling faintly.

Shinji watched while chewing his bread.

“...Man. Being handsome sounds exhausting.”

—-
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Near the end of lunch break, Shinji stopped by the vending machines facing the courtyard.

He reached for the button labeled Coffee Milk.

Before pressing it, voices drifted from behind the school building.

“...I’ve liked you for a long time, Tendō!”

The speaker was instantly recognizable.

A third-year student famous throughout the school — beautiful enough to have rumors of a fan club surrounding her name. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes trembling with heldback tears.

Standing before her was Tendō.

Shinji leaned casually against the vending machine, biting down on the straw of his drink as he watched the scene unfold.

A reverse confession.

From a senior idol to a second-year boy.

Under normal circumstances, any student would panic — or lose the ability to speak entirely.

Tendō did neither.

“...Senpai. I’m truly honored.”

His voice was gentle.

Sincere.

“But I’m sorry.

There’s someone I want to stand beside someday. I couldn’t forgive myself if I hurt someone like you with uncertain feelings.”

Perfect.

The refusal preserved dignity while leaving no ambiguity.

The girl cried quietly, yet managed a fragile smile.

“...I see. Sorry for putting you on the spot.”

She left.

Shinji sucked lazily on his drink.

“...Huh.”

That was all.

Being handsome sounded troublesome.

Whether someone confessed, whether

Tendō was admired — none of it disturbed the surface of Shinji’s thoughts. No jealousy. 

No admiration. Just scenery unrelated to him.

He finished his drink and returned to class.
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—-
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After school.

Aya stepped into the hallway after finishing student council duties, only to be immediately surrounded. “Aya-senpai! Great work today!” “We watched the
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