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PROLOGUE



The Night It Began
Good_Bye_Yesterday.


1 (Aug31_AM00:00)


He had a nosebleed.


It was the middle of the night, and Touma was rolled up in his emptied-out, wiped-down bathtub, holding his nose. The bleeding was probably because he ate too many of the peanuts in that mixed snack bag earlier. He’d been fiddling with his cell phone, but he decided that it was in its best interest to evacuate it to the edge of the tub.


This bathroom was Kamijou’s bedroom. He lived in a student dormitory, but one other person—a girl calling herself Index—was living with him.


Being a healthy high school student, this caused him no end to his worries. He’d been locking himself in the bathroom until dawn broke every night so that he wouldn’t commit any blunders involving the entirely defenseless girl staying there.


(Incidentally, he didn’t know why he was living with her. He was an amnesiac. One day he’d woken up, and there she was, already beside him.)


Normally the girl would be the one to use a locking door, but Index wasn’t any girl. She would just get up, still half-asleep, then unlock the door and go to where he was anyway. There wouldn’t be a point in doing things that way.


Urgh, where’re the tissues?


His fingers still gripping his nose, Kamijou unlocked the bathroom door. The lights were all out, and Index had probably fallen asleep by now. Only the dim moonlight allowed him to discern the faint outlines of objects.


He thought briefly that he could hear people fighting somewhere far away—likely outside the dorm—but he couldn’t make it out from where he was. His attention was directed out the window only for a moment, and then he reentered his room.


It was a disaster. Unfinished magazines and manga were scattered all about the floor. His books were all stuffed into his bookcase out of order. A handful of video game consoles were all attached to his television with another handful of extension cables. An unfinished plastic bottle of juice lay on its side, enshrined on his laptop on the table.


My bed is by the window, so the tissue box should be on the floor nearby, he recalled in sequence, making his way across the dark room. When he reached the bed, his foot came down on something and squashed it. It felt suspiciously like a paper box. He picked it up; upon closer inspection, it was, indeed, the now-flattened tissue box.


“…Rotten luck to the twentieth power. I guess if they still work…right?”


He hesitated for a moment at the thought of stuffing his nose with something he’d stepped on, but it wasn’t like he had any other ones. He sighed, pulled one out of the box, balled it up, and stuck it in.


All of a sudden, a light shone in through the window.


Only about two meters separated Kamijou’s dorm building from the one next door. When the light came on in the room right across the way, it would flood into his room.


The other room’s curtains were drawn, but it only blocked so much.


The artificial glow blanketed his whole room in a weak light. Objects he could only see the contours of before now took on a myriad of colors and textures in the darkness.


Urgh. The brightness startled him for a moment.


Then came the sound of soft snoring.


Following it led his eyes to the girl sleeping on his bed.
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She had long silver hair and pale skin and was fourteen or fifteen years old. She was short and light, but her body temperature might have been warmer than that of the average person. An ever-so-slight sweet scent wafted from her, even though she never wore any perfume—it was one of her unique traits.


The girl asleep in a single rumpled button-down shirt was named Index.


Her blanket had been knocked off the bed; it didn’t look like she took well to the heat. She was flopped on her side with her arms and legs curled up, making her resemble a baby in a mother’s womb.


The bed wasn’t that wide, and yet for some reason, she slept at the edge of it.


It left an odd sort of space—the kind one would think had been prepared for another person.


Urgh…I’m no barbarian. I know I shouldn’t even ask who that “other person” is.


Kamijou’s face flushed a bit in the dim light of the room, but he shook his head. He got the feeling that her consecutive displays of defenselessness were because she trusted him—not quite because she liked him. It felt more like she was just being honest as a small child might. He didn’t sense anything adult about it.


Besides, her trust wasn’t in the person here right now.


Touma Kamijou was an amnesiac, and Index didn’t know that. In other words, the old Touma Kamijou was the one she placed her confidence in, not this one.


So he wouldn’t let himself misunderstand anything—not her defenseless slumber, not her attempt to use the bed with him, not the little movements of her lips every time he heard her quiet snores, not the rise and fall of her petite chest with her long breaths, not the white color of the thighs poking dangerously out of her shirt…


…Well, hmm…what I mean is, well, you know. Right.


Kamijou tightened up as he began to break out in a questionable sweat. Then, Index’s breathing ceased to be consistent. She stirred restlessly on the bed, then began to breathe consciously. Finally, she opened her closed eyelids wide and groaned.


“…Touma?” she addressed him, rubbing hard at her eyes.


“Oh, sorry. Did I wake you up?”


“No, it’s kinda bright, so I might have woken up on my own.” She grunted. “The neighbors have their lights on, don’t they? Goodness, and at a time like this! Have they no decenc—” She broke off mid-sentence.


I wonder what’s wrong? Kamijou thought as, for some reason, Index began to look over various parts of her body and check her rumpled shirt. When she was finished, she hugged her own shoulders and glared up at him with the most reproachful eyes he’d ever seen.


“Umm, Touma. Just making sure…What are you trying to do here exactly?”


“What am I…? Hey, I just had a nosebleed—”


He was the one to break off this time as the situation hit him like a ton of bricks.


The sleeping Index, her single piece of clothing, her thighs poking boldly from it—and he was basically staring right at her face. Depending on how one looked at it, he was practically hanging over her. And he happened to have a tissue in his nose. And that meant he had a nosebleed.


Question one: If you were the girl who’d just woken up in bed, how would this look?


An unnatural sweat burst out on Kamijou’s palms. He got an intensely bad feeling about the situation, and as if to lend support to his premonition, Index’s eyes were rapidly shifting into all-out rage mode. Yes—he mustn’t let himself misunderstand anything. Her unguarded appearance was out of trust toward him, but not because she would just allow him to do anything. Slipping into someone’s futon while they’re half-asleep and letting someone in are two totally different things.


“Hey, whoa, wait a minute now, Miss Index, don’t get me wrong, noses don’t only bleed because people get excited, I mean, this isn’t some cliché manga or anything, and seriously, it would never happen anyway, it’s only symbolic, a metaphor, get it—”


“Touma?” She cut him off flatly.


He couldn’t tell from her expression if she was mad, or about to cry, or what—it was a supremely dangerous face she was making. She asked him, “Did you really feel nothing when you looked at me while sleeping? Can you swear it with God as our witness?”


She spoke to him with such straightforward, direct eyes that he was taken aback.


He grunted and shuffled in place.


The truth—the real, actual truth—was that when he saw her asleep, he did shake a bit. At the very least, he thought her face was cute, and when he really tried, he thought he could remember gulping to himself at the sight of her pale white thighs.


Obviously, he couldn’t confess any of this to her. She was a bomb on the verge of exploding.


She had a certain vice, this girl, and it involved biting. On a good day she would just playfully nibble on his upper arm, and on a bad one, she’d go straight for his head. He’d never seen her doing any of this to anyone but him, of course, but this habit had him at a loss. A handful of his clothes had already begun to wear out, and he was a little young to be worrying seriously about skin damage.


“So do you swear?” Index asked again in confirmation.


Kamijou, who was ethically against biting habits, put on a facade of composure and retorted, “Hah! Don’t be such a prude. Yeah, I saw you, but I felt nothing—”


He hadn’t even finished the thought before Index had kicked him over and started chomping down on his head. If this were a fighting game, she would have just used all three gauges.


She demanded, “Nothing? What do you mean nothing?! I am a girl, you know, so it wouldn’t shock me if you did feel that way!!”


Her teary eyes were filled with rage. It hurt more than necessary because she was speaking while biting him.


“Oh, you meant that? I misunderstood you! I’m sorry, Miss Index, the truth is that I, the lowly Touma Kamijou, did feel my heart skip a beat when I looked at you sleeping!”


“You can’t just take it back at this point!”


“Hey, wait, so you’re gonna bite me no matter what I choose?! Damn, not even that Railgun, Mikoto, gets this violent!”


One of Index’s eyebrows twitched.


“…Touma, who is this Railgun Mikoto?”


“Ah…” His bad feeling swelled to unprecedented proportions. “Well, you know, she’s related to Izanagi-no-Mikoto. The Japanese god who created all the islands.”


“You’re lying! You’re definitely lying! I don’t know what in the world a Railgun is, but the word clearly isn’t Japanese!”


“No, actually, I have this faint recollection of who Izanagi is. Come on, there can be a Railgun-firing legend in Japanese mythology if we want—ow, oww!”


Kamijou desired nothing more than to be free of this berserk girl’s straddle as soon as possible. Unfortunately, though, she had managed to pinpoint his center of gravity. The power sleeping in his right hand, the Imagine Breaker, could cancel out any abnormal power just by touching it, but in this situation, he was a totally useless Level Zero. His neck was the only thing that he could still move. When he flapped it around, the tissue stuck in his nose tumbled out.


Drip. The red fluid came out of his nose.


Index, after all this time, regained her calm at the sight of his blood. Her eyebrows came up with worry.


“T-Touma, that’s a really bad nosebleed. How did that happen?”


“Huh? Oh, well, I think I just ate too many peanuts in that snack mix.”


“…So I lost to a bag of peanuts, huh…?”


The silver-haired, green-eyed sister dropped her head sullenly, still on top of him. Now that he was more composed, he realized that a girl being on top of a man like this while wearing a single button-down shirt wasn’t anywhere near what one could call a common occurrence. There was actually a strangely soft sensation around Kamijou’s stomach, but it seemed like she was too downtrodden to notice anything.


She groaned. “I can’t believe Touma’s the sort of person who gets turned on by peanuts enough to make his nose start bleeding. But it’s okay—I’ll accept you anyway and prove that I’ve grown up that much more!”


“You know, it’s almost funny how much you’ve managed to twist the conversation.” He sighed. “Anyway, I’d like to stop this bleeding, so get out of the way. Or just give me a new tissue. It would be kinda gross to stuff a used, wet one into my nose again.”


“Tissues, tissues…Wait, Touma, where are they?”


Index, still straddling him, bobbed her head to glance around, but she must have overlooked the box—it should have been right there. She tilted her head skeptically. Then, as if struck by lightning, she burst out, “Touma, Touma! There’s some paper over here if you need it.”


“Don’t be dumb. If I stuck a piece of gritty printer paper in my nose it would totally wreck the mucous membrane. Man, just move it, Index. I’ll get one myself—”


Suddenly, his mouth stopped working in the middle of his declaration.


He stared dumbfounded at the letters written on the scrap of paper Index was holding out to him.


“Uh, what? Hey, wait up, what does this say…?”


“Huh? Umm…it says ‘Summer Vacation Homework: Math Problems.’ Touma, I know there are some illiterate people in this country, but I didn’t think you were one of them.”


Kamijou’s thoughts came to a complete halt.


That’s right—his homework. His summer assignments. He’d spent his break in such a dramatic, fantastic, acrobatic way, but now that she mentioned it, none of those times involved the most binding shackles of all: his…summer……homework.


Still beneath Index, he twisted his head to look sideways at the clock and calendar. He then confirmed the time and date.


It was August 31, twelve fifteen AM.


There were approximately twenty-four hours remaining until the end of summer vacation.


“…Heh-heh-heh. You thought I’d say what rotten luck, didn’t you? But you know, when someone is having really, really bad luck, they don’t even have time to do that. Heh-heh, heh-heh-heh-heh-heh.”


“Touma, why’d you change your voice like that? And who are you explaining this to?”















CHAPTER 1



A Certain Scientific Accelerator
Last_Order.


1 (Aug.31_AM00:00)


[image: image]It was the middle of the night, and the sounds of shrieks, screams, and things breaking pierced the air.


It was a straight, narrow area, fenced in on both sides by concrete. Both were probably student dormitories. About seven enraged young men were there, and casting one’s gaze lower would reveal three more lying on the ground, floating in pools of blood.


The seven were holding such weapons as jackknives, truncheons, and tear sprays. They were all powerful, to be sure, but the men didn’t appear to be familiar with their usage. They looked more like brand-new purchases, just taken out of their plastic packaging. Nevertheless, any one of them could be used by a killer, and in reality, the novices’ ignorance of the force of their own weapons presented its own sort of danger.


They surrounded a single person.


Their eyes were all bloodshot.


And yet the one person they surrounded didn’t move.


In fact, he wasn’t even thinking about the seven armed men. He stared up at the night sky, narrowly cropped by the tops of the buildings, seeming deep in thought. A store-branded plastic bag dangled from his hands—he might have been just returning from a trip to the convenience store. Its contents appeared to be cans of coffee. There were more than ten of them bulging from the bag.


Anyone who looked at him would see nothing but white.


And they would know. Oh, they would know that he was the strongest Level Five in Academy City.


He had a sudden thought. What did this battle with these Level Zeroes mean? Did it mean anything?


This person known as Accelerator pondered this, bored.


“Graah!” came a yell from behind him.


One of the encircling ruffians dove at his back with a knife in his hand. Accelerator didn’t turn around, though. He wasn’t even paying attention. The ruffian lunged at him, putting all of his body weight into the tip of his knife, about to stab his defenseless, even delicate-looking back.


The experiment that used twenty thousand of the Sisters to evolve him into a Level Six, an Absolute—it had ended.


Had his defeat changed the world? If it did, then how?


There was the criiick of bones breaking behind Accelerator.


Of course, they didn’t belong to him. They belonged to the scoundrel who tried to stab him in the back with his knife. His wrist was broken. The force vector of all his body weight behind the knife had been reflected…and his slender wrist couldn’t endure the strength of the rest of his body.


“Gyaaahhh!!” came a new shout from the thug.


He fell to the filthy ground and rolled around, holding his wrist. It was a comical sight.


It seemed that after the experiment…he was no longer Academy City’s strongest.


Nothing had even changed, though—he was still one of only seven Level Fives in the city, and he could still freely alter the vector of any force that came into contact with his skin, whether kinetic, heat, or electric.


Spurred on by their comrade’s mad shrieking, the remaining six young men came at him all at once.


But how many of them believed that they could win, in the true meaning of the word?


Their eyes were certainly bloodshot.


But that also seemed like the result of hyper-anxiety, or unease, or terror, or exhaustion.


A great number of people had begun to attack him regularly at all hours of the day after that battle.


Unfortunately for them, they really did think that his wall—the title of Academy City’s strongest—had been torn down.


They shouted and brandished their blades and nightsticks, but Accelerator couldn’t have cared less. He left his hands hanging lazily at his sides. They would defeat themselves without him doing a thing. The vectors of their attacks would all be reflected and concentrated back into their complex and frail wristbones.


But every single one of those people, without exception, immediately knew as soon as their first shot had failed.


The strongest esper in Academy City was indeed alive and well.


He heard the biting crunches of thug bones breaking, one after the other. They screamed and they writhed, and yet Accelerator simply ignored them. Finally, someone attempted to use an ability against him—either they had reached the conclusion that physical attacks were too dangerous, or they had been displaying what incredibly little goodwill they had from the start.


And yet the attempts wouldn’t stop.


It didn’t matter how many he crushed, or how many he defeated, or how much he proved himself. Not one of the idiots could seem to tear off the mark of a Level Zero.


Accelerator couldn’t tell what sort of esper this particular one was. He didn’t quite catch what kind of power was coming at him. He just reflected it. The esper’s eyes ballooned as his confidently loosed attack whipped back toward him and knocked him to the ground. Seeing as he was still alive, he couldn’t have been any more than a Level Two, an Adept.


Now, then, he mused.


The battle with the Sisters and Railgun was over. Could he say that he had changed for it?


Had he grown weaker? Had he grown stronger?


Or was it that nameless Level Zero? Had he grown stronger? Had he grown weaker?


“Huh?”


Suddenly, he realized that the clamor around him had quieted. At last, he tore his gaze from his view of the sky, demarcated by the ground, and glanced around. The punks who had surrounded him of their own accord were now sprawled out on the filthy ground of their own accord. Perhaps a relaxed expression like sprawled out wasn’t enough to convey how much blood was in the scene, but at least nobody was dead.


They had exchanged blows with none other than Accelerator fair and square—it was a miraculous outcome considering they were still all breathing.


As he turned around, he saw ten of the rats knocked out on the pavement, but he hadn’t done anything. This hadn’t even felt like a battle to him. For him, he just happened on his way home with some coffee after a late-night run to the store.


He didn’t consider finishing any of them off, either. Anyone who could be killed today could be killed tomorrow, and anyone he could kill tomorrow he could kill at any time next year. Letting it get to him would be stupid. He could get as excited as he wanted, but he had no goal, unlike the experiment did. And an eternity without a goal was equivalent to drowning.
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“Ah, somethin’s wrong. It ain’t like me to let idiots like these snap at me and get away with it. Something’s definitely changed. But what? What’s up? Whaaat iiisss thiiisss?”


Accelerator cocked his head to the side, perplexed. He had discovered firsthand a kind of battle where it was possible for him to lose. Was he now caught up in the glorified idea that he couldn’t be satisfied with anything less than an overwhelming, one-sided victory in such a fight? After all, if a person were to look back on a time where they had been beaten to a pulp and smile about it, then that person would surely be a masochist.


He groaned and folded his arms. The coffee inside the bag clattered around. There were more than ten cans, all of the same brand. He was trapped in this cycle—whenever he found a brand he took a fancy to, he’d drink it for days on end. Then, within a week, he’d just get bored of it and go looking for a new kind.


Man, what the hell? I don’t feel like doin’ shit.


He gazed up into the night sky once more, his view of it enclosed by the tops of the buildings, far up high—and then he heard what seemed like a girl’s voice.


“Nothing? What do[image: image]nothing?! You know[image: image]a girl[image: image]shock me[image: image]feel that way!!”


It was midnight, so her voice was oddly shrill.


Just some arguing couple, he dismissed, reflecting on the meaningless voice floating down toward him—more precisely, all air vibrations. If he had been a few seconds later in doing so, he would have heard the cry of a certain Level Zero he knew quite well.


He could reflect things unconsciously and doing this only required some simple measurements. First, he would calculate the minimum amount of force that he needed (gravity, pressure, radiation, oxygen, heat, voices), then he would formulate an equation that would let him reflect all other forces aside from that. If he did actually reflect everything, gravity would lose its grip on him and he’d soar out of the atmosphere.


Accelerator again added a reflection setting for the sounds descending upon him, then crossed through the alley and exited onto the street. He walked along, looking up at the sky for no reason in particular. He wasn’t looking ahead of himself, but then, he really didn’t need to pay attention to obstacles anyway.


His reflection kept his body impervious to pain.


But that’s why he had realized it so late:


Somebody had gotten right up behind him and was moving their throat hoarsely, desperately trying to shout something.


“Eh?” He turned his head to look over his shoulder, still walking.


The person he saw was…rather odd. First of all, they were dressed strangely. All he saw was a dirty blanket draped over their head. The makeshift mantle, made of a sky-blue cloth that almost looked like part of a secret-society uniform or cultist garb, entirely covered their face and body. He couldn’t even tell their gender, nor what type of clothing they were wearing underneath it.


On top of that, they were extremely short. Accelerator wasn’t very big himself, of course, but they only stood up to his stomach. Must be a little kid. Like ten years old maybe. They were clearly too young for the average homeless person. Though given that 80 percent of the population of Academy City was comprised of students, there were still a few similar instances he could think of.


The little monster blanket was shouting something at him.


“[image: image]!!……, [image: image]……………?!”


Unfortunately, it didn’t reach his ears, since he was reflecting the sound. He looked up, relaxed, and stopped the reflection just for a moment as a test.


What he heard was a piercing, yet somehow plain and clear, female voice.


“[image: image]and, well, how should I put this—the fact that you’re so utterly and completely ignoring me is actually kinda refreshing in a way, and you’re walking too slowly to be angry at me or anything, so maybe you’re just the world’s ultimate airhead, hmm? says Misaka says Misaka, all confused and stuff.”


The girl was standing not ten centimeters away from him. If anyone who knew who he was were to witness this, they’d stop at nothing to pry the girl away from him. Or maybe they would just give up, assuming that it was already too late.


He could kill someone just by touching them with one finger. The girl might as well have been peering into the mouth of a yawning lion.


However, the bloody tragedy never came to pass.


She just stood there, looking carefree.


Accelerator grimaced a bit. His ability was that he could change any vector he pleased. That meant that no matter how close she got, as long as she didn’t lunge at him, she wouldn’t get hurt.


His reflection was a defensive ability—he only directed its fangs at those who meant him harm.


He would never injure someone who bore him no ill will in the first place, at least.


“…What a friggin’ joke.”


“You keep walking away while muttering under your breath, can’t you see me, or are you just treating me like a fairy, hey, Misaka’s right here, you know! says Misaka says Misaka fervently, like, appealing to her own existence, and yet you’re totally denying it?”


Accelerator cracked the muscles in his neck and continued walking back home. Then, as if the girl had gotten a little flustered at being left behind, she called out, “Hey, I said, Misaka is Misaka is right here—or wait, are you pretending that this isn’t happening right now? says Misaka says Misaka, tilting Misaka’s head in confusion in a very Misaka-like way…huh? Wait, how many times did I just say Misaka, wonders Misaka wonders Misaka as her thoughts get all muddy and stuff.”


“Wait…Misaka?”


His feet came to an abrupt halt. What’s she so happy about, anyway? That was all it took for the blanket girl to come jogging up to him. He didn’t know for sure, though, since her face wasn’t visible.


“Oh, you finally admitted that Misaka exists, yay! cheers Misaka cheers Misaka, delighting in self-praise and stuff. That whole ‘I think, therefore I am’ sounds like total lies, huh, since you can’t really have a self just by yourself, you need someone else there to acknowledge that you exist, I guess, says Misaka says Misaka, like, rejecting the cogito, ergo sum philosophy with mistaken knowledge that she’s only pretending to know, and stuff.”


“Hold on, wait, shut up for a second! Take that damn blanket off your head and show me your face.”


“Uh, huh? Um, err, ummm, wow I can’t believe you’re asking a girl to take off her clothes after just meeting her, that’s being a little bit too forward, don’t you think, and I mean, there’s a line for what you can ask someone to do and what— Hey, excuse me! asks Misaka asks Misaka. Were you serious?”


“…”


“Ack, he went quiet. His eyes say he’s serious, they say he’s for real, but please, you, don’t pull on my blanket! There’s no telling what you may find underneath, says Misaka says Misaka, and yet—gyaaahhh…?!”


Her clear and unaffected voice trailed off near the end, but that wasn’t going to help, as the blanket on her head was already falling down, down, down to the ground.


[image: image]The first thing he saw was her face.


It was the exact same face as all those mass-produced electric users, the Sisters, also known as Radio Noise, who he knew well. While the Sisters’ age was set to fourteen, however, this girl didn’t look more than ten or so. Her eyes widened, surprised at something. That motion wasn’t very much like the Sisters, either.


[image: image]The next things he saw were her shoulders.


Perhaps she was wearing clothes that exposed her skin. Her build was certainly that of a ten-year-old, her shoulders looking like they would snap if someone were to even touch one, betraying her delicacy.


[image: image]In addition, he saw her bare chest.


[image: image]On top of that, he saw her naked waist.


[image: image]The last things he saw were her unclothed feet.


“Eh? What on earth— Wait, what the hell?”


Accelerator’s face drew back, his hand still on the blanket. If anyone who understood his personality had seen this, then (aside from getting a chill of fear) they would have started laughing uncontrollably.


The conclusion that needs to be stated here is that she wasn’t wearing anything under the blanket.


She stood there vacantly, as if forgetting to react, her mind not having caught up to the situation yet.


When all was said and done, there was a completely and utterly naked girl in front of him.


2 (Aug.31_AM00:25)


The girl started demanding that he “give back give back the blanket the blanket” with tears in her eyes, so he hurled the filthy rag back onto her head. She took it, then squirmed around, wrapping herself in it again. Then she launched into an explanation he didn’t really ask for.


“Misaka’s serial number is 20001. I was created as part of the final lot of Sisters, says Misaka says Misaka, beginning her explanation and stuff. My code name was left as Last Order, for being the last one, and I was supposed to be used in the experiment, says Misaka says Misaka, like, complaining about it and stuff.”


“Uh-huh,” muttered Accelerator inattentively as he trudged down the road.


Last Order frantically caught back up to him and went on. “By the way, hey wait a minute, as you know, the experiment ended prematurely, so Misaka’s body hasn’t been adjusted all the way, says Misaka says Misaka, giving even more explanation. I got kicked out of my incubator when I wasn’t finished yet, so I’m all compact and stuff, says Misaka says Misaka…Are you listening to me?”
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“And whaddaya want me to do about it?” Accelerator asked, still walking.


He’d heard that all of the remaining Sisters had been entrusted to different organizations after the experiment ended. There were almost ten thousand of them, though, so it was more than possible they couldn’t get a handle on all of them. Maybe that’s why one slipped away from their oversight and started wandering around the city without a guardian.


The seemingly ten-year-old homeless girl pulled on her blanket. “You were the whole point of the experiment, so you can probably get in touch with the scientists, right? If you can, it would be great if you did, wonders Misaka wonders Misaka. Misaka’s body and mind right now are in an incomplete, unstable state, so if you tell them you want it, they can put me back in the incubator and get me completed, suggests Misaka suggests Misaka, like, putting her hands together and tilting her head in a cute way.”


“Ask someone else.”


“Wowie! An immediate answer—a swift and utter denial! cries Misaka cries Misaka in despair. But I don’t have anywhere else to go, so Misaka won’t Misaka won’t give up!”


“…” What the hell is with her? Accelerator sighed.


He was a murderer. He’d already killed more than ten thousand of the Sisters, those somatic cell clones of Mikoto Misaka. All of them shared memories via a brain-wave connection, so Last Order should be well aware of that fact, too.


Or could the incomplete Last Order not possess the functionality to hook up to that connection yet? Her personality data, which should have been input from a Testament, did seem different than the normal Sisters’ personality, too. Although in this case, it was a little blurry as to which one was more “incomplete”…


He was fed up with how familiar this girl was getting with him, but when he thought about it, he figured that her lack of a danger sense was pretty much the same as all the other ones.



3 (Aug.31_AM00:51)


They veered off the main road onto a side one, then passed through a handful of narrow streets. A five-story dormitory building rose up to meet them. All the buildings around it stood at a proud ten stories tall, so it seemed enveloped in a pensive, humid darkness. It was as if melancholy itself permeated the concrete walls to their very core.


“Whoa! You sure do live in an amazing place, says Misaka says Misaka, all impressed and stuff.”


“The hell? Was that sarcasm?”


“It’s a wonderful thing to have your own room and a space all to yourself, says Misaka says Misaka, her eyes all glittery as she explains.”


Last Order was still trying to patter up behind him in her bare feet. She harbored no ill will. Accelerator ignored her, entered the building, and started up the unfaced concrete staircase.


He could still hear the sound of her blanket dragging across the floor behind him.


He turned around as he climbed the stairs and spoke up. “Hey, how long are ya gonna follow—”


“Thanks for letting me stay with you, says Misaka says Misaka, striking preemptively.”


“…”


“Thanks for letting me eat with you, says Misaka says Misaka, hoping for three meals a day, naps, and snacks.”


I think she wants me to make sure she’s got shelter until I can get in touch with the researchers in charge of that experiment. What a pain, sighed Accelerator, shaking his head. “Listen here. Either you walk back down these stairs or you go flying off the railing, got it?”


“Wowzers! Looks like I was wrong to think you’d gotten any friendlier, says Misaka says Misaka, knocking herself in the head. But if we split up here, I don’t think I’ll be able to get in touch with anyone. More importantly, it’s way too dangerous for a girl to be living on the streets, so I can’t back down, says Misaka says Misaka, like, clearly stating her intentions.”


Accelerator reached the third-floor hallway, and there Last Order passed by him. He watched as she spun around to face him. She spread her arms, evidently in an attempt to block his passage.


“Where’s your room? asks Misaka asks Misaka.”


“I’m ignoring you.”


“What number is it? C’mon, you can tell me, what number? insists Misaka insists Misaka, like, trying repeatedly to deliver a message to you, who has no communication ability whatsoever.”


“Do I need to kill you for you to shut up or what?” Accelerator retorted needlessly. Last Order, however, didn’t respond. She wasn’t at a loss as to what she should say—it was more like she was creating a distance between them with her quietude. An odd, heavy silence fell upon them.


At last, she spoke—quietly and slowly, while narrowing her eyes.


“Activating EM sonar. Oscillating at a frequency of 3,200 megahertz. A group of five people who have acquired suspicious items has been confirmed to be present on this floor, reports Misaka reports Misaka. That could be your room, adds Misaka adds Misaka.”


“…What?” Accelerator thinned his eyes slightly. He’d been under constant attack by thugs, as could be seen by the happening in that alley. Getting ambushed here wasn’t out of the question.


“C’mon, let’s go, tell me, okay? What number’s your room? presses Misaka presses Misaka.”


Hmm. He thought for a moment. “Room 304.”


“Oh, I think that’s right here, says Misaka says Misaka, pointing out the door. Let’s see…thank you for letting me in! says Misaka says Misaka, deeming politeness necessary.”


Last Order approached the door to room 304 as she spoke. For someone going on about intruders, she sure didn’t have much caution.


She grabbed the doorknob and opened it. She must have used her ability in order to undo the electric lock. Satisfied at her own skill, she flung the door open and went in. Accelerator watched out of the corner of his eye, then put her out of his mind and began walking briskly toward his actual room.


Directly after, from out of the opened door behind him, he heard both the yell of the room’s occupant—who was apparently watching late-night television—and Last Order’s shouted, yet somehow quiet, apology.


Then, he heard the door fly back closed with a bang and her frantic footsteps came toward him.


“That was a completely different person’s room, you know, says Misaka says Misaka, kind of indignant. I didn’t know you had this kind of mean streak, protests Misaka protests Misaka, her eyes welling up with tears, but you’re not listening to me anyway.”


“Put a sock in it, will you? Tryin’ some stupid bluff on me like that…And what are you talking about anyway? Three thousand two hundred megahertz is microwaves!”


“Urk. Your point is moot because microwaves are used in radar and super-multiplexing communication anyway, contends Misaka contends Misaka stubbornly.”


She didn’t deny that she’d lied about detecting people. Accelerator clicked his tongue, uninterested. “Besides, 304 can’t be my room. All you had to do was look at the nameplate on the door, idiot.”


“I don’t know your real name, argues Misaka argues Misaka.”


“I don’t know yours, either.”


“It’s a miracle! Houston, we have conversation! says Misaka says Misaka, not letting this chance out of her grasp. O-okay, so this time for real: Which room is yours? asks Misaka asks Misaka.”


“Three-oh-seven.”


“Got it!” she replied in a somewhat quiet voice. Ten seconds after she threw open the door, she realized it was someone else’s room again and walked back after Accelerator, positively crestfallen.


“Why are you being so mean to meee? asks Misaka asks Misaka, her shoulders drooping. Misaka doesn’t mind even if your room is a mess, offers Misaka offers Misaka.”


Accelerator settled on ignoring her outright and came to his room, 311. There he stopped.


Something was…a little odd.


“Hey, wait, what the hell?”


First off, there wasn’t a door.


And beyond the gaping entrance, there was nothing that could properly be called furniture or belongings.


Only a handful of muddy footprints remained on the floor—everything else was destroyed. The wallpaper and the floorboards were both torn up, his shoe box was broken, there were traces of a fire in the kitchen, the television was in two pieces, his bed was flipped over, and the cotton that was once in the sofa was now all over the place.


He really had been raided while he was out at the store. The sad state of his room was doubtlessly the raiders’ revenge after finding him absent.


“Whoa, it really is a big mess in here, says Misaka says Misaka, at a loss for words and stuff.”


The corners of Accelerator’s lips turned down at the understatement. “Looks like your bluff was actually on the spot.”


For a moment, for the slightest split second, he caught his breath at the sight.


This, in the end, was his essence.


His power could thoroughly defend himself, but it couldn’t protect a single thing besides.


“…What a damn pain.”


Accelerator stepped into his apartment without bothering to take his shoes off. He heard a crack as his heel crushed something plastic. No particularly strong feelings came to him as he looked at his utterly devastated room. He flopped down on the cottonless sofa, ready to sleep.


“Um, err, ummmm. Shouldn’t you report this to Anti-Skills or Judgment or something? says Misaka says Misaka, poking her nose in someone else’s business and stuff.”


“What good would that do?” sighed Accelerator. They might catch the criminals responsible, but it wouldn’t stop the constant attacks he was going through. Tomorrow a different person would come to strike and a different one still the day after that.


“So, what’re you doin’? If you wanna stay over, then that’s your business, but you’ll end up the same as that smashed TV. Seriously, you might be better off laying in the middle of a slum to go to sleep,” he told her, offering a dispassionate evaluation of his own living space. “And there’s all sorts of glass and whatnot all over the floor. Kinda makes walking barefoot a challenge in itself, eh? Hah. You’d be safer sleeping out in the hallway than you would in here.”


“Hmmm. Misaka thinks she’ll still stay in here anyway, Misaka requests Misaka requests.”


“Eh? What for?”


“Because I want to be with someone, answers Misaka answers Misaka immediately.”


“…” Accelerator fell silent, still on the couch.


He stared dumbly at the ceiling.


“Okay, then if you don’t mind…Oh, it must be a miracle! That table looks safe, says Misaka says Misaka, pointing it out. Misaka will try to sleep on the table, then…Wait, I’m warning you, don’t you dare do anything to me while I’m asleep, says Misaka says Misa—”


“Go to sleep.”


“Wowie! I’ve made sure it’s safe, but it’s a little bit unbearable, says Misaka says Misaka.”


He shut his eyes. From the darkness he heard Last Order squirming around. He also heard her coughing repeatedly, like she wasn’t used to dusty places.


He felt his entire body’s pent-up exhaustion wash over him.


He thought about why and finally came up with one answer.


What the hell…


Embraced in his gentle, dark slumber, like a small, sleepy child, he may have thought,…Now that I think of it, how long’s it been since I talked to someone who didn’t have it in for me?


4 (Aug.31_AM11:35)


The strength of the sunlight shining into the room woke Accelerator.


This dorm was surrounded by many taller buildings in the neighborhood, so light only got into the room during a certain time of day. He hazily realized that morning was nearly past—and then noticed the person hovering over him, looking at him.


It was Last Order, brimming with curiosity.


“Wow! Ya really have a meek face when you’re sleeping, don’cha, says Misaka says Misaka, trying out a fake Kyoto accent. Yes! You’ve got that mean old look on your face the rest of the time. Your sleepy face is totally different, and that’s okay! says Misaka says Misa—”


“…” Accelerator, on the other hand, his face looking none too pretty, was completely reflecting Last Order’s entire voice.


“—ike, smiling and stuff whoaah?! Misaka’s voice Misaka’s voice got really loud?!!”


Last Order nearly toppled over. Her own voice struck her like a megaphone right next to her ear. She shook her tiny head back and forth, but then, without hesitation, addressed Accelerator again.


“…”


Slowly and without haste, Accelerator rubbed under his eyes. It wasn’t so much that he was moving slowly than it was that he didn’t have any energy. He stared blankly at Last Order, who was peering at his face.


“Blanket…”


“Huh? Are you still half-asleep? asks Misaka asks Misa—gyaah?! Stop, wait, don’t pull on Misaka’s blanket, it’s my treasure, I’m telling you…!”


“…So tired.”


Blanket in hand, he rolled himself up in it like a moth in a cocoon and gave himself over to sleep again.


5 (Aug.31_PM02:05)


Accelerator awoke to an empty stomach.


He looked at the clock—just barely hanging on the wall—and saw that it was past two o’clock, meaning it was already past lunchtime. As he figured he should probably get up and eat something, Accelerator suddenly noticed the dirty blanket covering him.


“What, what’s this…wait, why are you still here?…You look kinda grumpy. Why d’you have a tablecloth hanging from you?”


“…I yelled at you and I hit you and you didn’t respond at all and you’re really sleepy, could that be your weak point? says Misaka says Misaka, all stricken by her own powerlessness and stuff.”


Her body mostly wrapped in a torn tablecloth, she dropped to the floor, as if she’d used all her savings on lottery tickets and lost every single one of them.


His reflection worked while he slept, too. And to be even more undisturbed, he made it impossible to be woken up from outside stimulation by reflecting sounds as well.


She sniffled. “Give back give back my blanket my blanket, demands Misaka demands Misaka. That blue blanket has been with me sharing my joys and sorrows all throughout life, so it can’t be replaced, says Misaka says Misaka, trying out a bluff to make you cry.”


Accelerator didn’t really need the filthy rag anymore, so he tossed it on her head. Then he stared toward the kitchen, still slightly dazed.


He never cooked anything. There should have still been some food in reserve in the fridge, but when he looked into the kitchen from his position, he sullenly dropped back onto the sofa again. The fridge was on its side. The food had been flung out of it, and the vinyl packaging was torn and strewn about the floor.


Last Order, after her equipment swap from tablecloth to blanket, seemed to have regained her upbeat mood. “Good morning, even though it’s pretty late already, says Misaka says Misaka, like, bowing. I’m hungry so if you would make me some food some food Misaka’s happiness level will go up by about thirty points—”


“Go to sleep.”


“Holy cow, both your hospitality and calorie intake are perfectly zero, cheers Misaka cheers Misaka. Also, that was not an expression of happiness, but a gesture of surrender, so please take it as such, says Misaka says Misaka, like, giving a polite and succinct explanation. Anyway, it’s morning! Morning, morning, morning, morning—”


“…Shit, it’s two already?!”


That was enough to open even Accelerator’s eyes, terrible at waking up though he may have been. He was, in fact, hungry, but his sleep being disturbed was mostly Last Order’s fault. He could have just reflected her voice, but that would be like covering one’s eyes when there were bugs flying around their face. It wouldn’t feel very good. He decided to throw the brat away somewhere and lifted himself off the sofa. I’ll grab a bite to eat on the way, he thought, making his way toward the door.


“Huh? That’s not the way to the kitchen, Misaka says Misaka says, pointing in the correct direction.”


“Why do I gotta make food? Do I look like I cook?”


“Aww, I wanted to see Accelerator making home cooking in an apron for the surprise factor, complains Misaka complains Misaka. Huh? Wait, wait! You didn’t even bother with a comeback! You just ignore me by default, don’t you? cries Misaka cries Misaka, but you’re still ignoring me, huh?!”


Accelerator silently left the apartment. Last Order went after him, mumbling away.


6 (Aug.31_PM02:35)


There was nobody to be found on the streets on August 31.


Given that 80 percent of the residents here were students, most of the population must have been holed up in their rooms finishing their homework. That didn’t have anything to do with Accelerator or Last Order, though.
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