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May 1st, Japan's Golden Week.





The weather in Japan on this day was clear, and the light coming from the sun was bright. It was a perfect day for an outing.





Early in the morning, Ran Mouri, with her face full of excitement, set off with her best friend, Sonoko Suzuki and a little glasses-wearing boy named Conan Edogawa.





They took the subway, ready to head to the suburban park for a day of hiking and fun.





Due to it being Japan Golden Week, the Tokyo subway was even more crowded than usual, making the trio struggle a lot just to stand together.





After a few stops, the crowd thinned out, and Ran managed to find a vacant seat. She intended to let Conan sit down when she noticed an elderly man carrying a heavy bag.





"Sir, please have a seat," she said with a slight smile.





The old man nodded and was about to sit down when suddenly, someone rushed ahead and took the seat.





Ran furrowed her brows in dissatisfaction.





She looked closely and saw that the person who took the seat was a young man not much older than herself. He appeared to be in his twenties, with neatly parted hair, a youthful face, and a well-fitted suit, giving him a distinguished appearance.





At that moment, he was engrossed in some documents, seemingly oblivious to the disapproving glances from other passengers.





Seeing this, Ran couldn't help but clear her throat.





"Um... Would you mind giving up your seat?"





However, the young man continued to keep his head down as if he hadn't heard the question.





A trace of annoyance crossed Ran's face, but she refrained from saying anything due to the public setting.





On the other hand, Sonoko didn't hold back and reached out, giving the young man a firm pat on the shoulder.





"Hey, we're talking to you! Don't pretend you can't hear us!"





The young man finally reacted, raising his head with a look of surprise as he gazed at the two girls in front of him.





"Are you talking to me?"





"It's not like there's anyone else here!" Sonoko said with her hands on her hips, glaring at him. "I mean, seriously, you're a grown man, and you're snatching a seat from an elderly person. Have you no shame?"





The young man glanced around and seemed even more puzzled.





"Why do you say 'snatching'? If I'm not mistaken, this isn't a reserved seat for the elderly or disabled, is it? Or did he purchase this seat?"





"Um..." Sonoko was momentarily at a loss for words.





Ran and Sonoko exchanged a glance, and Ran spoke in a gentle tone, "In Japan, it's considered common courtesy to give up your seat to those who are physically weaker or to our elders. Doesn't that sound like a reasonable guideline?"





"Weaker or elders, you say?" The young man took a look at the old man and then back at the serious-looking girls in front of him. "How do you determine that? Based on age and appearance? Well, what if I told you that, despite looking perfectly healthy, I am actually a seriously ill heart patient who doesn't have much time left to live? Would that make me the weaker one or the stronger one?"





"Uh, is that so?" Ran immediately lowered her head, apologizing, "I'm sorry, I..."





But before she could finish her sentence, she heard the young man's teasing voice.





"Sorry, I was just kidding."





"..."





"..."





Ran took a deep breath, glaring at the young man whose edge of his mouth tipped slightly upward.





"You're an adult; you should at least have some moral conscience. Please give up your seat!"





The elderly man beside them shook his head at this point and said, "Let it go, young lady. I'll be getting off soon..."





"How can you just let it go!" Ran was furious, her face turning red. "This person, this person..."





The man glanced at her and then leaned over, reaching out to touch the bag carried by the elderly man.





"Little lass, listen, although this old man looks small in stature, he's actually quite strong. Don't believe me? Try to take a look at him, you can tell it from the fact that he can easily carry a heavy bag like that, that huge bag is at least weigh over twenty kilograms, and the fact that he is able to carry that without showing any strain means he is a man who exercises regularly."





The man then patted the old man's chest, back, and thighs.





"And look at his well-developed pectoral muscles, firm abdominal muscles, and the relaxed state of his calf muscles. You can even feel them through his pants. Compared to me, who works tirelessly day and night to earn a living, he's already enjoying a comfortable retirement with his pension. He seems to be in excellent health!"





"Um..." Ran and Sonoko exchanged puzzled glances.





The man continued, "Furthermore, you heard the man, he's getting off soon. Haven't you noticed? He's carrying fitness equipment in his bag, and the next stop is Kappabashi Park, where a bunch of elderly folks always gather for exercise during this time. A mere two-minute ride, not to mention giving up a seat, even having me standing up would be unnecessary, don't you think?"





The man continued to speak, and it seemed like he wouldn't stop anytime soon. Ran's face grew darker as she listened.





As the man finished speaking, the subway came to a halt.





The elderly man beside them glanced at the group, then lifted his bag and stood tall, exiting the train energetically.





The two girls on the train watched him go, their mouths agape, unable to say a word.





Clearly, the man's words had hit the mark.





After a while, Ran stomped her foot and muttered, "How can there be such an annoying person!"





The man chuckled lightly, casting a casual glance at the group before lowering his head again to focus on his documents.





At that moment, Conan, who had been silent for a while, suddenly spoke up.





"Uncle, are you a lawyer?"





The man raised an eyebrow, looking at the young boy in a blue bowtie.





"Why, yes I am, how did you know?"





"It's quite simple!" Conan spoke with his childlike voice. "Uncle, today is a holiday during the Golden Week, yet you're wearing a bright work suit and riding the subway, which is usually crowded with commuters on weekdays. In this situation, you're either a traveling salesperson or a government worker doing overtime, or maybe a freelancer."





"And the documents you were holding had addresses and family information of certain individuals, along with their work details. This suggests that you work in a profession that requires gathering a lot of information, possibly a detective or a salesperson."





"From your fluent and sharp words earlier, it's also possible that you have a job that involves frequent debates, so you could be a lawyer or a prosecutor."





"Of course, the most crucial evidence is..." Conan pointed to the badge on the man's chest.





There was a well-crafted copper emblem with a balanced scale in the middle, representing fairness.





"You're wearing a lawyer's badge! So you're a lawyer!"





After listening to Conan's words, the man burst into laughter and applauded.





"Very good! This is the first time I saw someone this observant, from a kid at that."





He leaned in closer to Conan, squinting his eyes.





"Conan! you- ," Ran said, her face still flushed with embarrassment. "You should have said that you see his lawyer badge right away, and you know what it means, so why did you go on with that lengthy and nonsensical reasoning? And stop pointing your finger at others! It’s rude"





"Please, just ignore him. He just enjoys pretending to be a detective!" Sonoko said, pressing Conan's head down to prevent him from speaking further, while gazing at the man with stars in her eyes.





She had followed Ran's lead earlier and hadn't noticed the man's appearance, but now that she looked closely, she realized that he was quite a handsome guy.





"If it's convenient, can you give me your contact information?" she asked.





"Of course," the man replied, smiling as he took out a business card from his pocket.





His name was written on it: Kensuke Komemon.





"I'll gladly accept it!" Sonoko happily tucked the business card into her pocket and exchanged her email address with him.





"Sonoko!" Ran scolded her with a stern look.





"What's the big deal!" Sonoko shrugged, laughing. "And besides, what he said just now actually made sense, didn't it?"





"No, it's all nonsense!"





"Alright, alright, don't be so angry!"





While the girls bickered, Kensuke narrowed his eyes and once again focused his gaze on the young boy who had spoken earlier.





"It seems like you really enjoy playing detective games, don't you?"





Looking at the man's half-smiling gaze, Conan's heart skipped a beat, but he maintained a bright smile on his face. "Of course, I love solving mysteries! I want to become a detective when I grow up!"





"Is that so? Well, that's not such a good thing."





The man playfully raised a finger and shook it in front of Conan's eyes.





"Detectives are the most wicked profession in the world. They always use the guise of justice to employ all sorts of underhanded methods, such as invading others' privacy, in their pursuit of what they consider the truth. Then they stand on their moral high ground to criticize and educate people, all for the sake of their own game or the sense of achievement they get from standing on others' heads... Little boy, you wouldn't want to become such a person, would you?"





This guy...





The man's words were rather harsh, causing Conan to instinctively furrowed his brow.





He wanted to retort, but on the surface, he couldn't find the right words to say. Instead, he awkwardly rubbed his head and put on the silly smile that only a child could manage.





"Eat that, hahaha! He's right, you know! Who asked you to act all cool and hog the spotlight like that, just like that detective maniac!"





Sonoko giggled and poked Conan's head with her finger.





Conan sighed inwardly and shot a somewhat displeased glance at the man. He couldn't understand why the man had said such things. After all, he was just a kid, and no matter how you look at it, it’s wrong to just suddenly shoot down a kid's dreams right away like that.





Not long after, the subway came to a stop again.





With Ran leading the way, Conan and Sonoko got off the train in a huff.





"Mr. Lawyer~ don’t forget to contact me!" Sonoko said with a cheerful wave before they left.





Kensuke raised an eyebrow, glanced at the departing figures outside the window, and his eyes twinkled with an enigmatic light as he seemed lost in thought.





Then, he chuckled softly, lowered his head, and returned his attention to the documents in his hands.
























    Kensuke was not a native of this world; he was a transmigrant.



    



    When he woke up one day and found himself surrounded by people speaking only Japanese, he realized that he might have crossed over to another world. The first thing he did was collect information and tools, then try to reach out to his old social circle.



    



    However, it was all in vain. He soon discovered that this was an alternate world where his past connections no longer existed.



    



    As he looked at places on the map with names like "Miho" and "Kappabashi," his long-lost memories began to flood back.



    



    He had crossed over into a Japanese fictional anime world called "Detective Conan."



    



    Since the fact of transmigration had already happened and his past connections were gone, he had to seriously consider what his life would be like from then on.



    



    First and foremost, he had to think about what kind of work he should do in this new world.



    



    It was well known that the crime rate in the world of Conan was among the highest, and you could stumble upon a criminal just by throwing a stone in the street.



    



    Because of this, there were several professions in this world that were very popular.



    



    Police, lawyers, prosecutors, and detectives.



    



    Detective was ruled out first. This profession was very unstable, and except for the top detectives, those at the bottom barely made ends meet. Without enough fame, ordinary cases wouldn't allow the police to allow you to get involved, and it was very difficult to build up a reputation, making it a rather contradictory profession.



    



    Next were the professions of police, lawyers, and prosecutors.



    



    Being a police officer was not a bad choice; it offered a stable government job with relatively simple promotions, assuming you joined the career track.



    



    However, Kensuke felt that he wasn't suited for the role of a police officer.



    



    Kensuke had a clear definition of himself: he was an absolute utilitarian who always put himself first. His primary requirement for life was material, material, and more material.



    



    But even with that mindset, he still had principles when it came to his actions.



    



    That principle was: when in Rome, do as the Romans do.



    



    If he were to become a police officer, he would have to excel at it. Otherwise, it wouldn't be worth it.



    



    Kensuke believed that just the "serve the people" aspect alone was enough to disqualify him from being a police officer.



    



    That left him with two options: lawyer and prosecutor.



    



    Both of these professions required passing the Japanese bar exam.



    



    So, after two years of studying and relying on his talent and hard work, Kensuke successfully passed the bar exam on his first attempt. He then spent another year in judicial training and internship, ultimately becoming a licensed lawyer.



    



    Why not a prosecutor?



    



    Because prosecutors were government employees, their promotions were step-by-step, their workloads were heavy, they had to handle numerous cases daily, go to court, and engage in many debates with lawyers. However, despite doing all this work, their salaries were fixed.



    



    For someone like Kensuke, who valued material wealth, becoming a prosecutor was out of the question due to the fixed salary.



    



    That left him with the option of becoming a lawyer.



    



    Being a lawyer suited Kensuke's taste perfectly. This profession had a low lower limit for work and the potential for high income, provided you had clients, which he wasn't worried about. Kensuke believed in his own abilities, and he was confident he would soon establish himself successfully.



    



    As the subway continued its journey, Kensuke eventually disembarked at a new station.



    



    Just as the saying goes, "A tall building rises from level ground." Now, Kensuke had taken on his first case and was on his way to meet the client.



    



    It was the Golden Week holiday, and there was a large influx of people on the streets, especially in Tokyo, a prime destination for tourists from other regions who came to visit.



    



    "Thunk!"



    



    While walking, a burly young man accidentally bumped into Kensuke's shoulder.



    



    "Hey, kid, can't you watch where you're going?" The big guy glared at Kensuke and extended his hand to block his path.



    



    Kensuke glanced up at him and noticed two progress bars above the man's head. One progress bar was displaying a negative value.



    



    This was something only Kensuke could see, an ability he had acquired when he arrived in this world. It showed the person's favorability rating toward him in the upper progress bar and their agreement level in the lower progress bar. Other than that, it had no other functions.



    



    To be honest, if he hadn't confirmed that he was in the world of Conan, Kensuke would have thought it was some sort of otome game, given its seemingly "anime"-like appearance.



    



    However, this ability was far more potent than it appeared.



    



    "No problem, I was lost in thought just now. Are you okay?" Kensuke apologized in a gentle and friendly tone to the burly man.



    



    "It's okay, no harm done. Just be more careful next time," the big guy said, his tone softening as he waved his hand, allowing Kensuke to continue on his way.



    



    Kensuke noticed that the favorability rating above the man's head had now turned positive.



    



    Generally, for people with no prior connection to him, the favorability rating was positive, and the agreement level remained at "0."



    



    By the way, the Conan trio he had encountered earlier, except for Sonoko Suzuki, had negative favorability ratings, and they were quite low. Kensuke had intentionally made it so.



    



    He didn't want to have any positive social interactions with the main characters of the Conan world, as it might lead to troublesome events, conflicts between the red side and the black side, and he preferred to avoid getting involved. However, Sonoko Suzuki was an exception since she had little involvement in the main plot, and as a lawyer, he might come into contact with people like her.



    



    In any case, with this favorability rating ability, Kensuke could at least ensure that he wouldn't be randomly attacked on the street.



    



    Additionally, this ability had other uses that were closely related to his career as a lawyer.



    



    After walking for a while, Kensuke arrived at a complex of buildings and a playground. The wall at the entrance read, "Tokyo Detention Center."



    



    Due to the high crime rate in the world of Conan, the administrative and judicial structures here were quite extensive.



    



    In a place as large as a district in Tokyo, there were over a dozen police stations and detention centers, as well as numerous courts and prosecutor's offices. Law firms were also in abundance.



    



    In such an environment, competition was undoubtedly fierce.



    



    Normally, newly minted lawyers struggled to find lucrative cases, which was why Kensuke's current assignment was not a private one but a publicly appointed one.



    



    Publicly appointed cases referred to legal aid, where the tasks were assigned by the Bar Association, funded by the state, and specifically aimed at providing defense for individuals who couldn't afford or were unwilling to hire a lawyer.



    



    Why did even those unwilling to hire a lawyer have to be assigned one in this world?



    



    Well, there were cases where individuals might engage in passive litigation for various reasons, such as taking the blame for someone else or being brainwashed into confessing. To ensure the integrity and fairness of the legal system, this world had a requirement that every defendant must have legal representation.



    



    There were many aspects of this world that were different from Kensuke's previous life, and this was just one of them.



    



    The client Kensuke was about to meet was someone who refused to hire a lawyer and was willingly confessing to the charges thrown against him.

  
    After entering the gate of the detention center and informing the duty officer of his presence, Kensuke was then led to a meeting room.



    



    The meeting room that he is brought to was a small room of about 20 square meters, it’s the place where visitors and suspects met, with a glass window separating them.



    



    After waiting for a while, a middle-aged man was brought to the other side of the glass window.



    



    The man appeared to be in his forties, with a square face, a desolate expression, and a few gray hairs visible on his head.



    



    His name was Masayoshi Sakaguchi, a lawyer specializing in juvenile crime, and he was a suspect in a murder case involving a trained dog, known from the Conan anime as the "Pet Dog John Murder Case."



    



    "Hello, Mr. Sakaguchi. Nice to meet you, I'm your Attorney, Kensuke Komemon, and are here to defend you," Kensuke introduced himself.



    



    "So you are the lawyer appointed by the Bar Association?" Sakaguchi asked, looking up at Kensuke with lifeless eyes.



    



    "You can go. I've already decided to confess, and I don't need anyone to defend me," Sakaguchi said.



    



    This was the troublesome aspect of this case.



    



    Normally, clients wouldn't give up their right to defense, but according to Kensuke's research, this man had given up any resistance after being brainwashed by the detective Kogoro Mouri and Conan.



    



    Clearly, the main characters had instilled in him the belief that he was guilty.



    



    However, Kensuke had come prepared for this.



    



    Faced with Masayoshi's negative attitude, he didn't hold back and said, "Mr. Sakaguchi, have you forgotten that you're a lawyer?"



    



    "Yes, but what does that matter?" Sakaguchi replied with a bitter smile. "Nothing I say matters. I'm a criminal now."



    



    "Oh, then may I ask if you threw away everything you learned, chewed it up, and fed it to your dog, only to have it regurgitated and fed back to you?" Kensuke retorted.



    



    "What are you saying!"



    



    Masayoshi's face changed dramatically at the sarcastic remark, and he abruptly stood up.



    



    "You can insult me, but you can't insult my profession!"



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Kensuke looked at him and chuckled softly.



    



    "Well then, on what grounds do you say you're a criminal? Who gave you that right?"



    



    Sakaguchi was momentarily at a loss for words. Indeed, the guy in front of him had a point.



    



    In legal terms, no one has the right to be identified as a "criminal" until they have gone through the procedural process of a court and received a guilty verdict, even if they have indeed committed a crime. They can only be called "criminal suspects." This is based on the principle of "innocent until proven guilty."



    



    Masayoshi moved his mouth slightly and lowered his head. "But I'm not worth..."



    



    "Mr. Sakaguchi, I have no interest in what kind of person you are personally," Kensuke interrupted him directly. "You just need to know that I am here to defend you. I am your defense lawyer."



    



    Sakaguchi hesitated for a moment and then shook his head. "I don't need... I don't need you to defend me here."



    



    "Oh, you're really quite foolish," Kensuke chuckled, his words dripping with sarcasm. "Let me think. Even if we don't consider whether you are actually guilty or not, let me analyze what consequences you'll face if you do nothing."



    



    "First, your lawyer's license will be revoked, and you'll never get any work again. You'll never have the high income of a lawyer."



    



    "Second, the victim's family will demand a hefty compensation from you. They will demand a large sum, saying that the victim was their only son, and so on. I estimate that selling your house might barely cover this huge hole."



    



    "Third..."



    



    Before Kensuke could continue, Masayoshi's eyes widened, and he erupted in anger.



    



    "What kind of joke is this! Their son drove my son to his death back then, and I didn't demand any compensation from them!" Masayoshi retorted, his face turning red with anger.



    



    Hearing his words, Kensuke nodded his head, "Perhaps that’s true, however, others will only see it as you causing harm to their child. In their eyes, they are the victims, and it's only natural for them to demand money from you."



    



    "..."



    



    Masayoshi's face turned ashen, and he slumped back into his chair.



    



    After a while, he looked up again.



    



    "But Conan, that little boy said... John is also sad about the death of his owner. He waits silently in front of his owner's room every day, hoping for him to return... And I used such a kind-hearted animal to commit murder. I... I..."



    



    Before he could finish his sentence, he was once again interrupted by Kensuke's harsh words.



    



    "It seems you didn't just feed your dog with your knowledge of law, but also with your knowledge of biology from middle and high school!"



    



    Kensuke stared at him and sneered.



    



    "Animals don't have 'kind-heartedness.' All values are given to them by humans. Animals don't understand anything; they don't have thoughts. They only have instincts, understand? Let me ask you, if your John were truly smart and knew that your son had died, would he still go to your son's room every day, waiting for him? That's just an instinct that you cultivated in him over time! Don't raise a dog so foolishly, and don't let others manipulate you so easily! Have some independent judgment, Mr. Lawyer!"



    



    After hearing Kensuke's words, Masayoshi felt like a heavy weight had struck his chest. He stared blankly at him for a long time before his face, which had been stiff, gradually relaxed, and a faint smile appeared.



    



    "You're right. I shouldn't give up my right to defend myself! It's my deserved right, and why should I throw it away just because of a child's words! He's just a child; what does he know!"



    



    Masayoshi suddenly became more spirited and couldn't help but stand up again.



    



    Seeing Masayoshi's change in demeanor, Kensuke narrowed his eyes slightly and a faint smile appeared on his lips.



    



    In his view, the two progress bars above Masayoshi's head, especially the "acceptance" one, had advanced by one level, indicating that the client was beginning to believe in him.



    



    There were a total of five levels of acceptance, and generally, if it reached at least two levels, the case could be taken over smoothly.



    



    "Young man, you have a way with your words, I’m sure you will be a great lawyer in the future," Sakaguchi praised him.



    



    Kensuke nodded lightly. "You flatter me."



    



    "However, I don't need your defense," Masayoshi said, looking at him. "I am a lawyer myself, and I can act as my own defense attorney, which is allowed within the legal framework."



    



    Indeed, as long as passive defense was not used, the courts in this world would recognize him as his own defense attorney.



    



    Kensuke looked at him and smiled.



    



    "Are you sure?"



    



    "Of course, I will use my professional knowledge to try to get a reduced sentence for myself."



    



    Masayoshi said confidently.



    



    "A reduced sentence? Hahaha!"



    



    As soon as Kensuke heard this, he chuckled.



    



    The laughter came very suddenly, causing Sakaguchi to furrowed his brows involuntarily.



    



    "What are you laughing at?"



    



    "I'm laughing at your narrow-mindedness and shortsightedness."



    



    Kensuke extended a finger and lightly shook it in front of Masayoshi.



    



    "In my dictionary, there's no such thing as a reduced sentence!"

  
    Kensuke's confident and arrogant words left Masayoshi dumbfounded.



    



    "You think you can get me acquitted? There should be limits to your joke, young man!"



    



    Perhaps due to some level of acceptance towards Kensuke, Masayoshi didn't get too angry hearing his words, but instead offered a well-intentioned reminder.



    



    "This case was solved by that famous detective, Kogoro Mouri. He has absolute evidence that can prove my guilt!"



    



    "Absolute evidence? No, no, no, you've got it all wrong, Sakaguchi-san."



    



    Kensuke's smile remained on his face.



    



    In the dimly lit room, his smile appeared especially audacious, tinged with a hint of cunning.



    



    "In this world, there's no such thing as absolute evidence. Even the strongest shield has its weaknesses. As long as we find a spear stronger than that shield, so-called absolute evidence will crumble on its own!"



    



    Masayoshi's heart skipped a beat. He stared at Masayoshi's face, looking at his unabashed smile, and subconsciously swallowed hard.



    



    "If you still don't believe me, I can show you my credentials."



    



    Kensuke took a stack of documents from his briefcase and displayed them for Masayoshi to see.



    



    "These are all the assessment scores I received during my training and internships at the Judicial Training Institute after passing the bar exam."



    



    Each sheet was filled with straight A+ grades.



    



    Masayoshi widened his eyes and took a sharp breath.



    



    Japan's legal system was known to be highly rigorous and competitive. Generally, getting an A on these assessments was already considered exceptional, but receiving A+ grades was akin to being the top student in an elite class.



    



    "Youngsters these days sure are scary."



    



    Masayoshi sighed sincerely.



    



    Combined with Kensuke's previous words and the sensitivity of a lawyer, he had a vague sense of what kind of person he was dealing with and the methods he might employ.



    



    After careful consideration, Masayoshi finally nodded and said, "Alright, I agree to have you as my defense attorney."



    



    Kensuke's grin grew even more audacious as he saw Masayoshi's approval, which raised the trust meter by one level, now reaching two levels.



    



    "Very well, let's sign the contract."



    



    He then pulled out a contract from his briefcase and handed it to Masayoshi.



    



    The contract detailed the conversion of the public defense to a private one and the attorney fees for this particular case.



    



    "1 million yen!" exclaimed Masayoshi when he saw the number on the paper.



    



    "That's too expensive! Even the best lawyers in Japan would charge around 3 million for a case like this!"



    



    "What do you think I've been talking to you for all this time?" Kensuke's lips curled slightly. "Consider yourself lucky, Sakaguchi-san. This is just my current rate as a new lawyer. When you see the prices I will charge in the future, you'll be grateful that I gave you such a good deal."



    



    Masayoshi clenched his teeth, his face fluctuating.



    



    While he had no problem affording one or two million yen, he felt a bit uneasy about spending it on a person that he had just met less than half an hour ago.



    



    "Don't hesitate. With one million yen, you can avoid prison and return to a life of freedom. Even if you have to dig into your wife's secret savings from the refrigerator, it's still a better deal!"



    



    Masayoshi chuckled. "Funny how you're using polite language now."



    



    After a moment of contemplation, Masayoshi took the pen and signed the contract.



    



    As Kensuke looked at the name on the contract, he grinned widely. His smile, in that moment, resembled that of a devil who had just concluded a deal.



    



    "Of course, I only talk like this with smart people. Fools are never in the equation."



    



    ...



    



    In the following weeks, Kensuke and Masayoshi had thorough discussions.



    



    While this case was part of the original Conan anime, Kensuke's memory of it wasn't very clear. After all, who could remember every detail of an anime with over a thousand episodes, convoluted main and side storylines, and various standalone cases?



    



    Kensuke only had a general outline of the story. The Conan anime consisted of numerous standalone episodes that were often forgettable, and he had little recollection of the details. Moreover, animation could only depict so much and couldn't be compared to the complexity of the real world.



    



    Therefore, he needed to have a detailed conversation with the person involved in the case to extract all the relevant information, not missing any details.



    



    Here's the general background of the case:



    



    Masayoshi Sakaguchi had a son named Masato Sakaguchi, who, eight years ago, had committed suicide due to severe bullying by his classmate, Takeshi Maehara.



    



    Masayoshi was a lawyer specializing in juvenile cases, and he had forgiven Takeshi at the time because Takeshi had shown remorse for his actions.



    



    But eight years later, when they crossed paths again, Masayoshi discovered that Takeshi had not truly repented, but instead had become even worse. So, he used his dog, named John, whom he had trained using a combination of commands. He invited Takeshi to his home on a certain day, found the right moment, and remotely controlled the dog using a phone to make it stay on the second floor. He then led Takeshi to the second floor and pushed him down the stairs, causing him to break his neck on the wall and die.



    



    Later, through the investigation by Kogoro Mouri (99% of work is done by Conan), they deciphered the several commands that Masayoshi had used to train the dog.



    



    "So, this case actually lacks direct evidence," Kensuke immediately remarked after hearing Masayoshi's account. "Everything was deduced by that detective. And because he pointed out aspects regarding the dog's commands, you couldn't refute it, so you decided to confess?"



    



    "Yes," Masayoshi nodded. "Although it's not direct evidence, the circumstantial evidence against me was strong enough, and arguing further would have been pointless."



    



    "Sakaguchi-san, It seems you're not well-versed in the law despite being a lawyer" Kensuke resumed his acerbic remarks. That's just how he talked, by his nature, even before crossing over into this world, he is a very blunt person.



    



    "In a judicial trial, direct evidence is the most crucial! Relying on some minor deductions at most counts as conjecture! Even if they were guessed correctly and seemingly validated, it's still circumstantial evidence. Unless all the circumstantial evidence can be logically connected without contradictions or errors, it's impossible to convict! You don't even understand this; confessing so easily truly lowers the standards for criminals!"



    



    Masayoshi was left speechless after hearing Kensuke's harsh remark.



    



    After a pause, Masayoshi added, "Actually, there is some direct evidence. There was an eyewitness at the scene of Takeshi's death who saw the entire incident unfold."



    



    "Oh? Who was it?"



    



    "A 20-year-old female college student named Sanae Sugita, who attended the same university as Takeshi," Masayoshi explained. "She was invited to my house by Takeshi that day and even left my place in a mess."



    



    "I see," Kensuke said, propping his chin on his hand, his eyes slightly narrowed, radiating a mysterious glint.



    



    He now knew how to win— the turning point in this trial lay with this woman, Sanae Sugita!

  
    The conversation between Kensuke and Masayoshi continued until noon.



    



    As they were parting ways, Kensuke suddenly remembered something and asked, "Sakaguchi-san, are you absolutely sure that Takeshi was killed by your trained dog?"



    



    "Yes, of course!" Masayoshi replied immediately. "I had been training the dog with those commands for a long time. Takeshi must have been killed by my dog."



    



    "Sakaguchi-san, is there a possibility," Kensuke said, "that your commands didn't have the desired effect, and Takeshi fell down the stairs while playing with your dog?"



    



    "Huh?" Masayoshi was taken aback.



    



    "After all, you weren't present at the scene, so something like that is possible, and truthfully, him falling down the stairs sounds more plausible than him being killed by a dog that you had trained to respond to your command," Kensuke shrugged.



    



    In the real world, there were often cases where people believed they were the culprits when the actual truth was different. In a world with a high crime rate like this one, during his legal training and internships, Kensuke had read about many such cases.



    



    It was ultimately a real world, and the original work was just a detective manga. It had many inconsistencies, and the events in the real world might not match what was written in the manga. The manga couldn't be used as evidence.



    



    After gathering all the information Masayoshi knew, Kensuke left the detention center and headed towards the subway station without wasting a moment.



    



    He had two things to do now.



    



    The first was to visit Masayoshi's house, the crime scene, for an on-site investigation to gather firsthand information for the upcoming courtroom debate.



    



    The second was to contact the eyewitness at the scene, a woman named Sanae Sugita.



    



    As he walked, Kensuke took out a smartphone from his pocket.



    



    Regarding the technological level in this world, take personal computers (PCs) as an example; they have reached the level of Intel's 13th generation processors.



    



    However, the customs here were very "nostalgic." Some places looked modern, while others preserved many facilities and equipment from the last century.



    



    So, it was common to see people using "brick phones," "flip phones," and "smartphones" on the streets.



    



    Well, in Conan's world, this was quite common, so it wasn't surprising.



    



    Kensuke used his smartphone and dialed a number.



    



    After a bit of Mai Kuraki's music playing, it took quite a while for an impatient female voice to answer, "I finally got to sleep in on my day off. Who's this?"



    



    Kensuke tried to maintain a patient tone, "Hello, may I speak to Miss Sanae Sugita, please? I'm Kensuke Komemon, the defense attorney for Mister Masayoshi Sakaguchi."



    



    "A lawyer? What do you want from me?"



    



    "Are you available right now? Would it be convenient for you to meet in person? I have something I'd like to discuss with you."



    



    "Oh, I see," the tone on the other end of the phone immediately changed. "I can meet you, of course. But first, prepare 20,000 yen for my service fee."



    



    Sanae Sugita was a materialistic girl who loved money, sports cars, jewelry, and all things shiny. She had a brief relationship with Takeshi before.



    



    This information came from Masayoshi, including her phone number, which he provided.



    



    Perhaps driven by resentment, Masayoshi had investigated a lot about Takeshi before the murder case.



    



    Without hesitation, Kensuke agreed to Sanae's request. "No problem, I'll give it to you when we meet."



    



    These additional expenses were not something he had to pay personally. They were considered part of the miscellaneous legal fees separate from the 1 million yen commission fee, and he would reimburse Masayoshi later. This was explicitly stated in the contract they had signed earlier.



    



    After confirming the meeting with the witness, Kensuke wasted no time. He took the subway and bus to reach Miwaka-cho, where Masayoshi's house was located.



    



    What he saw was a rather large house, a common two-story standalone building in Japan, but larger than average.



    



    Using the key provided by Masayoshi, he opened the front gate. The courtyard was spacious and adorned with some rose bushes emitting a fragrant aroma. Not far away, there was a small doghouse, but it was empty. It was only natural that John, the dog that had attacked a person, wouldn't be here. All evidence was transferred to the prosecutor's office before the judicial trial.



    



    Kensuke used the key to open the door and entered the house.



    



    The interior design was a mix of Western and Japanese styles. After passing through the entrance and hallway, he arrived in a large living room.



    



    The living room was spacious, with a high ceiling that reached the second floor. Near the right wall was the staircase leading to the second floor, which was the exact location where Takeshi had died.



    



    Kensuke walked around the living room for a while before reaching the staircase's position.



    



    The staircase consisted of two segments, and on the landing in between, there remained the outline of a body drawn with white chalk. This was the scene marking for the location of Takeshi's death.



    



    Kensuke crouched down and stared at the outline for a while. The lower half of the outline was on the landing, while the upper half was on the wall above, indicating that the cause of death was indeed the neck hitting the wall and breaking.



    



    Then, Kensuke stood up and went up the stairs to the second floor.



    



    The landing at the top of the stairs was about ten square meters in size. Along the right wall was a room with a sign reading "Masato," indicating that it was the room of Masayoshi's deceased son, Masato Sakaguchi.



    



    This was also where John, the dog, would stand every night to greet its owner.



    



    Kensuke stood on the landing, arms outstretched, measuring its dimensions.



    



    This platform is quite large when you stand on it.



    



    There are several steps between the doorway of Masato's room and the staircase.



    



    If it were as Masayoshi claimed, that he could accurately and unequivocally make Takeshi fall down the stairs through dog training, then Takeshi must have been extremely careless and unlucky.



    



    After inspecting the area, Kensuke took out a document from his bag. It was a photocopy of the forensic autopsy report on the deceased.



    



    In criminal proceedings, defense attorneys had the right to access, review, extract, and copy documents like this, which were controlled by administrative authorities.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    Examining the document in his hand and comparing it with the surroundings, Kensuke contemplated.



    



    Regarding how to argue in court, after the on-site investigation, he was starting to form some thoughts.



    



    "Clang!"



    



    Suddenly, there was a loud noise from the courtyard.



    



    Kensuke saw several police officers outside, moving a cage containing a dog. There were also two men and women in prosecutor's office uniforms beside them, along with a few children who were onlookers.



    



    "Hurry up, we still have work to do when we get back!"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    "Woof woof woof!"



    



    The dog inside the cage kept barking and snarling at the police officers outside.



    



    "Conan, didn't they already send John to the prosecutor's office? Why is he back?" asked a girl in red among the children.



    



    "Well, when a dog enters a new environment, it can experience some anxiety," replied Conan, a boy wearing a blue children's outfit with a bowtie.



    



    "I heard that after John arrived at the prosecutor's office, he kept barking day and night. The staff over there couldn't stand it, so they had to temporarily bring him back."



    



    "I see, that's so pitiful!"



    



    "Yeah, being used by his owner to commit murder is terrible!"



    



    "How could they make such a kind-hearted dog like John commit murder!"



    



    "They didn't consider John's feelings at all!"



    



    The little girl and the two other children, one thin and one chubby, showed sympathetic expressions and strongly criticized John's owner, Masayoshi Sakaguchi.



    



    At this moment, a sharp and harsh voice came from nearby.



    



    "Adding a baseless sense of justice to a thoughtless animal, elevating its personality, and then criticizing one's own kind like this, aren't you kids the despicable ones?"

  
    Upon hearing the voice, everyone turned to look. There stood a young man leaning against the doorway.



    



    It was Kensuke, who had just come down from upstairs.



    



    "Strictly criticizing one's own kind and being so tolerant of lower life forms, is anti-intellectualism making a comeback in this country?" he remarked, but his eyes are not on the kids, instead, it’s on the dog.



    



    "It's you!" Conan furrowed his brows, recalling the incident on the subway earlier in the day.



    



    "Conan, what did he mean just now?" A few children nearby, looking confused, glanced at Kensuke and then back at Conan.



    



    "It's not a good phrase. Don't dwell on its meaning," Conan said with a serious expression.



    



    Perhaps it was the lawyer's presence, but the person before him exerted great pressure as soon as he appeared.



    



    Ayumi Yoshida, Mitsuhiko Tsuburaya, Genta Kojima, and the highschool detective who had turned into a child and went by the name Conan Edogawa, had formed the so-called Detective Boys.



    



    Kensuke glanced at them casually, recalling their names.



    



    "Picking a fight with a bunch of kids, don't you feel embarrassed?" came a mature, slightly cold female voice from the side.



    



    "Kensuke, you haven't changed a bit!" said one of the two prosecutors.



    



    She had long black hair, a delicate face, and a well-proportioned figure. Her eagle-like sharp eyes complemented her clean, straight prosecutor's uniform, making her look both graceful and commanding.



    



    This was Reiko Kujo, 33 years old, a senior prosecutor at the Tokyo District Prosecutor's Office, also known as the "Madonna of the Prosecutor's World."



    



    "Oh my, isn't this my dear teacher Kujo?" Kensuke turned to look at her, appraising her from head to toe, and exaggeratedly said, "Long time no see, and you've become even more beautiful! But the extra fat around your waist hasn't changed at all. Sigh, when you reach middle age, all sorts of less-than-ideal situations tend to happen!"



    



    "You little rascal..."



    



    A vein throbbed on Reiko's forehead.



    



    She had known Kensuke for quite some time. She had been his supervisor during his legal training, and she vividly remembered this guy's personality, character, and his sharp-tongued wit.



    



    Although it had been several months since they last met, this guy was still as infuriating as ever.



    



    Reiko took a deep breath, trying to calm herself down.



    



    "I heard you've taken on this dog-related murder case," Reiko said coldly. "I advise you to give up early. This case has clear evidence that can identify Masayoshi Sakaguchi as the murderer. This is your debut case. For the sake of your future, don't lose your first battle!"



    



    "Oh? The Prosecution Office seems to have quite the inside scoop!" Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    "So, is it your case, or do I have to spar with you?" he continued.



    



    "Of course not, it's me!" the male prosecutor next to her said.



    



    "Kensuke, you won't be so cocky this time! I'll represent Prosecutor Kujo and defeat you soundly!" said Ryuuji Masami, an assistant prosecutor at the Tokyo District Prosecutor's Office, who had taken the same bar exam year as Kensuke.



    



    He was known for his square-shaped glasses, and when he took them off, his eyes squinted because he couldn't see clearly.



    



    Despite being an assistant prosecutor, he often worked alongside Reiko as her assistant and secretary to gain experience.



    



    "Oh, it's you." Kensuke didn't even bother to look at him, "A soft shrimp who would wet his pants at a malfunctioning elevator shouldn't try to make himself noticed. First, find an antenna and stick it in your head to check your own position!"



    



    "You…" Ryuuji gritted his teeth, realizing he couldn't outtalk Kensuke in a verbal duel, and snorted.



    



    "Kensuke, you're just good at talking big now, but real judicial proceedings aren't the same as those mock trials during your training. Wash your neck clean and wait!" he retorted.



    



    "I also advise you to act professionally and be a proper lawyer!" Reiko added. With that, they gave Kensuke one last look, greeted the surrounding police officers, released the dog from its cage, tied it up in the yard, and left the premises.



    



    Kensuke shrugged and approached the dog, carefully examining it.



    



    It was a standard German Shepherd, covered in black and yellow fur, with a fierce gaze and a robust physique. At first glance, it looked quite intimidating.



    



    Kensuke took out a measuring tape and measured the dog's size as part of his evidence inspection.



    



    "Ruff, ruff, ruff~"



    



    To his surprise, the German Shepherd, which had appeared fierce moments ago, suddenly became calm when approached by a stranger. It wagged its tail and seemed very affectionate towards Kensuke.



    



    "Strange, why is John wagging his tail at someone he doesn't know?" someone wondered.



    



    "Yeah, what's going on?" asked another.



    



    The children, who frequently visited and had a bond with the dog, found this scene intriguing.



    



    Conan, standing nearby, thought for a moment and spoke up.



    



    "Uncle, you went to meet the client this morning, right?"



    



    "Oh? What makes you say that?" Kensuke didn't turn back, still crouched down, playing with the dog.



    



    "Because the subway you took this morning goes to Tokyo Detention Center in the next station!" Conan said in his innocent voice. "And, Uncle, didn't you just come from that direction at the front door? It means you came here for an on-site investigation."



    



    While speaking, he observed John.



    



    "Here's the evidence: John usually doesn't get close to strangers, but he seems to like you on your first meeting. This suggests that you might have the scent of someone familiar on you. If we think about it, you must have had contact with Uncle Masayoshi, and he gave you the keys to his house. Otherwise, wouldn't you be considered trespassing?"



    



    "Oh? You also know the term 'trespassing'!" Kensuke turned around and looked at Conan, the intensity of his gaze was enough to make many of his classmates shudder.



    



    "..." For some reason, Conan felt that this person's gaze was extremely eerie, as if it could see through him. His words carried a sting, making him uncomfortable.



    



    Conan furrowed his brows, maintaining his innocent expression. "Uncle, of course, I know! Our school teachers always tell us to be law-abiding citizens and not to commit murder!"



    



    "So, besides murder, you can do anything else, right?" Kensuke smiled knowingly. "I envy kids like you at your age. Despite harboring ill intentions and acting with malice, you always manage to escape punishment within the bounds of the law and be forgiven by people... If I could, I'd want to become a kid like you again!"

  
    Kensuke's sarcastic words felt like a soul-searching interrogation.



    



    Conan opened his mouth, wanting to say something, but his lips felt as heavy as lead, and he couldn't utter a word.



    



    Because... This guy was right.



    



    Sometimes, he did indeed use his child's identity to investigate crime scenes and people involved in cases. Many of these methods, upon closer examination, were on the verge of breaking the law.



    



    "We don't have any malicious intentions!" Ayumi opened her arms to protect Conan, glaring at Kensuke with anger.



    



    "We, the Detective Boys, have solved many cases so far. The previous department store robbery, the Italian gang of robbers, the library poison case, they were all solved thanks to us, the Detective Boys!"



    



    "That's right, we've always been doing good deeds!"



    



    "We're always helping people in need, and we don't ask for any rewards!"



    



    The other two children, Mitsuhiko and Genta, chimed in, protesting strongly as they stared at Kensuke.



    



    "Oh? You've always been doing good deeds, huh..." Kensuke chuckled.



    



    In this idyllic courtyard, he slightly spread his legs, extended his right index finger, and pointed heavily towards the ground beneath his feet.



    



    "So, kid, tell me, what place are you standing in right now?”



    



    His voice echoed in the small courtyard, startling a flock of birds.



    



    He emphasized his words, especially the phrase "what place," which caught the children off guard.



    



    The children lowered their heads, looking puzzled at the ground beneath their feet.



    



    Mitsuhiko was the first to react and quickly said, "We just followed the adults in here..."



    



    "Mitsuhiko, stop!" Conan, with a solemn expression, interrupted his friend.



    



    "Let's go."



    



    He shook his head and glanced deeply at Kensuke, then turned and walked towards the gate leading out of the courtyard.



    



    The three children exchanged glances and quickly followed his footsteps.



    



    "Conan, why did we leave?"



    



    "Yeah, we didn't do anything wrong!"



    



    "Don't you understand yet? We just entered someone else's private property without permission and even mocked and insulted the owner of this land. Regardless of what the man did before, we violated someone else's legal rights..."



    



    The voices of the children faded as they moved farther away.



    



    In the distance, Conan turned around once more, as if trying to engrave Kensuke's appearance firmly into his memory.



    



    Kensuke shrugged, locked the door of the house with the key, and then locked the courtyard gate. He too left the premises.



    



    Conan's likability had plummeted to its lowest due to their recent confrontation.



    



    The level of agreement had dropped into negative numbers, and the progress bar was even lower than the likability bar.



    



    This represented the relationship between him and the core members of the protagonist group. Unless something significant happened, there was hardly any room for reconciliation.



    



    However, it didn't matter.



    



    Kensuke believed that he and these people, including Conan, were not on the same path.



    



    There was no need to establish any good relationship with them. As he mentioned earlier, the closer he got, the more troublesome matters like clashes between red and black would arise.



    



    Stepping outside the property, Kensuke checked his watch. It was almost five o'clock, and he was just in time for his appointment with the witness, Sanae Sugita.



    



    He glanced back at the inside of the property, where the German Shepherd was still lying on the ground, wagging its tail enthusiastically in his direction.



    



    Just now, he had thought of a brilliant plan. A plan that would eliminate any possibility of failure in this lawsuit.



    



    ...



    



    Mihara-cho Station, Boston Italian Restaurant.



    



    This was an elegantly decorated restaurant with warm-toned chandeliers overhead and neatly arranged tables and chairs made of walnut wood. It exuded an antique charm.



    



    Of course, dining here didn't come cheap.



    



    A plate of pasta that cost less than a thousand yen outside was nearly double the price here.



    



    "Don't be polite, order whatever you like, this meal is on me."



    



    Kensuke waved his hand casually—after all, he wasn't the one paying for this meal.



    



    "Really? In that case, I won't hold back!"



    



    The young woman sitting across from him suddenly looked lively. She quickly ordered several expensive dishes from the menu and even opened a bottle of champagne.



    



    "Order whatever you want, and if you can't finish it, you can take the leftovers."



    



    Kensuke smiled at her.



    



    With her beautiful face, off-the-shoulder outfit, extremely short skirt, manicure, necklace, pearl earrings, and an aura of materialism exuding from head to toe, this kind of woman could gather a crowd like ants if she threw a stack of bills on the street.



    



    "Kensuke-san, are lawyers like you all so handsome and wealthy?"



    



    While waiting for the food to arrive, Sanae threw a flirtatious glance at Kensuke, her eyes filled with seduction.



    



    Kensuke acted as if he hadn't seen it, picked up his glass of champagne, and took a sip.



    



    "Sanae-san, let's discuss the business at hand first."



    



    "Oh, okay."



    



    Sanae pouted slightly in disappointment.



    



    Takeshi had already died, and she naturally wanted to find a new benefactor, but unfortunately, the man in front of her wasn't taking the bait.



    



    Without further ado, Kensuke took an envelope from his bag and tossed it in front of Sanae.



    



    She hastily took the envelope and opened it, her eyes lighting up in pleasant surprise.



    



    Inside were five ten-thousand-yen bills.



    



    "This is the agreed-upon service fee, and I've added an extra three thousand."



    



    Kensuke leaned back in his chair, relaxed.



    



    As Sanae accepted the money, he clearly saw her favorability level, which had skyrocketed from one bar to three.



    



    "No problem, I understand your intentions, Mr. Lawyer!"



    



    Sanae patted her chest.



    



    "When the trial takes place, I'll do as you request!"



    



    So, what could favorability be used for?



    



    Of course, it was mainly for handling the transfer of witnesses in legal cases.



    



    When a lawsuit is not going well for your side, witnesses are unlikely to stand by you for no reason.



    



    Unless certain measures are taken.



    



    Someone like Sanae was relatively easy to deal with. Kensuke was a lawyer skilled in understanding human nature, and he could easily see through her true nature.



    



    People are emotional beings at heart, and there is no absolute rationality. Once favorability reaches a certain level, witnesses will stand by your side. Kensuke had verified this many times during his internship at the judicial training institute.



    



    There are no witnesses that cannot be won over, only chips that haven't reached their expected value yet.



    



    Of course, Kensuke was still very cautious.



    



    "My request? What request?"



    



    Kensuke's lips curled slightly.



    



    "Sanae-san, I've come to ask you about the circumstances of the incident that occurred at the time. Please don't misunderstand. The money I gave you earlier was just a service fee for meeting me this time."



    



    "Oh, I see. No problem."



    



    Sanae threw another seductive glance at Kensuke.



    



    He ignored it.



    



    "Now, I want you to tell me everything you saw and all the details of the situation at the time of the incident."

  
    Next, Sanae began to recount every detail she witnessed during the murder case to Kensuke.



    



    In fact, what she said was quite similar to what Masayoshi Sakaguchi had mentioned earlier in the morning. However, in the legal context, what a witness says and what a party involved says are entirely different concepts. To ensure that there are no mistakes in the case, Kensuke needed to confirm every detail that both sides were aware of.



    



    "...I received a call from Sakaguchi-san, and Takeshi went up the stairs with the speakerphone on, so the big dog crouched on the second floor could hear. At that time, I was eating pizza, and after a while, I heard a scream, and I saw Takeshi being pounced on by the dog and falling onto the steps. Then Takeshi died like that."



    



    Kensuke, sitting across from her, uncapped his pen and took notes in a small notebook while verifying the information Sanae provided.



    



    "So, did you hear the specific contents of the conversation on the phone from Sakaguchi-san?"



    



    "As for that, didn't the police say that the suspect said, 'John, how are you (元気か)' and 'How are you (元気か), John'?"



    



    "No, the suspect's confession alone cannot fully prove anything. Sanae-san, what I want to confirm is whether you heard it and what you heard."



    



    Kensuke reached out to correct her statement.



    



    "Um... I did hear something."



    



    Sanae thought for a moment, then shook her head in a confused manner.



    



    "But because it was a bit chaotic at the time, I can't remember exactly what I heard."



    



    "I see..."



    



    Kensuke spun the pen with his fingertips, a faint smile playing on his lips.



    



    There was some good news: He could now confirm that the testimony given by this girl did not constitute "direct evidence."



    



    What is direct evidence?



    



    To put it simply, you can think of the entire situation of a murder case as a blank sheet of paper. The testimony of a witness continuously blackens that sheet of paper. The more they testify, the more they claim to have seen, and the more the sheet of paper turns black. Only when the entire sheet is completely blackened can their testimony be considered "direct evidence."



    



    Now, this girl saying she can't remember what the phone was saying means that a part of the truth of the case has been excluded. So, what she says is merely "circumstantial evidence."



    



    This is how the law works; even the slightest difference can make everything completely different.



    



    However, even if it's circumstantial evidence, it's still not foolproof. Kensuke had to ensure there were no loose ends.



    



    With a smile, Kensuke stood up and slowly paced from across to Sanae.



    



    "Sanae-san, do you know,"



    



    Kensuke bent slightly and whispered softly in Sanae's ear.



    



    "The human brain is an incredible thing. We often think we haven't heard or remembered something, but in reality, those memories are hibernating deep within our minds, arranged like books on a shelf. When triggered by something, like a sense of justice, these representative memory books awaken and fly off the shelf one by one..."



    



    A gentle warmth brushed against the young woman's ear, making her earlobe tingle. Even Sanae, who had led a chaotic private life and been with countless men, couldn't help but feel her ears flush and her heart race slightly at this moment.



    



    "Oh, Mr. Lawyer!"



    



    Sanae instinctively reached out her hands, wanting to embrace the handsome young man who had approached her.



    



    However, Kensuke took a quick step back, evading the embrace of the young college student.



    



    It was only then that Sanae realized her actions and coughed politely before sitting up straight.



    



    "Mr. Lawyer, my memory suddenly opened up, and I think I remember what I heard back then!"



    



    The young college student thought for a moment, her expression seemingly lost in thought, before her attitude became resolute and affirmative.



    



    "Moreover, the contents of the phone call weren't what the police said, like 'How are you (元気か), John?' It was a different, common greeting!"



    



    "Very good." Kensuke smiled slightly. "Are you sure this is how you remember it? There's nothing false in your memory?"



    



    "Of course, I'm very sure. I heard it just like this!" Sanae spoke as if she were a champion of justice. "Your words helped me see the light, and that's why I remembered it. The suspect is absolutely innocent, and I'm willing to speak up for him!"



    



    "Oh, you're such a kind girl. The heavens will surely be moved by your actions."



    



    Kensuke nodded approvingly and raised his wine glass with a smile.



    



    The matter with the witness had been resolved.



    



    Only twenty days left until the trial.



    



    After dinner, Sanae, holding the fee that Kensuke had given her at the beginning of their meeting, bid him farewell with gratitude and left the restaurant in high spirits.



    



    Kensuke was also planning to leave.



    



    At that moment, he suddenly felt his gaze shift.



    



    The sensitivity of a lawyer immediately prompted him to turn around.



    



    There, he saw a small boy dressed in blue children's clothing, wearing a bowtie and glasses, crouching under a nearby table, looking rather furtive.



    



    "Oh, it's you, little friend," Kensuke narrowed his eyes. "Have you been following me all this time? Since when?"



    



    "Oh, I just happened to be passing by!" Conan could only play it cool and chuckle.



    



    In reality, he had found an excuse to leave the Detective Boys right after Kensuke left Masayoshi Sakaguchi's house and had been following him ever since. Kensuke's words and actions had piqued his curiosity, and after careful consideration, he decided to keep an eye on him.



    



    Unexpectedly, he had directly witnessed this scene of Kensuke meeting with the witness.



    



    "Kid, has anyone ever told you that you have the talent of a ninja? How about trying to become one?” Kensuke walked up to Conan, crouched down with a smile, and patted his head. "Little friend, it's getting late, and your mom will worry. You should go home now!"



    



    Conan remained silent.



    



    "Kensuke-san, what you're doing is a crime," he said seriously.



    



    "Oh? Tell me, what crime am I committing?" Kensuke smiled and looked at him.



    



    "Your actions are not recognized by the law!" Conan affirmed. "I overheard your conversation with that college girl just now!"



    



    "Well, your name is Conan, right?"



    



    Kensuke suddenly leaned in, bringing his face close to Conan's, causing him to take a step back.



    



    "I have a question for you. Do you really understand the law?”



    



    Before Conan could respond to his word, Kensuke continued on.



    



    “How can you be so sure that my actions won't be recognized by the law? Didn't you hear clearly the conversation between me and her just now? She admitted with her own mouth that this is her memory without any falsehood, and I didn't force her to do anything. She simply wants to speak up for an innocent person. What's wrong with that?"



    



    Conan's hand in his pocket tightened.



    



    Inside of it was a recording pen that had captured the conversation between Kensuke and the girl just moments ago.



    



    "Well, let me guess," Kensuke rested his chin on his hand and looked at Conan with a mischievous smile. "You recorded my conversation with that girl just now, didn't you?"

  
    Conan was sweating on his forehead.



    



    This guy had noticed the recording device he was carrying? How was that possible? To everyone else, he was just a kid! Where did he get such judgment?



    



    "Don't worry, I won't come over and snatch things from your pockets," came Kensuke's smiling voice from the front. "Because, there's no need."



    



    Conan cautiously replied, "In this situation, recordings like these are considered illegal evidence and won't be admissible by the judicial authorities, that’s why you're not concerned."



    



    "It seems you have a little understanding of the law, young one," Kensuke continued to smile.



    



    "Of course, that's just one aspect of it... You can take out your recording device and see what you've recorded just now."



    



    Conan looked at him skeptically and took out the recording pen.



    



    He played it back.



    



    Inside, there was the conversation between Kensuke and the college girl.



    



    Listening to it, Conan's expression changed.



    



    The recording was missing a crucial part: what Kensuke had said, leading to Sanae's decision to change her testimony.



    



    Conan remembered that Kensuke had spoken very softly right next to the girl's ear.



    



    Because it was so quiet, the recording hadn't picked it up!



    



    "Even if you recorded it, even if the judicial authorities recognize the evidence as legitimate, it won't have any effect because in that part just now, I didn't say anything about her changing her testimony. I didn't even mention anything about the suspect. Did you hear me saying anything about what the suspect did or what I wanted her to do for the suspect? I just asked her to recall the details of the incident. The rest was her own decision."



    



    "Do you understand now, young one? I won't leave any openings for anyone to take advantage of."



    



    Kensuke patted Conan's head with a smile.



    



    Conan's face was like boiling water, turning red and white, making him look like a character from a cartoon.



    



    "Alright, I have a lot of things to do. Goodbye, Conan-kun."



    



    Kensuke stood up and was about to leave.



    



    "Wait!"



    



    Conan, from behind, called him back at this moment.



    



    Kensuke turned around, smiling at Conan. "Do you need anything else?"



    



    "Do you not know the truth? No, you should know, Uncle, that man, Sakaguchi-san, he killed someone," Conan stared at him, his eyes unwavering. "Uncle, why are you doing this? Why are you helping a murderer?"



    



    "The truth of the matter?" Kensuke slowly turned back and smiled at him. "Are you really sure you know the truth of the matter? Are you sure he is the killer?"



    



    Conan frowned slightly but nodded his head. "I believe there's only one truth, and that's Sakaguchi-san is the real culprit!"



    



    "Oh, well then, since you are sure of your truth, hold onto it with confidence," Kensuke said dismissively and walked away, but before he left, he turned his head back to Conan and said.



    



    "Kid, let me tell you something that might surprise you.”



    



    “Lawyers are no heroes.”



    



    “We, the lawyer, is merely the one who upholds the interests of their client, whether they are really guilty or not does not matter, our job is to win every lawsuit, and make a profit in the process. That's what a lawyer is. Understand?"



    



    Conan stood silently in place, watching Kensuke's departing figure. His hand clenched the recording pen in his pocket tightly, making an audible sound.



    



    He would never agree with such a viewpoint.



    



    This was no joking matter!



    



    With views like these, there would be no truth or justice left in the world!



    



    For whatever reason, criminals had to pay for their crimes, and that was a belief Conan had held firmly.



    



    The lenses of Conan's glasses reflected a glint of determination. After a moment's thought, he quickly opened his legs and dashed out of the Italian restaurant.



    



    He needed to find Miss Sanae and persuade her to drop the idea of testifying for the suspect, not to believe in this lawyer's words!



    



    ...



    



    Outside the restaurant, hidden behind a car, Kensuke watched with a smile as Conan dashed away.



    



    "Give it up kid, there is no way someone like you can defeat me, all you are doing is futile.”



    



    Based on Kensuke's judgment, the famous detective was undoubtedly going to look for Sanae.



    



    However, it was pointless.



    



    Because when she left, her goodwill towards him had already reached the five bars.



    



    Humans are a changeable species, and their positions can change with the circumstances. They won't remain steadfast forever.



    



    When a witness leans toward one side, they are unlikely to stay on that side permanently.



    



    Based on Kensuke's experience, once the goodwill reaches five bars, it's challenging to change the witness's stance.



    



    "Time to head home!"



    



    Kensuke hummed along to the new song by Yasuko Noguchi as he walked toward his apartment building.



    



    Kensuke lived in the Edogawa Ward of Tokyo. Edogawa Ward was located in the easternmost part of Tokyo. While not as central or bustling as the heart of Tokyo, it retained some old shopping streets and had a relatively high population density among Tokyo's 23 wards.



    



    After taking the subway and a short walk, he arrived at the entrance of a single-person apartment building. He took out his keys and opened the door to apartment 204. Inside was a room of just over 30 square meters, with simple furnishings and no toilet, only a few basic pieces of furniture like tables, chairs, and cabinets.



    



    Though small, the apartment received plenty of sunlight and, most importantly, had affordable rent. It cost only 20,000 yen per month, several times cheaper than similar-sized places in other neighborhoods.



    



    Why was it so cheap? Because someone had died here!



    



    In this world, looking for a place to live is super easy; everywhere was a murder house, so rent could be as cheap as you liked.



    



    Of course, Kensuke wasn't planning to stay here forever. Once he made enough money, he would move out and buy a house bigger than the one that Masayoshi had.



    



    After a brief wash-up, Kensuke played some Nintendo Switch games, organized the information he had received today, and then went to bed.



    



    The next twenty days leading up to the trial were relatively straightforward.



    



    Kensuke followed a routine. In the morning, he visited Sakaguchi at the detention center, in the afternoon, he went to Sakaguchi house to spend some time with the dog, and in the evening, he returned to his apartment to sleep.



    



    Days passed quickly, and soon it was the day of the trial.



    



    Japan's judicial system follows a four-level three-appeal structure.



    



    The levels, from highest to lowest, are the Supreme Court, High Court, District Court, Family Court, and Summary Court.



    



    Summary and Family Courts are on the same level and primarily handle civil, minor criminal, and family-related cases.



    



    District Courts, like the one where Kensuke is currently litigating, deal with a wide range of cases, including civil and criminal matters.



    



    The upper three courts are for first-level trials.



    



    The High Court handles second-level appeals that come from the above courts.



    



    The Supreme Court serves as the ultimate court, dealing with third-level appeals and significant cases with far-reaching implications.



    



    Because this dog training murder case is a relatively common homicide in this world, it's only being handled at the District Court level.



    



    In this world, Japan's District Courts are established in every city-level and lower administrative region, and the town of Komenomachi, with its frequent murder cases, even has three District Courts.



    



    Well, there are just too many criminal suspects, and not all cases can be given priority.



    



    On this particular morning, Kensuke got up early, washed up, dressed neatly, and then took the subway to the third District Court of Komenomachi.



    



    Soon, he arrived at the courthouse.

  
    Inside the courthouse, in the hallway just outside the courtroom, several people had already taken their seats. This included representatives from the prosecutor's office, the police, and reporters from various news outlets.



    



    Although it was just a common murder case in Komenomachi, in today's increasingly competitive media landscape, some reporters thought it was worth their time to be here and gather potential news.



    



    "Komemon-san, as a rookie lawyer, this is your first court case. Do you have any thoughts on it?"



    



    "This is a criminal murder case, and your opponent is a subordinate of Prosecutor Kujo. Do you believe you have a chance to win?"



    



    "Do you have anything to say to the parties involved in this criminal case?"



    



    As soon as Kensuke entered the hallway, he was surrounded by several reporters.



    



    Cameras were flashing, and they were bombarding him with questions. It seemed like they wanted to shove microphones into his mouth.



    



    Kensuke cleared his throat softly and smiled, raising his hands to signal for quiet.



    



    "The law is absolutely fair. It won't let a guilty person go free, nor will it falsely accuse an innocent one! Though I may be a rookie lawyer, I cannot stand for any injustice. With a firm belief in upholding justice, I will do my utmost to prove the innocence of my client!"



    



    His words were resolute and passionate, making it sound as if it were true.



    



    Among the reporters, someone immediately caught the scent of something interesting and asked, "Komemon-san, are you suggesting that the suspect in this case is wrongly accused?"



    



    "Absolutely! My client is completely innocent!"



    



    The reporters' eyes lit up, and they quickly opened their notebooks, jotting down what they heard.



    



    Clearly, there was a story here!



    



    While Tokyo had a reputation for its high murder rate, very few suspects were ever proven entirely innocent through legal proceedings. Most defense attorneys aimed for reduced sentences.



    



    Why?



    



    Because of the presence of famous detectives and the efficient work of the prosecutor's office, which secured a conviction rate of over 95% in Japan (in reality, it's 99.9%).



    



    The few well-known attorneys who could handle tough cases, like Eri Kisaki of Kisaki Law Office, were exceptional, often referred to as the "Unbeatable Myth of the Legal World."



    



    Now, suddenly, a rookie attorney claiming to win was making headlines...



    



    Tomorrow's news would surely have plenty of material!



    



    "Is this a case of beginner's luck or a true champion ready to face the challenge? Let's wait and see!"



    



    The reporters excitedly began their coverage.



    



    After handling the interviews, Kensuke scanned the crowd in the hallway and quickly spotted some familiar figures.



    



    His opponent in this case, assistant prosecutor Ryuuji Masami, his superior, Prosecutor Reiko, and... a young boy in a blue outfit with a butterfly bowtie.



    



    "Are you ready for your first defeat on the path to becoming a lawyer?"



    



    On their way to the courtroom, Ryuuji couldn't resist taunting Kensuke.



    



    Kensuke merely rolled his eyes at this minor character and couldn't even be bothered to respond.



    



    "Hmph!"



    



    Seeing that Kensuke ignored him, Ryuuji couldn't help but wear a stern expression and huffed.



    



    On the other hand, Reiko maintained a cold, silent demeanor. She knew Kensuke's character, and it would be pointless to say anything at this point.



    



    Behind them, Conan gave Kensuke a deep look but remained silent.



    



    Both parties entered the courtroom and took their respective seats.



    



    Inside the courtroom, the public gallery gradually filled up with people, mostly reporters and some curious onlookers.



    



    Before long, a judge in a robe with a badge, along with three jurors, arrived and took their seats at the front.



    



    With the suspect, Masayoshi Sakaguchi, escorted by judicial police to the defendant's seat, the judicial proceedings officially began.



    



    Japan's judicial system follows a jury system, where a panel of three judges and six jurors, or just one judge and three jurors, presides over the trial, listening to the case and making judgments.



    



    The judges are legal professionals, while the jurors are selected randomly from the general population and usually consist of non-legal professionals unrelated to the case. Their role is to provide opinions to the judges during the trial.



    



    The litigation model is based on the adversarial system, similar to Western countries, where these individuals determine guilt or innocence, but the specifics of the trial process depend on the arguments presented by both sides, with the party providing stronger evidence having the upper hand.



    



    After the judge announced the start of the trial, the prosecutor began by reciting the indictment.



    



    "The defendant, Masayoshi Sakaguchi, on the evening of April 30th, invited the victim, Takeshi Maehara, to his residence. At 9 p.m. that night, he used a phone call to remotely instruct a dog on the second floor of his house to attack the victim, causing his death. This act constitutes a violation of Article 199 of the Japanese Penal Code, a charge of indirect murder with intent. The prosecution requests the court to pass judgment accordingly."



    



    Ryuuji held the indictment and recited it smoothly.



    



    Reiko nodded beside him. Although this assistant prosecutor had been with her for a short time, he seemed to have adapted well.



    



    "So, does the defendant admit to this charge?"



    



    After hearing the indictment, the judge asked the defendant.



    



    "I..."



    



    "Objection!"



    



    Masayoshi had just uttered a single word when his voice was immediately interrupted by Kensuke.



    



    Kensuke gave him a meaningful look, signaling him not to say anything and let the defense attorney handle everything.



    



    "The defense attorney for the defendant, please speak."



    



    "I object to this prosecution! My client is absolutely innocent!"



    



    Kensuke slammed the table, stood up, and appeared passionate, almost as if he were losing his voice.



    



    "This is a miscarriage of justice! The Tokyo Metropolitan Police and the prosecutor's office have conducted a flawed investigation and falsely accused my client without concrete evidence!"



    



    The courtroom was filled with commotion, including the judge's bench, the prosecutor's bench, and the spectators' gallery.



    



    Some had anticipated that the defense attorney might plead not guilty, but nobody had expected his stance to be so forceful, let alone his criticism of the Tokyo Metropolitan Police and the prosecutor's office.



    



    At this moment, the jurors on the judge's bench turned their gazes toward the prosecutor's bench, their expressions revealing confusion.



    



    Excellent, before the formal debate even began, someone above was already showing signs of wavering.



    



    Kensuke nodded inwardly.



    



    This was one of the places where the Japanese jury system could be exploited.



    



    Since these jurors were selected from ordinary citizens without formal legal education, relying solely on their own basic sense of justice and morality to judge the right and wrong in a case, their stance or the point at which they decided guilt or sentencing could easily be influenced by certain factors.



    



    For example, emotions.



    



    Kensuke deliberately displayed a strong attitude to first shake the emotions of the jurors and sow a seed for the subsequent judgment.



    



    In this world, the law was fair, but the enforcers of the law were still human beings, so true fairness always depended on the human heart.

  
    "Damn it..."



    



    On the prosecutor's side, Ryuuji clenched his teeth. He wasn't a fool; he knew Kensuke's tactics because he had used them during his internships.



    



    But there wasn't much the prosecution could do about it. This was a flaw in the judicial system. Jurors were rotated for every trial and had no experience with cases. They were ordinary citizens without formal legal education, relying on their sense of justice and morality to judge the right and wrong in a case, making them susceptible to influence.



    



    "Order in the court!"



    



    The judge's gavel struck, and the courtroom's clamor subsided.



    



    "The defendant and his representative claim innocence. Let's proceed with the evidence."



    



    First, the cause of death was presented. Ryuuji inserted a stack of photos into a projector and displayed them on the large screen in the courtroom.



    



    Photos showing different angles of the deceased, Takeshi Maehara, at the time of death flashed across the screen like a conveyor belt. These were crime scene photos taken by the Tokyo Metropolitan Police's forensic department.



    



    The gruesome sight of Takeshi Maehara's death was visible: his head hung at an exaggerated angle, his neck broken, and his eyes wide open in terror. Next to him was a German Shepherd baring its teeth.



    



    "The cause of death was asphyxiation due to neck injury," Ryuuji pointed at the screen from a distance. "From the scene's evidence and the victim's expression, it is clear that this German Shepherd caused the victim to fall from the second floor in panic, leading to neck injuries and death."



    



    "Objection!"



    



    Kensuke interjected again.



    



    "The prosecution claims that Takeshi Maehara's death resulted from encountering, bitten and attacked by this dog, but I believe the term 'attack' is inappropriate!"



    



    The members of the jury exchanged glances, not understanding the distinction. Kensuke continued.



    



    "Even if we consider that the victim encountered a dog, there is no evidence of 'bite,' only the ‘attack’.'"



    



    The judge turned to the jurors.



    



    "Jurors may express their opinions."



    



    While they didn't quite understand why Kensuke was making this point, the jurors nodded, accepting his argument.



    



    The judge then struck his gavel.



    



    "The defense attorney's argument is accepted. The prosecution is invited to respond."



    



    "..."



    



    On the prosecution side, Ryuuji frowned and glanced at the defendant's table.



    



    If the defense was planning to argue for innocence, logically, they should deny the prosecution's claim of "the victim encountering a dog." After all, judging from the photos alone, the connection between the victim and the dog wasn't particularly strong.



    



    But Kensuke didn't do that; he simply emphasized that the dog's method of attack was incorrect.



    



    What was this guy up to?



    



    Ryuuji couldn't help but feel a sense of unease as he noticed the slight curve at the corner of Kensuke's mouth. He suppressed his frustration and agreed, saying, "I have no objections."



    



    The judge nodded, saying, "Let's proceed with hearing the testimonies now."



    



    Soon, the only eyewitness present at the scene, Sanae Sugita, took her place in the witness stand.



    



    "I received a call from Sakaguchi-san, and Maehara-san went upstairs, turned on the phone's speaker, and let the big dog on the second floor hear it. At that time, I was eating pizza, and in no time, I heard a scream and saw Maehara-san being tackled by the dog from the second floor onto the stairs. Then Maehara-san died like that."



    



    Sanae's testimony closely mirrored what she had told Kensuke when they first met.



    



    The judge and the jurors nodded as they listened.



    



    Based on the witness's account, it could be confirmed that the cause of death for the victim was indeed being tackled by the dog down the stairs.



    



    "So, it's quite clear," Ryuuji stood up and said, "The defendant issued instructions to the dog through the phone, resulting in the dog attacking the victim, causing his death. This is very compelling direct evidence!"



    



    After saying this, he provocatively glanced towards Kensuke's side.



    



    He was exaggerating intentionally. This could only be considered indirect evidence since the witness's words didn't explicitly mention hearing any instructions.



    



    For the sake of upholding justice and ensuring that the culprit didn't escape, sometimes prosecutors used such exaggerations as tactics.



    



    As Ryuuji had expected, he believed that the defense attorney would attack this point regarding direct evidence.



    



    However, the words that Kensuke uttered next took him by surprise once again.



    



    "This is indeed direct evidence, and I agree with the prosecution on this matter!"



    



    What was he up to...



    



    Ryuuji muttered to himself. To maintain his composure and not lose to his opponent's aura, he forcibly remained calm and said loudly, "So, the defense attorney acknowledges the testimony of the eyewitness, Sanae Sugita?"



    



    "Yes, I have no objections to that."



    



    "In that case, the truth of the matter is clear..."



    



    "But I have a question!"



    



    Before Ryuuji could finish, Kensuke's words interrupted him. He wore a smile as he looked towards the witness stand.



    



    "Since everyone agrees that this is direct evidence, Sanae-san, I assume you must have heard the sound on the other end of the phone, right? After that, until Maehara-san was tackled down the stairs, could you please describe in detail the conditions and circumstances of both the dog and Maehara-san? Please provide a thorough explanation!"



    



    Sanae Sugita, the college student, gazed around the courtroom. At this moment, she stood on this vast stage. Countless eyes were fixed on her, and in the spectator seats below, reporters were furiously scribbling down notes, preparing their stories for tomorrow's headlines.



    



    At this moment, she felt like a swan performing on a stage, basking in the spotlight's attention.



    



    Sanae closed her eyes and then opened them.



    



    "Yes, I heard the voice coming from the other end of the phone!" Sanae said with a confident tone. "He said 'oyasumi' (goodnight) to his beloved dog, and the dog barked twice. Sakaguchi-san gently stroked its head, and the scene was very harmonious!"



    



    Ryuuji suddenly stood up.



    



    "That's not what you said in your initial statement to the police! You claimed you couldn't remember what was said on the phone at the time!"



    



    He shouted loudly and glared in Kensuke's direction.



    



    No wonder this guy seemed so composed! The witness had switched sides!



    



    "That's because Maehara-san is my ex-boyfriend, and I was angry at the time, so I said whatever nonsense came to my mind! Sakaguchi-san is a very good person, and he often helped and supported Takeshi, assisting those in dire straits. How could someone like him commit murder?"



    



    "The courtroom is a place of fairness and justice. We cannot simply accuse and frame a good person based on speculations. Otherwise, is there any justice left in this world?"



    



    "So, I decided to stand up, no matter what! Because I know that my testimony might help clear an innocent person of false accusations. Even though someone like me, an ordinary person, may not be able to do much, washing away the injustice from an innocent person is the most basic demand of us ordinary citizens. This is our purpose for existence!"



    



    Sanae spoke passionately, her voice filled with emotion.



    



    Some people in the room were moved by her words, and in the spectator seats, some even started applauding.



    



    Basking in the praise from the crowd, Sanae closed her eyes with a sense of contentment, savoring the adoration of the masses.



    



    In the spectator seats, Conan pushed up his glasses and let out a long sigh.



    



    This witness had indeed changed her testimony.



    



    That day, he had barely managed to catch up to Sanae, using all of his persuasive skills, but he couldn't sway her even a bit.



    



    It left him feeling helpless and confused.



    



    Why was it that he couldn't convince this girl? She had appeared so righteous that day when talking to Kensuke. She seemed so eager to stand up for the truth.



    



    So why, when he revealed the truth to her, did she refuse to believe?



    



    (Conan-kun, of course she wouldn't believe you)



    



    Kensuke's gaze flicked towards the spectator seats, and when he saw Conan's despondent expression, a slight smile played at the corner of his lips.



    



    (Perhaps you're quite skilled in detective reasoning, but when it comes to understanding people's hearts, Conan-kun, you're still no different than a kid)

  
    As Sanae's testimony concluded, at this point, the defense was in a favorable position. Not only in the audience, but also among the jurors and the judge, there were expressions of agreement.



    



    "Curses! So, that's what he was planning!" It suddenly dawned on Ryuuji, who stared angrily at the composed Kensuke.



    



    Kensuke hadn't attacked his claim of "direct evidence" earlier, but instead had readily accepted it. While this was advantageous for the prosecution, the unexpected turn of events had made it problematic. The strength of direct evidence was now leaning in favor of the defense, and dealing with it became difficult.



    



    "Ryuuji, your inexperience is showing!" senior prosecutor Reiko Kujo, who had earlier praised Ryuuji, shook her head in disappointment.



    



    (If it were me, I'd interrogate the witness in various ways, making her repeat the details she heard over the phone and even have her demonstrate. If she slipped up in the slightest, I'd pounce on it like a snake. Over time, I'd tear apart the perjury bit by bit)



    



    (Why is there such a huge gap between students from the same year?) She glanced at Ryuuji and then at Kensuke with a sense of frustration.



    



    On this side, Kensuke remained composed and began his speech.



    



    "Well said! Fairness in the law must exist, and justice must prevail! Sanae-san, it's because of people like you that the world has become so kind!"



    



    He, along with the spectators in the audience, hypocritically applauded.



    



    Kensuke didn't blush while speaking such falsehoods. If he could earn gold coins by telling a single lie, he would build a castle several times larger than the Twilight Mansion.



    



    "It's evident that my client has been falsely accused by the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department. Some unscrupulous officers are willing to blame and convict anyone to boost their case closure rates. Meanwhile, the prosecution has played along. Do you all remember the dark era of Japan's law enforcement in the last century?"



    



    As he spoke, the courtroom fell silent. The 1990s were indeed a dark period for Japan's law enforcement. During that time, Japanese police had faced numerous negative news reports, including excessive use of force, coercive interrogations, corruption, and more.



    



    These actions had rapidly eroded public trust in the police.



    



    This situation continued until the beginning of the millennium when the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department (not to be confused with the Tokyo Metropolitan Police) implemented the "Police Reform Guidelines," gradually improving the reputation of the Japanese police.



    



    Kensuke's words provoked deep contemplation among those present in the courtroom. The judges and jurors nodded in agreement. Many in the audience had lived through that era and resonated with his statement.



    



    "Objection!" Seeing that the atmosphere was turning against him, Ryuuji became anxious and hastily stood up. "The statements made by the defense attorney are entirely unrelated to this trial and constitute incendiary remarks!"



    



    The judge glanced at Kensuke and then hammered the gavel. "Objection sustained. Defense counsel, please proceed appropriately."



    



    Kensuke shrugged and sat back down, his smile unchanged. Even though the judge had ruled the objection valid, his purpose had been achieved.



    



    In Kensuke's perspective, the judge and three jurors in the courtroom had progress bars related to their favorability and agreement. With the testimony of the witness Sanae and his own words, those bars had already moved up significantly. Coupled with Kensuke's consistent stance on the defendant's innocence from the beginning, doubts about the truth of this case had begun to creep in.



    



    The scales of justice, symbolizing fairness, had started to tip in his direction at this moment.



    



    On the other hand, as the favorable aspect of direct evidence had shifted to the defendant's side and the courtroom atmosphere leaned in favor of the opposition, Ryuuji realized that he might not win this case.



    



    "Damn it, I won't give up like this!" He gritted his teeth in frustration.



    



    At this point, he could only present his last piece of evidence: the matter related to how Masayoshi gave commands to the dog, which was originally deduced by Kogoro Mouri. If the command could be linked to the dog's training behavior, this evidence could be effective.



    



    But even with this, overturning the situation seemed increasingly difficult.



    



    Because the opposing side now had "direct evidence," even if the dog-training command could be matched, it would, at most, be considered "circumstantial evidence."



    



    Its strength couldn't compete with the opposing side's evidence, leading to a potential "insufficient evidence" ruling. In this situation, the only option was to request an adjournment of the current court proceedings, allowing time to collect additional evidence to counter the opposition.



    



    After some contemplation, Ryuuji stood up. "Your Honor, the prosecution requests the presentation of new evidence."



    



    "Request granted!" The judge struck the gavel.



    



    Subsequently, Sanae was escorted out of the courtroom. Shortly after, a large cage containing a German Shepherd, a tape recorder, and a phone was brought in by judicial police.



    



    "John!" Masayoshi, who had been silent until now, couldn't help but call out. The cage contained his beloved dog.



    



    "Now, please cooperate with me for the demonstration," Ryuuji said, taking a cellphone from his pocket.



    



    Based on evidence provided by the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department, Masayoshi's command consisted of several steps: dialing a phone number to make it ring, answering it and playing a recorded bell sound, followed by Masayoshi saying the specific command, after which the dog would initiate an attack. Ryuuji verbally described these steps in the courtroom.



    



    "If the defendant's command can indeed prompt this dog to attack, it would confirm the possibility that the defendant had a motive to train the dog to commit murder and had the opportunity to carry out such an act."



    



    At the very least, he wanted to establish a potential motive for the defendant and delay the trial.



    



    "Do the defendant and the defense counsel have any objections to this request?" Ryuuji looked at Kensuke.



    



    "Of course not. After all, we are innocent," Kensuke responded calmly, gesturing as if to welcome the demonstration.



    



    Ryuuji furrowed his brow; there had been no change in the opposition's attitude compared to before. Did this guy still have an ace up his sleeve?



    



    Suppressing his unease, Ryuuji handed the cellphone to Masayoshi.



    



    Masayoshi glanced at Kensuke beside him, a hint of concern in his eyes. Regardless of how eloquent Kensuke had been earlier, or how he had bribed witnesses, the fact that he had used a command to train the dog still existed. Once demonstrated in court, it would be immediately exposed.



    



    "Go ahead and do it bravely, Sakaguchi-san. Justice and truth won't be distorted or tampered with by the opposition's accusations," declared Kensuke, speaking firmly while giving him a meaningful look.



    



    Reluctantly, Masayoshi followed the prosecution's request and dialed his own phone.



    



    "Ring, ring!"



    



    Masayoshi's phone emitted its distinctive ringtone. His phone was quite retro, resembling a mobile phone from the previous century, so the ringtone was easily recognizable.



    



    Upon hearing the ringtone, the German Shepherd stood up from the cage, with its hind legs bent backward, making a movement that seemed like an attack.



    



    "He's responding!"



    



    Ryuuji's eyes brightened.



    



    The German Shepherd's behavior matched what had been demonstrated by the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department earlier. Now, as long as the subsequent dog-training command could align with it, this evidence would be deemed valid, and the defendant wouldn't escape conviction!

  
    "It's evident that the defendant had a motive for murder!" Ryuuji eagerly proclaimed, not waiting for the command to be fully demonstrated.



    



    From a folder he had prepared in advance on his desk, he presented a stack of documents to everyone.



    



    "These are documents related to the defendant's son, Masato Sakaguchi, eight years ago, including photos, school records, and school relationships. Because Masato Sakaguchi had been a victim of bullying in school, and the perpetrator of this bullying was none other than the victim of this case! Therefore, this court has ample reason to suspect that the defendant used dog-training commands to deliberately commit murder..."



    



    Ryuuji spoke rapidly, his expression growing more and more excited.



    



    Watching this, Reiko on the observers' bench could only shake her head.



    



    He's too impatient. This is the difference between Ryuuji and Kensuke.



    



    This case was already difficult to win, but shouldn't he at least wait for this indirect evidence to be solidified before presenting the theory of a murder motive? Otherwise, once the evidence isn't substantiated, won't he fall into his opponent's trap?



    



    "Objection!"



    



    As expected, Kensuke raised his hand on the opposing side.



    



    "Is the prosecution just good at baseless suspicions? When did our country's justice system become like this? Has it been taken over by incompetent tax thieves?"



    



    Kensuke started attacking with his usual biting sarcasm.



    



    "Accusing a good person without solid evidence, where is the justice, where is the fairness? The court should be based on evidence. If the prosecution insists that my client is guilty, then please provide convincing evidence! At the very least, you should be able to justify the taxes our citizens pay. Don't let people think you're just a bunch of freeloaders who only eat and do nothing!"



    



    The judge and the jury members nodded in agreement after hearing his words.



    



    The judge tapped his gavel. "Objection sustained! The prosecution, please present your evidence promptly!"



    



    ...



    



    This harsh criticism left Ryuuji's face blackened, and he was breathless.



    



    Being in the same year as Kensuke, he was quite familiar with him. This guy almost never used profanity when he criticized others and always employed various subtle tactics.



    



    The crucial point was that he was usually on the right side of the argument, which made people hate and admire him at the same time.



    



    "Fine, you want evidence? You'll have it right now!"



    



    Ryuuji gritted his teeth and, with a fierce expression, grabbed Masayoshi's mobile phone. He pressed the answer button and simultaneously activated the playback button on the tape recorder, making it emit the "ding dong ding" sound.



    



    After these two preliminary commands, the German Shepherd in the cage arched its body even more, baring its teeth. It looked ready to pounce at any moment.



    



    "Now, immediately say your command!" Ryuuji shouted at Masayoshi.



    



    Masayoshi hesitated for a moment.



    



    Finally, it came down to the last step.



    



    He took a deep breath and said to the German Shepherd in the cage, "John, how are you (元気か), how are you (元気か), John!"



    



    Next, he awaited the German Shepherd's reaction, preparing for the changing looks of those around him.



    



    However, something astonishing happened.



    



    "Bark, woof, woof!"



    



    The German Shepherd inside the cage, which had seemed ready to attack just moments ago, suddenly changed its demeanor. It placed both front paws on the iron bars of the cage, wagged its tail in the back, and made friendly sounds from its mouth, almost like it wanted to play with its owner.



    



    There was no sign of aggression or an intent to attack.



    



    "How is this possible!"



    



    Seeing this scene, Ryuuji exclaimed in disbelief.



    



    When the police handed over the evidence dog to the prosecution, he had repeatedly tested it, and it was exactly as Kogoro Mouri had deduced.



    



    How has it turned out like this now?



    



    (It's impossible! My deduction was absolutely correct!)



    



    On the observers' bench, Conan couldn't help but stand up.



    



    He suddenly realized something and looked towards Kensuke. The confusion in his eyes vanished in an instant, as if he had understood everything.



    



    "This confirms it. The prosecution's claims are baseless!"



    



    The sound of Kensuke's smile came from the defendant's side.



    



    "Now, all of the prosecution's evidence is invalid. Do we even need to say more about this case? Please withdraw your charges, and let our defendant go free!"



    



    "No, this can't be!"



    



    Ryuuji muttered to himself, looking lost, as if he were still immersed in his recent failure.



    



    This had been his final piece of evidence, and he had believed it was a surefire win. Yet, the unexpected turn of events had completely caught him off guard.



    



    Suddenly, he stood up, staring intensely at Kensuke's face.



    



    "If you claim this is a wrongful conviction, then tell us, how did Takeshi Maehara really die?"



    



    "Are you sure you want to know?"



    



    Kensuke raised the corner of his mouth and surveyed all the people in the room.



    



    "The defendant's representative is free to express your opinion."



    



    The judge tapped his gavel.



    



    The jurors beside him looked on with curiosity.



    



    "Alright, finding out the real culprit should have been the police's job, and since this is not within the scope of this prosecution, the following statement is purely my personal conjecture."



    



    With a smile, Kensuke strolled casually in the courtroom and began to speak slowly.



    



    "Sakaguchi-san indeed made a phone call that night, asking Mr. Takeshi to come to the second floor and have a chat with his beloved dog, John. John was excited to hear from his owner and, perhaps, due to the excitement of the news, he joyfully wanted to play with Mr. Takeshi. However, due to his inability to control his strength, he accidentally knocked him down the stairs..."



    



    After a pause, Kensuke concluded.



    



    "Therefore, this was purely an accident!"



    



    Listening to Kensuke's words, the judges, as well as the audience in the courtroom, suddenly seemed to have an epiphany.



    



    If it were indeed an accident, then everything made sense.



    



    "I don't believe it!" Ryuuji exclaimed stubbornly, "What evidence do you have to prove that this was an accident? You have none!"



    



    "So, as I said, this is just a personal conjecture!"



    



    Kensuke maintained his smile.



    



    "Though I do admit I have no evidence, there is one fact that matches this conjecture, didn't I mention it before?"



    



    Kensuke's smile slowly changed, and the curve of his eyes took on a cunning appearance.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "It's the photo of the victim's body that the prosecution presented earlier. I did mention it, didn't I?"



    



    Kensuke's smile continued to change, and the corner of his eyes seemed to twist into a smirk.



    



    "The victim did not die from being 'bitten' by this dog, merely 'knocked down' the stairs. The prosecution should remember this fact."



    



    "Think about it, if Sakaguchi-san really wanted to use the dog to commit murder, there should have been bite marks on the body. Because a dog's attack alone would not likely cause Mr. Takeshi's death. In general, a person who falls down the stairs from the second floor would have a good chance of surviving, wouldn't they?"



    



    Ryuuji slumped back into his chair with a thud.



    



    He realized that Kensuke had set a trap from the very beginning, continually luring him into it.



    



    In the end, he had completely lost this trial.

  
    "The final judgment will now be deliberated," announced the judge.



    



    The judge and the two accompanying jurors exchanged glances.



    



    "This court rules that the prosecution's request is rejected. The defendant is found not guilty of intentional murder and is released."



    



    "The trial concludes here. Court is adjourned!"



    



    As the gavel struck, it marked the end of this trial.



    



    In reality, under normal circumstances, it might not have been this straightforward.



    



    For instance, some jurors might have been talkative, asking all sorts of unrelated questions.



    



    They could have inquired if the witness confirmed the accuracy of their testimony or asked the defendant about their view of the victim. After all, according to the information provided by Ryuuji Masami, there did seem to be a possible motive for murder between the defendant and the victim.



    



    However, none of the jurors did any of this.



    



    Because, from the very beginning, not only the prosecutor's side, but everyone had been led around by Kensuke.



    



    Of course, things wouldn't end this simply. After all, a dog had caused someone's death.



    



    According to the law, they would follow the principle of liability without fault, and later, Masayoshi Sakaguchi's civil liability would be pursued.



    



    "Is it really that simple?"



    



    Before leaving the courtroom, the defendant, Masayoshi, seemed to be in disbelief.



    



    Was he really acquitted just like that?



    



    Although he might have to pay compensation later, not going to prison was truly great news.



    



    "Of course, human eyes and ears sometimes exhibit indirect abnormalities," Kensuke said, his lips curling as he glanced at the heads of the jurors who were about to leave.



    



    Their levels of goodwill and agreement varied, some reaching three bars, and some even four bars.



    



    It had to be admitted that Kensuke's performance in the courtroom was quite influential and easily affected people's emotions.



    



    Excessive sentimentality had influenced their judgment.



    



    "Alright, Sakaguchi-san, you have been acquitted now. It's time to fulfill your previous promise," Kensuke said, grinning and rubbing two fingers together.



    



    Masayoshi snapped back to reality and nodded, saying, "Don't worry, Kensuke-san, I will send you the check."



    



    "Thank you very much!"



    



    As the two of them left the courtroom, they continued to talk in the hallway.



    



    At that moment, a calm voice suddenly emerged from behind.



    



    "Is it really over like this?"



    



    Turning around, they saw Conan standing there.



    



    His hands were in his pockets, and his gaze was fixed on Masayoshi's eyes.



    



    "Sakaguchi-san, do you plan to evade the condemnation of your conscience and live in constant anxiety like this?" Conan questioned.



    



    Faced with Conan's inquiry, Masayoshi hesitated.



    



    After all, he had indeed killed someone.



    



    "I..."



    



    "Kid, can you not mislead people here? Go home and play with your mom, okay?" Kensuke raised an eyebrow and interrupted Masayoshi's words, waving his hand at Conan as if shooing away a dog. He seemed ready to leave with Masayoshi.



    



    "John's orders, were those your doings?" Conan's voice came from behind again, with a serious tone.



    



    "For the past twenty days, you've had a routine."



    



    "In the morning, you go to Sakaguchi-san's detention center, picking up his scent."



    



    "In the afternoon, you go to Sakaguchi-san's house, training John to eliminate commands."



    



    "Because John obeys you well due to Masayoshi's scent on you, the training poses no difficulty. Although it's been only twenty days, all you need to do is eliminate the last command. This will cause the entire logic chain to collapse, and the evidence won't stand. Sakaguchi-san will escape the charge of murder thanks to your defense."



    



    Kensuke's steps halted.



    



    "How interesting, kid, you speak as if you've seen it all with your own eyes," he turned around, returned to Conan's side, and looked at him with a smile.



    



    "Let’s say that you are right, do you have any evidence to back up that claim of yours? Or did you bring a recording device to secretly film someone's privacy here?"



    



    "Don't worry, I didn't bring a recording device, and I have no evidence, it’s just my speculation." Conan took his hands out of his pockets, turning both of his pants pockets inside out.



    



    "Let’s just be clear, even if you had evidence, it would be useless," Kensuke said with a smile. "Because everything I've done is legal. Once that dog was out of the prosecutor's control, it technically no longer counts as evidence protection. That's the biggest negligence of the prosecutor's office. I was just visiting a friend's dog every day and playing with it."



    



    Conan fell silent for a moment.



    



    "Indeed, the law cannot sanction what you've done," he said, staring directly into Kensuke's eyes. "But I just want to ask you one thing: do you look down upon the law when you operate on its fringes?"



    



    Kensuke gazed back at him, listening to his earnest tone.



    



    He chuckled and then spoke up suddenly, "Little one, I want to ask you a question as well. I mean, detectives like you... do you fear the law?"



    



    Conan furrowed his brow. "What do you mean?"



    



    "Well, you are still a kid, so maybe this topic is still too hard for you, but, in this world, some things can only be truly understood when you delve deep into them," Kensuke said.



    



    "Before I truly studied the law, I used to think that the purpose of the law was to uphold justice, punish evil, and bring criminals to justice. Well, turn out, that's just the common perception! However, after truly studying law, I came to understand the real purpose of the law... Do you know what it is?"



    



    Conan pondered for a moment and replied, "It's about fairness. The law needs to protect the rights of everyone, including the rights of criminals."



    



    "It seems you have some brain cells after all, but that's just one aspect of it," Kensuke snapped his fingers.



    



    He paused.



    



    "Before upholding fairness, the law serves an even greater purpose, which is to be a deterrence."



    



    "The so-called 'strict enforcement of the law and prosecution of violations.' When a person refrains from or abandons actions prohibited by the law out of fear of legal consequences, that's deterrence, and it's the true message that the law wants to convey."



    



    "Every case your detective agency solves, before the truth comes to light, the criminals go to great lengths, using clever tactics to flee from the scene, shift suspicion from them to others, all to avoid the possibility of being caught."



    



    "This is the deterrent effect of the law. Its purpose has already been achieved. Although the criminals still committed murder, they fear being caught and imprisoned. They are afraid of the law, so they tread cautiously, like walking on thin ice."



    



    "Now, let's switch to the same perspective for you detectives..."



    



    "I'd like to ask, Conan, do you fear the law?"



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    Conan fell into silence.



    



    Kensuke continued, "You don't, detectives never have the thought of fearing the law. You can engage in illegal activities without any psychological burden, as long as you truly believe deep in your heart that everything you do is for justice, for catching criminals, you can break any law you deem necessary.”



    



    “Let me give you an easy example, like the last time, Conan, when you used the recording device to record my conversation with Sugita-san, did you ever think, 'What I'm doing here is illegal, I could get caught'? Have you ever had such thoughts?"



    



    "As a lawyer, I, like ordinary people, still fear the law because I know what the law represents. So, regarding what you said, I will do everything in my power to avoid being caught."



    



    "But you, and all the detectives, none of you have such thoughts. None of you ever think about what kind of actions might get you caught. The deterrent effect of the law doesn't apply to you. You all violate the rights of others without a second thought, and sometimes even blatantly break the law."



    



    "So, aren't people like you guys the ones who look down upon the law?"



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    Conan lowered his head, deep in thought.



    



    The lenses of his glasses glinted.



    



    Indeed, Kensuke's words just now were almost another soul-searching question.



    



    After a while, he suddenly raised his head.



    



    "Komemon-san, talking so much won't change the fact that you fabricated evidence to help the real criminals escape legal consequences."



    



    "Oh dear, I've already said it, that's not fabricating evidence. Why don't you understand? I'm a legitimate lawyer! I've never engaged in illegal activities, you know! Kid, if you're saying that, you should present some evidence first!"



    



    Kensuke started to laugh again, as if the serious words he spoke just moments ago were said by a different person.



    



    He turned and patted Masayoshi on the shoulder.



    



    "All right, let's not pay attention to this little detective game-playing kid anymore. It's time for adults now. Sakaguchi-san, I've done so much for you, so you better treat me to a good meal!"



    



    "..."



    



    Masayoshi moved his mouth slightly but ultimately didn't say anything.



    



    He sighed and gave one last glance at Conan before leaving the corridor with Kensuke.



    



    Conan stood still, watching Kensuke's departing figure.



    



    His fist unconsciously clenched.



    



    Regardless of how it was framed, this person, although not breaking the law, walked on the edge of it, helping criminals with their acquittals, helping them escape legal consequences.



    



    And judging by his demeanor, it seemed like he intended to continue this way in the future.



    



    Conan couldn't accept this in any way.



    



    Just wait, no matter what, I will catch your real criminal actions and expose you!



    



    One day, I will send you to prison, just like that!

  
    The dinner with Masayoshi never happened.



    



    Masayoshi still had some matters to attend to, as being acquitted didn't mean he could immediately return home; he had to make another trip to the detention center. There were officers from the police headquarters in the lobby, and they would take him temporarily to handle some paperwork.



    



    So, the two of them parted ways in the corridor.



    



    However, as they left, Masayoshi seemed preoccupied.



    



    "I hope that little kid talk didn’t influence him into doing something stupid," Kensuke muttered and then shrugged.



    



    The contract was over, the trial was won, the fee was paid. Their relationship had come to an end here. As for the rest, it was just a negligible favor.



    



    Whether Masayoshi had a change of heart and turned himself in or wandered around outside without any psychological burden was of no concern to him.



    



    He should think about how to spend that one million yen more practically.



    



    Humming a song by Mai Kuraki, Kensuke, in a good mood, walked out of the corridor and entered the waiting hall of the courthouse.



    



    From a distance, he heard a hubbub of voices.



    



    In the center of the hall, Kensuke saw a swarm of reporters. There were reporters who had come before the trial to try their luck and those who had rushed in after hearing the trial's outcome. They crowded the entire hall.



    



    "Is it true that the police arrested the suspect without a thorough investigation?"



    



    "Inspector Meguro, please share your thoughts on this trial!"



    



    "Prosecutor Ryuuji, we heard that you and Attorney Kensuke were law school classmates and that you lost your first trial against him. What are your thoughts on this?"



    



    In the midst of the encirclement, people from the police headquarters and the prosecutor's office were struggling to keep the reporters out.



    



    Seeing this, Kensuke quickly hid behind a folding screen.



    



    Once the troublesome reporters had mostly dispersed, he strolled out casually.



    



    However, he was stopped by a plump police officer in a trench coat and hat just a few steps away.



    



    "Hey, you, that unscrupulous lawyer, stop right there!"



    



    "Hmm, are you calling me, Officer?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow and turned to look at the round police officer.



    



    Inspector Meguro—some reporters had indeed referred to him as such.



    



    Juzo Megure, this person was considered a veteran character in Conan's world. Most of the murder cases in the anime were handled by him. Almost every time, the cases couldn't be solved without the help of detectives, making him the epitome of incompetence in the police department.



    



    "Do you know that the person you defended today is a real murderer?" Inspector Meguro said with a serious tone.



    



    "Oh, here we go again," Kensuke scratched his ear with his hand.



    



    Just from Conan's stubborn expression a while ago, Kensuke could guess what he was thinking, it’s probably something that goes along the line of: "Everything you said is wrong, and one day I will catch you."



    



    "Officer, please, can you get some things straight?" Kensuke sighed and glanced over at Ryuuji Masanami, who was standing nearby.



    



    "Firstly, how can you be sure that he's the real culprit? You're just going to believe a few words from a detective? Then what's the use of your police and prosecutors?"



    



    "Secondly, even if he is the culprit, if he avoids legal punishment, it's ultimately due to the negligence of the police and prosecutors. It's the incompetence on the prosecutor's side. What does it have to do with a simple lawyer like me who is simply doing my job?"



    



    "What did you say?!"



    



    Ryuuji was furious, raising his fist, ready to punch Kensuke.



    



    He had just lost a court case, and now this guy was humiliating him. Who could tolerate that?



    



    "Stop it!"



    



    A cold voice came from the side.



    



    It was Reiko Kujo, and she firmly grabbed Ryuuji's hand.



    



    "Madam Kujo!"



    



    Ryuuji was so distressed that he was almost in tears.



    



    "Haven’t you embarrassed yourself enough?" Reiko scolded him. "Go back and learn how to litigate properly. You disappointed me greatly today!"



    



    "Fine..."



    



    Ryuuji Masanami gritted his teeth, unwilling but forced to swallow his pride for now.



    



    He shot an angry glance at Kensuke and then turned to walk out of the courthouse.



    



    "Kensuke, you're right. It was indeed our negligence."



    



    Reiko had an expressionless face, her beautiful eyes gazing at him.



    



    Setting aside Ryuuji Masanami's issues for now, the biggest failure in this case was actually the mishandling of the evidence at the end. Regardless of the reason, the prosecution should not have allowed the evidence, which was the German Shepherd, to escape to the outside world, providing an opportunity for the defense to exploit.



    



    In the battlefield of the courtroom, any negligence could lead to defeat.



    



    "You've taught us a lesson, and we will remember this."



    



    Reiko gave Kensuke a deep look and then turned to leave the courthouse.



    



    Now, only Kensuke and the people from the police headquarters remained in the courthouse.



    



    "Inspector Meguro, may I leave now?"



    



    Kensuke smiled as he looked at the round and disgruntled police inspector in front of him.



    



    Inspector Meguro, feeling frustrated but unable to do anything, had to step aside and let Kensuke pass.



    



    Kensuke didn't even glance at them and left the courthouse.



    



    After this court case, he was definitely not on good terms with the people from the prosecution's side.



    



    But it didn't matter.



    



    In the profession of a lawyer, could he really expect to get along with detectives, police officers, and prosecutors?



    



    That was not how it worked.



    



    They were natural adversaries from the beginning.



    



    Mihocho, inside an oval-shaped building.



    



    "Dr. Agasa, is the new voice-changing device ready yet?"



    



    Conan sat on a chair, placed his schoolbag down, and urged the elderly man in front of him.



    



    The old man had mostly gray hair, and most of it had fallen out, leaving only a small circle of hair on both sides, the last remnants of his dignity as a middle-aged and elderly man.



    



    "Don't rush, Shinichi. I'm still working on it."



    



    Dr. Agasa tinkered with a pile of equipment in front of him.



    



    Conan nodded, "Alright, but please try to make it as soon as possible. The voice-changing device you gave me before had a poor sound sampling rate, and it couldn't record properly when there was something in between."



    



    "Kudo, you've been acting a bit unusual lately!"



    



    At this moment, a voice came from the side, a voice of a little girl with a hint of playfulness.



    



    The little girl had short chestnut-colored hair and a pair of ice-blue eyes, with a delicate face like a porcelain doll.



    



    Ai Haibara, a little girl who lived with Dr. Agasa.



    



    Conan glanced at her and shook his head, saying, "This has nothing to do with you, Haibara."



    



    "But I'm very interested," Ai's lips curled slightly. "It's rare to see you so anxious... Can you tell me? Great detective, I really want to know what trouble such a clever person like you has encountered."

  
    "Okay, here's what happened..."



    



    Conan had indeed been feeling a bit frustrated lately and wanted to find a chance to confide in someone. Seeing Ai pressing for answers, he spilled everything about the recent cases involving Masayoshi Sakaguchi, including what Kensuke had said to him, to the two present.



    



    "I can't agree with what that guy said!"



    



    Conan seemed to be holding back his frustration.



    



    "A detective's job is to find the truth, give the bad guys the punishment they deserve, and clear the name of the truly innocent! As long as it's within reasonable limits and doesn't result in injuries or casualties, what's wrong with doing something that the law doesn't allow?"



    



    "Oh, I see, so that's what's been bothering you lately..."



    



    The more she heard, the more intriguing Ai's expression became.



    



    Her ice-blue eyes scrutinized Conan from top to bottom, and a mischievous smile appeared on her small lips.



    



    "I actually think that guy makes a lot of sense. No matter what the purpose of a detective is, whether it's finding the real culprit or saving someone, it all comes down to one thing. No matter the reason, if a crime is committed, it's a crime, and it should be subject to legal judgment. Isn't that something you've always talked about?"



    



    "Well, I mean..."



    



    Conan blushed, he had sought out a familiar companion to confide in, and although Ai usually had a carefree attitude, she didn't seem to be taking his side on this matter.



    



    "I did what was right! I remember that there's a concept in the law called 'necessity,' right?" It took him a while, but he finally came up with this explanation.



    



    "It seems like you're not all-knowing either! Or was Hawaii not thorough in teaching you the specifics of the law?"



    



    Ai's smile became even more pronounced.



    



    "Indeed, the law is such a vast system. If you can master all of it, then what about those who spend over a decade studying law? Isn't that a bit pitiful?"



    



    "What do you mean by that?"



    



    Conan frowned as he felt increasingly uncomfortable with Ai's teasing words.



    



    "Article 37 of the Japanese Penal Code: 'An act unavoidably performed to protect the life, body, liberty or property of oneself or another person from the imminent danger of infringement, when the harm caused by such performance does not exceed the harm to be prevented.'"



    



    Ai recited the Penal Code fluently, as if flipping through a book, and looked at Conan with a mischievous glint in her eyes.



    



    "Remember, it's 'unavoidably performed,' okay! Kudo, how many of the things you did can truly be considered 'unavoidable'?"



    



    "..."



    



    Looking into Ai's eyes and hearing her somewhat sarcastic words, Conan suddenly realized what had been bothering him earlier.



    



    "Haibara, it turns out you and that guy are of the same kind!"



    



    Conan stood up with a sigh, waved his hand somewhat roughly.



    



    "Enough, I don't need you to meddle in my affairs!"



    



    With a sudden bounce from his chair, Conan stormed towards the door and slammed it shut with a loud bang.



    



    "Shinichi!"



    



    Dr. Agasa hurriedly called out from behind Conan, but Conan didn't turn back.



    



    "This kid..." He shook his head, sighed, and muttered, "Even though his mental age is already seventeen, he still acts like a child in some matters. Ai, don't be mad. This is just the way he is, lacking tact in certain situations."



    



    Meanwhile, Ai stared blankly in the direction Conan had left.



    



    In fact, she had only wanted to add a bit of humor and then offer comforting words afterward. After all, Conan's behavior was quite unusual, and that was her usual conversational style.



    



    However, she hadn't expected him to be so sensitive, and her words of comfort were never spoken before they were swallowed back down.



    



    After a while, Ai shook her head.



    



    "Never mind, Doctor. After all, I don't belong here in the first place. I'll be moving out in a while, so I won't cause any trouble for you."



    



    "Ai..."



    



    Seeing a fleeting sense of loss in Ai's eyes, Dr. Agasa moved his mouth but ultimately let out a long sigh.



    



    ...



    



    It had to be admitted that Kensuke had been rather impatient these past few days.



    



    In the morning, as soon as he woke up, he would check his bank account on his phone and then immediately glance at his mailbox outside his room. After having breakfast, he would check his bank account again and look at his email. This routine continued throughout the day, with periodic checks of his phone and email.



    



    After repeating this routine dozens of times throughout the day, he became increasingly frustrated.



    



    "What happened to that promised one million yen check?"



    



    With a loud thud, Kensuke forcefully shut the mailbox outside his door.



    



    These past few days, he had checked repeatedly, but there was no check, and his bank account remained untouched. The legal fee that Masayoshi had promised seemed to have vanished into thin air.



    



    After nearly a week of waiting, Kensuke couldn't wait any longer. His wallet was nearly empty, and he couldn't even afford to pay his rent for the month. Forget about the new Nintendo Switch game, "The Legend of Zelda: Breath of the Wild," which he had been eagerly anticipating.



    



    "Did he really turn himself in, or is he trying to avoid paying?"



    



    Regardless of the reason, Kensuke decided to visit Masayoshi in person in Mihocho to get some clear answers.



    



    After taking a tram and walking for a while, he arrived at his destination, Masayoshi Sakaguchi's home.



    



    From a distance, he could see commotion at the entrance. Workers were moving furniture in and out of the house, while Masayoshi appeared to be supervising something.



    



    "Sakaguchi-san, what's going on?"



    



    Kensuke approached the entrance and looked around.



    



    Masayoshi, upon seeing Kensuke, hesitated for a moment and then smiled.



    



    "Ah, it's you, Kensuke-san. As you can see, I'm in the middle of moving."



    



    "Are you planning to run away and avoid paying your debts?"



    



    Kensuke didn't mince his words.



    



    "I have the contract you signed, and according to the terms, if I take you to court, I believe you'd end up paying more."



    



    "Oh, not at all, Kensuke-san. I have absolutely no intention of avoiding my obligations."



    



    Masayoshi chuckled.



    



    "It's just that I've had a lot on my plate recently, and I couldn't get to your case right away. Rest assured, I'll pay you every single yen that's owed to you today."



    



    Kensuke nodded.



    



    "I thought as much. A mere one million yen, there's no way our esteemed Attorney Masayoshi would be unable to pay."



    



    He paused for a moment.



    



    "Now, what's really going on here?"



    



    Kensuke glanced at the movers.



    



    "Seeing you in this situation, are you planning to sell this big house? Facing financial difficulties recently? Got sued by someone? If you need legal representation, don't hesitate to reach out to me. I'll offer a special 20% discount for our loyal clients!"



    



    "No, it's not about that," Masayoshi replied, shaking his head, hesitating for a moment.



    



    "I want to sell this house and give a portion of the money to the Maehara family as compensation for killing their son."



    



    Kensuke took a step back and studied Masayoshi carefully.



    



    After a long silence, he let out a deep sigh.



    



    "How can there be someone as foolish as you in this world? Has the allure of money lost its appeal, or is it that you've been persuaded by that little brat word? stirring up your pitiful sense of empathy? Sakaguchi-san, let me remind you, Takeshi is the one that has killed your own son!”

  
    In the face of disbelief from Kensuke, Masayoshi Sakaguchi smiled but appeared relieved.



    



    "It's true that Takeshi caused me to lose my son, but he was also a child with parents. I specialize in youth cases as a lawyer, so I can empathize with the parents who have lost a child. Regardless of how you look at it, I was the one who made a mistake, so I want to provide some compensation to their family, consider it as an act of redemption."



    



    After listening to his words, Kensuke let out a sigh.



    



    "So, I've said it before, how can you be sure that you are the one who killed him?"



    



    "Um, wasn't it me?" Masayoshi asked in confusion.



    



    "Come on, think about it more carefully. Do you really believe that you can easily do that kind of complicated murder? Haven't you heard the things I said in court? It's highly possible that his death was nothing more than an accident."



    



    Masayoshi was stunned.



    



    Indeed, Kensuke had said that, and upon closer examination, those actions were not easy to carry out.



    



    "So, it's entirely possible that it was an accidental death, understand?"



    



    "But…. I gave the command..."



    



    "Command, what command? What does it prove? In Japanese, there are so many words with various uses, and no strict limitations. You can say 'good morning' (おはよう) in the evening. You, an old man who might be getting forgetful, saying 'good night' to a dog, how can you be sure that what you said at that time was the specific command?"



    



    "Um..."



    



    Masayoshi blinked.



    



    Upon careful consideration, he realized that he couldn't actually be certain about what he had said at that moment. Just as Kensuke had pointed out, his memory wasn't what it used to be due to his age.



    



    "Could it be that I didn't commit murder after all?"



    



    Masayoshi muttered, feeling somewhat absurd for a moment.



    



    The fact that he couldn't even confirm the truth of the situation himself was truly laughable. Masayoshi fell silent for a moment and then shook his head.



    



    "But Takeshi still died because of my dog. That's something that can't be changed. According to civil liability requirements, I've compensated his family three times more than what is legally required."



    



    Kensuke stared at Masayoshi for a moment and then patted his shoulder, guiding his body to the right and pointing towards a distant mountain on the horizon.



    



    "Do you see that mountain over there? There's a temple called Mihana Temple on it, and I think you should become the caretaker of the Buddha inside."



    



    Masayoshi chuckled lightly. He understood that Kensuke was poking fun at him, but he wasn't offended. He continued to wear his resigned smile.



    



    Kensuke shook his head. This world had a peculiar contradiction. While there were frequent murder cases and everyone had the potential to be a perpetrator, most people here still harbored goodwill toward others.



    



    The most straightforward expression of this was the fact that, as mentioned earlier, most people who had no connection to him still had a positive impression of him, rather than remaining neutral or having a negative view.



    



    This also resulted in a significant number of people who, after committing a crime, would kneel down and confess their sins even without concrete evidence, as long as the great detective provided some clues.



    



    "People's hearts are indeed unpredictable," Kensuke muttered, thinking that they were all a bunch of fools.



    



    "Actually, I didn't initially have the determination to sell the house," Masayoshi said at this moment.



    



    "It was only a few days ago that I saw a little girl with brown hair in front of my house, sitting outside my yard and crying. I asked her what was wrong, and she said her sister had been killed, and now she was homeless, with no family left. Seeing her pitiful expression, I felt deeply moved. I thought that no matter what, Takeshi is the only one who is guilty..."



    



    "Alright, alright, I understand what you mean."



    



    Kensuke interrupted Masayoshi's speech, not allowing him to continue with those touching confessions.



    



    "So, what about that little girl? You're so kind and generous; you haven't adopted her as your goddaughter, have you?"



    



    "Not exactly, but she's currently staying at my house."



    



    Kensuke nearly bit his tongue. He stared wide-eyed at Masayoshi, utterly surprised by the benevolent expression on his face.



    



    "Sakaguchi-san, you really are something else…." Kensuke sighed.



    



    He couldn't comprehend the reason why anyone would ever go to such length to a literal stranger, at best, he would admire such people, but he wouldn't do the same.



    



    "Alright, enough of this nonsense. Give me my money."



    



    Kensuke extended his hand toward Masayoshi.



    



    His purpose for coming here today was to collect money, not to listen to tales of good deeds.



    



    Masayoshi nodded and retrieved a checkbook from his pocket. He tore out a check, quickly filled in the amount and name, and endorsed it before handing it over.



    



    Kensuke took the check, seeing that it was written for 1.5 million yen.



    



    "The extra 500,000 yen can be considered my late payment penalty."



    



    "That's fine. It’s a pleasure doing business with you!"



    



    Kensuke, with a satisfied smile, tucked the check away. With the money in hand, he had no intention of wasting any more time here. He exchanged a few casual words with Masayoshi and was about to take his leave.



    



    "Uncle Masayoshi, I'm back!"



    



    At that moment, a young girl's voice came from the nearby street.



    



    The girl was carrying a backpack, had short brown hair, and a fair, oval-shaped face. Her arched eyebrows framed a pair of beautiful, large eyes.



    



    Kensuke, about to leave, furrowed his brow slightly. For some reason, this girl seemed familiar.



    



    Her eyes were calm, and they seemed to hold a depth of wisdom—an extraordinary quality to find in a child's eyes.



    



    "Welcome home!" Masayoshi greeted the girl with a smile. "This is the girl I mentioned earlier. Ai, come over here and say hello to Uncle Kensuke, the one I talked to you about earlier."



    



    The young girl approached gracefully and greeted Kensuke with a polite bow.



    



    "Hello, Uncle Kensuke. My name is Ai Haibara. Nice to meet you."



    



    Kensuke was left speechless.



    



    Now, he understood why she looked so familiar. She was the famous anime character, Ai Haibara, originally named Shiho Miyano, known as the genius girl of the Black Organization. She had also been shrunk like Shinichi Kudo after taking the same drug.



    



    However, according to the plot, she should be living with Professor Agasa. So, how did she end up here in the home of Masayoshi?



    



    Kensuke thought about it for a moment but couldn't make sense of it. Nevertheless, he didn't dwell on it much.



    



    The fate of characters from the original story had no direct impact on him. While it might be the world of Conan, it was a vast world, and life went on outside the storylines.



    



    "Little one, take care and enjoy your time with your Uncle Masayoshi. The world out there can be quite dangerous, so be careful when you're out and about!"



    



    Kensuke smiled warmly as he patted Ai Haibara's head.



    



    Afterward, he bid his farewell to both of them and left the area. In the courtyard, Ai watched him quietly as he walked away. Her calm eyes seemed to show a hint of emotion, but after a moment, they returned to their usual serenity.



    



    ...



    



    Once he left the Miho residential area, Kensuke's first order of business was to go to the bank listed on the check and cash the payment. Walking along the commercial street, he kept a vigilant eye on his surroundings.



    



    Kensuke kept an eye on the goodwill meters above people's heads as he observed the pedestrians around him. As mentioned before, most people had positive goodwill meters unless they were leaning towards criminal behavior.



    



    Why did some goodwill meters turn negative in these cases? It was quite simple. People involved in criminal activities often harbored negative emotions. According to criminal psychology, individuals in such states tended to have thoughts like, "It would be better if this world were destroyed." If someone's goodwill meter showed a negative value, it was a warning sign.



    



    It could mean that the person was on the verge of committing a crime, and their actions might negatively affect those around them. While the probability of encountering such a situation was low, in this world, it was not impossible.



    



    Imagine Kensuke going to the bank to withdraw money, and suddenly, someone with a negative goodwill meter stormed in, brandishing a gun and causing chaos by robbing the bank. Though unlikely, Kensuke, being cautious, wouldn't allow any room for errors, especially since he now possessed a significant amount of money.



    



    "Do you want to withdraw cash or make a transfer?"



    



    "Let's do a transfer. I have an account with this bank."



    



    "Alright, please wait a moment, sir."



    



    After spending quite some time finding a suitable bank for withdrawing the money, Kensuke heaved a sigh of relief when he saw the funds had been successfully transferred to his bank account.



    



    With this matter resolved, he now had to plan how to use this money for his future work and life.

  
    On his way back, Kensuke witnessed two robberies and one theft, all of which were in progress. There was even one criminal who had the audacity to attempt a bank robbery but was swiftly subdued by the bank's security system.



    



    Encounters with such ongoing criminal events were a daily occurrence for Kensuke in this city. Interestingly, all of these criminals had negative goodwill meters.



    



    Kensuke couldn't help but feel fortunate for his sharp instincts and the experience he had gained. Dealing with these situations had become routine for him.



    



    He made it back to his rented apartment without any incidents, relieved that he had safely completed his errands for the day.



    



    In the evening, after having dinner, Kensuke took out a blank piece of paper and began to sketch out his plans for the future.



    



    With 1.5 million yen in hand, the last thing a new lawyer should do is squander it on indulgence. The logical first step for a newly established lawyer was to open his own law firm.



    



    For a rookie lawyer, without an office and a reputable name, it would be a challenge to attract clients or business. Most people wouldn't take notice of you, and the only work available would be the meager assignments offered by the Bar Association.



    



    Public assignments paid very little and were essentially charity work, often with demanding clients. To Kensuke, these assignments were akin to rummaging through a garbage can.



    



    Another option for lawyers was to work under someone else's law firm, but given Kensuke's personality, it was likely he would clash with his boss on the very first day, ending up exiled to obscurity without any cases.



    



    Therefore, opening his own law firm was Kensuke's top priority.



    



    The next day, Kensuke set out early to explore various real estate agencies, searching for a suitable office space. After thorough consideration, he found an excellent office in a commercial building on a busy street in Shibuya, Tokyo.



    



    It was a six-month lease for about 30 square meters, fully furnished with office desks, chairs, a sofa, and a bookshelf, and the monthly rent was only 100,000 yen.



    



    Shibuya was a prime location in central Tokyo, bustling with foot traffic and a hub for commercial activities. It was home to numerous department stores, fashion boutiques, restaurants, gaming facilities, and other entertainment establishments, making it one of the districts renowned as the "24-hour non-sleeping city."



    



    Why was the rent so cheap? Well, it was because of a tragic incident.



    



    Kensuke heard that the previous tenant, also a lawyer, had a dispute with a client that ended in a scuffle, resulting in the lawyer being drowned in a toilet bowl.



    



    With the office secured, Kensuke then needed to register his law firm. Unlike some countries with specific agencies for business registration, Japan requires companies to register with the relevant Legal Affairs Bureau. This process involves designating a legal representative, creating the company seal, and choosing a firm name.



    



    And of course, the name of his law firm would be the "Komemon Law Firm."



    



    These matters took Kensuke approximately ten days to complete, and everything was settled.



    



    The final step was to hire an assistant.



    



    Lawyers are generally desk-bound and require assistants to handle a significant amount of paperwork and interact with a large volume of textual materials. However, given Kensuke's current financial situation, he couldn't afford to hire employees just yet.



    



    The expenses for renting an office and registering the company had already depleted a substantial portion of the 1.5 million yen he had. So, he had to temporarily put the idea of hiring an assistant on hold.



    



    After finishing the administrative tasks for his law firm, the next challenge was finding clients.



    



    Client acquisition was a difficult task in Tokyo, where law firms were abundant and competition was fierce. Without an established network, lawyers often had to rely on public assignments to build their reputation.



    



    During the first week, a few clients approached Kensuke, but they had minor civil cases that would pay less than public assignments.



    



    Kensuke's only connection at the moment was his first lawsuit client, Masayoshi Sakaguchi.



    



    With limited options, Kensuke decided to call Masayoshi to see if he had any additional cases or referrals.



    



    "Hello, may I know who's calling?" answered a voice on the other end of the line after a vintage ringtone.



    



    "It's me, Kensuke Komemon. I'd like to discuss something with you," he replied.



    



    Though Masayoshi was a one-time client, he was still a lawyer, and he might have some valuable cases or referrals.



    



    "Oh, Kensuke-san. What can I do for you?" came Masayoshi's response.



    



    Kensuke briefly explained the situation over the phone.



    



    "Don't worry, if there's a case, I'll take a certain percentage of the attorney's fee as your referral fee," Kensuke reassured.



    



    "I see," Masayoshi replied, understanding Kensuke's intention.



    



    After a brief pause, Masayoshi continued, "Kensuke-san, you're quite polite. I do have some remaining cases here, but they mostly involve juvenile matters. Are you sure you can handle them?"



    



    "Well, in that case, let's forget it," Kensuke replied, ready to end the call.



    



    Handling juvenile cases wasn't his forte. In Kensuke's opinion, Japanese middle and high school students were the most troublesome. They had simple minds, shallow values, and seemed to be constantly preoccupied with romantic matters. In essence, teenagers were a bunch of fools.



    



    If he were to represent them in court, it might even turn into a situation where they became unreliable teammates, running over to the opposing side and ending up in a one-against-nine battle.



    



    "Wait a moment, Kensuke-san," Masayoshi called out just as Kensuke was about to hang up.



    



    "Although I mainly handle juvenile cases, there was a friend of mine who recently asked me to represent him in a case, which I initially declined."



    



    "Oh? What kind of case is it?"



    



    "On this matter, I think it's better to discuss it in person."



    



    "Alright, where should we meet?"



    



    "Um, how about Café Poirot in the fifth block of the Beika Town district?"



    



    Kensuke furrowed his brows slightly. The name sounded somewhat familiar.



    



    However, in his eagerness to secure work quickly, he didn't dwell on it too much and agreed to the meeting.



    



    After hanging up the phone, Kensuke made preparations and set off immediately. He took a train and after a short journey, he found himself back in Mihana-cho.



    



    Having visited this area dozens of times due to his previous case, Kensuke was quite familiar with it. He easily found his way to his destination after asking for directions.



    



    It was a three-story building. The sign outside indicated "Café Poirot" on the ground floor. But on the second floor...



    



    Kensuke rubbed his eyes in disbelief.



    



    "What the- Mouri Detective Agency?!"



    



    Kensuke, who rarely used profanity, couldn't help but utter an expletive.



    



    The name of the café sounded familiar, but he hadn't expected it to be right below the Mouri Detective Agency!



    



    "It's you!"



    



    He heard a surprised voice from behind.



    



    Kensuke turned, his expression unchanged. There stood a girl in a school uniform with an unidentifiable protrusion on her head, looking at him in astonishment.



    



    It was Ran Mouri, the only daughter of Kogoro Mouri. They had met before on the subway.

  
    "Komemon-san, are you here on business for my dad?"



    



    Ran quickly snapped back to reality, recalling the incident on the subway about giving up her seat. It made her quite angry.



    



    That incident had left a deep impression on her, and she had never encountered such an annoying person before.



    



    "Get out of here; we don't welcome you!" she said, trying to push Kensuke out of the store.



    



    Kensuke, without any courtesy, simply slapped Ran's hand away with a loud "smack."



    



    "Young lady, you've got it all wrong. I'm here to dine. This place looks like a third-rate detective agency; who would come here for business?" he replied.



    



    "What did you say?" Ran fumed.



    



    "This building belongs to my dad. I declare that you're not allowed inside! If you want to dine, go somewhere else!" she exclaimed.



    



    "Hey, hey, hey, young lady, haven't you learned about the law?" Kensuke sighed and shook his finger gently.



    



    "This ground floor was rented out by your family, right? According to the Japanese Civil Code, once a property is rented, the right to use that property has already been transferred. Only the people from this café can evict me. Got it? Unless you explicitly wrote in the rental contract that 'no one with the name Kensuke' is allowed to enter, you have no right to point fingers at me here!"



    



    "You!" Ran pointed her finger at Kensuke's face, her chest heaving with anger. She was so furious that she couldn't even find the right words to say.



    



    After the previous incident on the subway, she had learned about this person's sharp tongue. Engaging in a war of words with someone who knew and practiced the law was like throwing eggs at a rock.



    



    Fighting was even worse; this lawyer might counter-sue her.



    



    "Please step aside, thank you!" She heard the annoying voice of the lawyer from across the street again.



    



    Ran had no choice and angrily gave him a glare before reluctantly letting him enter the ground floor café.



    



    "Sister Ran, this guy is not a good person!" Suddenly, Conan's voice came from the side.



    



    He appeared from behind a tree.



    



    During this time, it was after school, and Conan, who was on his way home, happened to witness this scene. He hid nearby to eavesdrop.



    



    "I see!" Ran nodded angrily and said, "Conan, in the future, try to avoid contact with people like him; or you would end up as a mean guy like him!"



    



    Conan watched Kensuke in the restaurant with a furrowed brow.



    



    He knew that this lawyer was not a resident of Beika Town and had come here specifically for dining...



    



    With that in mind, Conan didn't waste any time and sneaked inside.



    



    Inside the restaurant, Kensuke entered and looked around. He didn't see anyone he recognized, so he casually found a seat and ordered some dessert.



    



    After about fifteen minutes, Masayoshi arrived.



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow when he saw a familiar figure beside Masayoshi.



    



    It was Haibara Ai, the little girl he had only met once before.



    



    "Sorry for the delay; little Ai insisted on coming here no matter what," Masayoshi said apologetically.



    



    Next to him, Haibara Ai chimed in, "Uncle Masayoshi, I want a parfait and ice cream!"



    



    "Don't be so impolite, little Ai; call him Uncle Kensuke!"



    



    "Okay, Uncle Kensuke then," Haibara Ai reluctantly greeted.



    



    She played her part well, pretending to be innocent.



    



    Kensuke glanced at Ai's seemingly innocent face.



    



    He had no idea why she had come to Masayoshi's place, but it was undoubtedly through deception, playing the role of a poor little girl to get a free meal and temporary shelter. It was probably related to a fallout with Conan and his group.



    



    Soon, their dessert and coffee orders arrived.



    



    Seeing the food, Ai didn't say anything. She sat quietly and enjoyed her delicious ice cream.



    



    Kensuke's gaze no longer lingered on her. Without further ado, he began to speak.



    



    "Alright, let's get to the point. About what you mentioned on the phone, could you show me what you want to entrust first?" Kensuke said.



    



    Masayoshi nodded and took out a document from his briefcase. "This is a lawsuit from Chiba Prefecture, and the party involved is a police officer from Chiba County who was arrested on suspicion of a murder case."



    



    Kensuke took the document and carefully read it. As he read, he suddenly furrowed his brow at a particular line.



    



    "Is this another case that Kogoro Mouri solved?" he asked.



    



    Masayoshi nodded, "Yes, I heard that the suspect in this case is a former university classmate of Mouri's."



    



    "I see..." As Kensuke read through the document, fragments of memories slowly resurfaced. This case was also covered in the original anime series and was quite iconic, known as the 'Kogoro's Class Reunion Murder Case.'



    



    "Well, this is interesting," Kensuke remarked, his previously furrowed brow relaxing, and a slight smile forming.



    



    "So, why don't you take on this case? I heard they're offering quite a substantial fee, around two million yen," Masayoshi inquired.



    



    "It’s quite a lot, since this case was solved by the famous detective Mouri, and there's substantial evidence against the police officer who committed the murder," Masayoshi explained.



    



    Kensuke chuckled, as if he had heard something amusing. "Why are you talking such nonsense? How can you be so sure he's truly a murderer just because of the evidence provided by a detective? Have you forgotten your own cases? And if you want to be a good lawyer, stop mentioning this thing called 'conscience' all the time. The law has never been about conscience, you know?"



    



    Masayoshi hesitated for a moment, then let out a wry smile.



    



    Though Kensuke's words were harsh, he couldn't argue with them.



    



    "I'll take this case," Kensuke stated, gathering all the documents Masayoshi had provided and placing them into his briefcase.



    



    "Just be clear on this; as I mentioned earlier, this case was solved by Kogoro Mouri, and there's substantial evidence," Masayoshi warned.



    



    Kensuke remained unconcerned. "Your cases also have some so-called substantial evidence, and in the end, they were solved by me, weren't they?"



    



    Masayoshi gave him a deep, piercing look. "People like you are a truly scary bunch, as long as you're paid enough, you don't care about the nature of the case or where justice stands, well, not like I’m complaining, since I also benefit greatly from people like you."



    



    "You are wrong. Justice never stands on one side. It's just a concept that some people like to preach, making it seem like justice has chosen their side," Kensuke responded, making his trademark gesture by lightly shaking a raised finger and wearing an enigmatic smile on his face. "Strictly speaking, in this world, only the victors are considered just."



    



    Haibara Ai, who had been quietly eating her parfait on the side without speaking for a long time, lifted her head.



    



    Her ice-blue eyes shimmered with a faint light.

  
    After discussing the details of the case, Kensuke suggested a 10% intermediary fee. In other words, if the fee for the case was the specified two million yen, he would give Masayoshi two hundred thousand yen as a referral fee.



    



    Masayoshi declined this offer, saying it was unnecessary and that he was just showing gratitude.



    



    However, Kensuke insisted on giving it. "I detest indebtedness. It's the most expensive thing in this world. I don't want to be bothered by it later. Right now, with a mere two hundred thousand, I can buy a closure. Passing up this chance is pure stupidity.” he said.



    



    Seeing his determination, Masayoshi agreed.



    



    "Alright, Ai, let's go," Masayoshi said after finishing their business. He stood up from his seat and was about to call Haibara Ai.



    



    "No, Uncle Masayoshi, I want another cup of milk tea!" Haibara Ai used a sweet, cloying tone, making a cute, childlike expression.



    



    "Alright, I'll be waiting for you in the car outside. Hurry up!" Masayoshi smiled and patted Haibara Ai's head before leaving the café.



    



    Now, only Kensuke and Haibara Ai remained at the table, sitting across from each other.



    



    "Young lady, do you have something on your mind?" Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "You must have a reason for staying behind, right?"



    



    Haibara Ai tilted her little head and, with an innocent childlike demeanor, looked at Kensuke with her ice-blue eyes.



    



    "Mr. Detective, I have a question for you," she said sweetly.



    



    "Little one, please speak normally, thank you," Kensuke replied, glancing at her askance.



    



    He had nearly felt nauseous from her theatrics, which she had been putting on since earlier. However, Haibara Ai's expression remained the same.



    



    "Mr. Detective, how do you plan to handle the upcoming case?" She asked with blinking, innocent eyes.



    



    Kensuke had yet to respond when suddenly, from the seat behind them, another voice chimed in.



    



    "Haibara, there's no need to pretend in front of this guy; he can see through it," Conan said.



    



    Conan's head appeared between the plants between the two seats, and he moved around to sit next to Haibara Ai.



    



    Kensuke squinted his eyes; this young detective was indeed eavesdropping.



    



    "The question Haibara asked is one I also wanted to ask," Conan said coldly. "Although I don't expect you to provide a good answer, I still want to advise you. This case is something my uncle, Kogoro Mouri, values greatly. A murderer who's not only a police officer but also violates the law is intolerable. If you have any professional ethics as a lawyer, I implore you to give up this case. Don't make one mistake after another!"



    



    "Ah, here we go again," Kensuke sighed deeply, then, after tilting his head and looked at the kid, he asked:



    



    "I really don't understand. I just want to ask you one thing: why are you so certain that he's the culprit? Do you have some advanced forensic methods, or do you rely solely on your eyes?"



    



    Hearing his words, Conan stared directly into Kensuke's eyes. "I use deductive reasoning because there's only one truth."



    



    "There's only one truth! Haha! I agree! You said it well!” Kensuke laughed.



    



    He looked at Conan and suddenly remarked, "However, I don't understand why a kid like you, someone who has never even left the confines of society, who relies on their parents for money and doesn't understand the hardships of life, always seems to have the wisdom to speak as though you've figured out everything. I want to ask you, what do you truly understand?"



    



    "I don't understand your mindset of defending murderers!" Conan exclaimed, almost shouting. His raised voice attracted the attention of other cafe customers, who started whispering and looking in their direction.



    



    "*Sigh*. Man, seeing you acting like this reminds me of when I was younger and naive, how nostalgic," Kensuke said, his expression somewhere between a smile and not a smile, his eyes, despite looking at the kid, felt like looking at something else.



    



    He raised both hands to signal the other customers not to mind their conversation.



    



    "At that time, my language teacher asked me and my pal to write a prose about autumn, emphasizing the desolation and the image of leaves falling like frost. I thought about it; I wake up early to study every day, and after school, I continue studying until eleven or twelve at night. Where would I find the time to understand the desolation of autumn? So, the end result was relying on my imagination, using all sorts of extravagant words to describe an autumn I'd never actually seen..."



    



    Pausing for a moment, Kensuke looked at Conan and gave a slightly mocking smile.



    



    "Hey kid, or should I say, little detective, your current situation is just like how mine is back then, no different at all!"



    



    Conan clenched his teeth in frustration.



    



    Kensuke's words are sharp, like a well-crafted blade.



    



    After a brief moment, Conan suddenly turned to Haibara Ai and asked, "Haibara, what do you think?"



    



    At this moment, Haibara Ai had shed the pretense of being a little girl.



    



    "I actually think he's not entirely wrong. People need to experience certain things and see certain things to be able to express corresponding views. A country from across the sea once said a classic phrase..."



    



    Haibara Ai spoke in a calm tone.



    



    "Do not advise others to do good until you have endured their suffering."



    



    Although her tone was calm, a hint of subtle sadness could be sensed.



    



    Conan fell silent for a moment and then said, "I can't understand... Haibara, are you planning to stand with this guy?"



    



    "No, I didn't have that intention from the beginning," Haibara Ai gently shook her head, her ice-blue eyes looking at Conan.



    



    "I came over just because you said I was like him, and I wanted to see for myself if that’s true. That's the only reason."



    



    "So, now what? After seeing it in person, what do you think?”



    



    Haibara Ai stared directly at him without any signs of retreat.



    



    "Now, I think what you said earlier was right."



    



    Conan remained silent.



    



    "Haibara, is there really no way to turn back?" In this moment, looking at the calm gaze of the girl in front of him, Conan felt a touch of sadness, as if a valve had been released, letting out his emotions.



    



    "You left a letter and disappeared before, and Dr. Agasa was so sad he couldn't eat properly for three days. He was waiting for you to come back, standing at the door every afternoon, hoping to see you with your school bag."



    



    "It's impossible now." Haibara Ai shook her head quietly. "You are like a hero bathed in the light, living under the warm and bright sun. But I am living in darkness, hiding in the sewers only at night. There can never be an intersection between us."



    



    "Haibara..."



    



    "You both, Can you not act out some melodramatic nighttime drama like an adult when you're just an elementary school student?" Conan was about to say more to Haibara, but a bored voice from the side interrupted him.



    



    Kensuke looked at the two kids who had been bickering and sighed.



    



    "You've been whispering here the whole time, talking about life and death, and as an adult, let me tell you, hearing your words is giving me second hand embarrassment. Please, keep it down; there are people around here with cell phones who might be recording you, if you are not careful, in the future, you will be known as the kid who loves to melodrama and used as a meme to no end."



    



    Conan and Haibara exchanged glances and decided to keep quiet.



    



    "Well, Haibara, if that's your decision, then I will respect it, I won't try to persuade you anymore."



    



    Conan got up from his seat and shook his head.



    



    "I just hope that the next time we meet, we will still be friends."



    



    With those words, he gave Haibara one last look and headed upstairs to the Mori Detective Agency.



    



    Haibara Ai watched Conan's retreating figure, her ice-blue eyes calm, showing no signs of emotion.



    



    Since the decision had been made, there was no room for her to feel regret.



    



    "Hey, little girl, he's gone. What are you still doing here?" Kensuke's voice came from beside her.

  
    After the brief conversation between Conan and Haibara, Kensuke had a rough idea of what had transpired between them. It seemed that Conan and Haibara had talked about the case involving Masayoshi Sakaguchi, which led to Kensuke being mentioned. Conan's lack of social finesse had caused some tension, leading Haibara to leave the scene, and now they were separated.



    



    "Is this the so-called butterfly effect? Quite peculiar..."



    



    Kensuke mumbled to himself in words only he could hear. He had never even interacted with Haibara before, only having a limited confrontation with Conan, yet this had indirectly influenced the people around him, altering the course of events.



    



    However, Kensuke had no particular interest in Haibara. In his view of Conan's world, the characters from the original work should stay where they belong and not create trouble for him.



    



    "Hey, little one, your friend is gone. Why are you still here?"



    



    Despite knowing that Haibara had come out of curiosity, Kensuke issued an eviction notice to this young girl.



    



    "Is this how you treat job applicants?"



    



    Haibara remained in her spot and glanced at the lawyer's badge pinned to Kensuke's chest. A faint smile played on her petite lips.



    



    "It looks like there's a high probability that your so-called law firm might turn into a shady business in the future."



    



    Upon hearing this, Kensuke squinted his eyes.



    



    "I don't understand what you mean."



    



    "I specifically investigated your blog, your Twitter, and all your social media accounts, as well as the personal website you recently created for your law firm."



    



    Haibara spoke calmly.



    



    "As a recently established law firm with only one owner, which is you, and very few staff, you seem to be in dire need of some subordinates. Although I personally believe that a small company like yours has little potential, I'm willing to adopt a 'better safe than sorry' attitude and give it a try by working here. So, are you not welcoming me?"



    



    Kensuke frowned, and then scrutinized Haibara's calm expression.



    



    Under the porcelain doll-like appearance, Haibara could speak words as sharp as a venomous snake.



    



    "Why should I hire you? What qualifications do you have to be my employee?"



    



    Kensuke stared directly into Haibara's eyes.



    



    Haibara silently looked at him and then suddenly spoke.



    



    "Japanese Penal Code, Part 1 General Provisions, Chapter 1 General Provisions, Article 1: This law applies to individuals committing crimes within the territory of Japan and also to individuals who commit crimes on vessels and aircraft registered in Japan, but outside the territory of Japan..."



    



    She began reciting the Japanese Penal Code from the first article and continued without any hesitation, pausing, or mistakes. It was as if she had a book in front of her and was simply reading it aloud.



    



    "Very impressive. To be able to do something others cannot at your age is truly remarkable."



    



    When Haibara had recited up to Chapter 10 of the Penal Code, Kensuke interrupted her, clapped his hands, and lavished her with praise.



    



    However, he quickly changed the topic.



    



    "But, you're still an elementary school student, right? I'm a law-abiding citizen, and I don't want to unexpectedly face charges of employing child labor, so I'll have to ask you to leave."



    



    "I can work without a salary."



    



    "Alright, you're hired!"



    



    Haibara hesitated for a moment, looking at the man who had suddenly changed his stance with a blank face.



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "Why are you staring at me?"



    



    Haibara snapped back to reality and shook her head. "No, it's nothing..."



    



    "In this day and age when the eight-hour workday is the norm, where can you find an employee with skills who doesn't want a salary?"



    



    Kensuke mumbled to himself and then pulled out a piece of paper from his bag. He quickly jotted down a few lines of text.



    



    "Sign it!"



    



    Haibara glanced at the paper. It contained details about her employment, job responsibilities, and, most importantly, the salary – or rather, the absence of a salary. It was written there as "unpaid."



    



    "This has no legal effect," Haibara said in a calm tone as she picked up the paper, tore it into pieces, and discarded it in the nearby trash can.



    



    Kensuke watched her, chin in hand. He knew perfectly well that what he had just written was useless. The other party was in a childlike demeanor, and in a real courtroom, it would only result in a charge of child labor recruitment.



    



    His previous action had merely been a test. He understood that there was a vast difference between book smarts and street smarts. It was now evident that the girl was truly a genius.



    



    An employee who worked for free, regardless of other considerations, was valuable. The rest was just nonsense. After all, the distillery was filled with counterfeit liquor, and apart from the gin and a few lunatics, nobody did any work.



    



    "Get yourself ready and report to my law firm tomorrow."



    



    Kensuke handed Haibara a newly printed business card with the address of his law firm in Shibuya.



    



    Without even looking at the card, Haibara shook her head. "No need, I'll go with you today."



    



    "Are you sure?" Kensuke looked Haibara up and down, studying her petite, undeveloped frame, and he grinned slightly. "Aren't you afraid I might turn into a children-ravishing monster in the middle of the night and attack you?"



    



    "The likelihood of that happening is nearly zero," Haibara replied in a calm tone. "Based on my analysis, you have a completely self-centered personality. Your eyes are focused solely on material possessions and money. You don't care about anything else. If you were to commit such an act, the end result would be the loss of a free employee, and in the long run, the disadvantages far outweigh the benefits. With your personality, you would never allow such a situation to occur."



    



    Kensuke couldn't help but sigh inwardly.



    



    If the other person weren't genuinely over eighteen, hearing such words from a child would make one believe they were possessed by a ghost.



    



    And so, the matter was settled. Haibara Ai, as an employee of Komemon Law Firm, would temporarily stay at his home without payment, but her room and board would be covered.



    



    Afterward, Haibara went outside the café and discussed this matter with Masayoshi, who was waiting in the car.



    



    Of course, the fact that she was becoming an employee was kept a secret. She only mentioned the need to find a different place to stay, using the excuse that she was a child who liked Uncle Masayoshi, and so on. In short, it was full of lies.



    



    At first, Masayoshi was a bit surprised. After all, Kensuke didn't seem like someone who could take care of a child.



    



    However, with Kensuke's assurance and Haibara's strong insistence, he eventually agreed to the arrangement.



    



    The meeting for the case and the addition of their new employee concluded.



    



    Next was the preparation for the upcoming lawsuit.

  














That night, Haibara Ai followed Kensuke back to his new office in Shibuya.





To cut costs, Kensuke gave up the house he had rented in Edogawa and currently eats and sleeps in the office.





"Two sofas, one for each person."





When it was time to sleep, Kensuke tossed a quilt to Haibara Ai.





Haibara Ai glanced around the office.





"It's really quite shabby."





"Can’t be helped, I’m just starting. Go to sleep early; tomorrow, we have to catch a train to Chiba Prefecture."





Haibara Ai looked at the old sofa with a few holes and silently curled up on it, covering herself tightly with the quilt, closing her eyes.





"Good night."





That night, a quiet night passed.





The next day, Kensuke closed the office and took Haibara Ai to the train station.





Before boarding the train, Kensuke handed her a white breathable mask.





"To avoid any complications, from today, you must cut off all ties with the past. Your name is now Komemon Ai, and your identity is my sister who came from the countryside. Don't let me hear the name Haibara again."





"Cut off all ties with the past..."





Haibara Ai, or rather, Komemon Ai, took the mask, and her ice-blue eyes showed a moment of distraction.





Parents in the glow of the fire, the death of her sister...





"Don't always let me see that expression; it's annoying. Elementary school students shouldn't pretend to be melancholic. If someone finds out I'm employing a child, it will be troublesome. Be careful in everything, understand?"





Kensuke's blunt words brought Komemon Ai back from her melancholic thoughts.





"I understand."





She didn't say anything unnecessary, just nodded faintly.





Wearing the mask to conceal her face, Komemon Ai followed Kensuke onto the train, heading to Chiba Prefecture to meet their client.





Of course, the excuse of not being discovered employing a child was just a surface pretext.





The main reason was the Black Organization. Kensuke didn't want to have any dealings with those people with questionable minds. Just look at Gin, always following people and calling out "Sherry Sherry" like a lunatic. It's just neurotic.





With a roar, the train began to move.





On the train, Kensuke and Komemon Ai sat facing each other.





After some thought, Kensuke took out a stack of documents from his briefcase and handed them to her, examining her with a supervisor's gaze.





"These are some materials related to this commission. Analyze how to solve this case."





"Mm."





Ai nodded and took the documents, flipping through them one by one.





Inside, there were mainly statements from the parties involved, testimonies from some witnesses, and the first-instance judgment from the Chiba County Local Court.





Yes, this case has already gone through the first trial.





The court ruled that the suspect, Nakamichi Kazushi, a former detective from the Chiba County Police Department, was guilty of intentional murder and sentenced him to 20 years in prison.





With such a long sentence, Kazushi's family couldn't accept it. They planned to hire another lawyer to appeal to the Tokyo High Court, hoping for a different judgment in the second trial.





After reading through it, Ai raised her head and said, "This case is complicated. For the appeal, we need to present grounds for the appeal. However, in the first trial, many witnesses, including Kogoro Mouri's four university classmates, identified him as the perpetrator. Additionally, there is ballistic evidence and various conflicts of interest between him and the victim. It can be said that there is sufficient motive for murder."





"So what? What do you think is the way to overturn the case?" Kensuke asked with an interested tone, looking at Ai's serious analysis.





Ai paused for a moment, thought about it, and emphasized a few words.





"Turn black into white."





Looking at Ai's indifferent eyes, Kensuke laughed.





He laughed in a way that resembled the heartless boss who made employees work overtime for days without pay, working tirelessly day and night until sudden death without providing any compensation.





He patted Ai's shoulder and said with a serious tone, "Work hard, and life will get sweeter."





Ai gave him a sideways glance.





"By 'sweeter,' do you mean the kind where there's no employee dormitory, no bed, and you have to sleep on a sofa full of holes?"





"Don't say that. After we get off the train, I'll buy you a cup of fully sweetened milk tea."





"Well, that's indeed sweet enough. Thank you."





Although Chiba Prefecture is outside Tokyo, it is essentially part of the Tokyo metropolitan area, with various relationships interconnected, including administrative, economic, law enforcement, and judicial connections. For example, the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department is also responsible for Chiba Prefecture.





The train arrived at its destination in less than an hour.





Kensuke, accompanied by Ai, got off the train and followed the directions on their mobile navigation to the client's house.





During the journey, they transferred twice on the subway, took a bus, and finally arrived in a rural field.





After asking passersby for directions, they arrived at the door of a guesthouse with the nameplate "Nakamichi."





Nakamichi Hito, the brother of the suspect Nakamichi Kazushi, was also the client for this case.





Kensuke knocked on the door, and soon, a middle-aged man with half-white hair came out to welcome them.





"I am Attorney Komemon, recommended by Attorney Sakaguchi as a defense representative."





After sitting down, Kensuke quickly explained the purpose of their visit.





Nakamichi Hito nodded, "Sakaguchi-san has explained the details to me over the phone, but..."





As he spoke, he scrutinized Kensuke's appearance.





"I didn't expect Attorney Komemon to be so young. Truly admirable."





Although he said that, his tone carried a hint of disappointment.





Kensuke, of course, knew what Nakamichi Hito was thinking.





In the legal profession, both being in the legal field, although it's not like the Public Prosecutor's Office, where promotions are based on years of service and qualifications, age still can represent certain situations, such as experience in handling legal cases.





In fact, this principle applies to any profession. As the saying goes, actions speak louder than words.





"These are the evaluation materials from my internship and training at the Judicial Research and Training Institute."





Following the same routine as before, Kensuke handed a stack of documents filled with A+ grades to Nakamichi Hito.





Nakamichi Hito took them, looked through them, and his expression slightly eased.





However, he still had some hesitation.





"Attorney Komemon, are you a novice lawyer? I'm worried that your lack of experience may be a hindrance..."





"These are the relevant materials from the case I helped Sakaguchi-san with."





With a snap, another stack of things was placed in front of Hito.





It included the judgment of Sakaguchi's case and local news related to it.





Nakamichi Hito glanced through these materials, and afterwards, his gaze toward Kensuke became uncertain.





Because these news reports almost glorified Kensuke, the novice lawyer.





"Are these all true?"





"Of course, don't you believe in the power of the media?"





"No, it's not that, just..."





Kensuke's lips curled slightly. "Rest assured, although there might be some exaggeration, it's absolutely genuine. Of course, I'm referring to my skill level."
























    The value of the newspaper reports was indeed genuine.



    



    After all, in his debut trial, Kensuke defeated the Tokyo District Public Prosecutor's Office, which claimed a win rate of over 95%. Moreover, without any adjournments, he completely triumphed in the first trial. Such a record was rare nationwide in Japan.



    



    Unfortunately, the buzz from this news lasted only a day or two.



    



    Well, this world Japan does have a lot of murder cases every day, after all, so it’s not surprising.



    



    However, in persuading the client this time, it proved to be a valuable asset.



    



    After some internal struggle, Nakamichi Hito finally made up his mind.



    



    "Alright, I agree to have you as my brother's defense lawyer."



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    He saw above the other person's head that the approval level had reached two bars.



    



    This time, convincing the client was much easier than the last time.



    



    That's how humans are. No matter how much eloquence and evidence you provide, it's often easier and more convincing to slap a few so-called papers on the other person's face.



    



    "Very well, let's sign the contract then."



    



    Kensuke glanced at Ai, who was kneeling beside him and had been calm the whole time—actually, she just couldn't be bothered to speak.



    



    Ai nodded and took out the newly revised contract, handing it to Nakamichi Hito.



    



    Hito took it and, as expected, exclaimed in shock and surprise, "Three million!"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "Of course, this is the most favorable price I can offer."



    



    "This is the price of the best lawyer in japan,  do you really think you are capable enough to ask for this price?"



    



    “Let me tell you, even  Norifumi Saku, the lawyer who defended us in the first trial, recommended by the undefeated queen of the legal world, Prosecutor Kisaki Eri, only charged one million!"



    



    "Nakamichi-san, they are them, and I am me," Kensuke said with a smile.



    



    "And besides, you can’t compare me to Norifumi-san, our skills are worlds apart, with him as your lawyer, didn't your brother still get sentenced to 20 years? Instead of throwing money at those incompetent lawyers who can't change anything, it's better to take a gamble, put the chips on the right person."



    



    He paused.



    



    "I can get your brother acquitted!"



    



    "What!"



    



    Nakamichi Hito was genuinely astonished this time.



    



    Honestly, he had never seen such a... well, arrogant lawyer.



    



    He originally thought that during the appeal, they might be able to reduce the sentence by a few years. To think of an acquittal? He didn't dare to even think about it!



    



    "If I can't get an acquittal, even if there's just a reduction in sentence in the end, I won't take a single penny! Where else can you find such a good deal?"



    



    In his ear, Kensuke's confident and slightly tempting voice sounded again.



    



    Now, Hito no longer hesitated and nodded directly.



    



    "Fine, let's do it as you say!"



    



    He swiftly signed his name on the contract, stamped it with his seal, and handed it back.



    



    Kensuke smiled and neatly stored the contract away.



    



    "Nakamichi-san, you will be grateful for your cleverness today in the future."



    



    So, the deal was officially settled.



    



    Next, Kensuke had to do something very important—



    



    Go meet the person involved in this trial, Nakamichi Kazushi, and gather some specific information from him.



    



    This was a given; as mentioned before, in legal proceedings, lawyers need to know every detail of the case at the time of the incident. It's not possible to go to court based solely on the bits and pieces in the anime, not to mention that Kensuke had mostly forgotten the original work.



    



    The detention center where Kazushi was held was located among the rustic homes within Chiba Prefecture.



    



    Chiba, Chiba, as the name suggests, has numerous trees, making it a place rich in greenery.



    



    Here, you could see a vast expanse of wild fields.



    



    The trees were lush, the scenery enchanting, and the breeze carried the fragrance of the earth.



    



    Along the way, Haibara Ai, who was accompanying them, walked and stopped, bathing her body and mind in the beauty of nature. She couldn't help but close her eyes.



    



    Unfortunately, a voice that killed the mood came from beside her.



    



    "Can you walk a bit faster? We don't have time to dawdle here. It's almost noon, and the detention center staff will need a break for a shift change."



    



    Ai opened her eyes and looked at him with a calm expression.



    



    "Throughout one's life, one is only busy. Occasionally taking a break to appreciate the beauty of nature is also full of elegance, isn't it?"



    



    Without thinking, Kensuke said, "If you want to appreciate elegance, I'll buy a potted plant for the office. You can stick your hands in the soil as much as you want. We don't have time now; there's a 14-day deadline to apply for an appeal to the court."



    



    "Is that so? If you were born in a country on the other side of the ocean, you would be hanged from a lamppost."



    



    "Before being hanged, I'll hang you up as a backing."



    



    "Oh, then you'd better find a few fatter ones; I'm afraid there won't be enough pressure if you don't."



    



    The two exchanged sarcastic remarks and continued on their way. Unconsciously, they arrived at the Chiba Prefecture detention center before noon.



    



    After informing the on-duty police officer inside, they were taken to the meeting room to meet with the suspect.



    



    Soon, a bald man was brought in on the other side of the glass.



    



    The bald man was under forty, tall and robust, exuding a somewhat imposing aura. However, his appearance was somewhat disheveled, and he wore a look of discontent on his face.



    



    "I am Attorney Komemon. Your brother entrusted me as the defense attorney for your appeal to the second trial."



    



    Kensuke first introduced himself to his own side.



    



    "This is my sister, Komemon Ai. She came from the countryside to help me with things here."



    



    "Oh? You are the second lawyer my brother hired for me."



    



    The bald man, also known as the person involved in this case, Nakamichi Kazushi, casually glanced at them and shook his head in disappointment.



    



    Judging by his attitude, it seemed that, like his brother, he was disappointed with Kensuke's age and had no hope for the appeal.



    



    Kensuke didn't mind. To be precise, the client was his brother, not him. He didn't care about this person's attitude; he wasn't the one paying. As long as he didn't mess things up like a liability, it was fine.



    



    "Tell me in detail about what happened at that time, leaving out no details," Kensuke said in a very formulaic manner, gesturing for Ai to take out the pen and paper she carried with her.



    



    "Damn, such an arrogant guy..."



    



    The bald man muttered.



    



    In the detention center, when someone meets with a suspect, there is no one else listening, and there are no recording devices. This is to ensure the privacy rights of the suspect.



    



    Normally, there would be no disturbance, and telling the truth would not matter. However, Kazushi said it like this:



    



    "I absolutely didn't intend to commit murder!"



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    Kensuke lifted his head, looking at the bald man's face with interest.



    



    His appearance didn't seem like he was lying.



    



    This was interesting because it seemed different from what was said in the anime.



    



    Could it be that, due to the butterfly effect, some plot changes were triggered?



    



    "It's all because of that woman! If Yumi hadn't interfered with my marriage, if she hadn't treated me like a cash cow..."



    



    "Stop! I have no interest in your emotional journey."



    



    Kensuke frowned, waved his hand, and decisively interrupted the bald man's lament.



    



    "..."



    



    The bald man can only stare at Kensuke in surprise.



    



    Slapping the table, he roared, "You were hired by our family! What harm would it do to listen to my complaints for a bit?"



    



    "Please understand, I am your lawyer, not your therapist."



    



    Kensuke shrugged, looked at him expressionlessly, and said, "If you want to say anything unnecessary, it'll cost extra. I charge by the minute here."

  
    "You're such a heartless lawyer!"



    



    As soon as he heard that complaining would cost extra, Kazushi couldn't help but angrily curse.



    



    He struggled with his expression, hesitating for a moment.



    



    "How much per minute?"



    



    "100,000."



    



    "So expensive! It’s practically a daylight robbery!"



    



    Kazushi exclaimed.



    



    Kensuke maintained his indifferent attitude.



    



    "No money, then keep quiet."



    



    "..."



    



    Kazushi reluctantly sat down.



    



    Since this case, few people understood him. His classmates didn't understand, Kogoro Mouri didn't understand, and the judicial police didn't understand even more.



    



    He just wanted to vent and find someone who could understand him. Finally, a lawyer came, but the other party didn't give him that opportunity.



    



    "Tell me about your situation at that time."



    



    Kensuke didn't care about the other's thoughts, just said as a matter of routine.



    



    "Fine..."



    



    The bald man grumbled, showing that he was in a bad mood.



    



    As he narrated, Kensuke gradually understood the cause and effect of the situation.



    



    "Alright, is that all for the situation at that time?"



    



    Kensuke casually took the notebook recorded by Ai.



    



    The handwriting on the notebook was elegant, neat, and powerful, like a stream of characters, pleasing to the eye.



    



    "Your writing is not bad; it wasn't in vain to raise you."



    



    Kensuke casually praised Ai, who rolled her eyes.



    



    Kazushi's description seemed to differ significantly from the fragmented memories of the anime. That was because he wasn't the real culprit.



    



    He didn't intend to commit murder at that time. The gun was brought by the other party and came from the gun dropped by Kogoro Mouri when he caught a thief. It was coincidentally discovered by the victim, Horikoshi Yumi, and brought to the hot spring inn.



    



    The victim extended her arm, threatened Kazushi with the gun, saying that if he didn't meet her conditions, she would kill him and then commit suicide.



    



    Kazushi wanted to stop her. However, in her panic, the gun accidentally turned towards herself, intimidating her. Inadvertently, she actually fired the gun and died on the spot.



    



    Kazushi was a little panicked at the time because this situation could easily be mistaken for him killing her. After all, he had touched the gun, and his fingerprints were on it.



    



    Helplessly, he disguised the scene.



    



    However, due to the recent movement between him and the victim, the solidification of muscle proteins accelerated. This caused others at the scene to misjudge the time of death, making it look like it was arranged by the culprit.



    



    As a result, Kogoro Mouri misunderstood the truth (with a bit of Conan's hint) and accused him as the culprit.



    



    And Kazushi, at that time, was mentally broken, giving up on himself and confessing to the crime.



    



    "So, in the end, there is actually no concrete evidence. It's just that after setting up the scene, you inadvertently let slip a word, and when someone pointed it out, you simply confessed? Even if you didn't actually do it?"



    



    After summarizing the events, Kensuke sighed and looked at the bald man with an expression of looking like an idiot.



    



    "Really, Is there anyone more foolish under the sun than you?"



    



    "Don't say that. Only with people like him can lawyers avoid starving." Ai said from the side.



    



    Kensuke nodded. "That's true."



    



    Kazushi can only look at the two in shock.



    



    His face turned red and white, and he wanted to explode in anger.



    



    But in the end, this anger turned into a sigh. He sat down, holding his head, looking quite remorseful.



    



    At that time, he confessed impulsively, never expecting it would become so troublesome afterward.



    



    After a long time, he finally raised his head.



    



    "Speak, can you help me get a lighter sentence?"



    



    "I can get you acquitted," Kensuke said casually. "Of course, you might be convicted of insulting a corpse afterward, but that punishment is almost negligible."



    



    "Don't lie!" Kazushi didn't believe it at all. "Right now, all four of my classmates are pointing at me. Mouri said my crime method was verified by the Metropolitan Police, and there's also the gun. These are all evidence!"



    



    "I'm not lying to you, but I don't need to say much to you."



    



    Kensuke shook his head, handed the notebook back to Ai, nodded at her, indicating to continue taking notes.



    



    "Now I have two crucial questions to ask you."



    



    "What questions?" Kazushi asked.



    



    "First, did any of the other three classmates who identified you directly participate in Kogoro Mouri's reasoning?"



    



    "No, they were just listening at the time. What's the point of this?"



    



    "Just answer yes or no."



    



    "..."



    



    "Second, during your relationship with the deceased Horikoshi Yumi, did she say anything negative, like wanting to die?"



    



    "Yes, she said that at a previous class reunion."



    



    "I mean, during your relationship."



    



    "Uh, yeah, that seems to be the case."



    



    "Did she leave any corresponding documentary evidence? Such as diaries, emails, and the like?"



    



    "Yeah, she sent me many faxes, threatening that if I married someone else, she would commit suicide and such."



    



    "Good. Later, give me the key to your house."



    



    With Kensuke's continuous questions, looking at his serious expression.



    



    For some reason, Kazushi suddenly had a strange feeling.



    



    It seemed that this lawyer could really help him be acquitted.



    



    Kazushi touched his bald head, expressing doubt.



    



    But no matter what, at the moment, the only person he could trust was the guy in front of him, the annoying lawyer who had been mocking him.



    



    After confirming the information recorded by Ai, Kensuke planned to say goodbye.



    



    As he was leaving, he glanced at Kazushi's arm by chance.



    



    There seemed to be some bruise-like marks on it.



    



    Although the marks were almost fading, the previous injuries could still be vaguely seen.



    



    "What happened to your arm?"



    



    "Are you talking about this? The police interrogating me did this!"



    



    No sooner said than done. As soon as it was said, Kazushi exploded like a powder keg.



    



    "Darn it, those jerks! They thought I brought shame to the police, so during the interrogation, they beat me up and used violence on me! Clearly, they're just a bunch of self-righteous bastards..."



    



    "Idiot! Why didn't you mention such important information earlier?"



    



    Kensuke slapped the table, impatiently interrupting his words, and his tone even carried a hint of inexplicable excitement.



    



    "Why? Is there any use in saying it now?" The bald man blinked.



    



    Kensuke's lips curled slightly, smiling strangely.



    



    "This is important evidence!"



    



    He took out his smartphone and took a bunch of photos of Kazushi's whole body, including his arm.



    



    "Enjoy your remaining time in prison!"



    



    Leaving behind these words, Kensuke got up and left with Ai.



    



    In the meeting room, Kazushi was left in confusion, touching his head, staring at the backs of the two.



    



    ...



    



    Exiting the main gate of the detention center.



    



    The two didn't stop and headed towards Kazushi's home.



    



    "Are you planning to make an issue of the police violently interrogating a suspect?"



    



    On the way, Ai, who rarely spoke, spoke indifferently.



    



    "Oh~ You are smart."



    



    While walking, Kensuke said.



    



    "This is evidence delivered to our doorstep. We shouldn't waste it. Thanks to these ‘righteous’ police, our chances of winning in the retrial have increased a lot."



    



    Ai stopped at this moment.



    



    "I have a question for you."



    



    She raised her head, her sapphire-like eyes looking at Kensuke with a slight doubt.



    



    "I know what you want to do. You probably want to accuse those police officers of violently interrogating suspects in court to challenge the legality of the confessions they obtained. This way, the police will be in a passive position."



    



    "That’s right."



    



    Kensuke also stopped, looking into Ai's eyes.



    



    The intelligence of this girl exceeded his imagination, far stronger than what was portrayed in the anime. In the anime, she was just a side character that followed Conan along.



    



    To be honest, having her as his assistant was a bit surprising.



    



    "So what? What do you want to ask?"

  
    "Do we really need to go this far?" Ai asked.



    



    So, Ai asked in this way.



    



    "Based on what Nakamichi-san said just now, those police interrogating him might be good detectives. Accusing them in court could lead to disciplinary action or even them losing their jobs. Is it really necessary?"



    



    Kensuke looked at her and smiled.



    



    "What you're saying now and what you said when you bid farewell to Conan are completely different. Hormones affecting the brain, physiological influences on the mind, did compassion suddenly strike?"



    



    "So, Mr. Great Lawyer, what's your brilliant suggestion?" Ai teased, crossing her arms.



    



    Kensuke suppressed his smile, and his expression seemed to become serious.



    



    "Haibara, what do you think the purpose of a lawyer's existence is?"



    



    "To safeguard the interests of the client and ensure the fairness of the law," the little girl answered immediately.



    



    Kensuke shook his head, "That's already been said. Let me narrow it down a bit."



    



    He paused, looking into Ai's eyes.



    



    "For the police and prosecution, what does the existence of a lawyer represent?"



    



    Ai tilted her head, "Adversaries?"



    



    "Correct, but only half right." Kensuke smiled. "Take another guess."



    



    Ai lowered her head, pondering.



    



    After a moment, she shook her head.



    



    "I don't know."



    



    In the end, she was just a newcomer. Although she could memorize the law proficiently, she hadn't worked as a lawyer yet.



    



    "A lawyer, for the police and prosecution, is also a supervisor, a Damocles' sword."



    



    Kensuke said so.



    



    He reached to his chest and took off the lawyer's badge pinned there.



    



    In the golden bronze pattern, there was an image of a scale engraved in the middle.



    



    "With the development of the times and multiple reforms by the police department, Japan's judicial system is quite sophisticated now."



    



    Kensuke said slowly.



    



    "However, within the judiciary, there will always be some loopholes, whether it's problems with legal provisions or issues with personnel enforcing the law."



    



    "The role of a lawyer is to find these loopholes one by one, so that the balance of the law can be more stable and orderly."



    



    "The police and prosecution must have responsibilities that match their powers."



    



    "If there is a situation where they fail to fulfill their responsibilities, then the lawyer, this Damocles' sword, will come down and strip them of their corresponding powers."



    



    "This is the significance of a lawyer for the entire police and prosecution system."



    



    Having said this, Kensuke smiled slightly and looked at Ai, who seemed to be pondering. He reached out and patted her head.



    



    "Now do you understand? Why I must accuse those police officers, not just because they violently interrogated a suspect, but because they must receive the necessary lessons given their positions."



    



    "Yeah, I understand."



    



    Ai nodded and raised her head.



    



    Her eyes, with a faint light, looked at Kensuke. "It seems like you're good at using all sorts of high-sounding reasons to cover up your dirty actions, even though it sounds quite reasonable."



    



    "Not just sounding, it is reasonable in practice."



    



    "So, it all relies on your mouth, huh? And your thick skin."



    



    "What's wrong, don't accept it?"



    



    The two continued walking, gradually leaving this topic behind.



    



    However, after this conversation, the originally green girl seemed to have gained a bit more maturity.



    



    ...



    



    After about twenty minutes, they arrived at Nakamichi Kazushi's home.



    



    In a cardboard box next to the machine, Kensuke found a large stack of papers.



    



    On each sheet of paper, there were threatening words, such as "I will kill you" and "I want to commit suicide," among other similar phrases.



    



    The papers were densely covered with these words, and it was quite disturbing to look at.



    



    It was evident that the victim was a deeply troubled woman.



    



    "That bald guy is really pitiful, getting involved with a woman like this," Kensuke remarked, although his tone didn't show any hint of sympathy.



    



    "What do you need these for?" Ai asked from the side.



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "I noticed that you switch between being smart and being foolish. Can't you figure out what I'm doing right now?"



    



    Ai squinted at him and replied, "After listening to your earlier grandiose speech, I think I need to be more cautious about my stance on the law. Is that not okay?"



    



    "Is that so? You still have a lot to learn."



    



    Kensuke casually commented as he placed all the scattered papers into a briefcase.



    



    "With these materials, we can confuse the cause of the victim's death. You see, she has written so many suicide faxes, so there's a possibility that she did commit suicide, right?"



    



    Ai tilted his head in confusion. "But so many witnesses have said it was murder. In that case, doesn't the possibility of suicide you mentioned become less likely?"



    



    "This is just one piece of the puzzle."



    



    Kensuke raised a finger and gently shook it.



    



    "The so-called truth that the detectives deduce is like a complete puzzle. If we want to prove innocence, we must dismantle these pieces one by one. Taking apart just one piece might not seem to have a significant impact on the whole, but as an individual, it is indispensable. Only by dismantling all the pieces can we bury what they claim."



    



    Ai nodded, understanding.



    



    "You always say such criminal things without changing your expression."



    



    "Criminal? Is this considered criminal? I'm just using methods that ordinary people wouldn't dare to use to prove the innocence of the person involved."



    



    Kensuke smirked.



    



    "In the end, it's just a gray area, right?" Ai shrugged.



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    "Alright, there are other things to do next."



    



    After packing up Yumi Hori's faxes, Kensuke didn't linger here.



    



    After leaving the building, he took out his phone and dialed a number.



    



    After a soothing melody played for a while, the call was answered.



    



    "This is Kojiro Daily News. Is there something I can help you with?"



    



    "Hello, I have some information about the Chiba Prefectural Police, related to their use of excessive force. Are you interested in discussing it?"



    



    Upon hearing this, the person on the other end immediately became alert.



    



    "Of course, are you available to meet?"



    



    They quickly agreed on a location.



    



    After hanging up the phone, Ai gave him a sidelong glance.



    



    "You really don't hold back; you even contacted the media to spread the impact."



    



    Kensuke shrugged and smiled slightly.



    



    "In this world, whenever there's a confrontation between two sides, one side is always the 'bad guy.' So, if I don't take on that role, who will? You see what I mean?"

  
    Not only the Kojiro Daily News but also other news media, such as the Sakurada Evening News, the Sato News, and the Koyama Media, as long as they are locally prominent, contacted them. They sent photos of Nakamichi Kazushi undergoing violent interrogations.



    



    The power of the media was indeed formidable. In just two days, negative news about the Chiba Prefectural Police filled the headlines of major local newspapers, magazines, and computer websites.



    



    "Is Japan's Dark Age of the Police Returning?"



    



    "These police officers are a disgrace to our country!"



    



    "Hope the judicial authorities can reduce tax theft and not waste our tax money!"



    



    "Fire them!"



    



    The above are comments from netizens on various online forums.



    



    Even the search engine on local websites had the top three results dominated by this incident.



    



    When it comes to scandals involving the authorities, the attitude of the Japanese people is as if they've encountered enemy spies.



    



    The media also seized on this and publicized it extensively, drawing a lot of traffic, as people nowadays love to read about such scandals.



    



    "The public opinion is much more intense than I imagined."



    



    In the guest room of Nakamichi house, Ai lay on the tatami mat, supporting her head with her left hand, one foot resting on the other, and her right hand holding Kensuke's smartphone, leisurely scrolling up and down.



    



    "I can imagine what your married life will be like in the future."



    



    Kensuke glanced at the posture of this little girl lying down.



    



    "Lying at home all day, always online, too lazy to go out, taking a three-hour nap every day, leaving a week's worth of housework to be done in one day, and having three layers of fat on your belly, shaking like a tire."



    



    "Uh, are you suggesting I'll be a housewife in the future?"



    



    Ai lay still, rolled her eyes upwards, just like a dead fish.



    



    "Sorry, due to something I would rather not tell, I've never thought about getting married, much less being a housewife, and I don't understand why women have to go in that direction, why they have to become dependent on men."



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "Hm? Really? I can't tell at all.”



    



    "How about it, do you have any objections?"



    



    "No, I just remembered a certain girl with horns, quite a contrast."



    



    "Oh, Mouri Ran."



    



    Ai knew immediately who Kensuke was talking about, after all, there couldn't be two people in the world with that hairstyle.



    



    Ai thought for a moment and said seriously, "Ran is a good person, you're not allowed to go after her in the future. I mean in terms of legal battles."



    



    Kensuke declined outright, "Sorry, whether I go after her or not depends on whether it benefits me."



    



    "You're such a person..." Ai shook her head, "Do you have any friends?"



    



    Kensuke gave her a sideways glance, "That’s a secret, what about you?"



    



    "..."



    



    Ai didn't say anything more.



    



    Both of them are well aware of their less than pleasant personality and lack of friend making skill. In essence, both of them were the same, people who wouldn't have any friends.



    



    After a pause, Ai redirected the conversation back to the lawsuit of Nakamichi Kazushi,



    



    "The public opinion is about right now, so there should be a good chance in the post-trial appeal. The Tokyo High Court has a slot available for next week's appointment, and the second trial should proceed smoothly as well."



    



    Kensuke nodded, "How's the information you've collected over the past few days?"



    



    "Of course, I've gathered quite a lot, I have it stored on a USB drive, and I can print it out soon."



    



    "Very good," Kensuke said with satisfaction.



    



    This assistant was indeed the right choice.



    



    Haibara Ai, the genius girl, had a wide range of skills.



    



    Not to mention law and biological research, on the electronic network side, she was skilled at hacking into systems. Regardless of the website or personal social accounts, with a few clicks, she could obtain the information she wanted.



    



    "Are you really a seven-year-old child?" Kensuke exclaimed.



    



    Ai rolled her eyes like a dead fish, "Actually, I'm eighteen."



    



    "I'd believe you if you said you were eighty-eight."



    



    Kensuke knew about Ai's past organization, of course, but they hadn't discussed it, and Ai had kept it from him. For now, they were getting along this way.



    



    "Alright, we should head out," Kensuke said, checking the time.



    



    It was currently half-past twelve.



    



    Around one in the afternoon, there would be a post-trial appeal for the first trial of Nakamichi Kazushi at the Chiba County District Court.



    



    What is a post-trial appeal?



    



    This is a legal concept in this world.



    



    After the first trial verdict, the defendant has a 14-day window to file an appeal.



    



    Appealing requires submitting a statement of appeal, in which you must clearly state the reasons for the appeal. This must include any unreasonable aspects of the first trial, such as doubts about certain evidence or judicial procedures, and if there are no unreasonable circumstances, an appeal cannot be made.



    



    The post-trial appeal will address these issues that arose in the first trial.



    



    If the defendant wins in the post-trial appeal, the case will then be submitted to the High Court for a second trial.



    



    The second trial will completely overturn all aspects of the first trial, including all debates and evidence, starting anew.



    



    Hmm, in terms of details, it's different from my previous life.



    



    In my previous life, the judicial second trial didn't completely start over, but in this world, with a high crime rate, it's easy to have wrongful convictions. Based on the presumption of innocence and the principle of "better to let a thousand guilty go free than to convict one innocent," the legal proceedings are much more complex, specific to the world's unique evolution.



    



    Kensuke and Ai packed up and then set off to the Chiba County District Court.



    



    The roads in Chiba County are easy to recognize, not as complex as the commercial streets in Tokyo.



    



    After taking a bus for a while and walking for five minutes, they arrived at a two-story building.



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    Kensuke glanced around and, among the crowd in front of the courthouse, spotted several familiar figures.



    



    There was the iconic girl, Ran, with her distinctive hair bun, and next to her was an older man with a mustache.



    



    The girls were also quite sharp-eyed, and when Ran saw Kensuke, she initially displayed an angry expression, but when she saw Ai, who was wearing a mask next to Kensuke, her angry expression turned into surprise.



    



    "Ai– you're Haibara Ai, right?"



    



    She took a brisk step and quickly rushed over.



    



    "Where have you been these days? Conan said you left, and you even dropped out of school. Everyone couldn't find you, and we were all worried sick about you!"



    



    Tears welled up in Ran's eyes as she reached out to hug Ai's shoulder.



    



    Ai moved to the side silently, avoiding her embrace.



    



    "Ai, what's wrong with you?"



    



    Ran's tone was anxious and tinged with confusion.



    



    Ai remained silent, her eyes closed, and then, she let out a silent sigh, opened her eyes and shook her head, "You've got the wrong person. My family name is Komemon, not Haibara."



    



    Ran blinked in slight bewilderment.



    



    The voice that came from the young girl in front of her sounded similar, but it wasn't the same as the one she had heard before.



    



    Moreover, her hair and eyes looked somewhat different.



    



    Ran took a step back and carefully examined Ai's appearance.

  
    "It's impossible, you must be Ai," she murmured to herself.



    



    At this moment, an impolite voice came from the side, "Excuse me, horned girl, what do you want to do to my adorable sister?"



    



    It was Kensuke speaking.



    



    He opened his arms to protect Ai, like a mother hen protecting her chick, assuming a protective big brother posture.



    



    "Horned girl?" Ran Mouri was stunned, then angrily said, "I'm not some horned girl; my name is Ran Mouri!"



    



    "Then let's call you Horned Ran," Kensuke waved his hand as if he hadn't heard her, "Excuse me, Horned Ran-san, what do you want to do to my sister? Can't you see she's scared?"



    



    "Oniichan~ this big sister is so fierce! I'm scared~"



    



    At this moment, Ai also cooperatively hid behind Kensuke, pulling at the lapels of his suit, looking like she was about to cry.



    



    Ran was completely stunned.



    



    She glanced at Kensuke and then at the frightened little girl.



    



    After a while, she slowly exhaled.



    



    "Sorry, I mistook you for another person," Ran looked at Kensuke, "I didn't expect someone like you to be trying to protect your family."



    



    "I was wrong this time, I apologize for the rudeness."



    



    Ran bowed to Kensuke and returned to the side of Kogoro.



    



    Kogoro Mouri, the middle-aged man with a small mustache, also glanced in their direction.



    



    However, his nerves seemed quite lax, as if he hadn't noticed Kensuke's identity and was here to defend his university classmate accused of a crime.



    



    "That man is the legend?" Kensuke playfully supported his chin, "Is he feigning his incompetence or genuine incompetence?"



    



    In any case, whether it was one or the other, it didn't concern him much. At most, in the future, he might clash a bit with his wife, Kisaki Eri, in court.



    



    After those two walked away, Ai's expression returned to calm, and the small hand grabbing Kensuke's suit also loosened.



    



    "Not bad kid, your acting skill is good enough to made you a child star, have you ever thought of going into that career?”Kensuke smirked, "What's with your expression? Seems like you're not the least bit reluctant lying to someone who cares a lot about your wellbeing? Quite heartless I must say."



    



    ".....I just don't want that girl to be involved with someone like me," Ai shook her head.



    



    "Oh, the kid is pretending to be profound again," Kensuke feigned ignorance.



    



    In the past few days, to avoid potential trouble later on, Kensuke took Ai to reshape her appearance. First, they changed her hairstyle. Since she couldn't cut her short hair temporarily, they dyed it black. Later on, without cutting her hair, they would let it grow into the common shoulder-length style for girls, making her look more beautiful.



    



    Then came the makeup.



    



    As widely known, Japanese makeup art is considered extraordinary among the three great evils of East Asia—looking beautiful during the day and encountering ghosts at night. Ai used an eyeliner to casually draw a phoenix eye, instantly changing her original appearance.



    



    After that, it was practicing a fake voice, changing her tone.



    



    She really seemed to be capable of everything, almost like Doraemon. In just two days, she mastered some techniques, allowing her to slightly change her vocal tone. Given enough time, she could become another Kid, completely unlike a certain butterfly-haired little devil who needed a voice changer.



    



    In this way, after a few tweaks, even if Ai didn't wear a mask now, it would be challenging for familiar people to discover her true identity.



    



    "However, I didn't expect that Ran could actually see through it, that girl is sharp" Kensuke supported his chin.



    



    "That's just the way she is," Ai said lightly, with a slightly melancholic tone. "Whenever someone around her faces a situation, she will notice it immediately and rush over. She's that kind of annoyingly good person."



    



    "Yeah, anyone can notice, but certain little devils with butterfly hair can't, right?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Nothing." Kensuke waved his hand. "Well, dear little sister, it's time for us to go to court."



    



    Ai showed a "kind" smile. "Okay, dear brother, I'm tired. You have to carry me on the way back later."



    



    "Forget it, walk by yourself."



    



    Afterwards, the two entered the court and then the courtroom within the prescribed time. Ai, being a child, couldn't stand on the lawyer's side with Kensuke; she could only sit in the back and listen.



    



    Because it was the aftermath review of the first trial, the courtroom was sparsely populated, with not many people.



    



    Soon, the designated time arrived, and the judge, jurors, and the opposing prosecutor all hurried over, bringing the defendant Kazuhi and his lawyer.



    



    Kensuke casually glanced at the opposite side.



    



    The prosecutor was a middle-aged man in his thirties or forties. As far as he knew, he didn't recognize this person; he belonged to the type without much fame.



    



    But it didn't matter; he didn't have the qualifications to be a supporting character today. This post-trial review would end soon.



    



    "Now, the court is in session!"



    



    The judge banged the gavel.



    



    "According to the defendant's appeal, there was alleged police brutality during the first trial, and the confession obtained was illegal. The prosecution is invited to express their opinion on this matter!"



    



    So, the prosecutor spoke first.



    



    "This matter is absolutely groundless!" the prosecutor denied, "Our evidence collection went through legal procedures, please do not believe the rumors outside. Those are malicious attacks by unscrupulous media against our law enforcement!"



    



    The words were eloquent, but he clearly lacked confidence, with sweat appearing on his face.



    



    For the prosecution, this post-trial review was highly unfavorable, a situation clearly against them.



    



    "Defense counsel, do you have any objections?" the judge asked looking towards Kensuke.



    



    On this side, Kensuke didn't waste words.



    



    "I request a confrontation between the parties and relevant personnel."



    



    Soon, a police officer in uniform was brought in.



    



    He was a chubby middle-aged man with a small mustache on his chin.



    



    Terabayashi Shoji, a detective in Chiba Prefecture. (Previously appeared in the episode "Sonoko's Dangerous Summer Story")



    



    Kensuke smiled as he stood up, walked down from the defendant's bench, and circled around the short, chubby middle-aged man.



    



    "As a detective in Chiba Prefecture and facing your former colleague, may I ask what your opinion is on our defendant?" Kensuke inquired.



    



    Shoji seemed nervous, saying, "I, I and him were just colleagues, usually we just had a casual relationship of drinking and chatting..."



    



    "Really?" Kensuke chuckled and took out a document from the table, reading aloud.



    



    "On February 3rd, that guy Kazuhi invited everyone for a drink again today, but just didn't invite me. I really want to beat him up!"



    



    "On February 5th, Kazuhi made fun of me today, saying I'm too fat! Damn, I'm just a little chubby!"



    



    "On February 16th, Kazuhi is making a joke about me not  having a girlfriend. Damn it, having a girlfriend doesn't make you great! I hope you break up soon!"



    



    As Kensuke read with strength, Shoji's face became increasingly stiff.



    



    These were all entries from his personal blog.



    



    He thought no one would bother checking his blog, but unexpectedly, in this public setting, this lawyer had managed to dig them all out!

  
    In the presented evidence, Kensuke only read a few lines before stopping.



    



    "Terabayashi-san, these are entries from your blog space. It seems that your attitude towards our defendant is not as harmonious as one might imagine."



    



    Shoji's face turned crimson, and after a long while, he managed to utter a sentence.



    



    "You— casually browsing through my blog, that's an invasion of my privacy!"



    



    "Invasion of privacy? Terabayashi-san, if I remember correctly, your blog is not being listed as private in the setting, it means that it's open to the public, isn't it?" Kensuke looked at him with a smirk.



    



    "May I ask, if I go to a public restroom and see someone excreting, does that not count as invading their privacy?"



    



    "You!" Shoji's face alternated between red and white.



    



    This person's words were so venomous; he actually compared his blog to a public restroom!



    



    "I just occasionally vent in my blog..."



    



    His voice grew smaller and smaller.



    



    He wanted to find reasons to refute, but he couldn't find words to say because the evidence presented by the other side was not illegal.



    



    Kensuke turned to the judge with a smile.



    



    "It's quite clear; this officer has harbored resentment against our defendant for a long time. So, during the interrogation, he resorted to using excessive force, engaging in violent law enforcement! And these media reports, these photos, are the evidence!"



    



    As Kensuke spoke, he unfolded a large stack of pre-cut newspapers, displaying them for everyone in the room to see.



    



    The judge and jurors nodded slightly.



    



    In fact, even before the trial, before the judgment, the prosecution had already lost favor in their eyes.



    



    Where there's smoke, there's fire.



    



    What is the media? The media is what leads people by the nose.



    



    Humans are subjective and emotional, easily influenced by exaggerated statements.



    



    On the other side, seeing the situation turning against them, the prosecutor immediately stood up.



    



    "Protest!"



    



    The judge glanced at him and said, "Then, please express the prosecution's viewpoint!"



    



    "This is Terabayashi-san's attendance record from last year until now, along with his performance evaluation. Additionally, there are records of cases he participated in."



    



    The prosecutor presented a pile of documents, showcasing them for everyone to see.



    



    "It can be seen that this officer has always been diligent, never late or leaving early! There has never been a failed performance evaluation! He has always been serious and responsible in every arrest he participated in! How could such a good police officer commit the illegal actions claimed by the defense counsel?"



    



    The judge and jurors confirmed the information provided by the prosecutor.



    



    Indeed, the situation was just as he described.



    



    This detective from Chiba County, at least in terms of work, was very responsible, consistently fulfilling his duties as a police officer.



    



    Kensuke squinted his eyes.



    



    It seems the other side made some preparations.



    



    However, it was just a desperate struggle.



    



    From the moment Kensuke laid eyes on Shoji, he knew this person was introverted and didn't communicate much with others.



    



    These kinds of people were easy to deal with.



    



    So, Kensuke turned to the side, smiling as he looked at Shoji's face.



    



    "Since you don't admit to conducting violent interrogations, then please, can you look into the eyes of our defendant and honestly say the words 'I haven't done it'?"



    



    Kensuke suddenly intensified his tone.



    



    "Just touch the police manual you carry, touch your police badge, feel the warmth of it close to your beating heart, and say those words!"



    



    Kensuke's questioning voice was extremely firm.



    



    Shoji shivered all over, tremblingly lifted his head, and looked into the eyes of Nakamichi Kazushi.



    



    Nakamichi Kazushi remained silent, staring back at him.



    



    "I, I haven't, haven't done..."



    



    Shoji's voice quivered, squeezing out each word.



    



    However, when it came to the last word, he couldn't bear it anymore.



    



    With a thud, this chubby policeman's knees went weak, and he knelt down.



    



    "Because of how Kazuhi usually treated me, I thought since he had already broken the law, I might as well— I swear I only did it once! From my ten-plus years as a police officer until now, just this once! Waaah!"



    



    Tears poured down like rain, his inner self collapsing.



    



    A big man at this moment, like a lost chick, cried bitterly in the courtroom.



    



    However, Kensuke seemed unwilling to let him off so easily.



    



    "Once? How many times do you want? The law is unforgiving, once is enough! When you were doing these things, did you ever think about the police badge on your chest? Did you ever think about the oaths you made facing the police manual?"



    



    "Do you know? Because of your one time, other police officers have also joined the ranks of violent interrogations! Look at the injuries on our defendant; they were all caused by people like you! Using the name of justice, you so-called righteous police!"



    



    "Justice is not a tool for abusing private punishment, nor is it an excuse to stand on a moral high ground!"



    



    The courtroom fell into a dead silence, and you could almost hear a pin drop.



    



    Only the sobbing voice filled with remorse from Shoji echoed in the spacious hall.



    



    ...



    



    The result of the post-trial was self-evident.



    



    The judge and the jury didn't hesitate, nor did they discuss; they immediately pounded the gavel, ruling in favor of Kensuke's side.



    



    No suspense, it was a completely overwhelming situation.



    



    "You really don't show any mercy at all."



    



    Ai Haibara looked at Shoji, who walked out of the courtroom with a lost and dejected expression.



    



    After this incident, this policeman had no way to continue in this profession. The only options awaiting him were resignation or dismissal.



    



    "Is this really okay? At least, this police officer usually did his job responsibly; he just made a mistake this one time."



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "What's this? Are you starting to overflow with sympathy again? Didn't you hear what I said in court?"



    



    Haibara narrowed her eyes, "Oh, those grandiose things? I thought they were all made up by you, just lies, right?"



    



    Kensuke looked at her, ".....You think I’m lying?"



    



    "OF course, are you saying that all those word you said come from your heart?”



    



    Haibara tilted her head and asked.



    



    Kensuke shrugged, noncommittal.



    



    "But, whether it's the truth or lies, it doesn't matter. Anyway, our goal has been achieved."



    



    Haibara said indifferently, "In this world, true and false can turn into each other. The result remains unchanged."



    



    "Alright, you're just a child; don't keep saying such profound and mysterious things."



    



    Kensuke patted her head and then walked towards the exit of the courtroom.



    



    "Come with me."



    



    "What for?"



    



    "What else? To meet our client."



    



    "Why? Shouldn't we be preparing for the second trial now?"



    



    "Don't you see? Something was off with him just now."

  
    Leaving the court, Kensuke didn't stop for a moment and headed straight to the detention center where Nakamichi Kazushi was held.



    



    Chiba Prefecture is not like Tokyo, it's a small place.



    



    Small places are good; these two locations are very close, about five minutes or so, and Kensuke arrived at the detention center.



    



    After informing the duty police, Kensuke was taken to the visiting room, where he saw the silent Kazushi.



    



    At this moment, Kazushi kept his head down, like a sealed can.



    



    "Speak up, what's wrong with you?"



    



    Kensuke tapped the glass window with a ballpoint pen.



    



    "Are you hesitating in your mind, thinking of withdrawing your appeal?"



    



    At these words, Kazushi, who was still silent, raised his head in surprise.



    



    "How did you know?"



    



    "Do you think I'm a fake lawyer?"



    



    Kensuke rolled his eyes.



    



    "Look at your foolish appearance, it's obvious that you've lost your mind. I guess someone saw you in the courthouse waiting room about half an hour before you went to court, right?"



    



    "...You figured it all out."



    



    Kazushi sighed.



    



    "Exactly, Mouri Kogoro, my university classmate, came here today to visit me."



    



    "Visit you? He came to feed you some nonsense."



    



    Kensuke said without reservation.



    



    "After he came to the courthouse, he talked to me a lot. He advised me to give up the appeal, sit quietly for these twenty years in prison, and atone for the crime I committed. I might have been persuaded by him... Now I'm indeed hesitating whether to give up the appeal or not."



    



    "After all, no matter what, Yumi's death has something to do with me. I once loved her..."



    



    Sure enough.



    



    Kensuke shook his head.



    



    Before going to court, Kensuke had encountered Ran and Kogoro.



    



    He felt that the situation was a bit strange at that time. Kogoro is a person from Tokyo and wouldn't randomly come to the countryside without a reason.



    



    "Sheesh~ Seriously, you are a man who is wrongfully accused, can't you be more resolute? Don't always be swayed by a few words and switch sides directly. It messes with the mindset of us lawyers, you know!"



    



    Kensuke's tone was downright frustrated.



    



    "Lawyers come to fight for your interests, not to harm you! Having to sit in prison less or not at all is such a beautiful thing! You should be grateful. Is it fun being a snitch? You didn't kill anyone, why should you repent? You think it would make you some kind of hero?"



    



    After listening to Kensuke's words, Kazushi fell into silence for a moment.



    



    Then he thought of something and smiled bitterly.



    



    "But Kogoro has been very good to me. He listened to me complain about a lot of things, and just now in court..."



    



    He remembered the way his former colleague, Terabayashi Shoji, cried in court.



    



    He remembered what was written in Shoji's diary.



    



    Perhaps, unconsciously, he had also hurt some people.



    



    If he could atone in this way...



    



    "Are you stupid?"



    



    Kensuke's sarcastic voice came again.



    



    "The psychologist also listens to your complaints and seems to treat you well, then why not just marry the psychologist? Just because someone talks, you want to have bad luck. Isn't that harming yourself? As for that cop just now, it's his own fault, he deserves it. He did something against the rules and got caught in the act. What does it have to do with you, you idiot?"



    



    "Uh..."



    



    The bald man blinked, a black line forming on his forehead.



    



    He couldn't help but think of the lawyer who defended him in the first trial.



    



    Other lawyers are all polite, fearing to lose their jobs. How come this one starts scolding the client?



    



    "I'll make it clear first, giving up the appeal also comes with a cost."



    



    Kensuke didn't waste words.



    



    He directly took out the contract he had signed with Kazushi earlier and slapped it on the glass in front of Kazushi.



    



    "Take a good look. It's written here, a commission fee of three million. If you breach the contract, you'll have to pay twice the penalty, plus additional fees for my services, lost work, miscellaneous expenses, totaling eight million."



    



    "How can it be so much!"



    



    Kazushi was now anxious and exclaimed.



    



    Because the client was not him but his brother, he had no prior knowledge that Nakamichi had signed such a significant contract.



    



    "Do you understand now? Your brother is the one paying, not you."



    



    Kensuke urged.



    



    "Now make a decision, whether to give up the appeal or not. I'm short on time and don't want to hear more of your nonsense."



    



    "..."



    



    Kazushi's face changed rapidly.



    



    Obviously, giving up the appeal meant tricking his brother.



    



    In this world, only his brother had been the best to him, always ready to help.



    



    Thinking of this, he no longer hesitated and nodded firmly, "I've decided to continue with the appeal! Let Kogoro's nonsense be placed aside!"



    



    Kensuke sighed in relief, nodded in satisfaction.



    



    "That's right, be resolute. Remember, it's you who will be in prison, and your real well-wishers are your family, not some random university friends."



    



    "..."



    



    Kazushi's face twitched.



    



    To be honest, this lawyer was vastly different from the previous one.



    



    Having been a police officer for so many years, it was the first time he had encountered such a lawyer.



    



    Not to mention the sarcastic tone, the things this guy said were completely from the perspective of the righteous winner...



    



    "Now I have a few more questions for you, just answer honestly."



    



    "Uh, okay."



    



    The conversation with Kazushi continued for over half an hour.



    



    It was past three in the afternoon when Kensuke finally left.



    



    Walking out of the prison gate, Haibara, who was on the side, turned back and glanced inside.



    



    "I don't understand, why did you go to persuade him?"



    



    Haibara's tone was faintly questioning.



    



    "Since he's willing to atone in prison, it's not necessarily a bad thing, right? And if he breaches the contract, you can ask for more compensation. Why not take advantage of it?"



    



    Especially the latter part, given Kensuke's money-loving character, Haibara was a bit puzzled.



    



    "Haibara, did I tell you before?"



    



    Kensuke shook his head.



    



    "The lawyer's job is to protect the interests of the client. This is the most essential and important duty of a lawyer. The client in this lawsuit is not this bald guy, but his brother. Understand? I don't care how this bald guy is, let him enjoy prison if he loves it, but his actions will affect the real client. When the client's interests are harmed, the lawyer must step in; otherwise, don't do this job."



    



    "....I see."



    



    Haibara nodded, a hint of surprise flashing in her ice-blue eyes as she looked at Kensuke.



    



    "I didn't expect you, as a lawyer, to actually have professional ethics."



    



    "When I decided I want to do something, I would do it with all of my effort, since I decided to be a lawyer, I would strive to be nothing but the best."



    



    Kensuke said so.



    



    This has been his steadfast principle all along.



    



    "Alright, stop saying so much. Now we need to prepare for the upcoming second trial. There's a lot of intelligence we need you to investigate."



    



    "Yeah, I understand."

  














Time passed quickly, and in the blink of an eye, the day of the second trial arrived.





The second trial would take place at the Tokyo District Court No. 3.





Before that, the suspect in this case, Nakamichi Kazushi, and relevant judicial personnel would be transferred from Chiba Prefecture to Tokyo.





The opening session of the second trial was scheduled for around 9 AM.





A little past 8 AM, just before setting out, Kensuke once again checked the information collected by Haibara.





"So many?"





Looking at the pile of documents that seemed like a mountain in front of him, Kensuke turned to look at Haibara behind the desk.





At this moment, Haibara was still focused, tapping away on her laptop.





Although she looked a bit down, her personality was quite serious, and she was still working at this moment.





In order to make her assistant role more effective, Kensuke used the remaining money to specially provide her with an office laptop, an octa-core smartphone, a printer, and a series of storage tools.





"These are related information about Nakamichi-san classmates, including family, work, social relationships, and details about relatives and friends. Since they are key witnesses, I thought you might need them."





Haibara pushed her glasses up on her nose. She looked intellectual with glasses on while working.





"No, these are all garbage."





However, Kensuke shook his head, directly picked up those files, and tossed them into the nearby trash bin.





"Aren't these useful?" Haibara raised her head slightly. "I thought you would need them, especially with your despicable and shameless personality. Doing some nasty things to witnesses and their surroundings is quite possible."





"Thanks for the compliment. It's rare for you to think highly of me."





Kensuke admitted generously.





Haibara gave him a direct eye roll.





Kensuke then explained, "If it were another lawsuit, the things you collected might indeed be useful, but for this case, none of these will be needed."





"Why?" Haibara asked.





Kensuke smiled mysteriously, "Because you can't use the same move twice."





"What do you mean?"





"You'll see later. Watch closely and learn well."





"Tch."





...





Meanwhile, at the Tokyo District Prosecutor's Office.





Inside the prosecutor's office, Kujo Reiko was organizing the materials needed for the upcoming court session. As her assistant, Vice Prosecutor Masami Ryuuji was helping on the side.





Yes, today's lawsuit related to Kazushi would have her facing Kensuke as her opponent.





"Madam Kujou, according to the schedule, this lawsuit shouldn't be your turn."





During this time, Ryuuji asked his doubts.





"Why do you insist on taking action?"





"Because you don't understand Kensuke's personality."





Reiko shook her head.





"I've been dealing with that guy for a while. He is very devious in his actions, using any means to win, without any scruples. Things like tampering with evidence are as easy as eating and drinking for him."





"That's right! He's a despicable bastard!"





Ryuuji recalled his last lost lawsuit and nodded in agreement.





In the previous case, Kensuke had tampered with both key evidence—the witness and the physical evidence. After losing the case, Ryuuji faced some disciplinary actions.





"I understand him, so only I can defeat him."





Reiko said confidently, tidied herself up in front of the mirror, picked up the case files, and walked out with confidence.





Ryuuji admired her, watching her back, and hurriedly followed.





Besides being the undefeated queen in the legal world, Kujou, the prosecutor, had not lost a single case so far. That was why he had been following her.





...





"Help! Someone is robbing me! Can someone help me!"





"Quick, catch that thief!"





"Help! Ah!"





The streets of Tokyo were extremely crowded, with a continuous flow of people.





En route to the high-level court, as usual, Kensuke encountered several criminal incidents.





The city of sin, Tokyo, lived up to its reputation.





Taking a glance at the chaotic crowd in the distance, today's victims were a bit unlucky. Some were even stabbed twice by the robber and were being rushed to the hospital for emergency treatment.





Thinking for a moment, Haibara suddenly spoke up.





"I actually have a question I've been wanting to ask you."





"Go ahead."





"Well, it's... Aren't you afraid that one day, by doing these things so often, you might end up being killed like those victims for no reason?"





"Good question."





Kensuke glanced at her.





Although Haibara's face showed no expression, the slight worry in her eyes was quite apparent.





After days of being together, the two had become somewhat familiar with each other. Haibara knew his personality well. In the eyes of others, he might seem very nasty, and he could unintentionally make some mysterious enemies.





Haibara's concerns were quite reasonable.





However, she was overthinking this matter.





Although the crime rate in this world was extremely high, most cases—such as revenge killings, crimes of passion, plagiarism—were committed by ordinary people similar to him.





Kensuke had the ability to observe the goodwill of others. If someone harbored hostility and approached him with malicious intent, he would be aware of it and take precautions immediately.





There was only one situation where he couldn't defend himself.





That was if someone hired a hitman, a gang, or an evil organization. They would use various professional tools, such as sniper rifles, to take his life without him noticing.





However, hiring such individuals came at a high cost and required certain channels. Typically, only the wealthy and powerful could afford these services. Given Kensuke's current situation, he wasn't at the level to provoke such people.





So, for now, he didn't need to worry about the scenario Haibara was considering.





"I think you might need to hire a bodyguard in the future."





Haibara's voice came from the side, laced with her usual sarcasm.





"After all, for someone like you, who knows when you'll die. You'll need someone to collect your body."





"Yeah, you're right. Let's talk about it when I have the money."





Kensuke nodded and sighed, looking at her.





"Doraemon-chan, you're really useless. You can't produce powerful gadgets, can't hand-to-hand combat with a Gundam, can't catch bullets with your bare hands. You can't even handle the job of protecting me. Now I have to spend extra money for nothing."





"What's with this 'Doraemon'?!"





Haibara's expression darkened, and she rolled her eyes.





"I'm a grown man, and you, a person with no abilities, actually want a seven-year-old girl to protect you. It's ridiculous that you can even think of such a thing."





"I already told you, I always see you as an 88-year-old."





"I've never seen such a shameless person like you, it's simply breaking all boundaries."





"I've never seen such an old-fashioned child like you. Could you be some old monster from Japanese mythology?"





"You're the old monster!"
























    As they walked, the two bantered with each other.



    



    Although there were frequent criminal incidents along the way, it was not particularly dangerous.



    



    At precisely 8:30, half an hour before the court session began, they arrived at the Tokyo High Court.



    



    Entering the hall, it was quite crowded.



    



    The intensity of the second trial was much higher than the first. Numerous reporters were on standby, and many of them had interviewed Kensuke in previous court appearances. Upon seeing him enter, they swarmed like bees.



    



    Kensuke repeated his classic line.



    



    "My client is absolutely innocent; this is a miscarriage of justice!"



    



    His words were convincing, and his expression showed no signs of deceit.



    



    "Komemon Kensuke, the lawyer who won his debut case with overwhelming superiority, what kind of record will he achieve in today's battle?"



    



    "Sharp and outstanding, reaching the peak from the debut!"



    



    "The showdown between the rising lawyer and the popular female prosecutor—anticipating with bated breath!"



    



    The reporters were excited, snapping pictures of him and crafting imaginary headlines and content for tomorrow's news.



    



    The reporters' assault was troublesome, and even Kensuke couldn't withstand it. He pushed through the crowd and, in three quick steps, reached the women's restroom, planning to stay there until the trial began.



    



    "For entering the women's restroom openly, I can arrest and charge you with sexual harassment."



    



    A cold voice came from the side.



    



    Turning his head, Kensuke saw the familiar face of Kujo Reiko, standing by the washbasin, looking displeased.



    



    Japanese women paid great attention to their makeup and often touched up during the day.



    



    Seeing her holding a box of foundation, applying powder to her face, Kensuke couldn't help but remark, "No matter how much makeup an old aunt like you puts on, you won't get any younger."



    



    "Very well, add another charge of insult."



    



    Reiko took out a pair of rose gold handcuffs from her pocket, ready to cuff Kensuke's hands.



    



    Kensuke sidestepped, revealing his iconic smile.



    



    "You can handcuff me, but you have no evidence to charge me because I did not have the subjective intention to enter here; I just entered the wrong restroom. Besides, I am the lawyer for this case, and I can sue you for obstructing the judicial process."



    



    "Heh, your brain is quite flexible."



    



    Reiko put away the handcuffs, shaking her head.



    



    "If you could use your brain for something serious, that would be great."



    



    Pausing for a moment, Reiko glanced around and noticed Haibara by Kensuke's side.



    



    "Is this the child labor you hired?" she said with a hostile look.



    



    "What child labor? She's my little sister."



    



    Kensuke patted Haibara's head. "Come on, Haibara, call her Aunt Kujo."



    



    Haibara, seemingly obedient, bent down. "Hello, Aunt Kujo. My brother often talks about you."



    



    Reiko took a deep breath.



    



    The mention of brother and aunt directly added a generation to her.



    



    She forced a smile. “Little one. Big sister here is not yet 30 this year."



    



    Haibara revealed an innocent smile. "Wow~ Big sister, you look so young! You resemble my 33-year-old aunt!"



    



    ...



    



    These siblings were truly infuriating!



    



    Reiko glared fiercely at Kensuke.



    



    She had come here with full confidence, but now her good mood was completely destroyed.



    



    "Be careful later!"



    



    With that said, she left the restroom angrily without looking back.



    



    "Not bad, the child star actor indeed. But it would be better if you could strengthen the attack a bit more."



    



    Kensuke gave Haibara a thumbs-up.



    



    Haibara regained her calm expression. "Is it really okay to do this?"



    



    "Of course, women are the creatures most easily swayed by emotions, especially on certain days when this tendency becomes more pronounced."



    



    Kensuke wore a smile on his face from beginning to end.



    



    As it turns out, the brief confrontation just now was deliberately arranged by Kensuke. While avoiding the reporters, he chose not to enter the men's restroom, suspecting that Reiko might be in the women's restroom.



    



    A long time ago, Kensuke had conducted an investigation into Reiko, knowing some of her personal and rather private information.



    



    For example, according to the calendar, today should be around the time when she finished her monthly cycle. The fact that she chose to handle a court case on such a day spoke volumes about Kujo's character.



    



    As his opponent, Kensuke naturally took advantage of this.



    



    Now, Reiko's mood must be quite bad. As expected, it would likely affect the judgment in the courtroom that followed.



    



    "You really are a despicable, shameless, filthy, and dirty scoundrel, exploiting even the weaknesses of women."



    



    Haibara, with an expressionless face, looked at Kensuke, who maintained a smiling face throughout. She spared no words in leveling up her evaluation of him.



    



    "The courtroom is like a battlefield, with no distinction between men and women."



    



    Kensuke didn't argue with her.



    



    Checking the time, after spending some time in the restroom stall, Kensuke left the women's restroom and headed towards the courtroom.



    



    The courtroom at the High Court was considerably larger than those at local courts. There were dozens of rows of spectator seats, and the seating arrangement was tiered, much like a university lecture hall.



    



    Not long after, the judge, jurors, plaintiffs, and defendants arrived one by one.



    



    The lineup for the second trial was much larger than the first, with three judges and six jurors, and the corresponding seating was more spacious.



    



    Strictly speaking, in Japanese, judges are called "hanshi." There are eight ranks for judges, and to be at the High Court, the rank should be at least above average.



    



    "Now, we begin the trial for the second appeal!"



    



    With the judge's gavel striking, it signaled the start of the trial.



    



    Following the procedure, it was the prosecutor's turn to read the indictment.



    



    "The defendant lured the victim to the billiard room of the hot spring inn and used a picked-up firearm to kill the victim. This act violated Article 199 of the Japanese Penal Code, constituting the crime of intentional murder. In addition, the defendant possessed an illegal firearm, violating the Japanese Firearms and Swords Control Law. The court charges the defendant with either of these two serious crimes. Please judge the defendant for the crime of intentional murder according to the law."



    



    Reiko held the indictment and read it swiftly without a pause.



    



    The judges sitting on the bench couldn't help but frown.



    



    Generally, the requirement for a prosecutor reading the indictment is to articulate clearly and forcefully, not at this rushed pace, almost like chasing ducks.



    



    Judging by her expression, it seemed like she was a bit impatient.



    



    "Madam Kujo..."



    



    Seated beside her, Masami Ryuuji, quietly tugged at Reiko's sleeve.



    



    Only then did Reiko realize that, influenced by the Kensuke siblings in the restroom just now, she had inadvertently shown a bit of temper.



    



    Her face reddened slightly, and she coughed.



    



    "Sorry, my apologies."



    



    "Please have the prosecution reread the indictment!"



    



    The judge in the middle of the three hammered the gavel.



    



    In his fifties, he was the highest-ranked among the three judges, so he sat in the middle and wielded the gavel.



    



    Laughter erupted from the spectator seats below.



    



    Reiko composed herself and read the indictment again at a normal pace.



    



    When she sat down, her gaze shifted to the opposite side, directly meeting the lawyer's seat where Kensuke sat. He wore that infuriating, almost-smirking expression.



    



    Furthermore, he even grinned and made a drinking-hot-tea motion.



    



    Reiko easily understood his meaning, and instantly, her teeth clenched, almost producing steam from the heat in her head. She silently cursed.



    



    Damn scoundrel, Kensuke. You'll see how it goes later!

  
    "For the defense's response to the prosecution's request, please state your opinion, defense counsel!"



    



    The process remained unchanged. After the prosecutor finished reading the indictment, it was the defense's turn to present their views.



    



    This involved whether to admit guilt, opinions on specific charges, and any points for negotiation.



    



    "I do not agree with the prosecution's request. My client is absolutely innocent!"



    



    Kensuke stood up and declared loudly.



    



    As expected, the defendant denied the charges!



    



    Reiko frowned. Kensuke would undoubtedly mount a defense of innocence. She knew this guy very well; in his world of criminal cases, there were only two options: guilty or not guilty. There was no room for negotiation on the existence of a crime.



    



    ‘Alright, unleash your dirty tricks. Let's see how I can tear apart your tactics!’



    



    Next was the stage of presenting evidence from both sides.



    



    "These are the communication records, such as emails and letters, between the defendant and the victim during their relationship."



    



    Reiko spread out a large stack of documents, one by one, on the whiteboard set up in the courtroom.



    



    "In the letters sent by the defendant to the victim, each one contains phrases like 'do not disturb me again, or I'll kill you.' Based on the emotional entanglement between the defendant and the victim, we can conclude that the defendant had sufficient motive to commit murder!"



    



    The case's cause and effect were quite simple. The defendant and the deceased were in a romantic relationship for over a decade. However, each time the defendant proposed, the victim refused. In the end, disappointed, the defendant went on arranged dates and decided to get married. The victim, harboring resentment, continuously harassed the defendant through threatening letters, calls, and various means. Unable to bear it any longer, the defendant planned a murder during a university alumni gathering.



    



    The prosecution, including the evidence, had already investigated it thoroughly.



    



    This trial had a high chance of success.



    



    As long as Kensuke didn't cause trouble...



    



    Yes, as long as this guy didn't cause trouble!



    



    Reiko took a deep breath, shot a fierce glare at Kensuke, and tried to push aside the physiological annoyance brought on by her period, presenting a confident demeanor.



    



    Kensuke shrugged, still wearing his composed smile.



    



    On the judge's side, the three judges and six jurors examined the authenticity of the documents presented by Reiko, nodding in agreement.



    



    "What are the defense counsel's thoughts?"



    



    "Firstly, I disagree with the prosecution's evidence regarding the motive to kill, or rather, this can't be considered evidence at all! If the prosecution thinks that what they've presented can be considered a motive to kill, then motives for murder would be countless."



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    He took out a folder from the desk, flipping through several photos and directly covering the letters and documents presented by Reiko with magnets.



    



    "These are photos of the deceased's previous boyfriends."



    



    On the dozen or so photos, all of them were young men in their twenties, each with various styles, including Japanese, Korean, and other trends.



    



    "How is that possible! Yumi, how could she have so many boyfriends!"



    



    In the defendant's seat, Nakamichi Kazushi exclaimed in shock.



    



    Kensuke glanced at him. "Nonsense. Why do you think she kept stringing you along for over a decade without marrying you? Of course, she wanted to keep playing around."



    



    "Ugh..."



    



    Kazushi gritted his teeth, unable to say a word.



    



    However, no one in the courtroom paid attention to his thoughts.



    



    Kensuke continued to present a stack of evidence, pointing at the people in the photos while speaking.



    



    "This is Yamada from the Hidechi Cattle Ranch. The deceased owed him over a hundred thousand, and Yamada used phone calls and letters to threaten her. Here is Urashima from Hashimoto Loan Company, along with the bills from his shop. The victim owed him over a hundred thousand in high-interest loans, and she was forced to repay with her body. This is Serizawa from Suzuki High School..."



    



    As Kensuke listed one by one, Reiko frowned slightly. However, her eyes lit up, and she decisively stood up.



    



    "Protest!"



    



    "These involve the privacy of others. Defense counsel, did you obtain the consent of these individuals during your investigation? Without it, it's illegal evidence! Moreover, how can you prove that these aren't forged?"



    



    Yes, this was Kensuke's dirty trick!



    



    He always liked to obtain evidence illegally and manipulate it. This time was surely no exception.



    



    Before coming, Reiko had simulated countless times how to handle such a situation. She had imagined various ways Kensuke might attack, and she had prepared numerous countermeasures.



    



    As long as she identified the weak points, she wouldn't fear the opponent's offensive!



    



    However, Kensuke's next words shattered her expectations.



    



    "These pieces of evidence are genuine. You can call and verify. I obtained the consent of these people in advance."



    



    Kensuke winked at Reiko.



    



    She saw him repeat the action of drinking hot water, wearing that annoyingly punchable smile on his face.



    



    "..."



    



    Reiko felt an intense hatred, itching to charge up and give him a beating.



    



    Can't rush it, can't rush it!



    



    She struggled to suppress the urge, giving herself a pat on the back.



    



    However, Kensuke's actions left her puzzled; it didn't align with his usual behavior. Regardless, concerning the motive for the accused's murder, due to Kensuke's additional evidence, the legitimacy of the prosecution's evidence had been weakened, making it temporarily inconclusive. She had no choice but to let it go for now.



    



    Next, the prosecution needed to present additional evidence.



    



    "I request the summoning of witnesses!"



    



    Reiko applied to the judge.



    



    Soon, four witnesses stepped onto the witness stand in the courtroom. They were all university classmates of Kazushi, including a married couple, a short and chubby man, and Mouri Kogoro.



    



    "Kazushi, you should file an appeal."



    



    Mouri Kogoro looked at Kazushi on the defendant's seat, disappointment in his eyes.



    



    Nakamichi fell silent for a moment before saying, "Kogoro, do you really want me to go to jail?"



    



    "Not to jail, but to atone for your sins inside." Kogoro shook his head.



    



    "Is there a difference between the two?" Kazushi looked into his eyes. "Kogoro, do you know what going to jail means for a person?"



    



    "So, what does murder mean for a person?"



    



    Kogoro didn't back down, maintaining eye contact.



    



    "That woman has done so many damn things outside..."



    



    "Stop!"



    



    Kazushi wanted to say more, but suddenly, a stern voice came from the side.



    



    It was Kensuke speaking. He had a serious expression on his face.



    



    "What do you think this sacred courtroom is? We're still in the middle of the trial. If you want to chat about brotherly love, do it after we leave the courtroom!"



    



    The two looked at each other and immediately closed their mouths.



    



    "..."



    



    Something's not right!



    



    Reiko frowned, watching Kensuke with that seemingly sincere expression.



    



    Since a while ago, she had felt that something was off.



    



    Although his attitude was still detestable, and he was provoking her with those gestures, his behavior in the courtroom seemed normal.



    



    How should she put it?



    



    He looked like a "normal lawyer."



    



    What on earth was going on?

  














Kujo Reiko was momentarily flustered.





The reason she was called the "Madonna of the Prosecutor's World" was because she was thorough in her work, taking every trial seriously. For example, before engaging in a lawsuit, she would simulate various tactics in her mind.





However, Kensuke's actions now exceeded expectations, going beyond what she had previously simulated. Additionally, influenced by her menstrual cycle, she seemed to have lost some of her judgment ability.





"Please state your opinions, witnesses."





On the other side, the judge banged the gavel, and the legal proceedings continued.





First, it was Kogoro Mouri's turn.





"At around 6:00 PM, I invited Yumi to the billiard room at the hot spring hotel. We played intense pool, worked up a sweat, and after that, I accompanied Yumi back to her room. At around 6:30 PM, coinciding with the fireworks outside, I used the gun I had picked up to kill her. Due to Yumi's intense exercise before, the body stiffened earlier, creating an illusion of an earlier time of death."





Kogoro spoke with steady eyes, each word carefully chosen.





This reasoning process was personally conducted by him at that time and could be considered absolutely correct.





At that moment, Nakamichi Kazushi also acknowledged it.





When it came to matters involving classmates, Kogoro Mouri would be particularly serious. Right now, he only hoped that Kazushi would confess as soon as possible and sincerely repent in prison.





"This method has been confirmed by the prosecutor's office and is feasible!"





Reiko took over Kogoro Mouri's words, organized her chaotic thoughts, stood up, and said loudly.





"Now there are four witnesses, all pointing to Nakamichi Kazushi as the culprit. This number can be considered substantial evidence!"





After speaking, Reiko looked at Kensuke, her eyes filled with expectation.





Come on, Kensuke, unleash your dirty tricks!





There are three more witnesses below. You must have done something to them, right? Coaxing witnesses, making them change their testimony, use all your sinister moves!





Let me slowly tear apart the facade you've put up!





Reiko kept shouting in her mind.





However, facing Kogoro Mouri's testimony, Kensuke seemed to have no reaction.





He still had a smile on his face, gesturing for the remaining three witnesses to continue their testimony.





So, the remaining witnesses began recounting their testimonies.





The testimonies were similar to Kogoro's, with almost identical details.





No signs of tampering whatsoever.





"..."





What's going on? What's the situation? Haven't the witnesses been bribed?





Reiko stared blankly at Kensuke's face.





At this moment, she completely couldn't understand Kensuke's tactics.





"Let the defense representative express their viewpoint."





The judge's voice came from above.





"Well, I have a question."





Only to see Kensuke smiling slightly, walking down from the lawyer's seat to the front of the four witnesses.





His gaze lightly swept between the married couple and the chubby man.





"May I ask, did you personally witness these accusatory testimonies?"





The three witnesses, except Kogoro, looked at each other and shook their heads.





"Although we didn't see it with our own eyes, I deduced it!"





Kogoro frowned slightly, earnestly studying Kensuke's face.





He hadn't had direct contact with Kensuke before. However, Conan had mentioned to him that the defense attorney in this trial would argue for innocence.





His daughter, Ran, upon learning about the lawyer's identity, had also described him as a despicable person with a very bad character. Additionally, Inspector Megure, an old acquaintance of his, did not approve of this person.





"Regardless of who you are, if you want to argue for innocence, you have to pass through us first! Kazushi killed someone, and it's an important fellow friend. He must repent for it!"





Kogoro Mouri stood tall, his voice resounding with a strong sense of justice.





The other three witnesses, influenced by his emotions, also nodded in agreement.





"What wonderful camaraderie among classmates! The kind of feeling that makes you want to send your good friend to prison is truly tear-jerking."





Kensuke smiled slightly, clapping his hands.





This caused Kogoro to furrow his brow involuntarily. He disliked this guy, the way he spoke, and his smile gave off an unpleasant feeling.





"Well then, answer my question first."





Kensuke didn't look at Kogoro but turned his gaze to the other three witnesses.





"You said earlier that you didn't witness these accusatory testimonies firsthand, so may I ask where they came from?"





"I've already said it; it's my deduction!"





Kogoro Mouri interjected.





"Oh, so they heard it from you!"





Kensuke appeared to have a sudden realization, muttering to himself.





"In that case, it's not 'original evidence' but 'hearsay evidence'..."





"What do you mean?"





Kogoro Mouri furrowed his brow. He wasn't familiar with legal matters; that was Eri, his wife's domain, so he didn't understand Kensuke's point.





However, Reiko beside him tightened her brow.





The so-called original evidence refers to firsthand evidence without any intermediary, such as direct observations or original documents.





Hearsay evidence, on the other hand, is indirect and non-firsthand evidence, such as information heard from others or copies and reproductions of documents.





The strength of hearsay evidence is significantly lower than that of original evidence due to the possibility of tampering.





Strictly speaking, all these witnesses are hearsay evidence, indirect evidence. Furthermore, except for Kogoro Mouri, who deduced it himself, the testimonies of the other three witnesses were all based on his reasoning, with lower strength and high overlap with his testimony, making this evidence almost negligible.





‘Damn it, how did it come to this!’





After realizing the situation, looking at Kensuke's smiling face, Reiko completely panicked. Despite her calculations, she didn't expect Kensuke to counter with legal concepts instead of using some sinister move!





What's worse, she hadn't thought about how to handle this situation in advance!





Because the opposing viewpoint was very reasonable, the strength of the testimony from these four witnesses was indeed low.





What to do now? How to respond to this situation?





...





"So, this is your plan."





In the audience seats, watching Reiko's visibly distracted expression, Haibara Ai nodded with understanding.





She was a smart girl, and in just a moment of confrontation, she understood the intricacies.





Reiko understood Kensuke, but similarly, Kensuke understood her. The saying "you can't use the same trick twice against a saint" meant when he said this before was that he would not use methods that the opponent is familiar with.





Thus, engaging in a fair legal battle using his knowledge was the best approach.





Everyone, including Kogoro and Reiko, only paid attention to Kensuke's character and personality, thinking he might resort to dirty tricks in the legal duel.





However, they forgot that Kensuke had a solid foundation in law. His impressive performance in assessments, represented by a pile of A+, already indicated his legal competence.





Just like Picasso, the master of abstract art might give the impression of being abstract, but in reality, they had a strong foundation in basic painting skills.





Kensuke exploited Reiko's misjudgment and caught her off guard.





"..."





Haibara Ai remained silent, observing Kensuke's smile, the annoying expression of a victorious strategy.





In playing with people's minds, this guy was indeed skilled.





In this trial, the opponent had already lost.
























    After learning about Kensuke's tactics, which are basically nothing more than being a legal lawyer and not using any underhanded tactic, Haibara Ai lost interest in the proceedings of the trial. She slowly stood up, left the audience seat, and walked out of the courtroom's main door.



    



    Feeling a bit thirsty, she reached the end of the corridor and found a vending machine. Taking out a 500-yen coin from her pocket, she inserted it. Despite working for Kensuke without compensation, she felt he was a capitalist tainted super jerk. However, this "boss" at least had some humanity, giving her a small allowance every month for snacks.



    



    Pressing the button, with a ding sound, a can of coffee rolled out from the machine. Coffee used to be Haibara Ai's most frequently consumed beverage, as she often stayed up late for research work. It became her only companion at night, almost like nicotine, something she couldn't do without.



    



    Haibara Ai held the coffee in her hands, about to open it.



    



    At that moment, she heard familiar footsteps, the ones she used to know well.



    



    Without turning her head, Haibara Ai spoke lightly, "Conan, you can stop hiding.”



    



    Conan's figure emerged from around the corner.



    



    With his hands in his pockets, he looked towards Haibara.



    



    "Haibara, it's been a while. How have you been?"



    



    Haibara Ai looked back at him and fell silent for a while, she opened her mouth, then closed it, and with a gentle shake of her head, she said. "Kudo, state your purpose. You didn't come here just to greet me."



    



    "You're still as cold as before."



    



    Conan nodded in acknowledgment, not wasting any words.



    



    "It’s about APTX 4869 antidote, do you still have the formula for it?”



    



    "I see." Haibara Ai raised an eyebrow, understanding in her eyes. "Let me guess, Ran is about to discover your identity, so you have to temporarily become an adult to deceive her, right?"



    



    "Heh, you're still as smart as ever." Conan nodded in agreement.



    



    "Kudo, do you know?"



    



    Haibara Ai spoke lightly.



    



    "People can't go against the flow of time. If you try to forcibly change it, you'll eventually face punishment."



    



    "Such as death?" Conan ventured to say.



    



    Haibara Ai remained silent, but her expression said it all.



    



    Conan stayed silent for a moment, then shook his head. "I can't worry about that much. I just don't want Ran to find out. I don't want her to get involved in my troublesome affairs."



    



    "Oh, really?" Haibara Ai smiled faintly. "Then you should leave, instead of sticking to her like a piece of clothing."



    



    "..."



    



    The familiar sarcastic remarks left Conan momentarily speechless.



    



    After a moment, he raised his head.



    



    "I’ll think about it later, Haibara, where did you place the formula and the information? I'll contact my parents to find someone to help with the research."



    



    "Heh, you're truly a selfish man."



    



    Haibara Ai spoke indifferently.



    



    "It’s in Dr. Agasa's basement, in drawer number three, there's a USB drive containing some of the research data I've reconstructed."



    



    "Is that so? Thank you."



    



    Conan with his hands in his pockets was about to leave.



    



    Seemingly hesitating for a moment, he stopped again.



    



    "Haibara, can't you really come back?" He looked into Ai's eyes. "I apologize for my past words. I admit, I was impulsive, and I didn't consider your feelings when I spoke."



    



    Ai looked at him for a moment in silence, seemed to be deep in thought, then, she let out a sigh, and smiled faintly.



    



    "My name is Komemon, not Haibara."



    



    "....Is that so?"



    



    Conan looked deeply into Ai's eyes, seeing the silent message in her eyes, he closed his eyes and let out a resigned sigh.



    



    "Then I won’t force you further, when the antidote is successfully developed, I'll bring you a few doses."



    



    After saying this, he turned around and left, though not without once more turning his head back to see her.



    



    Ai held the canned coffee, standing quietly in place.



    



    "Come out, is it really all that fun eavesdropping on a kid talk?"



    



    On the other side of the corridor, Kensuke's figure emerged from the shadows.



    



    "I heard some incredible information."



    



    Kensuke smiled and clapped his hands.



    



    "Hey, as much as I dislike the kid, he is sincere with his words, why didn't you go back with him?"



    



    He tilted his head, seeming genuinely curious.



    



    Ai didn't answer and asked, "What about your trial? Is it already over so soon?"



    



    "Of course not, because there was an issue with Kujou. The judge asked her questions, and she stuttered and spoke incoherently. We had to temporarily adjourn for thirty minutes. That woman is just like that, always so easy to deal with."



    



    Kensuke shrugged, smiling at Ai.



    



    "Alright, let's not stray from the topic. Answer my previous question."



    



    Ai still didn't answer, her lips lightly curving.



    



    "Care to guess?"



    



    "Let me see~ Ummm~ Because that little brat's resolute attitude in seeking the truth scares you deep down?" Kensuke looked into her eyes. "After all, in the realm of law, the truth isn't the only thing that matters."



    



    Ai remained silent, silently locking eyes with him.



    



    After a while, she sighed deeply. "If you were my opponent, you'd probably be the most challenging type to deal with."



    



    "Oh, so in reverse, if I were a teammate, I'd make you relax completely, is that the idea?" Kensuke laughed.



    



    "You are quite a person..."



    



    Ai shook her head gently.



    



    He squatted down, gently patting her head.



    



    "Stop kidding. Where else can I find such a useful worker who doesn't need to be paid? You're not allowed to leave; you have to stay and work for me for a lifetime without any payment. Your name is Komemon Ai, and you'll carry the Komemon name for your entire life."



    



    Kensuke reached out, taking the canned coffee from Ai's hand while simultaneously stuffing a can of pure milk into her arms.



    



    "Also, kids are not allowed to drink coffee; milk is enough."



    



    After saying that, Kensuke smiled slightly, stood up, and left the corridor.



    



    Ai stood still, looking at Kensuke's back in a daze.



    



    She lowered her head, gazing at the milk in her hands.



    



    After a while, a faint smile appeared on her lips.



    



    "Interesting…. I really want to see where a person filled with shades of gray like you would ends up in the end."



    



    ...



    



    Kensuke walked along the corridor, enjoying the coffee in his hand.



    



    "One can of coffee costs 250 yen, while a can of milk is only 150 yen. It's a big profit!"



    



    He mumbled to himself, a sly smile on his face.



    



    "The words I just said must have impressed her a lot. Now, I can assign any work to her, and she will willingly work overtime without asking for any overtime pay. I can even deduct a bit from her pocket money..."



    



    Kensuke calculated in his mind, feeling satisfied.



    



    Truly, he was quite clever.



    



    After resting for a while in the corridor, checking the time on his phone, Kensuke returned to the courtroom, ready for the remaining legal battles.



    



    He hummed a tune, appearing relaxed.



    



    Because, for him, this trial had no difficulty at all.



    



    After thoroughly investigating the entire incident, he had realized that there were various loopholes in this case.



    



    Even without using any underhanded tactics, a straightforward confrontation would guarantee victory.

  
    Half an hour quickly passed, and the personnel inside the courtroom gathered again.



    



    Kujo Reiko straightened her clothes, took her seat, and patted her face, trying to maintain her composure.



    



    "Kujo-san..."



    



    Ryuuji Masami on the side wanted to comfort her upon seeing her state. However, after uttering her name, he received a fierce glare from his superior, causing him to quickly retract like a quail.



    



    Kujo Reiko realized that she had lost control and quickly took a deep breath to calm herself.



    



    ‘I need to keep calm, I can't fall for Komemon trick!’



    



    She thought to herself, trying to boost her morale.



    



    To be honest, the disadvantage from the first half had depleted almost all of her mental state. As a woman, her mood was also easily affected due to her menstrual cycle.



    



    The losing situation had already become apparent.



    



    With everyone assembled, the judge in the middle rapped the gavel.



    



    "We will now reconvene! Regarding the defense attorney's statement on the witnesses' testimony, the prosecution is invited to express their views."



    



    "In this regard, the court acknowledges the opposing party's viewpoint."



    



    Kujo Reiko stood up, making an effort to reorganize her thoughts.



    



    "The testimony of the four witnesses falls under hearsay evidence. Based on the strength of the testimonies, it indeed does not reach the level necessary for convicting the defendant."



    



    Pausing for a moment, she continued.



    



    "However, the defendant's methods, verified repeatedly by the Metropolitan Police and the Prosecutor's Office, have proven to be feasible. Therefore, we cannot exclude the suspicion that the defendant committed the murder!"



    



    "Objection!"



    



    Before Reiko could finish her statement, Kensuke immediately stood up.



    



    "If people can be convicted just by reasoning techniques, then there will be a lot of unjust, false and wrongful cases in the world. Isn't that right, Sleeping Kogoro–san?"



    



    With a sarcastic smile, Kensuke looked towards Kogoro Mouri.



    



    "You- you bastard, what did you say!"



    



    Hearing his words, Kogoro felt so angry that smoke almost came out of his seven orifices. He was about to rush down from the witness stand, ready to demonstrate some judo skills on this guy.



    



    Of course, his actions were promptly stopped by the judicial police.



    



    Ignoring him, Kensuke just smiled faintly, directing his gaze towards the judges' bench.



    



    The three judges and the jury whispered among themselves for a while.



    



    Then, the judge in the middle rapped the gavel.



    



    "The objection is valid! The defense attorney's viewpoint is valid! The prosecution is requested to present more substantial evidence!"



    



    "What! How can this be valid!"



    



    Hearing the judge's decision, Kogoro yelled in surprise.



    



    The judges sighed as they glanced at him.



    



    If it were other witnesses, other detectives, they might indeed have to consider it. But this was Kogoro Mouri!



    



    Before he gained the title of "Sleeping Kogoro," he had worked with the police on many cases. However, the police, especially Inspector Megure, didn't have a high opinion of him.



    



    The comment "often leads the case into confusion" had led to numerous wrongful convictions. Thanks to this guy, the High Court had put in a lot of extra hours, reviewed many appeal cases, and the judges had witnessed many suspects being released. Trying cases involving him was simply a waste of effort.



    



    So, Kogoro Mouri's reputation had long been tarnished in the minds of the judges!



    



    Watching the expressions of the judges on the stage, Kujo Reiko sensed trouble.



    



    In Japanese court debates, although the adversarial system was adopted, the ultimate interpretative power still rested with the judges on the bench. If a judge said your objection was valid, it was valid; if they said it was invalid, no matter how well you argued, it wouldn't matter.



    



    Therefore, usually in judicial debates, the impression the judges had was quite crucial.



    



    "Darn it..."



    



    Reiko gritted her teeth, only able to bring out the last piece of evidence.



    



    "This court requests to present physical evidence!"



    



    Soon, a handgun was presented.



    



    The Smith & Wesson M439, a semi-automatic pistol once used by the U.S. military, now outdated but still available through unofficial channels.



    



    "After forensic examination, we used polymerase chain reaction technology and found a significant amount of the defendant's DNA on the gun, particularly at the trigger. This can be used to accuse the defendant of suspicion of murder!"



    



    Kujo Reiko waved a stack of identification reports in front of everyone.



    



    However, her voice seemed weakened.



    



    This physical evidence was just too weak because before the gun was submitted as evidence, it had already...



    



    Sure enough, immediately after that, Kensuke spoke up.



    



    "Only the defendant's DNA? I'm afraid not, right? Is your information incomplete?"



    



    And just like Reiko, he also produced an identification report.



    



    "This is the identification report I obtained from the Metropolitan Police, the same one as the one that Investigator Kujo has!"



    



    Kensuke posted the identification reports one by one on the central whiteboard in the courtroom.



    



    "As you can see, it's not just our client's DNA; there's also a large amount of other people's DNA, such as the deceased, our dear Detective Mouri, and many others."



    



    Kensuke said, tilting his head, wearing a curious expression.



    



    "So, besides our client and the deceased, why would there be someone else's DNA in there?"



    



    Immediately, as if he suddenly realized something, he exclaimed, "Could it be that the physical evidence was already destroyed in various ways before it was submitted? Then it can't be considered as evidence!"



    



    Silence filled the courtroom.



    



    Kensuke's words were like a well-aimed blow.



    



    In the witness seat, Kogoro Mouri clenched his teeth.



    



    Although Kensuke's words just now didn't seem to directly target him, the tone was entirely directed at him.



    



    After all, detectives always tended to casually tamper with the crime scene before the police arrived.



    



    Undeniably, this caused some trouble for the police's evidence collection.



    



    Back then, in his haste due to the murder of an important classmate, he completely forgot about protecting the evidence.



    



    This was a negligence on his part as a detective, and at this moment, it was exploited as a fatal weakness by the opposition.



    



    "So, does the prosecution have any other evidence?"



    



    Without looking at Kogoro again, Kensuke smiled and turned his gaze to Kujo Reiko.



    



    "... None."



    



    Kujo Reiko, realizing the tide had turned against her, sighed deeply in the end.



    



    But she was not giving up. She asked, "Since you keep saying the defendant is not the murderer, then tell us, what is the truth behind this incident?"



    



    "Oh, the truth of the matter? Listen well."



    



    At this moment, Kensuke finally revealed a victorious smile on his face.



    



    He took out a stack of documents from the table.



    



    It was the fax he obtained from Nakamichi house, related to the deceased Horikoshi Yumi.



    



    "From the fax, It can be seen that the deceased was a person with a very extreme personality. The following opinions are only my personal conjecture."



    



    Kensuke displayed each fax to everyone.



    



    "The pistol was brought by the deceased, not our client. The client followed the deceased back to her room, and was once again threatened by the deceased. The deceased held the pistol, stretched out her arm to her temple, and threatened the client that if he did not After meeting her conditions, she would committed suicide and blamed the person involved, which is our client. At this time, the pistol suddenly went off..."



    



    Pausing, Kensuke smiled strangely.



    



    "So, this is an attempt to falsely implicate through a suicide plot, but due to some accident, it end up as a genuine suicide.”

  














The final verdict was self-evident.





After a brief exchange between the judge and the jury, the verdict was clear: due to insufficient evidence, the defendant was acquitted. The prosecution would file charges for insulting a corpse later.





As for the so-called truth that Kensuke mentioned, whether it was true or false, whether it made sense or not, didn't really matter.





In the courtroom, there was no absolute truth; there was only the presence or absence of evidence, the ability to convict or not.





"You damn bastard!"





Immediately after the judge announced the end of the trial, as everyone was leaving, Kogoro rushed forward, grabbing Kensuke by the collar.





"Kazuhi— Kazuhi— he killed someone! How can you defend a murderer? How can you let him go free?"





Kogoro was almost losing control, shouting loudly at Kensuke.





"Mouri-san, just so you know, this suit is expensive. If you damage it, I'll be sending you the bill."





Facing the opponent's rage, Kensuke remained fearless, calm, and even wore a calm smile on his face.





"You–"





Seeing Kensuke's expression, Kogoro Mouri was so angry that smoke seemed to come out of his seven orifices. With a slight force in his hand, he was about to use Judo to give Kensuke a rocking cradle.





But at this moment, a clear voice came from the side.





"Stop it right now!"





Turning his head, Kogoro saw a woman of similar age to Kujo Reiko, standing behind and urgently stopping him.





The woman had a beautiful face, long chestnut hair tied into a bun at the back, and she was wearing a light blue lawyer's uniform with a lawyer's badge on her chest, exuding an intelligent aura.





It was Kisaki Eri, known as Japan's unbeaten queen of the legal world and, at the same time, Kogoro's long-standing wife.





"But, Eri, this guy..."





Hearing his wife's reprimand, Kogoro Mouri still looked somewhat hesitant.





Eri glared at him. "You idiot! If you don't let go, he could accuse you of causing trouble! There are surveillance cameras in the courthouse, and so many witnesses. He would make sure you leave with a fine!"





"..."





Only then did Kogoro Mouri realize it and quickly released his grip.





"Ah, what a pity. Just one step away, and I could have sued him for compensation."





Kensuke raised an eyebrow and even shook his head, as if he genuinely regretted something. This expression and tone almost infuriated Kogoro, who gritted his teeth but found himself helpless against it.





"I presume this is the famous lawyer Kisaki Eri?" Kensuke adjusted his shirt, smiling as he looked at the intelligent woman before him.





"Correct, it's me," Kisaki Eri replied expressionlessly. "I heard there's a new rising star in the legal world, so I came over out of curiosity."





"What? You didn't come for Dad..."





Beside Kisaki Eri, her daughter, Ran Mouri, muttered under her breath.





"Who would come all the way for this playboy?"





Kisaki Eri said loudly, her gaze wandering. "I just happened to be interested.."





"I'm the same. Who cares about a woman like you–"





"Hey, hey, I have something important to do here. Could you two avoid acting out an old-fashioned romantic comedy here?"





Kogoro Mouri's words were interrupted sharply by Kensuke.





Kensuke sighed, "If there's nothing else, please step aside. Don't block the way here, okay?"





The two exchanged glances, and Kisaki Eri cleared her throat with a serious expression.





"Lawyer Kensuke, even though I don't want to say much about you, the purpose of the law is to give the appropriate punishment within the scope of the truth! Abandoning the truth, defending the real culprit, this behavior goes against the professional ethics of a lawyer!"





"Well said, very classy!"





After listening, Kensuke immediately raised his thumb, exaggeratingly applauding.





"Truly the first female lawyer in Japan, you've really broadened my horizons. Admirable, admirable!"





Eri frowned slightly at Kensuke's tone.





In all honesty, Kisaki Eri, with her years of experience in the legal profession, disliked opponents like Kensuke the most. This type of indirect and sarcastic language was the most challenging to deal with.





As expected, in the next moment, Kensuke changed his tone.





"May I ask, Lawyer Kisaki, does your so-called professional ethics mean abandoning your client, who once trusted you, the moment you learn the facts of the case and turning to the arms of the prosecution?"





Kensuke smiled and made an admiring gesture.





"Ah, if that's the case, then from today onwards, I'll start learning from you how to properly backstab those who put their trust on me, upholding the professional ethics of us lawyers!"





Kisaki Eri's face turned unpleasant, her eyebrows furrowing tighter.





She realized that Kensuke was mocking her for the trial a few days ago. In that case, the real culprit was the client, something she discovered later. At that time, she joined forces with the prosecution, and together they pressured the client, leading to a self-exposure in court due to Kogoro's reasoning (refer to the animated episode "Courtroom Confrontation III: Prosecutor as Eyewitness").





Eri took a deep breath. "I don't understand what you're saying, but a lawyer must adhere to facts, follow the law as a standard, practice strictly according to the law, and abide by social morality! That's the professional ethics of a lawyer!"





"That's right! At least, we shouldn't let the real culprit go free!"





Kogoro Mouri chimed in.





He looked serious, glancing at the defendant's seat where Nakamichi Kazushi, now acquitted, hadn't left yet.





The two locked eyes, and Kazushi lowered his head.





He had tried to convince Kogoro several times that he was not the murderer. Although he wasn't guilty of the crime, being acquitted this way made it difficult for him to hold his head up high.





"Nakamichi-san, you're innocent. Please raise your head with dignity."





Kensuke's voice came from the side.





He then glanced at the couple in front of him.





"Let the real culprit go free? Why are you so sure that Nakamichi-san is the culprit? Just based on your insignificant and self-righteous reasoning?"





"What did you say!"





Kogoro clenched his fists, ready to charge again.





"Your defense for criminals, letting them escape, how is it any different from the murderer!"





"No, no, no, please understand. Regardless of the truth, I have always been in a legitimate defense."





Kensuke stepped back, avoiding Kogoro Mouri's fist.





Then, he approached Kogoro with a sly smile and whispered something that only the two of them could hear.





"No matter whether the suspect is guilty or not, in this trial, the real culprit who made the suspect run away, isn't it you? Dear great detective, Kogoro Mouri-san."





"..."





"..."





Kensuke's words always hit like a needle, effortlessly piercing people's weaknesses.





Kogoro Mouri was momentarily speechless.





On the side, Kisaki Eri remained silent.





Indeed, Kensuke didn't use any improper means. Throughout this trial, he consistently employed legal concepts for a legitimate defense.





Originally, the suspect wouldn't have been acquitted so easily. Even with weak evidence like the gun, it could have bought some time for further investigation. However, because Kogoro and Conan didn't secure the crime scene properly after finding the body and instead tampered with it, the integrity of the scene was completely destroyed.





By the time the police arrived to collect evidence, anything that could have been useful was already gone.





The opposing lawyer didn't need to do anything extraordinary. He just did what was expected.





"Is everything my fault?"





Kogoro Mouri mumbled in a daze, a sense of self-blame creeping in.
























    "All right, please excuse me. I need to meet with my client."



    



    Smiling, Kensuke didn't care about what Mouri was thinking. He simply pushed through the couple's shoulders and walked straight through.



    



    "Honey, cheer up!"



    



    "Eri, is all of this my fault?"



    



    "No, it's not—"



    



    The voices of the Mouri couple behind him grew fainter.



    



    Ignoring whatever they were saying, Kensuke hummed a song as he walked towards the courthouse's lobby.



    



    As agreed beforehand, the client's brother, Nakamichi Hito, waited in the lobby. He would hand over the pre-arranged three million yen as the attorney's fee.



    



    "You, really..."



    



    Conan's voice sounded disapproving. "Is it necessary to stomp on every ant you encounter?"



    



    "Oh, so you saw that just now."



    



    Kensuke turned his gaze, finding Haibara standing by the corridor wall.



    



    Holding a carton of milk, she drank and spoke, "I agree, can't you talk to people normally? Do you always have to argue with others to feel comfortable? I'm afraid that one day you'll die in some obscure corner of a restroom, and I won't be able to find your body."



    



    "Oh come one, it’s not that bad, and besides, you're not qualified to say these things to me."



    



    Kensuke shrugged. "Unlike other jobs, my colleagues are my future adversaries. Eventually, Kisaki-san will be my opponent. I just want to blunt her edge, show her who's boss. Is that not allowed?"



    



    Haibara raised an eyebrow. "A person like you, taking civil cases?"



    



    In Japan, lawyers usually face off in civil cases. The prosecutor's office holds significant judicial power, possessing the exclusive right to prosecute all criminal cases that may lead to imprisonment. Therefore, lawyers seldom clash in criminal cases.



    



    "Are you misunderstanding me? Why wouldn't I take civil cases, as long as the client can pay, I take every case you know?"



    



    Kensuke explained, "Besides, being a lawyer doesn't mean spending the entire career as a lawyer."



    



    If there were recruitments from the prosecutor's office, lawyers could become prosecutors, provided they passed the civil servant exam.



    



    "Kisaki-san might become a prosecutor too. If there's pressure from the Kujo-san side."



    



    Kensuke smirked.



    



    "After all, this trial shattered her record of not losing, except to Kisaki-san, in her career as a prosecutor."



    



    "You're really despicable, treating your former teacher like this."



    



    "What former teacher? She only supervised me during my internship for two months and often made me work overtime on reports, every knowledge I have is self-learn."



    



    "So, this is personal revenge?"



    



    "Sort of, is there a problem with that?"



    



    "....Not really."



    



    As they walked down the corridor, their conversation continued.



    



    As they approached the lobby, they spotted Kujo Reiko acting nervously. She hid behind a potted plant, clinging to the wall, occasionally peeking towards the direction of the lobby.



    



    It seemed she was avoiding the reporters.



    



    After all, the lobby was crowded, and the remaining police officers were surrounded. Having just lost the case, with her pride, she couldn't simply walk out.



    



    Cough!



    



    Hearing a cough behind her, Kujo Reiko nearly jumped.



    



    Turning around, she saw Kensuke standing there, looking at her with a teasing expression.



    



    "Professor Kujo, facing your dear student, how does the taste of failure feel?" Kensuke said with a smirk.



    



    Reiko moved her mouth, sighed in resignation, and finally spoke, "Kensuke, I should have expected this."



    



    She couldn't avoid feeling defeated, considering her pride. "You, who excel in analyzing human emotions, couldn't possibly overlook my counter-strategy. If I had planned ahead and effectively refuted the credibility of your testimony regarding Mouri-san, I wouldn't have lost this trial so easily."



    



    "Why dwell on it here? Trials, like life, don't offer second chances."



    



    Kensuke, not one to be considerate in such situations, continued with his sarcastic remarks.



    



    "So, Professor Kujo, have you considered settling down early? I can see that your hormones are imbalanced today, and it's truly heartbreaking!"



    



    "You— Sigh!"



    



    Kujo Reiko massaged her forehead, feeling a headache coming on.



    



    Honestly, she didn't have the energy to argue with this guy.



    



    Kensuke always had a way of needling people. So, he resumed his sarcastic banter.



    



    "Why do you have such talents and waste them like this?" Reiko sighed. "If you could be a prosecutor, it would be great! You know, fighting against evil, upholding justice – isn't that appealing? I have a few positions open; are you interested?"



    



    "Oh?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    He hadn't expected that Kujo would recruit him first before Kisaki Eri.



    



    Without much thought, he rejected her proposal. "Sorry, I'm not interested. Find someone else!"



    



    Kujo Reiko looked at him. "Is it because the salary is too low?"



    



    Kensuke smiled without saying a word, and his expression gave away everything.



    



    "Never mind, do as you wish. Dealing with one Eri is troublesome enough; now, having another Kensuke, I might as well resign..."



    



    The rest of the words were mumbled by Kujo Reiko, a continuous stream of complaints.



    



    The flow of people in the lobby gradually diminished. Reporters, unable to find anyone, began to disperse. Reiko left first. When there were no more reporters, Kensuke and Haibara finally emerged from the corridor.



    



    The client Nakamichi Hito was waiting outside.



    



    "This is the agreed-upon three million yen for your legal services, Kensuke-san. Thank you so much! I didn't expect you to win the case!"



    



    With the case won, the brother, Nakamichi Hito, looked genuinely delighted. He pulled out three bundles of banknotes, tightly bound with rubber bands, and eagerly stuffed them into Kensuke's hands, thanking him profusely.



    



    "Pleasure doing business with you," Kensuke said with a smirk, accepting the money and placing it in his briefcase.



    



    With the money exchanged, they exchanged a few casual words but had nothing substantial to discuss. They each went their separate ways.



    



    Before leaving, Kensuke did one thing—he took back the copy of the contract he had given to the Nakamichi brothers.



    



    On the way back, Haibara, who had been silent, suddenly spoke.



    



    "Actually, I've had a question since the beginning of this case."



    



    "Go on."



    



    "It's about the contract between you and the client, the clause stating that you take not a penny if the trial is lost, but if won, you must receive three million yen— Isn't that considered contingency fee in legal terms? Don't tell me you don't know what that is."



    



    "Hush!"



    



    Kensuke extended a finger, gently pressing it against Haibara's lips.



    



    Smiling, he took out the neatly folded contract from his pocket.



    



    At the same time, he pulled out a lighter and set the contract on fire.



    



    Whoosh!



    



    Flames rose, and the paper danced like moths in the fire.



    



    Soon, it turned into ashes.



    



    "Now, there's nothing left."



    



    Kensuke gently blew, scattering the ashes on the street with the wind.



    



    Haibara looked at Kensuke, squinting her eyes. "Earlier, you said a lawyer's duty is to protect the client's interests, right? To think I would fall for your lie, you are good.”



    



    "I wasn't lying."



    



    Kensuke blinked.



    



    "The premise is that, as a lawyer, my interests must be guaranteed."



    



    After a pause, he smiled slightly.



    



    "Moreover, didn't I help the client win the case in the end?"



    



    "You... You're something else."



    



    Haibara shook her head.



    



    Throughout the entire trial, Kensuke had indeed committed an act that couldn't be justified. However, as he said, in the end, he did help the client win the case. Perhaps, that's just Kensuke's style.

  
    The lawsuit regarding the Mouri Kogoro alumni case continued to make headlines for several days.



    



    Especially in the media, it became a sensation.



    



    Major newspapers, online media, official news outlets in Tokyo, almost all of them had headlines about this case.



    



    "Rising Star Lawyer Peaks at Debut!"



    



    "A Master of Eloquence, Komemon's Sharp Court Debates!"



    



    "Prosecutor Kujou Faces Tremendous Pressure, Rumored to Resign Soon!"



    



    "Destruction of Evidence by Detective Mouri Kogoro, Possible Accusations?"



    



    In Shibuya, at Komemon Law Firm.



    



    Haibara, lying on the sofa, idly scrolled through the smartphone Kensuke had bought for her, flipping it up and down.



    



    "Crashed again."



    



    Haibara sighed, expressionless, and placed the phone down. She raised her head, observing Kensuke enthusiastically playing Nintendo Switch on the desk.



    



    "You can afford these childish gadgets; can't you get me a better phone?"



    



    "What childish gadgets?" Kensuke didn't even lift his head. "Life is a game, and games are life. Understand?"



    



    "I don't understand what you're talking about." Haibara rolled her eyes. "I only know your current expression is just like those dead otaku in Akihabara."



    



    "Sigh, dead again. It's all because you're nagging beside me."



    



    Kensuke sighed and put down the handheld console.



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes, too lazy to bother with him.



    



    After a pause, she asked, "Now that the media is going crazy over you, and there might be many people coming to sue you, do you have any plans?"



    



    "I don't have any plans. Just focus on doing my job."



    



    Kensuke said so.



    



    "The media exaggerates nine out of ten times. People will temporarily indulge in this false frenzy, either pointing fingers or being cynical. When the heat dies down, everything will return to normal. Salarymen will still be salarymen, and housewives will still be housewives."



    



    "Alright."



    



    Haibara nodded.



    



    Kensuke was right; many of these news reports were indeed fabricated.



    



    For example, the news about Kujou Reiko facing pressure and resigning, or the news accusing Mouri Kogoro—none of these were based on facts.



    



    The actual truth seemed to be of little concern to people.



    



    Including this lawsuit, people only knew that one side won and the other lost, and who won or lost wasn't important.



    



    Haibara climbed off the sofa, walked over to Kensuke, and extended her hand.



    



    Kensuke glanced at her fair little hand.



    



    "The palmistry lines are good; you'll make a fortune in the future."



    



    "For buying a new phone," Haibara ignored him.



    



    "It can still be used, you know? It just crashed once."



    



    Bang!



    



    Haibara forcefully slammed the phone onto the floor.



    



    The phone instantly shattered into pieces, and the screen went dark with a thud.



    



    "Now it can't be used," she said indifferently.



    



    "...You're ruthless. Raising a child really costs money!"



    



    Kensuke sighed and, with trembling hands, took out a small stack of ten thousand yen bills from his briefcase.



    



    There was no other option; she needed the phone for work.



    



    As Kensuke counted the money with shaky fingers, Haibara, without hesitation, snatched the money from his hand.



    



    "The remaining money is my pocket money, Scrooge."



    



    "You're truly a devil!"



    



    "Devil accusing a devil, this is the funniest thing I've ever seen."



    



    Haibara rolled her dead-fish eyes and walked towards the door, ready to go out and buy her new phone.



    



    Just as she opened the door, she was nearly startled.



    



    Standing at the entrance was a young woman, looking hesitant, as if she was about to knock on the door.



    



    Both were surprised by the sudden opening of the door.



    



    "Sorry for the disturbance!"



    



    She quickly took a step back, bowing repeatedly.



    



    Haibara shook her head, "It's okay. Are you here to consult for a lawsuit? Welcome."



    



    With a guest at the door, Haibara, as the assistant, temporarily abandoned the idea of going out and welcomed the woman into the law firm.



    



    Meanwhile, Kensuke put down the handheld console, gesturing for Haibara to make tea from the cupboard.



    



    Once the tea was ready, the two parties began their conversation.



    



    "My name is Nishitani Miho, and I work at a pastry shop near the Miwa station."



    



    The woman introduced herself first.



    



    She had shoulder-length brown hair and a quite attractive appearance, the type that could make people feel like they were being followed.



    



    And indeed, her request was related to stalking.



    



    "Lately, when I'm returning home from work, I often find a man following me. He has harassed me several times, taking inappropriate photos. What's even more outrageous is that once, as I was going home from the station, he pushed me down the stairs..."



    



    Kensuke understood the situation.



    



    "So, Nishitani-san, you want to hire me for a civil lawsuit against that man, to warn him against any further inappropriate behavior."



    



    "Yeah, to be honest, I can't endure this anymore..."



    



    As she spoke, Nishitani Miho covered her cheeks and started crying.



    



    She looked worn out and troubled, indicating that this matter had been tormenting her for a long time.



    



    "The Miwa Wolf."



    



    Haibara uttered these words casually.



    



    Kensuke looked at her, asking, "What do you mean?"



    



    Haibara explained, "Recently, in the Miwa district, there's a pervert who follows women, causing significant distress to the females in the area. People there call him the Miwa Wolf."



    



    "I see..."



    



    Kensuke propped up his chin.



    



    The term "Miwa Wolf" sounded familiar; this character has probably made an appearance in one of the episodes.



    



    According to his deduction, this woman, Nishitani Miho, might have initially planned to come up with a plan to kill the Miwa Wolf using a specific method. However, the current situation was different.



    



    Because of his presence in this world, acting like a butterfly effect, influencing certain cause-and-effect relationships, maybe Nishitani Miho had changed her mind and opted for solving the issue through legal means instead of resorting to murder.



    



    "Quite interesting."



    



    Kensuke showed an intrigued expression.



    



    "In that case, Nishitani-san, you should still report to the police. I remember that Japanese women have significant rights, and the police should handle it."



    



    Upon hearing this, Nishitani Miho cried even harder.



    



    "No, I've already reported the case once, and the police questioned him. But due to lack of evidence, they couldn't arrest him. Moreover, after that, he became even more aggressive…."



    



    "I see."



    



    After listening, Kensuke couldn't help but click his tongue.

  
    After expressing his sentiments, Kensuke asked, "I can take on your case, but may I inquire how much you can afford for the retainer fee?"



    



    "Well, I only have 300,000 yen..."



    



    Nishitani Miho hesitated for a moment, seeming a bit reluctant.



    



    Without much thought, Kensuke responded, "In that case, forget it. Please leave!"



    



    "Ah, okay, sorry to bother you..."



    



    Nishitani Miho stood up, looking disappointed, ready to leave.



    



    "What a heartless miser," Haibara remarked from the side.



    



    Rolling his eyes, Kensuke said, "Come on, lawyers aren't charity workers. If you're trash looking for another useless trash lawyer, then be considerate and find one elsewhere. Don't keep bothering me, alright?"



    



    Nishitani Miho shivered, lowered her head even more, feeling more dejected.



    



    However, just as she was about to leave, Kensuke suddenly spoke up.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    Nishitani Miho blinked, looking at him with confusion.



    



    Kensuke asked, "Do you know the person you want to sue? His information and family background?"



    



    "Yes, that man's name is Tatsuya Nagai," Nishitani Miho nodded. "According to the police, he's a judicial preparatory student, and his family seems to be well-off."



    



    "Good, I'll take the case!"



    



    Kensuke immediately agreed.



    



    "Oh, has the miser changed his ways?" Haibara sarcastically commented.



    



    "Hey, Doraemon, why are you suddenly acting stupid again? Your intelligence always fluctuates. As your boss, oh no, as your big brother, I'm quite troubled."



    



    Kensuke sighed and then continued seriously.



    



    "If the other party has money, and if we win the case, our retainer fee can be proportionally deducted from the compensation. In that case, this isn't trash; it's gold."



    



    "I see."



    



    Haibara nodded.



    



    What Kensuke mentioned was still a form of risk agency, but unlike criminal cases, civil cases were legal.



    



    "By the way, don't call me Doraemon anymore, or I'll bite you!"



    



    "Don’t care, come on, bite me!"



    



    "Sometimes I really don't understand why your personality is always so childishly competitive."



    



    "Who are you calling a child you old hag!"



    



    "Get lost! Go die!"



    



    Nishitani Miho stood there in astonishment, watching the man and woman in the law firm waving tea cups at each other—one large and one small.



    



    She had come with the intention of trying out the law firm after seeing it being hyped up in the newspaper. But now, she couldn't help but feel like she might have come to the wrong place. Is this place reliable at all?



    



    "Nishitani-san, you don't need to worry about those messy things. As long as you entrust me with your case, I will definitely win."



    



    "Uh, really?"



    



    "Of course, you can trust me."



    



    With confidence, Kensuke spoke, adjusting his collar. Being adept at understanding people, he naturally saw the girl's worries.



    



    But he didn't care. As long as the client approached him, regardless of the attitude, as long as the contract was signed, he would give his all.



    



    Without further ado, Kensuke took out a pre-printed contract template from the drawer.



    



    Having gained recognition, he saw that the girl already had two approval points, allowing him to negotiate directly.



    



    Nishitani Miho took the contract and glanced at it, freezing on the spot.



    



    "30% of the compensation? So much!" she exclaimed.



    



    In other words, if they demanded the other party to compensate ten million, according to the ratio, they would have to pay Kensuke three million! And it could go higher!



    



    "This price is quite favorable. Normally, I take 50%. I considered this as your first civil litigation case, so I made an exception to reduce it."



    



    Kensuke spoke confidently, seeming as if he were genuinely considering the other party's situation.



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes from the side.



    



    Typical civil litigation cases have lawyer fees ranging from 10% to 20%, and the law stipulates that risk agency fees should not exceed 30% (excluding miscellaneous expenses). Only the top-tier lawyers in Japan could reach this ratio.



    



    Kensuke was once again taking advantage of the client.



    



    "But, this seems a bit too much..."



    



    Nishitani Miho seemed hesitant.



    



    Kensuke immediately added, "Nishitani-san, what are you still considering? If you lose, you won't have to pay a penny. If you win, just pay me a small reward. Where else can you find such a wonderful deal? Besides, based on your description, the police don't have any evidence, right? If it were any other lawyer, it would be easy to lose. So..."



    



    He paused.



    



    Smiling, he showed a confident expression.



    



    "Only I can help you win this lawsuit."



    



    Kensuke's words seemed to carry a magical charm, intending to lure people into an unknown abyss.



    



    Nishitani Miho lifted her head, and in her gaze, there was a surreal illusion as if the other party were a devil with horns on their head.



    



    "Alright, Komemon-san!"



    



    Mihane nodded heavily, as if under some divine influence.



    



    "Very well, let's sign the contract!"



    



    Kensuke took the pen and paper, and both parties signed their names on the contract.



    



    Everything was settled.



    



    "Nishitani-san, you will be grateful for your decision today in the future."



    



    With a smirking smile, Kensuke accepted the contract. This line had almost become his catchphrase during contract signings.



    



    Afterward, Kensuke asked a few necessary questions.



    



    For example, the man's home address, the places he frequented, the times he appeared, and so on.



    



    Nishitani Miho told him everything she knew.



    



    After listening, Kensuke nodded, smiling.



    



    "Nishitani-san, you can go home reassured. You don't need to do anything now. Leave everything to me. Just wait patiently, and when the trial comes, the court will deliver the summons to your home."



    



    "Alright, I'll leave everything to you, Mr. Lawyer!"



    



    Nishitani Miho left the law firm's door with a relieved expression. The tears that were once on her face were long gone, replaced entirely by the calm and content expression.



    



    One had to admit that despite Kensuke's often harsh words, his demeanor and attitude after taking on a case could be quite infectious.



    



    It gave people a sense of reassurance, as if everything could be entrusted to him.



    



    "Is this really okay?"



    



    After the client left, Haibara turned her head and looked at Kensuke.



    



    According to what she just said, without any evidence left by the man who was stalking her, and with the police having the same situation, it would be impossible to successfully sue him in this circumstance.



    



    "I'm telling you, Haibara, is today the first day you've known me?"



    



    Kensuke sighed and then gradually, a familiar, eerie smile appeared on his face.



    



    "If there's no evidence, we'll just have to create our own, won't we?"

  
    In the following days, Kensuke closed his law firm and turned down all other clients who came seeking his services for lawsuits. Kensuke had a principle of taking only one case at a time, unlike other lawyers who handled multiple cases simultaneously.



    



    According to him, focusing on quality rather than quantity was crucial. Taking on too many cases at once was not effective, as human energy is limited. It was better to specialize in one area of work to ensure a higher success rate and smoothly collect the client's fees.



    



    In Kensuke's words:



    



    "I aim to break Phoenix Wright's unbeaten record and become the only undefeated myth in Japan."



    



    After taking on a new civil lawsuit, the first step for a lawyer was to schedule a court hearing. In the modern age, one could do this through various means, such as online reservations.



    



    Kensuke had Haibara log into a website, upload necessary documents via phone, fill out the application form, and proceed to the verification process. Approximately two hours later, the application was approved.



    



    "Luckily, we can get a slot next week."



    



    Kensuke nodded as he looked at the phone screen. Since it was a civil lawsuit, the hearing would take place in a local court in Mihana Town, not at the Tokyo District Court.



    



    Unlike the slow-paced legal processes in his previous life, this world's judicial system was efficient, handling cases promptly due to the sheer volume of daily cases. A civil lawsuit like this would likely be concluded within two weeks at most.



    



    After scheduling the court hearing, there was another crucial step. Kensuke opened his computer, accessed a Word document, and began typing away.



    



    "What are you doing?" Haibara leaned over.



    



    "Can't you see? I'm writing a lawyer's letter. I'll send it to the defendant later."



    



    "Isn't there going to be a court summons later?"



    



    Upon hearing this, Kensuke sighed.



    



    "You're still a layman. Why do I even have to teach you these things?"



    



    "Oh, what enlightening advice do you have, Mr. Great Lawyer?"



    



    Haibara crossed her arms, mocking him.



    



    So, Kensuke put down the keyboard and spoke seriously.



    



    "While a court summons can serve as a notice, a lawyer's letter has a crucial aspect that only it can achieve."



    



    Pause.



    



    "That is intimidation and warning."



    



    "In the name of the law, we convey the client's intentions to the other party, outlining the various rights the other party has violated, informing them of the consequences, instilling fear, and creating a certain level of psychological pressure in advance."



    



    "After this, when we go to court, the other party's aura will be weakened, giving us a certain advantage."



    



    "I see."



    



    After listening, Haibara nodded and summarized.



    



    "Got it, this thing is like a legal threatening letter."



    



    "Yes, exactly. Astute."



    



    Kensuke nodded in satisfaction.



    



    Although Haibara had recently entered the legal field, her ability to understand things was strong. She could quickly grasp the essence of certain matters.



    



    For the next hour, Kensuke wrote a lengthy lawyer's letter with flourish and flair, containing thousands of words.



    



    Haibara leaned over to take a look.



    



    The entire letter was almost entirely filled with flattery and deception, explaining what wrongs the other party had committed, what laws they had violated, how much money they should compensate, and the consequences if prosecuted by the prosecutor's office, including the potential prison sentence and the consequences of having a criminal record.



    



    The language was elegant and neat, without a single dirty word.



    



    However, the content was full of exaggeration and sensationalism, enough to send shivers down one's spine with just a glance.



    



    "As expected of someone like you, the letter is full of threatening words, anyone would think that a thug wrote this!" Haibara rolled her eyes and couldn't help but comment.



    



    "Of course! Who do you think I am? I've been practicing writing lawyer's letters for two and a half years. Ordinary people don't have this kind of skill!"



    



    Kensuke patted his chest, looking proud.



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes. She deeply understood Kensuke's shamelessness. This guy not only didn't feel ashamed but took pride in it.



    



    After finishing the lawyer's letter, Kensuke instructed Haibara to print it and then send it to the defendant, Tatsuya Nagai's, house.



    



    After completing all this, Kensuke stretched lazily and stood up from his seat.



    



    "All right, it's time for us to go out and do something."



    



    What are they going to do?



    



    Of course, as he mentioned earlier, they are going to create evidence.



    



    "Is that so? It seems like you already have some plan in mind."



    



    Haibara's mouth curved into a smirk, showing an interested expression.



    



    While she didn't particularly care about doing illegal things, she found Kensuke's actions amusing. That was one of the reasons she stayed close to him, otherwise, she would have gone back to Dr. Agasa house already.



    



    "Of course, if we want to bring down the other party, we need to have a complete chain of evidence."



    



    Kensuke, wearing a suit and tying a tie, explained as he spoke.



    



    "The so-called evidence chain includes the other party's motive, direct evidence as witness testimonies, and indirect evidence like statements from friends and family, photos from the crime scene, letters, and so on. Understand? If we can gather all of these, then the other party is as good as guilty."



    



    "Understood."



    



    Haibara nodded.



    



    "Still, I think you'd be better off as a crime consultant than a lawyer."



    



    "Thanks for the compliment."



    



    "With your skilled tone, you must have done this many times before."



    



    "Who said that? This is my first time."



    



    "And yet you seem quite skilled in this matter."



    



    Exiting the law firm's gate, Kensuke's first destination was the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department.



    



    Why go there?



    



    Based on the client's description, the police department had arrested Tatsuya Nagai once before.



    



    So, there should be a record of Nagai's statements and confessions, including his phone number, home address, and some online social information.



    



    Kensuke needed to obtain this information first.



    



    The department responsible for violent crimes was usually the Criminal Investigation Division, where Detective Todomaru worked.



    



    After a tram ride and a walk, Kensuke arrived at the local police station in Mihana Town.



    



    "Wait here for a while."



    



    Kensuke instructed Haibara as they arrived.



    



    To avoid unnecessary trouble, he didn't plan to bring a child inside.



    



    "It's okay; I've been here before."



    



    "It's precisely because you've been here that I can't take you inside, okay?"



    



    Kensuke shook his head.



    



    After scanning the surroundings, he walked to a nearby convenience store.



    



    There was a crayon-shaped rocking machine at the entrance.



    



    Kensuke took out a 100-yen coin and tossed it in.



    



    The machine started rocking.



    



    "Daddy's daddy is called Grandpa, daddy's mommy is called Grandma."

  
    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    Haibara scowled, watching the rocking machine in front of her.



    



    "What's the meaning of this? You want me to sit on this?"



    



    "Of course. What else could you do? Sit here and wait for me."



    



    "I'm already eighteen, thank you very much."



    



    "It's okay. This is a rare chance for you to relive your childhood, old hag, just enjoy some youthful fun— Ah!"



    



    Before Kensuke could finish, Haibara, expressionless, bit his arm.



    



    It seemed she really hated the term "old hag."



    



    Every time Kensuke said that word, she would lose her temper.



    



    "I'm really amazed by you. You're truly a dog!"



    



    "If you call me 'old hag' again, I'll bite you to death!"



    



    "Okay, okay, I'm afraid of you!"



    



    Kensuke gritted his teeth, shook off Haibara's mouth like shaking off a small cat, and ran towards the entrance of the police station as if fleeing.



    



    Inside the police station, Kensuke straightened his collar and tidied up his appearance.



    



    "This is my lawyer's license."



    



    Approaching the front desk, he went straight to the point, explaining his purpose to the police inside and presenting his lawyer credentials along with the pre-printed court hearing application form.



    



    In litigation cases, lawyers have the right to investigate and collect evidence. If it's information controlled by administrative units, they have the right to apply for access.



    



    After verifying the authenticity, the officer at the front desk nodded, asking Kensuke to wait a moment while informing their colleague inside.



    



    "It's you!"



    



    At that moment, there was a sudden voice behind him, filled with surprise and anger.



    



    Kensuke turned around to see several police officers standing behind him, looking displeased.



    



    "Oh, it's Inspector Megure. Long time no see!" Kensuke flashed his classic smile.



    



    "What are you doing here?" Inspector Megure recalled the incident with the dog's lawsuit that happened before and remembered Kensuke's infuriating attitude at the time, feeling angry.



    



    "The police station doesn't welcome you! If you're here to cause trouble, please go elsewhere! Takagi, Chiba!" Inspector Megure signaled to the two officers beside him.



    



    The two officers, one fat and one thin, immediately moved to apprehend him and escort him out.



    



    Kensuke agilely dodged the grasp of the two officers. "Hey, get it straight, sir. I'm here for legitimate business. You don't have the authority to arrest me."



    



    He waved the court hearing application form in front of them, his attitude appearing very arrogant to the other officers.



    



    "Darn it—" Inspector Megure gritted his teeth.



    



    Indeed, he knew that lawyers had the right to investigate and collect evidence.



    



    If he drove the person away at this moment, he would fall into the other party's trap and might even face a counterclaim.



    



    As a low-ranking officer like Megure, working outside of the professional groups, he could get into anything, except messing with lawyers.



    



    Because lawyers understood the law better than anyone else, and if you provoked them and couldn't get rid of them, they would find ways to get back at you.



    



    "What else do you want?" Inspector Megure asked angrily. "Last time, you let a real criminal escape, and you also defended Kogoro's classmate, the murderer. Are you going to defend another criminal this time?"



    



    "What criminal? Don't twist the facts, sir. Clearly, they're the victim."



    



    Kensuke clicked his tongue twice and took out a photo from his briefcase.



    



    The photo was left by Nishitani Miho at the law firm.



    



    "Do you know this girl?"



    



    Hearing his question, Megure stared at the photo, furrowing his brows as if trying to recall.



    



    "I remember this girl," Chiba said after a moment of thought. "She came here before to report a case of being stalked. We caught the man afterward, but due to insufficient evidence, we had to let him go."



    



    "I see." Megure glanced at Kensuke. "So, are you here to file a lawsuit on behalf of this girl?"



    



    "Isn't it obvious?" Kensuke smiled. "This girl is in danger, and she can only rely on me now. Do you understand? I'm just doing justice here, sir."



    



    Hearing Kensuke's words, Megure's expression softened slightly. "But, without evidence in this case, how can you help her?"



    



    "No evidence? Isn't that because of the incompetence of your police department? Taking taxpayers' money for doing nothing?" Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    "What did you say?"



    



    "Say it again if you dare!"



    



    With that remark, Megure's face, which had just relaxed, darkened again. Both Chiba and Takagi, the other officers, also became enraged.



    



    Kensuke's words were harsh, almost like he was directly pointing fingers and cursing.



    



    "My words are harsh, but not untrue.” Kensuke lifted his head, showing no fear of the angry police officers around him.



    



    "You cops are all the same, shouting about justice, protecting the people, catching every criminal, yet you can't even protect a vulnerable woman? Do you know that she's under immense psychological pressure every day, afraid on her way home, unable to eat or sleep properly, fearing she might become the next victim? And when she found the police useless, she had no choice but to come to me, a lawyer, someone completely unrelated to law enforcement."



    



    "You can't imagine the expression on her face when she came to me. If I didn't intervene, given her current state on the verge of collapse, she might end up like other criminals, perhaps even committing a crime and embarking on a path of no return."



    



    "You can't imagine it. You sit passively in your offices, waiting for cases to happen, then rely on those so-called detectives to catch the so-called criminals, all in the name of justice, claiming to bring criminals to justice."



    



    "I want to ask you, what right do you have to eat the public's food? What face do you have to sit here?"



    



    The hall fell silent, so quiet that you could hear a pin drop.



    



    Kensuke's words were sharp, each one a gem of wisdom.



    



    Like sharp knives, they deeply pierced the hearts of every police officer present.



    



    Chiba and Takagi, who were initially impulsive, fell silent.



    



    Megure lowered his head, saying nothing.



    



    After a long while, he raised his head.



    



    "We understand what you're saying, but... we have no choice. We can only do what is within our duty. We are police officers, and there are lines we cannot cross."



    



    He shook his head, his tone heavy, tinged with a profound sense of helplessness, lacking the emotion and anger from earlier.



    



    Kensuke looked at him, smirked disdainfully.



    



    "If this is what you call duty, then this duty is too cheap, too easily believed."



    



    Pausing for a moment, he looked at the police officers present.



    



    "If you can't do your job properly, then let us lawyers handle it."



    



    "Protecting our clients, safeguarding the interests of a poor girl, even if it seems insignificant, is also my duty as a lawyer."

  
    As Kensuke walked out of the police station with the relevant photocopies, it was almost evening.



    



    Scanning the area, he spotted Haibara riding the rocking horse in front of the convenience store where they had arrived earlier.



    



    "Dad’s dad is grandpa, dad's mom is grandma."



    



    "Hey, didn't you say you're already eighteen? Aren't you too old for this?" Kensuke scrutinized Haibara, who was holding a Japanese-style skewered dumpling, her mouth full of sugar foam.



    



    "Looks like you're having quite a blast," he remarked.



    



    "None of your business," Haibara retorted, taking another bite of her dumpling.



    



    "Where did you get that?" Kensuke asked. "And, I remember I only inserted one coin. You didn't spend all your pocket money on this, did you?"



    



    "I got this from the old lady at the convenience store, and she also let me ride the rocking horse," Haibara replied, waving to the elderly lady inside.



    



    The old lady smiled and nodded at her.



    



    Glancing at the store and then at the dumpling in Haibara's hand, Kensuke clicked his tongue.



    



    "I mean, are you stupid? Why are you accepting a food from total strangers?, aren't you afraid they might have put something in it? What if they drugged you and sold you off?"



    



    "Why are you so dirty-minded? Always thinking the worst of people?" Haibara rolled her eyes.



    



    "I know the old lady; we've met before at the police station. She kindly offered me food and let me play on the rocking horse. Why do you turn her into some malicious schemer? Seems like your heart's been eaten by dogs."



    



    "I think you're blinded by pig lard, living your life like a dog even at eighteen," Kensuke retorted without holding back.



    



    “Remember, don't assume the best in people. Age, gender, appearance—they're not always reliable indicators. There are no purely good people in this world; even the gentlest sheep have teeth. The prey you see might just be a hunter in disguise.”



    



    "I don't care," Haibara rolled her eyes.



    



    Kensuke always seemed to come up with these nonsensical theories that seemed irredeemable to others.



    



    She glanced at the documents in Kensuke's hand.



    



    "Is everything sorted out?"



    



    "Yeah, these things are pretty useful."



    



    Kensuke took out the photocopies of Tatsuya Nagai's information and showed them to her.



    



    It contained some personal information about Tatsuya Nagai, as well as some statements from the police about him being questioned regarding the stalking of Nishitani Miho.



    



    "There's his phone number and social media accounts in there. You can investigate and see if you can find any useful information."



    



    "Got it."



    



    Haibara nodded, taking the documents.



    



    She stared at Kensuke's face, a slight smirk forming on her lips.



    



    "Considering your personality, did you just go into the police station and give those officers a piece of your mind?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "You seem to know me pretty well."



    



    "You—" Haibara sighed. "You've managed to antagonize so many people, even the police. Aren't you afraid that these people might try to sabotage you in the future, or come up with excuses or resort to dirty tactics to harm you?"



    



    "No, no, no, they won't."



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    It was a smile that only appeared when he was deciphering people's intentions.



    



    "From Ran Mouri to Kogoro Mouri, from Inspector Megure to Conan, everyone I've encountered so far, they won't."



    



    "Why?" Haibara asked.



    



    "Because they've all shown anger towards me before, whether it's shouting or wanting to hit me. That shows their blood is still hot, it's boiling, and they themselves enjoy that boiling sensation," Kensuke explained.



    



    "As long as they keep treating me like this, they won't do anything against what they expect, something that can make their blood boil. Understand?"



    



    "Okay," Haibara nodded.



    



    Kensuke's words were abstract, but she understood the gist of it.



    



    That's why he dared to be so reckless and confrontational with these people.



    



    "You're truly despicable, exploiting others' sense of justice and goodwill," she remarked.



    



    "What justice? It's just self-satisfaction. Can't you see they're using justice to commit their own acts? When it’s the other that breaks the laws, it’s bad, but when they break it, they justify it by saying it’s for good, right?"



    



    The two continued their usual banter as they walked home.



    



    It was already late, so they decided to rest and plan for the next few days.



    



    Haibara also had to investigate Tatsuya Nagai's information given to her by Kensuke, aiming to finish the work before going to bed.



    



    However, the matter was put on hold that night.



    



    Because she had a stomach ache and had to go to the bathroom five or six times in a row.



    



    "I told you not to eat random stuff from others," Kensuke sighed, knocking on the bathroom door. "Now you've got me unable to use the bathroom."



    



    "Quit nagging!"



    



    From the bathroom came Haibara's weak voice.



    



    "How was I supposed to know the dumplings were about to expire?"



    



    "Of course they'll give them to you if they're not expired? Do you think someone's running a charity here?"



    



    Haibara didn't have the energy to argue with Kensuke anymore.



    



    There was a sound of rustling from the bathroom.



    



    When she came out, her face was pale. The slight blush that was on her face before was now gone, making her look like she had been sucked dry by a vampire.



    



    "It's said that pretty girls' waste smells good, but yours smells worse than a donkey's," Kensuke couldn't help teasing her.



    



    Haibara glared at him fiercely, then ignored him and stumbled to the sofa. She flopped down and pulled the blanket over herself, falling asleep in a huff.



    



    The night passed without incident.



    



    The next afternoon, Kensuke instructed Haibara to do her part of the work.



    



    Then, he dressed himself in a blue worker's uniform, grabbed a toolbox, and took a tram to Green Platform Street No. 3.



    



    It was near Beika Town. Following the information from the file, he arrived at Tatsuya Nagai's apartment.



    



    He knocked on the door. A man opened it shortly after.



    



    The man had slightly dark skin, long hair tied back, and a somewhat gloomy demeanor.



    



    Kensuke put on a friendly expression. "Hello, is this Nagai-san's residence? I'm from the property management company here to fix the water pipes."



    



    Tatsuya Nagai sized up Kensuke and nodded, letting him in.



    



    "I'm going to take a nap. Don't mess with my stuff," Tatsuya Nagai warned, his tone ominous. "Keep your movements quiet and don't wake me up, or I'll file a complaint against you."



    



    "Don't worry, I'm always careful," Kensuke smiled.



    



    Tatsuya Nagai glanced at him and then lay down, closing his eyes.



    



    Soon enough, he started snoring.

  
    After Tatsuya Nagai fell asleep, Kensuke looked around the room.



    



    It was a Western-style apartment, quite spacious, with its own bathroom and kitchen, and ample sunlight.



    



    Being near the commercial street, such an apartment would cost at least a hundred thousand yen per month if no one had died in it.



    



    It seemed the family here was indeed well-off.



    



    Kensuke put down the toolbox and put on a pair of white gloves.



    



    What was he here for?



    



    Of course, he was here to investigate and gather evidence, while also fabricating evidence.



    



    To accuse someone of a crime, there must first be a motive.



    



    Don't underestimate the motive; it's crucial because it represents the suspect's "subjective" premeditation in the whole affair.



    



    In legal terms, there's a rule of unity between subjective and objective aspects.



    



    If the suspect's subjective intent to commit the crime cannot be proven, in some cases, they cannot be convicted.



    



    Kensuke opened the toolbox, revealing various miscellaneous props inside.



    



    There were several DVDs labeled 18+, related to stalking and tailing.



    



    There were several adult novels related to stalking and tailing.



    



    There were also adult cards, adult game discs...



    



    Of course, these things couldn't constitute evidence; they would just become a link in the logical chain.



    



    Kensuke dispersed these items, hiding them in various places like bookshelves and under the bed.



    



    In addition, the toolbox Kensuke brought also contained knives, glass drills, leather ropes, duct tape, and other common tools for breaking and entering.



    



    While Tatsuya Nagai was asleep, Kensuke spread out his hand and made him touch these tools, leaving fingerprints on them.



    



    Afterwards, Kensuke would hide these tools in a bush near the home of Saijou Miho, making it easy for the judicial police to find them during the search.



    



    This way, the subjective motive would be established.



    



    Some might ask.



    



    Doing such things, essentially framing someone, would Kensuke feel any psychological burden?



    



    Hmm, there might be a little bit? After all, this kind of direct illegal activity, no matter how you put it, it's his first time doing it.



    



    After completing everything, Kensuke wiped the sweat off his forehead, feeling a bit urgent, so he walked to the bathroom to relieve himself.



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    With a glance, he saw a blue and white bag next to the toilet, with the word "sports" written on it.



    



    It's unusual to have a package related to sports in the bathroom.



    



    Out of curiosity, Kensuke opened the package.



    



    Seeing what was inside, he was slightly stunned, then a funny expression gradually appeared on his face.



    



    Knives, screwdrivers, duct tape, glass drills— The things inside were almost identical to the props Kensuke brought with him.



    



    Moreover, among these tools, Kensuke even saw a bottle of lubricant and a pink box with the word "Durex" written in Japanese katakana.



    



    It seemed that there was no need for him to fabricate evidence at all; the other party already had the motive for breaking and entering.



    



    "This is all your own doing."



    



    Now, Kensuke had no psychological burden at all.



    



    He simply slung the bag over his shoulder.



    



    Exiting the bathroom, Kensuke took one last look at Tatsuya Nagai, still sleeping and unaware of everything.



    



    "To think you would dare to sleep with these items in your house, quite bold, I must say.”



    



    Kensuke shrugged and left Tatsuya Nagai's apartment in a swagger.



    



    Of course, he had made sure that he left no fingerprints, footprints, or hair behind.



    



    ...



    



    Time passed quickly, and in the blink of an eye, several days had gone by.



    



    It was time for the trial.



    



    "Is all the information ready?"



    



    At 8 o'clock in the morning, just before setting out, Kensuke confirmed the situation with Haibara once again.



    



    Haibara nodded and handed the documents to Kensuke for him to review.



    



    Kensuke casually browsed through them and nodded.



    



    "The motives, direct evidence, indirect evidence, they're all here."



    



    "Half of these pieces of evidence are ones you induced, aren't they?" Haibara glanced at Kensuke's satisfied expression and said after a moment of thought. "If this person gets prosecuted by the prosecutor's office and ends up in prison, wouldn't that be because of you?"



    



    "Ai, what are you talking about? He was supposed to go to prison anyway," Kensuke replied confidently. "I just gave him a little push along the way."



    



    "Is that so?" Haibara couldn't help but roll her eyes. "I think the one who should go to prison the most is you."



    



    "Maybe, but you need to find evidence against me first," Kensuke retorted.



    



    Exiting the law firm, the two of them took the tram and walked for a while, quickly arriving at the makeshift courthouse they had previously arranged.



    



    Compared to the district court specialized in criminal proceedings, the makeshift courthouse was much smaller.



    



    In the lobby, sitting on the chairs, was the plaintiff for the civil litigation, Kensuke's client this time, Nishitani Miho, who was already waiting there.



    



    "Mr. Lawyer!"



    



    Seeing Kensuke's figure, Nishitani, who had been nervous and uneasy, suddenly showed an ecstatic expression, stood up, and waved to him.



    



    Looking at her, Kensuke suddenly asked, "Nishitani-san, do you always dress like this?"



    



    Nishitani Miho was slightly taken aback and smiled, "Yes, I think dressing nicely can put me in a good mood."



    



    Haibara glanced at her.



    



    Nishitani Miho's outfit today was indeed quite stunning.



    



    She wore a beige off-the-shoulder dress, paired with a super short skirt that revealed her long, fair legs, which caught the eye.



    



    Haibara couldn't help but remark, "It's a shame for such a beautiful girl to be targeted by perverts and fall victim to their hands."



    



    "Yeah, maybe," Kensuke nodded, not saying much.



    



    The group waited patiently in the lobby.



    



    As it approached nine o'clock, they entered the courtroom.



    



    Shortly after, the judge, plaintiff, defendant, and others all arrived one by one.



    



    Unlike criminal cases, civil cases only had a judge, without a jury.



    



    "In this session, judgment will be made in accordance with the Japanese Civil Code," the judge banged the gavel. "Now, please let the attorney for the plaintiff read your lawsuit request."



    



    Kensuke glanced around the courtroom.



    



    He saw the defendant, Tatsuya Nagai, sitting at the defendant's seat, nervously rubbing his hands, looking very uneasy.



    



    It seemed that the effect of the lawyer's letter sent earlier had been achieved.



    



    Additionally, he probably noticed the disappearance of the crime tools, which made him feel panicked.



    



    A slight smile formed at the corner of Kensuke's mouth.



    



    This lawsuit was basically a piece of cake.



    



    Kensuke stood up and cleared his throat.



    



    "I am fully authorized to represent my client, Nishitani Miho-san, in this litigation."



    



    "Firstly, the defendant, Tatsuya Nagai, has repeatedly stalked Nishitani Miho-san in public places, which violates her personal freedom."



    



    "Secondly, the defendant, Tatsuya Nagai, once pushed Nishitani Miho-san down the stairs at the Mihana Station, resulting in her minor injuries, which violates her right to life and health."



    



    "Our litigation requests are as follows."



    



    "Firstly, the defendant, Tatsuya Nagai, must apologize to Nishitani Miho-san and compensate her with 30 million yen as compensation for mental distress and medical expenses caused by the infringement of her personal rights."



    



    "Secondly, all the expenses of this trial shall be borne by the defendant."



    



    "With that, I have finished my statement. Please judge according to the law."

  
    Kensuke read the indictment with strong and forceful words, his voice echoing loudly in the courtroom.



    



    This was the minimum requirement for a lawyer to speak. Stuttering, being tongue-tied, or even just being introverted couldn't handle this profession.



    



    "The plaintiff's representative has finished his statement."



    



    The judge looked toward the defendant's seat.



    



    "Next, the defendant and his representative are invited to express their opinions on the plaintiff's lawsuit request."



    



    Defendant Tatsuya Nagai appeared slightly nervous, but he tried to maintain a calm demeanor on his face.



    



    For some reason, he felt that the opposing lawyer seemed familiar, as if he had seen him somewhere, but he couldn't recall.



    



    —Of course, he couldn't remember.



    



    Because when Kensuke disguised himself earlier, Haibara helped him with makeup, including changing his hairstyle, eyebrows, and eyes. In Japan, it was extremely difficult to see through a person's true identity with makeup techniques.



    



    "We disagree with the plaintiff's lawsuit request!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai's defense lawyer was a middle-aged man with a small beard on his chin.



    



    Kensuke glanced at him, feeling a bit familiar.



    



    He was Norifumi Saku, the defense lawyer for the last case Kensuke was involved in, during the first trial of Nakamichi Kazushi.



    



    "For the first and second allegations made by the plaintiff, we have a different opinion!"



    



    Norifumi Saku stood up and began to refute.



    



    "Firstly, the plaintiff claims that our client engaged in stalking behavior, which is untrue. Our client is a judicial examination candidate and goes to a legal training center every day, which happens to be very close to the plaintiff's workplace. They simply share the same route home, which does not constitute stalking."



    



    "Secondly, the plaintiff claims that the defendant pushed her down the stairs at Mihana Station, causing her minor injuries. Please present actual evidence, otherwise, it will be considered false accusation."



    



    "That's all."



    



    Norifumi Saku gave Tatsuya Nagai a reassuring look, indicating that he should relax.



    



    After all, evidence was needed for such matters, especially for the second allegation. If you claim that someone pushed you down the stairs, you should have evidence, right? Witnesses? Surveillance footage?



    



    According to Norifumi Saku's investigation, the surveillance near Mihana Station had been broken for a while and couldn't be used as evidence.



    



    Even if there were witnesses, you could say that you mistook the person who pushed you, considering that everyone was just strangers, and it was normal to have face blindness, right?



    



    Tatsuya Nagai understood his lawyer's meaning and breathed a sigh of relief.



    



    He looked at Nishitani Miho, who was sitting on the plaintiff's seat, licked his lips, and a hint of malice appeared on his face.



    



    Nishitani Miho trembled all over, lowering her head in fear.



    



    If this lawsuit failed, she could imagine what kind of nightmare she would face in the future.



    



    However, just as she was feeling anxious and frightened, a voice with a mocking tone came from beside her.



    



    "Oh, you're talking about evidence? We have plenty of that.”



    



    It was Kensuke speaking.



    



    He glanced at the two people on the opposite side, his gaze filled with disdain and contempt.



    



    "This is the schedule of the legal training center and the patisserie where Nishitani-san works. Both places have their workdays' commuting hours."



    



    Kensuke took out two sets of documents.



    



    "You can see that the legal training center doesn't have classes on Saturdays and Sundays, but the patisserie still operates and closes at 5 p.m."



    



    Kensuke said as he presented a stack of photos, displaying them to the judge and the clerk beside him.



    



    The photos were taken with a digital camera, with the date and time marked in the top right corner.



    



    Each photo depicted different scenes, with Nishitani Miho carrying a bag and walking nervously ahead, while Tatsuya Nagai followed sneakily behind.



    



    "The photos show the date as Saturday or Sunday, between 5 p.m. and 6 p.m., which means you shouldn't have classes on those days."



    



    Kensuke smiled as he looked at Tatsuya Nagai, who was already sweating profusely.



    



    "May I ask, sir, why were you following this young lady during that time? Were you planning to wait until it got dark to show off your new luminous watch to her?"



    



    Laughter erupted from the audience in the gallery.



    



    "I— I just happened to run into her— Is that not allowed?"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai couldn't come up with a proper response for a moment, stuttering as he spoke.



    



    Seeing the situation turning unfavorable, Norifumi Saku immediately protested, "Objection, the photos taken by the opposing party are illegal! Their actions violate our privacy rights!"



    



    "Oh, so you mean that taking random shots of things while out and about can also violate your privacy rights?"



    



    Kensuke feigned surprise.



    



    "Get it straight, these are public places, there's no such thing as privacy rights here. I suggest, Mr. Lawyer, that you go back and study the Civil Code again."



    



    On the gallery bench, Haibara rolled her eyes.



    



    What he said about taking random shots was too casual.



    



    These photos were clearly taken by her.



    



    Last Saturday and Sunday, at around 5 or 6 p.m., she lay in ambush on the way home from work, waiting for the target to appear.



    



    Because she looked like a child, she could blend in easily, making the shooting process smoother.



    



    Tatsuya Nagai followed behind Nishitani Miho, and she followed behind Tatsuya Nagai, like a mantis stalking a cicada, unaware of the oriole behind.



    



    And this strategy was indeed a killer move.



    



    Among the evidence, the photos were direct evidence with extremely high credibility.



    



    "How can you prove that these photos aren't photoshopped?"



    



    The opposing lawyer gritted his teeth, taking a while to come up with a response.



    



    Kensuke shrugged, "We can request a judicial appraisal for that!"



    



    For a moment, Norifumi Saku was speechless.



    



    The photos numbered in the dozens, and the timeline was extremely continuous, basically irrefutable evidence.



    



    The act of tailing was now a foregone conclusion, and even the most skilled lawyer couldn't defend against it.



    



    Pausing for a moment, he wiped the sweat from his forehead and reluctantly said, "Please present evidence for the second claim! How can you prove that our client pushed the plaintiff down the stairs?"



    



    "Oh, so you're admitting to the tailing?"



    



    "Please present evidence for the second claim!"



    



    Kensuke chuckled lightly.



    



    So, he once again took out several photos from the folder on the table.



    



    The photos were continuous snapshots, depicting Tatsuya Nagai pushing Nishitani Miho down the stairs, like a series of slides.



    



    "How is this possible!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai and his defense lawyer, Norifumi Saku, exclaimed.



    



    "How could you possibly capture such photos!"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "I was admiring the scenery, took a random shot, and captured it. Is there a problem?"



    



    The two's expressions were like they had just eaten a can of stinky fish, with the fish stuck in their throats.



    



    You capture this kind of event just because you are watching the scenery?



    



    What kind of idiot would believe that nonsense!?

  
    Regardless of how the photos were obtained (all taken by Haibara), it didn't matter.



    



    The court only concerns itself with evidence and whether it's legal.



    



    Even if you were hit by a truck, took out a camera in mid-air, and snapped a couple of pictures before dying, no one would care, as long as the evidence is legally obtained, it complies with the procedure.



    



    These continuous snapshots, not only direct evidence but also logically sound, are considered ironclad evidence, making it easy to rule in favor of the plaintiff.



    



    The judge nodded, about to strike the gavel.



    



    But at this moment, Kensuke suddenly spoke up again.



    



    "I request the summoning of a witness, as well as additional evidence, because I have some evidence that I want to present in court."



    



    The judge looked at him strangely and struck the gavel.



    



    "Application granted!"



    



    Soon, a middle-aged obese woman was brought up.



    



    "This is Bingu-san, the neighbor who lives next to Tatsuya Nagai's apartment," Kensuke introduced.



    



    "Now, please state your testimony, Bingu-san."



    



    The obese woman nodded, looking at Tatsuya Nagai with a fearful expression.



    



    "Every night, I hear strange noises coming from the next door, like the sound of sharpening knives, the sound of hammering on the floor, and eerie laughter, all coming from this person's room."



    



    Tatsuya Nagai became anxious upon hearing this.



    



    "You're talking nonsense, I was sleeping at that time!"



    



    Ignoring him, the obese woman continued, "Your Honor, what I'm saying is absolutely true! This person does something strange every night!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai roared, "I told you, I was sleeping!"



    



    The judge struck the gavel, "Order!"



    



    Once the courtroom quieted down, the judge turned to Kensuke, "Plaintiff's representative, how is the witness you summoned related to the facts of this case?"



    



    "Of course, there's a connection!"



    



    Kensuke paused.



    



    Then, he said word by word, "We believe that the defendant is still suspected of premeditating other crimes, such as murder and rape!"



    



    This statement shocked the entire courtroom.



    



    "You're slandering me, it's all fabricated!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai almost jumped up.



    



    Premeditated murder? Premeditated rape?



    



    He did indeed have such plans and even bought the necessary tools.



    



    But he never revealed this plan, and there was never any such thing as sharpening knives at night or the like!



    



    Ignoring Tatsuya Nagai's protests, Kensuke continued.



    



    "I request to summon new witnesses!"



    



    Soon, several new witnesses were brought to the courtroom.



    



    "This person bought some hardware tools from my store, and I remember he even asked me if the glass cutter was sharp enough. His smile at that time was disgusting and creepy, so I have a vivid impression."



    



    This was the owner of a hardware store.



    



    "This person once visited my store and bought some lubricant and condoms. His expression at that time seemed like he was about to commit a crime."



    



    This was the owner of an adult store.



    



    "This person once visited my store and bought some DVDs related to tracking and stalking."



    



    "This person once visited my store and bought some books related to tracking and stalking."



    



    These two were from a video store and a bookstore.



    



    As Tatsuya Nagai listened, sweat poured down his forehead.



    



    Some of the testimonies of these witnesses were indeed true, such as those from the hardware store and the adult store.



    



    But the latter two were completely fabricated!



    



    "Here are surveillance footage from the hardware store and the adult store, which can prove that the defendant did visit."



    



    "In addition, for several consecutive days, the defendant was seen lurking outside the apartment building of our plaintiff. Here are the photos."



    



    Kensuke took out a USB drive, along with several photos.



    



    The bombardment of evidence left everyone dizzy.



    



    All eyes turned to the defendant of this lawsuit, Tatsuya Nagai.



    



    For a moment, whispers filled the room.



    



    Doubt, suspicion, and various voices emerged one after another.



    



    Tatsuya Nagai was sweating profusely, his mind in turmoil.



    



    At this moment, he finally understood.



    



    The other party came prepared!



    



    These pieces of evidence, wherever they are true or false, were deliberately fabricated to accuse him. Besides seeking civil compensation, they also wanted to bring him to criminal prosecution and make him go to jail!



    



    "Objection!"



    



    His defense lawyer, Norifumi Saku, stood up hastily.



    



    "The facts presented by the plaintiff are irrelevant to this lawsuit and should be filed separately!"



    



    The judge glanced at him and struck the gavel, "Objection overruled! Please continue presenting the evidence, plaintiff!"



    



    Norifumi Saku could only sit back down dejectedly.



    



    Generally, in such a situation, the judge would not allow the plaintiff to continue because strictly speaking, these are two separate cases, one civil and one criminal. According to the procedure, a separate criminal case should be filed, and only the prosecutor's office can prosecute criminal cases.



    



    However, this judge— or rather, she should be called.



    



    She was a female judge.



    



    Legally, she wouldn't favor either party, but emotionally, she might lean towards the same-sex party.



    



    Especially in a case like this, involving premeditated rape and murder.



    



    The power to interpret the law always lies with the judge, leaving the defendant with no recourse.



    



    So, Kensuke continued.



    



    He presented the final and most crucial piece of evidence.



    



    "This is a photo taken outside the apartment building of our plaintiff, Nishitani Miho-san."



    



    The photo showed a partially open blue and white sports bag placed discreetly near the edge of the soil close to the bushes.



    



    From the partially open mouth of the bag, one could vaguely see some tools.



    



    Tools like glass drills, screwdrivers, items suitable for breaking in.



    



    "Because this is important evidence, we haven't touched this package. We can have personnel from the prosecutor's office extract the evidence later."



    



    Kensuke took a deep breath, then spoke forcefully.



    



    "Combined with the testimony of witnesses, which is logically consistent, we have sufficient reason to suspect that this is the defendant's tool for committing the crime! He has enough suspicion to be charged with premeditated murder and premeditated rape!"



    



    At this moment, the courtroom erupted in commotion.



    



    No one had expected that a simple civil lawsuit would evolve into a criminal case!



    



    Tatsuya Nagai, sitting in the defendant's seat, was sweating profusely, his face changing rapidly.



    



    Suddenly, he stood up and, as if fleeing, desperately ran towards the exit.



    



    The judicial police on both sides acted decisively, and in the blink of an eye, one of them grabbed him.



    



    "Let go of me! I haven't done anything illegal, you can't arrest me!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai struggled desperately, shouting as he struggled.



    



    But his strength was no match for the well-trained police, and he was firmly pinned to the table, unable to move.



    



    Haibara Ai, sitting in the audience, watched the scene unfold.



    



    Her expression remained calm as usual, but there was a hint of puzzlement in her eyes.



    



    In fact, before coming here, there was one thing she didn't understand.



    



    If it was a civil lawsuit, the two facts presented at the beginning, along with the two sets of photos she took, were enough for the lawsuit to win. Strictly speaking, these photos weren't considered forged evidence, just fabricated evidence, and they didn't exceed the boundaries of the law.



    



    So, why did Kensuke insist on fabricating more evidence, fabricating motives, and even inducing some witnesses to make improper statements—like the fat woman next door, and the owners of the video and bookstores—these were all false testimonies he induced.



    



    The client's demands were merely for a civil lawsuit.



    



    Strictly speaking, getting the other party into jail wasn't within the client's demands.



    



    Why did Kensuke go through all this "unnecessary" work, creating so much "unnecessary" evidence, insisting on turning this into a criminal case?



    



    Haibara didn't quite understand, she was a bit puzzled.



    



    She could only go to Kensuke herself later and ask.

  
    "The trial is over, and now the verdict!"



    



    "First, the defendant Tatsuya Nagai is found guilty of infringing on the plaintiff Nishitani Miho's personal rights, and is required to pay her thirty million yen, and issue a public apology."



    



    "Second, all court costs for this session shall be borne by the defendant."



    



    "Judgment is concluded, court adjourned!"



    



    Tatsuya Nagai collapsed to the ground, his face ashen.



    



    The judge did not convict him of premeditated murder and rape, only because this lawsuit was within the scope of civil litigation.



    



    But as a prospective judicial candidate, he probably knew that his life was over.



    



    Soon, Tatsuya Nagai would be taken away by the judicial police, then transferred to the police department, and finally to the prosecutor's office for prosecution.



    



    As the plaintiff, Nishitani Miho, finally showed a sense of relief on her face, wearing a peaceful smile.



    



    "Mr. Lawyer, thank you so much!"



    



    She shook Kensuke's hand, expressing sincere gratitude.



    



    Kensuke waved his hand. "No need to thank me, Nishitani-san. This victory is thanks to your cooperation."



    



    Haibara nodded beside them.



    



    The second litigation fact, that the defendant had pushed her down the stairs, was indeed difficult to capture. They had informed Nishitani Miho in advance, and she immediately agreed to cooperate. That day, she deliberately stood on the stairs, waiting for the defendant to come and push her again, to obtain evidence.



    



    Nishitani Miho expressed her gratitude and bid farewell to Kensuke before happily leaving.



    



    "I have a question."



    



    At this moment, Haibara voiced her previous doubts.



    



    "According to the conditions of this civil lawsuit, you actually didn't need to resort to perjury. You could have won with just the photos I took. So why risk breaking the law and fabricate so much additional evidence to send the other party to jail? Doesn't that go beyond the scope of what the client requested?"



    



    "Oh, about that."



    



    Kensuke responded.



    



    "Haven't I told you many times before? A lawyer's duty is to protect the interests of the client."



    



    "Is it really that simple?"



    



    Haibara raised her head, her ice-blue eyes meeting Kensuke's gaze.



    



    Kensuke smiled and met her gaze calmly.



    



    "It's just that simple."



    



    "I see."



    



    Haibara looked away, watching the departing figure of Nishitani Miho.



    



    At this moment, she seemed to be as cheerful as a sparrow.



    



    She can be so happy because she can finally relax.



    



    After being assured that the defendant won't retaliate against her anymore, she doesn't have to worry about being followed or any premeditated intrusions, because the other party is about to go to jail. After all, Kensuke has paved all the way out for the client.



    



    ...



    



    The trial concluded, and in the following days, the police department and the prosecutor's office applied for an arrest warrant for Tatsuya Nagai. Subsequent evidence collection included the physical evidence package mentioned by Kensuke in court and a search of his home.



    



    From the tools in the physical evidence package, the forensics class obtained a large amount of his DNA.



    



    In his home, the police also found many adult items.



    



    Combined with the other physical evidence mentioned in court by Kensuke, along with witness testimonies, a fairly comprehensive chain of logic was established.



    



    Soon after, the prosecutor's office prosecuted him. In court, his premeditated murder and premeditated rape were established, constituting criminal preparation, and he was sentenced to five years in prison due to the severity of the offense.



    



    Komemon Law Firm.



    



    "This guy is really dumb."



    



    After reading the news, Haibara couldn't help but comment.



    



    "You put so many inappropriate things in his house before, stuff that wasn't even his, and he still didn't throw them away, just letting the police find them."



    



    "What else did you expect? What's left in the head of someone who stalks others?"



    



    Kensuke casually remarked.



    



    "There are only two kinds of bad people in this world, the very smart and bad, and the dumb and bad."



    



    "Does the very smart and bad refer to yourself?" Haibara teased.



    



    "Yep, thank you for the compliment."



    



    "Your thick skin remains as ever."



    



    "I never wear makeup."



    



    "Are you implying you were born beautiful? I think you're more like an old hag— pretend I didn't say anything."



    



    Kensuke wisely shut his mouth when he saw Haibara baring her teeth like she was about to bite him.



    



    Checking the time, Kensuke spoke.



    



    "Alright, we should get going."



    



    Following the judgment, Tatsuya Nagai must pay Nishitani Miho thirty million yen in compensation.



    



    Nishitani Miho has already received this money.



    



    It's been busy these past few days, and Kensuke needs to go pick up his own commission.



    



    Taking the tram and following the address given by Nishitani Miho over the phone, Kensuke arrived in the lively commercial street of Edogawa, Tokyo.



    



    After receiving the compensation, Nishitani Miho rented a storefront here and opened a new pastry shop, becoming the boss herself.



    



    "Oh, it's Komemon-san! Welcome!"



    



    Nishitani Miho saw Kensuke approaching and waved to him cheerfully.



    



    Kensuke glanced around and found the environment here quite nice. Fresh cakes were displayed in the windows, and there were customers browsing inside.



    



    "Business seems good."



    



    "Of course, it's all thanks to Komemon-san! I could only open a shop like this because of him!"



    



    Nishitani Miho showed a pure smile and brought out a piece of cake for Kensuke and Haibara to taste.



    



    Kensuke took a bite and found it smooth and delicate, with excellent craftsmanship.



    



    "It's quite delicious."



    



    Even the usually picky Haibara gave a rare compliment.



    



    "Yeah, my dream was to open a pastry shop! I worked hard for a long time for this."



    



    Nishitani Miho said happily.



    



    "Now that my dream has finally come true, I'm so happy!"



    



    "Well, I wish you a bright future."



    



    Kensuke chatted casually with the client.



    



    After receiving his commission, he didn't linger and left the shop with Haibara, heading back to the law firm.



    



    On the way, Haibara thought about the whole situation and couldn't help but sigh.



    



    "The ending is pretty good. Nishitani-san can achieve her dream, and the stalker guy is also caught and sent to prison."



    



    Kensuke turned to look at her, with a meaningful expression on his face.



    



    "It does seem pretty good... if Nishitani-san didn't plan it all beforehand."



    



    Upon hearing this, Haibara frowned.



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "I found out online that Nishitani-san once complained on her blog that she really wanted to open a pastry shop but lacked the funds."



    



    "So? Are you suggesting..."



    



    Haibara's frown deepened, her expression becoming serious.



    



    "Don't you see? When this woman first came to the law firm."



    



    Kensuke said slowly, step by step.



    



    "First, when I signed the contract with her, she showed shock and discomfort at the high commission I offered. It's strange because if it was just to warn off a sexual predator, money shouldn't be her priority."



    



    "Second, when I asked for information about Tatsuya Nagai, she almost effortlessly provided detailed answers, clearly knowing a lot about him."



    



    "Third, when I asked her to cooperate in staging the scene where Tatsuya Nagai pushed her down the stairs, she readily agreed."



    



    "Fourth, when she goes outside, most of the time, the clothing that she wears is those that are revealing most parts of her body, attracting the attention of men."



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    Haibara fell completely silent.



    



    Kensuke's words, though plain in content, felt like a bucket of cold water, sending shivers down one's spine.



    



    After a long pause, Haibara spoke with difficulty.



    



    "So, you mean, all of this was actually planned by Nishitani Miho?"



    



    "Oh, I didn't say that. After all, I don't have any evidence."



    



    Kensuke flashed a classic smile.



    



    "So, the following is just my personal speculation and may not be absolutely true."



    



    "To obtain funds to open a pastry shop, Nishitani Miho devised a plan. She deliberately wore revealing clothes every day to and from work, walking on the streets, with the aim of attracting sexual predators for harassment and later suing them for compensation."



    



    "Soon enough, indeed, a sexual predator was drawn to her attention and began stalking her, and that predator was Tatsuya Nagai."



    



    "However, Tatsuya Nagai's madness exceeded her imagination. He even once pushed her down the stairs at the station. Afraid of being killed, she went to the police but, due to the short time, didn't gather enough evidence."



    



    "In desperation, she could only plan ahead, seeking me, a popular lawyer, to conduct litigation because media reports about me portrayed me as having strong abilities, perhaps with a chance of winning."



    



    "The rest of the story is what we saw until the end of this trial."



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    "So, that's how it is. I never expected it to be like this."



    



    After listening to Kensuke's words, Haibara muttered to herself.



    



    She stiffly turned her head and looked towards the shopping street, where Nishitani Miho's smiling and busy figure could be seen.



    



    That figure looked so harmless, so innocent.



    



    Kensuke smiled and patted her head.



    



    "Didn't I tell you before? There are no absolutely kind people in this world. Even the gentlest sheep have teeth. The prey you see might just be a hunter in disguise."



    



    Haibara remained silent.



    



    Kensuke had indeed said such words before.



    



    She never imagined that this would be so prophetic, and the outcome would be like this.



    



    "But—"



    



    Haibara moved her mouth, seeming to want to say something.



    



    "There's no 'but'."



    



    Kensuke shrugged and said so.



    



    "The criminal has been sent to prison, and she has received compensation to open her dream shop. Everything is fine."



    



    "The outcome of the matter doesn't matter. This is what being a lawyer is about, never caring about the truth."



    



    "Law, also has no truth."



    



    Kensuke's gaze was calm, his tone light, but his eyes flickered with insight into human nature.

  
    Unconsciously, spring has come to an end.



    



    Time hurried by, and summer has arrived.



    



    As the weather gets warmer, pedestrians on the streets gradually dress cooler.



    



    Short sleeves, short skirts, sun hats, and umbrellas appear one after another.



    



    Komemon Law Firm.



    



    Haibara knelt on the sofa, watching Kensuke playing video games as usual on the boss's chair, couldn't help but sigh.



    



    "With such nice weather, you're holed up in the office doing this kind of thing. Don't you think it's a waste?"



    



    "If I stop, Link and Princess Zelda will be disappointed."



    



    Kensuke didn't even look up, his hands tapping on the buttons of the NS console.



    



    He was playing a game called "The Legend of Zelda: Tears of the Kingdom," released by Nintendo on the NS console just this month. Kensuke had queued for half an hour in Akihabara to get his hands on it.



    



    "Darn it, it's dropping frames again."



    



    Midway through the game, it malfunctioned, causing Kensuke to curse loudly and forcefully shut down the console.



    



    "These blood-sucking capitalists at Nintendo can't even make a decent game console. They sell us this kind of electronic garbage, with their conscience eaten by dogs!"



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes. "Do you even listen to what you're saying?"



    



    "I said they're blood-sucking capitalists with no conscience. Is that wrong?"



    



    "No, no, no, shouldn't someone else be saying that?"



    



    "What's wrong with me saying it? I'm a consumer." Kensuke sneered. "Do you think I'm one of those worthless gamers who can't even figure out their own stance? Consoles are garbage, phones are garbage, computers are garbage. Consumers should curse, not act like pigs and defend the manufacturers like this, it's really brainless."



    



    "No, that's not what I meant..."



    



    Haibara was speechless, helplessly rubbing her forehead.



    



    Kensuke especially loved playing games. When it came to gaming matters, he would become like this, and talking to him would be like talking to a wall.



    



    After a moment of thought, Haibara said, "Now that you've earned so much money, shouldn't you use it wisely?"



    



    Kensuke glanced at her. "How should I use it? Invest? Stocks? Funds? Do finance? Business? Make money with money?"



    



    Kensuke had thought about this kind of thing too.



    



    He loved money so much, of course, he wanted to make more of it.



    



    But that was hard to achieve.



    



    Doing finance wasn't just about the risk market; it was manipulated by people.



    



    Kensuke had a clear understanding of himself. He wasn't that kind of monstrous all-rounder. His skill points weren't even in that area. Forcing himself into it would only make him a foolish sheep to be torn apart by the wolves.



    



    Other than law, he had no intention of doing anything else.



    



    And what about copying novels from his previous life, or copying manga? Come on, how do you know if a different worldview will make what you copy popular? These literary creations that involve being successful also depend on luck.



    



    So far, Kensuke has solved three court cases.



    



    Adding up the fees, there was now less than ten million left, and a certain amount had to be deducted for taxes.



    



    Taxes had to be paid. Every time Kensuke received money, he would go to the National Tax Agency. He didn't want any handle falling into someone else's hands.



    



    What can you do with ten million in Tokyo? Can you even buy a toilet?



    



    "So, save your money properly and don't think about other nonsense."



    



    Kensuke patted Haibara's head.



    



    Haibara gave him a disdainful look and slapped his hand away.



    



    "Stop touching my head all the time. I'm not really a child."



    



    "If I don't touch your head, where else can I touch you?"



    



    "Oh? Can't figure it out, huh? Where do you want to touch me?"



    



    "Stop thinking about it. I'm not interested in flat-chested brats like you."



    



    "You pervert! Get lost!"



    



    The office was filled with flying documents for a moment.



    



    Both of them wielded brooms, like Oda Nobunaga vs. Tokugawa Ieyasu, fighting fiercely, with no light from the sun and moon.



    



    Amidst the commotion...



    



    At that moment, the doorbell suddenly rang.



    



    The two temporarily ceased fire, and Kensuke straightened out his disheveled clothes, signaling Haibara with his eyes to go open the door.



    



    Opening the door, there stood a young girl with short brown hair.



    



    She had a delicate appearance, with a hint of nobility between her eyebrows, the type of girl who resembled a boy.



    



    "Hello, is this the Komemon Law Firm?"



    



    "Yes, welcome."



    



    "Sorry to bother you."



    



    It seemed that the client had come to entrust a case.



    



    With business coming in, Kensuke wouldn't neglect his manners.



    



    After instructing Haibara to make tea, the two began to negotiate.



    



    "My name is Natsuki Koshimizu, twenty years old, and I'm a private detective."



    



    The young girl introduced herself first.



    



    "Oh? A detective?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    "It's quite rare for a detective to come to a lawyer for help."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu nodded. "Yes, I used to live in the Kyushu region in southern Japan. I saw your name in the newspaper and specially came to Tokyo to seek your help in a lawsuit."



    



    "You came all the way from Kyushu?"



    



    Kensuke squinted his eyes.



    



    "I'm curious, what kind of lawsuit would make you come all the way from Kyushu? Aren't there any other lawyers there?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu nodded.



    



    "It's not that there aren't other lawyers, but I feel you're more suitable," Natsuki Koshimizu explained.



    



    "Oh? How so?" Kensuke looked at her with interest, eager to hear her explanation.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu smiled. "Do you remember the Tatsuya Nagai case from some time ago?"



    



    "Of course, the defendant went to prison."



    



    The Tatsuya Nagai case had also made headlines in major media outlets and circulated throughout Japan and online. Not because Kensuke was exceptionally skilled in that case or defeated some powerful opponent, but because he gathered evidence that turned a civil lawsuit into a criminal case, leading to the suspect being sent to prison. Such occurrences were quite rare. Lawyers typically wouldn't go beyond their client's instructions. In a world with such high crime rates, it was considered quite unusual.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu stared at Kensuke for a while.



    



    After a moment, she suddenly said, "In that case, Komemon-san, did you use an unusual method in this lawsuit?"



    



    "Oh, you know about that," Kensuke raised an eyebrow, readily admitting it. After all, anyone could see that the main evidence, the photos taken by Haibara, clearly showed the defendant pushing the plaintiff down the stairs, indicating premeditation.



    



    "But so what? Everything I did was legal! A lawyer's job is to speak for justice! The public will understand me! We absolutely cannot let a bad person go! Light must fight against darkness!" Kensuke rattled on, looking very serious.



    



    Standing beside him, Haibara rolled her eyes , thinking. This guy was at it again, full of lies and nonsense.



    



    However, the girl in front of them, Natsuki Koshimizu, didn't seem easily fooled.



    



    She smiled slightly and said, "I agree with what you said, it makes sense."



    



    She paused.



    



    "But what I'm talking about is your method of sending the other party to jail."

  
    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, looking at the girl in front of him.



    



    It seemed she had come prepared.



    



    "After the conclusion of this case, I investigated the relevant witnesses, such as the shops where the perpetrator bought props on DVDs and books," Natsuki Koshimizu said, looking into Kensuke's eyes.



    



    "As I continuously questioned them, their memories seemed a bit fuzzy. For example, they might not actually remember whether the perpetrator bought related props in their shops, but they feel like they might have seen the perpetrator buying something," she continued.



    



    "So?" Kensuke chuckled. "What are you trying to say?"



    



    "No, no, no, you misunderstand. I didn't mean that. After all, I don't have any evidence, and the law is based on evidence," Natsuki Koshimizu shook her head.



    



    She stared at Kensuke intently, remaining silent for a moment.



    



    Then, she suddenly stood up, took a step back, and bowed deeply to Kensuke.



    



    "Komemon-san, I need your help because the case I'm entrusting you with is very special. The law... cannot punish them," she said.



    



    "I see," Kensuke rested his chin on his hand, becoming increasingly interested in the girl's story.



    



    This was intriguing.



    



    In Kensuke's worldview, detectives were supposed to pursue justice in the name of the law and find the truth to bring criminals to justice.



    



    But this detective girl in front of him seemed to lack this concept of justice and instead wanted him to do something straightforward.



    



    "Go on, tell me about the commission," he said.



    



    "Alright," Natsuki Koshimizu nodded, sitting back down on the sofa and began recounting.



    



    "A year ago, I had a friend who worked as a maid in a villa. The distinctive feature of that villa was the lavender growing all over it..."



    



    As the girl spoke, Kensuke began to understand.



    



    It turned out to be an incident from an anime. (Referencing the anime "Three Days with Heiji Hattori".)



    



    Kensuke remembered this case more clearly than others because it was a famous wrongful case in Conan.



    



    This girl, Natsuki Koshimizu, had a friend named Kana Mizuguchi who worked in the villa.



    



    The daughter of the villa's owner committed suicide a year ago. The police were about to close the case when a high school detective suddenly appeared out of nowhere and claimed it was a murder case.



    



    Her friend Kana Mizuguchi was suspected and subjected to various police interrogations.



    



    Those familiar with the police in Kansai, Japan, knew what was going on.



    



    In the end, Kana Mizuguchi couldn't bear the pressure and jumped off a cliff.



    



    After listening, Kensuke nodded. "So, you want me to help you sue that high school detective who spoke nonsense? Because your friend committed suicide, and the law couldn't punish the real culprit."



    



    "Yes, and also the villa's butler at the time, Renzo Koya!"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu said resentfully, "Renzo Koya knew that his mistress committed suicide and knew the real reason, which was an overdose of illegal drugs. But he kept saying that he wanted to protect her reputation, so he colluded with that detective and didn't tell the police the truth! He's also the main culprit in my friend's death!"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu was visibly agitated, tightly gripping the glass teacup in her hand, causing the water inside to sway, and her fingers almost turned white from the pressure.



    



    "Well, I understand what you mean," Kensuke nodded.



    



    Then, he stood up.



    



    "Haibara, escort the guest out," he said.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu blinked in surprise. "You— You're not accepting my commission? Oh—! I see—"



    



    She suddenly seemed to realize something.



    



    Then, she placed her bag down and unzipped it.



    



    Inside were stacks of ten thousand yen bills.



    



    "Here's five million as a deposit. After the job is done, there will be another five million as a reward, totaling ten million!" Natsuki Koshimizu said earnestly.



    



    But Kensuke, who was usually materialistic, didn't even glance at the money.



    



    "Take it, it's not about the money," he said.



    



    "Oh, did you suddenly change your mind?" Haibara, on the side, couldn't help but comment.



    



    "Why?" Natsuki Koshimizu looked puzzled. "According to my investigation, you should be a very materialistic person because you've charged quite high fees for the three commissions you've taken, all of which are recorded at the National Tax Agency."



    



    "Tsk, this is why I hate detectives," Kensuke sighed. "They are so eager to dig up people's dirty laundry, leaving no privacy."



    



    "Coming from you, that's rich," Haibara retorted from the side.



    



    Kensuke rolled his eyes. "Enough, go play somewhere, kid."



    



    After a pause, he scrutinized Natsuki Koshimizu up and down for a moment.



    



    Immediately, he chuckled.



    



    "What identity do you plan to use to sue them? The long-lost sister of Kana Mizuguchi? Or her cross-dressing brother? Or maybe a transgender member of the family?" he teased.



    



    "You— You got it wrong, I'm a girl!" Natsuki Koshimizu's face flushed, and she stood up abruptly.



    



    Kensuke's tongue was indeed sharp; after all, her appearance often led people to mistake her for a boy.



    



    "That's not the point. I mean, what identity of Kana Mizuguchi do you plan to use for the lawsuit?" he clarified.



    



    "I— I— Can't I sue them?" she stuttered.



    



    "Of course not, because you're not her immediate family member," Kensuke sighed, raising a finger and shaking it gently. "Miss Detective, could you please educate yourself about the law before coming here to commission me? In civil litigation, only the direct relatives of the parties involved can directly file a lawsuit. Anyone else, unless authorized by the party, won't be accepted by the court! Are you so focused on digging up people's privacy that you forget such a simple thing? Your friend is already dead; it's a miscarriage of justice that can't be rectified. Understand?"



    



    Kensuke's blunt words almost seemed sarcastic, leaving Natsuki Koshimizu pale and devoid of confidence.



    



    "Yes, is that so..." she muttered, collapsing back into her seat, looking lost.



    



    After a while, she struggled to lift her head and forced a grim smile.



    



    "I'm sorry for bothering you."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu picked up her bag and clumsily made her way to the door.



    



    "Wait."



    



    At that moment, Kensuke's voice came from behind her.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu turned her head silently.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, although I can't assist you with civil litigation, if in the future you find yourself in an irreversible situation— then, the doors of Komemon Law Firm will still be open to you."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu looked deeply into Kensuke's eyes.



    



    "I understand. I will remember that."



    



    With a bow, she left the law firm's premises.

  
    After Natsuki Koshimizu left, Haibara turned to Kensuke.



    



    "You're inciting a crime," she said.



    



    "What are you talking about?" Kensuke pretended to be surprised.



    



    "When did you hear me inciting her to commit a crime? Those words were just to drum up business for myself," he replied.



    



    Haibara sighed. "You're basically encouraging her to commit a crime and then come to you for defense, aren't you? What if she actually goes and kills someone? Wouldn't that be your fault?"



    



    "What do you mean 'my fault'? She was already likely to commit murder," Kensuke replied dismissively, not bothering to explain further.



    



    He certainly couldn't tell Haibara that when the girl entered the room, her level of trust in him exceeded positive two bars, while her favorability rating was less than negative two bars. Typically, when two unrelated people have such a disparity in these metrics, there's only one possibility: the person already harbors strong negative thoughts and might be on the verge of committing a crime. However, the girl had just come to the lawyer's office to test the waters before committing the crime.



    



    ‘I hope Koshimizu-san won't do anything foolish,’ Haibara silently hoped.



    



    But such hopes were in vain, for they would soon meet again.



    



    Over the next few days, Komemon Law Firm continued to operate as usual.



    



    He had to eat, after all, and continue to take on commissions.



    



    However, he wouldn't accept just any commission.



    



    To ensure a 100% success rate, he wouldn't take on cases that seemed destined for failure, such as those with solid evidence like surveillance footage or photographs of the suspect committing the crime. Even with perjury, it would be impossible to overcome such direct evidence, making it a waste of time.



    



    However, some cases were so straightforward that they were practically a gift.



    



    "I hereby represent my client, Fujiwara Ryuuji, in civil litigation."



    



    "The facts of the case are as follows."



    



    "On [date], our client went to the residence of President Yoshida Tsuyoshi and stabbed him to death with a knife. While fleeing, he was hit by a soccer ball kicked by elementary school student Edogawa Conan, resulting in a diagnosis of a Grade 2 concussion at the hospital. Our client's actions violated our client's right to life and health."



    



    "The demands of the lawsuit are as follows."



    



    "The first demand is for the defendant, Kogoro Mouri, Edogawa Conan's guardian, to compensate our client with ten million yen for medical expenses and mental distress, and to issue an apology."



    



    "The second demand is for all litigation costs for this trial to be borne entirely by the defendant, Kogoro Mouri."



    



    "With that, the statement is concluded. Your Honor, please render judgment according to the law."



    



    Kensuke calmly finished reading the complaint.



    



    This lawsuit was quite interesting, with the detective Kogoro Mouri being the defendant.



    



    The circumstances were straightforward.



    



    His client, Fujiwara Ryuuji, was a laborer who had encountered an exploitative employer.



    



    His situation was common among laborers: waking up earlier than roosters, working harder than oxen, eating worse than pigs, and living more miserably than dogs.



    



    Being late for work by a minute was fined a thousand yen, and every second mattered. He was forced to participate in group exercises and extra tasks were assigned just before quitting time to delay departure. Overtime was unpaid, and all expenses during business trips were out of pocket.



    



    Low wages with high expectations.



    



    Under such treatment, the employer would often transform into a raging beast, publicly humiliating employees whose performance was lacking.



    



    Over time, the anger of the laborers finally erupted.



    



    Fujiwara Ryuuji went to the employer's residence and killed him with a knife.



    



    However, as he was fleeing, he was spotted by Edogawa Conan, who happened to be wandering around. Conan saw him covered in blood, holding a knife, and kicked a soccer ball at him, hitting him in the head and knocking him unconscious. Conan then contacted the police, leading to Fujiwara Ryuuji's arrest.



    



    Initially, the matter could have ended there, but Fujiwara Ryuuji's family was not satisfied.



    



    Sure, he committed a crime, but who was Conan to act like the police and physically stop him?



    



    That's what his mother thought, so she hired Kensuke to file a civil lawsuit.



    



    "The plaintiff has concluded their statement. Now, the defendant and their representative are invited to present their arguments!"



    



    The judge tapped his gavel.



    



    The defense lawyer, a woman named Ritsuko Usui (from the anime Case Closed), a close friend of Eri Kisaki, immediately stood up.



    



    "Objection! I object to the facts presented by the plaintiff!" she began.



    



    "Our client's actions were purely in the spirit of righteousness. He acted in an emergency situation where he encountered a murder suspect fleeing the scene and had no means to stop him. Therefore, he used whatever was at hand to attack the criminal. Legally speaking, this would be considered self-defense."



    



    "That's right, it was self-defense! We are innocent!" Kogoro Mouri vigorously pounded the table at the defendant's seat, shouting out.



    



    His gaze turned towards Kensuke, filled with anger, dissatisfaction, and various negative emotions.



    



    Since the last reunion lawsuit, he had fallen seriously ill.



    



    He was unable to forgive himself for his negligence, allowing the suspect to escape punishment.



    



    The media had also launched various attacks against him.



    



    His detective career had hit rock bottom during that time.



    



    Now, just as he was beginning to recover slightly, he was being sued by the other party.



    



    One could imagine the state of his emotions now.



    



    Ignoring the almost murderous look from the other side, Kensuke maintained his usual smiling expression after hearing the defendant's series of statements.



    



    "Well, ‘emergency situation.' This term is almost becoming a catch-all excuse for those slipping through the legal cracks."



    



    Kensuke picked up a USB drive from the table.



    



    The USB contained surveillance footage from the scene, capturing Conan spotting the suspect and subsequently knocking him unconscious.



    



    He inserted the USB into the computer and played the footage for everyone present.



    



    "As you can see, this troublemaker— Oh, sorry, Edogawa Conan, upon first sighting our client, immediately took out a soccer ball and launched an attack without any form of confirmation."



    



    "In other words, he didn't actually know if the other party had committed a crime; he simply saw blood and a knife and rashly initiated an attack."



    



    "What if our client had just killed a chicken at home? What if he was merely an actor returning from work without yet having cleaned his costume?"



    



    "The concept of an emergency situation requires confirming the harmful actions of the other party and performing necessary actions only as a last resort."



    



    "In conclusion, Edogawa Conan's actions do not constitute an emergency situation but rather deliberate intent to harm!"



    



    Kensuke spoke clearly, articulating each point without faltering.



    



    The judge in the courtroom nodded involuntarily.



    



    The argument was logical and legally sound.



    



    "Objection!"



    



    At this moment, the opposing lawyer, Ritsuko Usui, raised her hand again.



    



    Glancing at Conan, seated beside Kogoro Mouri on the defendant's bench, she forcefully argued, "Our client is just a child. Under normal circumstances, the soccer ball he kicked couldn't possibly have caused the kind of injury described! I have reason to suspect that the other party is intentionally exaggerating the facts of the lawsuit!"

  
    The defense lawyer's argument that Conan couldn't have caused a concussion by kicking is indeed reasonable from the perspective of an ordinary person.



    



    After all, how much force could a child's kick have?



    



    However, this is a courtroom.



    



    The law cannot be determined by such simplistic notions.



    



    Regarding the defendant's forced argument, Kensuke smirked, showing a disdainful smile.



    



    His opponent this time is too weak.



    



    They're not at the level of Kisaki Eri or Kujou Reiko, so they're not even worth considering.



    



    "This is the medical report on the injuries sustained by our client."



    



    Kensuke  took out a document and showed it to those present.



    



    The court clerk brought the document to the judge, who reviewed it and nodded.



    



    The time of the assessment in the report was after Edogawa Conan kicked the suspect in the head and the suspect was taken to the hospital.



    



    It can be conclusively determined that the injuries were caused by Edogawa Conan's kick.



    



    The judge pounded the gavel, "The plaintiff's evidence is reasonable. The defendant may now present their opinion!"



    



    "How could this be reasonable!" Kogoro Mouri almost shouted, "He's just a child, where would he get such strength! There must be something fishy going on here, the assessment report must be fake!"



    



    "Mouri-san, the assessment report is absolutely genuine. You can investigate at the local hospital."



    



    Kensuke glanced at him and sighed.



    



    Then he smiled at Edogawa Conan.



    



    "He’s born with a supernatural power isn’t he? Sending someone to the hospital with a kick is normal."



    



    "...".



    



    This statement left everyone speechless.



    



    This reason is simply ridiculous.



    



    But even if it's ridiculous, what's written in the assessment report is the truth.



    



    No matter how ridiculous the reason, evidence is evidence.



    



    "..."



    



    At this moment, Edogawa Conan clenched his teeth, looking at the despicable smile on Kensuke 's face, silent.



    



    He never thought that one day he would be the defendant in court.



    



    Clearly, he was only trying to catch the culprit, and clearly, he was on the side of justice.



    



    Why did he become the defendant?



    



    He couldn't make sense of this fact.



    



    There's nothing much to say about the rest of the trial process.



    



    In any case, the outcome of this trial is already very obvious.



    



    "The trial is over, judgment will now be announced!"



    



    "First, the defendant Edogawa Conan is found guilty of violating the plaintiff's personal rights. His guardian, Kogoro Mouri, is required to pay the plaintiff Fujiwara Ryuuji ten million yen and issue an apology statement."



    



    "Secondly, all the expenses of this trial shall be borne by the defendant."



    



    "The trial is concluded, court is adjourned!"



    



    With a heavy pound of the gavel, the judge ended this litigation that had no suspense whatsoever.



    



    "You little troublemaker, you always bring trouble to me!"



    



    Kogoro Mouri was furious, grabbing Conan who tried to run away, holding him around the waist, and began spanking him with a complete and vigorous spanking technique, slapping his buttocks.



    



    After all, this lawsuit directly caused him to lose over ten million yen.



    



    Previously, Conan's mother, Yukiko Kudo (seen in the anime Edogawa Abduction Case), had only given him ten million yen in child support, but now it's all gone!



    



    "Uncle, I'm sorry, please don't hit me anymore!"



    



    Conan's face turned embarrassed, his buttocks burning with pain, crying out in agony.



    



    At this moment, an annoying voice came from behind.



    



    "Oh my, what a heartwarming scene of parents disciplining their mischievous child!"



    



    ...



    



    Kogoro Mouri's face turned livid.



    



    He didn't need to turn around to know the one who had just spoken was Kensuke.



    



    "The person you defended clearly killed someone, he's a complete criminal!"



    



    Kogoro Mouri glared angrily at Kensuke.



    



    "Do you know that if Conan hadn't stopped him that day, he would have escaped? He already had a ticket to Osaka, it would have been difficult to catch him then!"



    



    "O I know, that man is a fucking criminal allright, he has solid evidence of his crime, with surveillance footage and physical evidence, even the most cunning person wouldn't be able to clear his name."



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    "But so what? You didn't follow legal procedures, you assaulted someone and got caught, there's evidence, that's the fact."



    



    He leaned close to Conan, smiling as he reached out to pat his head.



    



    "Kid, don't think that just because no one pressed charges, you're in the clear."



    



    "Next time you want to stop some criminal, you need to be smarter, at least find some solid evidence of their wrongdoing before striking them down. It would be better if you do it when no one is looking.”



    



    "Nevertheless, Kid, fundamentally, you're just like them!"



    



    "No matter what your true intentions are, the law is unforgiving and uncaring, anyone caught breaking them is a criminal, no matter how good they actually are."



    



    Kensuke laughed heartily and walked away.



    



    He's off to collect his client's fee, 30% as a risk proxy, totaling three million yen.



    



    ...



    



    Conan clenched his teeth, unable to say a word, silently watching Kensuke walk away.



    



    That day, he attacked the man without confirming whether he had killed someone or not.



    



    Due to his long-term experience as a detective, he had handled so many cases that basically just by taking a glance, he could tell whether the person was a real murderer or not.



    



    As for whether there was evidence of him hitting someone at the scene, he didn't even consider it, because that's always been his way of doing things, no one ever pressed charges against him, so he took it for granted over time.



    



    But he didn't expect this to become Kensuke's breakthrough in this lawsuit.



    



    Kensuke's words just now were almost a direct attack.



    



    Even on his face, there was an expression of "bring on more of these simple lawsuits, it's like giving away money."



    



    But Conan couldn't refute it.



    



    What he had done before, strictly speaking, also violated the law, it's just that nobody pressed charges.



    



    But this time he was caught, there was evidence, and someone pressed charges.



    



    So he had to pay the price.



    



    "Darn it, everything I've done was clearly right, why did it turn out like this..."



    



    Conan lowered his head, subconsciously clenching his fists.



    



    There was a struggle in his heart.



    



    After a moment, he raised his head again.



    



    "That's right, everything I've done is right, no matter what, criminals should be punished!"



    



    He murmured to himself as if self-assuring.



    



    He would never agree with Kensuke's viewpoint, and if he ever faced Kensuke again, he would never give up so easily!



    



    That's what Conan thought to himself.



    



    Of course, at this moment, he didn't know that not long after, this thought would become reality.



    



    ...



    



    "Never before making three million yen feels so easy!"



    



    Kensuke hummed a song, carrying bags full of various gadgets, rushing back to his office from Akihabara.



    



    This lawsuit was like a freebie, with all kinds of evidence readily available, there was no need to resort to any means, victory could be achieved simply by using legal concepts.



    



    In fact, he even felt that the compensation demanded by the plaintiff was too low, not generous at all.



    



    Look at that girl, Nishitani Miho, she demanded thirty million yen without hesitation. Suspects of future crimes should learn from her.



    



    "Aren’t you afraid of over indulging yourself by buying so many games, you're not using the money for noble purposes either."



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes at his joyful demeanor.



    



    "My whole life is dedicated to gaming, what's wrong with that? All the money I earn is through labor, I am the most honorable member of the laboring people!"



    



    Kensuke declared proudly.



    



    "Corrupt boss, don't call yourself a member of the laboring people..."



    



    Haibara couldn't help but comment, she had never seen such a shameless person.



    



    As they walked along, full of excitement, Kensuke's phone rang.



    



    "Damn it, who would care at such a good time!?”



    



    Kensuke's expression suddenly changed, he had to hand a bag over to Haibara, freeing up one hand to answer the call.



    



    After answering, a voice came from the other end.



    



    "This is Tokyo Detention Center 40, is this Attorney Kensuke?"



    



    "Yes, what's the matter?"



    



    "There's a suspect named Kana Mizuguchi who specifically requested to see you."

  
    After hanging up the phone, Kensuke's mouth curled into a smile.



    



    "So, that ten million deal eventually came back to me."



    



    "Oh, it seems it was Koshimizu-san who called."



    



    Although lawyers are the kind of job where you would have a high-income, such high-value commissions are usually hard to come by.



    



    "She ended up killing someone in the end."



    



    Haibara sighed with regret.



    



    "Alright, stop lamenting there, we should get going."



    



    Kensuke called out to Haibara, and the two of them first took a tram, returned to the law firm to store the purchased items, and then took the subway, walked all the way to the designated Tokyo detention center.



    



    After informing the duty police officer at the detention center, they were taken to the meeting room.



    



    Before long, Natsuki Koshimizu was also brought in by the police on the opposite side.



    



    With short brown hair, still dressed somewhat like a boy, but unlike when they first met, she now had a carefree look on her face, without the bitterness and resentment, her green eyes carrying a sense of ease.



    



    "Komemon-san, as agreed, I've allowed you to see me."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu smiled.



    



    "Oh, you seem very happy." Kensuke looked her up and down, "What, does this make you feel comfortable?"



    



    "Not comfortable, but the feeling of revenge, it's comforting."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu rested her hands behind her head, with a sense of satisfaction from avenging a great wrong.



    



    Kensuke nodded and took out a document from his briefcase.



    



    "Very well, then let's sign the contract."



    



    The document outlined the various matters of this commission, with a total fee of ten million yen, excluding miscellaneous expenses.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu took the document, without even looking at it, and signed her name with a pen.



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "How straightforward of you, aren't you afraid I might set a trap in the contract?"



    



    The girl shrugged, "Doesn't matter, if you can get me out, great, if not, then so be it."



    



    "Very well."



    



    Kensuke said satisfactorily.



    



    He liked clients like her, who didn't hesitate when it came time to pay, unlike those before, who were always dragging their feet.



    



    "Tell me every detail of what you've done, every step of the way."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu began slowly recounting.



    



    After leaving Komemon Law Firm that day, she began planning.



    



    Under the guise of the Nippon TV station, she claimed to be organizing an event called Detective Koshien, inviting three detectives from Japan's East, West, and North, including Hattori Heiji (West), Saguru Hakuba (East), Junya Tokitsu (North), and herself in the name of the South, as well as an elementary school student, Edogawa Conan.



    



    Several detectives were invited to an uninhabited island by her, and she also invited two others, Hiroo Tsuchio and Kotani Renzo, as staff and caretakers, both of whom were involved in the Lavender Villa case from years ago.



    



    On the uninhabited island, through her probing, she lured out the mastermind behind the suicide that was actually a murder, which turned out to be the Northern representative, Junya Tokitsu.



    



    By removing a door frame along with the screws to create the illusion of a sealed room, she killed Junya Tokitsu with a hammer and then fled the scene.



    



    After analysis by the three detectives, each identified a different culprit, but in the end, it was Conan Edogawa who correctly identified her.



    



    After leaving the island, she was arrested by the police and transferred to the Tokyo detention center, awaiting prosecution and conviction by the prosecutor's office.



    



    "I can't forgive those two bastards! Damn it, if only I had killed that person too!"



    



    After finishing her statement, Natsuki Koshimizu's carefree expression was once again overshadowed by hatred and a hint of regret.



    



    "I've found out that a year ago, the mastermind behind everything was the steward Kotani Renzo, who bribed Junya Tokitsu! Because he said something about protecting the honor of the miss, he hired a detective, went to the police station, and accused the suicide incident of being a murder—"



    



    "Stop!"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu wanted to continue, but was interrupted by a finger extended by Kensuke.



    



    "I have no interest in the wrongful case you're talking about."



    



    Kensuke raised a finger and gently shook it.



    



    "Just tell me what happened during this case you were involved in; I don't want to hear any other thing, I prefer to work on a single case till it is done before hearing anything else."



    



    "Oh, is that so?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu was taken aback.



    



    Staring at Kensuke's face, a hint of strangeness and a hint of smile appeared on her face.



    



    "Komemon-san, you really are different from others. Honestly, this is the first time I've seen a lawyer like you."



    



    "I've never seen a detective like you either."



    



    Kensuke said casually.



    



    Pausing for a moment.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, now I'm going to ask you a few very important questions."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu nodded, "Okay."



    



    "First, was there any surveillance equipment at the scene at that time?"



    



    "No, there wasn't."



    



    "Second, did any of the detectives present have recording devices with them?"



    



    "There shouldn't have been. I set rules and did inspections before going to the island."



    



    "Third, were there any phones or cameras capable of taking pictures? Did the phones have signals?"



    



    "No, there weren't. There's no signal on the uninhabited island."



    



    "Very well."



    



    Kensuke nodded satisfactorily.



    



    Haibara on the side pondered for a moment and said, "So, there were no direct pieces of evidence, only testimonies."



    



    "Not bad kid, you catch on quick."



    



    Kensuke smiled and patted her head.



    



    "You've been with me for quite a long time, and you've improved a bit. Keep up the good work."



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes and slapped Kensuke's hand away.



    



    "Komemon-san, you seem pretty confident. Do you think you have a chance of winning?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu smiled on her face. She was also a clever person and could deduce the current situation from Kensuke's demeanor.



    



    "Of course."



    



    Kensuke smirked.



    



    Without direct physical evidence, the difficulty of this lawsuit was as simple for him as stealing money from a bank.



    



    Next, Kensuke asked Natsuki Koshimizu about some details.



    



    It lasted for over an hour.



    



    "These pieces of information are very useful, Koshimizu-san. You just relax here and enjoy the limited time you have in the detention center!"



    



    Kensuke tidied up and was about to leave.



    



    However, at that moment, he suddenly thought of something and sat back down.



    



    "Just to be safe, I want to ask you one more question."



    



    "Sure, go ahead."



    



    "Are you really sure you killed someone?"



    



    "What do you mean?" Natsuki Koshimizu frowned.



    



    "What I mean is, it's possible that you didn't actually kill anyone, but you just think you did."



    



    "Huh?" She was puzzled.



    



    "Don't you find it strange?" Kensuke said, "Kotani Renzo, the steward of a villa, a person who values the honor of the miss like his life, would he really abandon the villa and come to a deserted island with you just to play detective games because of a letter from you?"



    



    "Are you suggesting..."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu's face changed dramatically, as if she had realized something.



    



    "Of course, this is just my speculation."



    



    Kensuke said.



    



    After all, this was the real world.



    



    He wasn't familiar with the plot of the anime, and perhaps in the real world, the culprit wasn't necessarily the same as in the original story.



    



    For example, the case of Nishitani Miho might have been orchestrated by Miss Nishitani herself.



    



    In the real world, there were many uncertainties.

  
    "Alright, enough chitchat."



    



    Kensuke stood up.



    



    Before leaving, he remembered something again and confirmed once more.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, before I came to see you, has anyone— um, like a detective, come to see you?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu blinked and shook her head, saying, "No, you're the first one to visit me."



    



    "Good, very good."



    



    Kensuke smiled and nodded.



    



    In every aspect, this commission was really satisfying for him.



    



    Then, his expression became serious, and he said earnestly, "If any detective comes here later, trying to persuade you to confess or something similar, listen to me, just spit on them and kick them out."



    



    "Oh, okay..."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu blinked, nodding as if she only half understood.



    



    They walked out of the prison gate.



    



    Haibara looked back, pondered for a moment, and asked, "Although this lawsuit doesn't have direct physical evidence, there are several testimonies and circumstantial evidence. How are you going to deal with it?"



    



    "Brat, haven't I told you before?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    "In any case, all indirect evidence is just a pile of uncertainties, just like Schrödinger's cat. Before you open the box, you have no idea what's inside."



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes sarcastically, "In simple terms, you're going to tamper with the evidence again, right?"



    



    "What tampering with evidence? I'm just 'seeking evidence,' understand? Didn't you hear what I just said to Koshimizu? The perpetrator in this lawsuit is uncertain."



    



    Kensuke retorted and continued, "In short, whether a case can lead to conviction or not, whether there can be a successful defense, it all boils down to the tug-of-war with evidence. If all the evidence favors the other side, do you expect miracles to happen and for loopholes in the law to be handed to you by some divine intervention?"



    



    "So, you don't feel any guilt about doing this kind of thing?"



    



    "Guilt is just a self-deception. Nowadays, conscience is worthless."



    



    "You've got some nerve, you scumbag lawyer!"



    



    "Washboard brat!!"



    



    "Trash gamer!"



    



    The two continued their usual banter.



    



    At that moment, Kensuke suddenly stopped.



    



    He saw a familiar figure walking across the street from the prison.



    



    It was Conan Edogawa, with his blue bowtie.



    



    Next to him was a guy with dark skin, looking like he just came out of a coal mine, appearing to be a high school student.



    



    "Hey, Conan-kun!"



    



    Kensuke greeted the two with a smiling face, waving his hand.



    



    "Enjoying being the defendant?" Kensuke said deliberately. "I had someone record the entire process of that trial! Do you want me to send you the video? You have no idea how amusing your expressions were!"



    



    "You bastard! I heard everything from Shi— Conan! You are that money seeking lawyer.”



    



    The guy next to Conan, looking hot-headed, was immediately filled with anger after hearing Kensuke's words. He clenched his fists and seemed ready to punch Kensuke.



    



    But as he took a couple of steps forward, Conan stopped him.



    



    "Hattori!"



    



    Conan gave Kensuke a serious look, shaking his head.



    



    "What are you afraid of? My old man is the chief of police, the head of the Osaka Prefectural Police Headquarters! This guy— let me go, I'll teach him a lesson!"



    



    Hattori Heiji, or rather, the guy who looked like he just came out of a coal mine, broke free from Conan's grip and grabbed Kensuke's collar, roaring angrily.



    



    "Oh, I see, you're from a prominent family!"



    



    Kensuke remained unfazed.



    



    He looked Hattori up and down, his expression seemingly mocking, his tone still sarcastic.



    



    "So, being from a prominent family gives you the right to resort to violence? Is that how you use your police identity?"



    



    "Talking about Japanese bloodlines— You people, don't you just rely on your family backgrounds to act recklessly everywhere? Take away those things, what are you left with? Those laughable detective deductions?"



    



    "If you want to fight, then come on!"



    



    "Use your identity as a police officer's son!"



    



    Listening to Kensuke's confident and mocking tone, Hattori Heiji's face turned red with anger, his hair seemingly standing on end.



    



    "You damn— damn bastard!" he yelled, gripping Kensuke's clothes tightly, his fingers turning white.



    



    He wanted to throw a punch.



    



    But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't muster any strength.



    



    Because Kensuke's words hit the mark perfectly.



    



    Like an arrow firmly lodged in the bullseye.



    



    In the Kansai region, the people of Osaka are known for their tough demeanor, and the police style reflects this.



    



    Growing up in such an environment, Heiji Hattori was indeed accustomed, as Kensuke said, to often abusing his police connections.



    



    "You can't do this, you'll fall into his trap."



    



    Conan, standing beside him, seemed much calmer compared to Heiji.



    



    He reached out again, pulling Heiji back, shaking his head, gesturing to the surrounding bystanders.



    



    Heiji paused, glancing around.



    



    A crowd had already gathered around them, with some busybodies holding their phones, snapping pictures.



    



    "We have more important things to do, we better leave quickly."



    



    Conan's expression was serious.



    



    "I, I— this guy!"



    



    There seemed to be lingering resentment in Heiji's eyes.



    



    However, after hesitating for a while, he released his grip on Kensuke's clothes.



    



    "You damn bastard, I will remember this!"



    



    Leaving behind these words, he stormed off with Conan, passing by Kensuke, and entered the prison gate.



    



    Kensuke watched their backs, chin in hand.



    



    Observing their direction, it seemed like they were heading to see Natsuki Koshimizu.



    



    After all, they had spent some time together not long ago, while they can’t be called friends, they can be called acquaintances.



    



    "Ah, thankfully I was quick-witted and said those words beforehand."



    



    Kensuke nodded, sighing.



    



    "These detectives are just like children, not doing anything serious, always trying to persuade others to confess and behave themselves."



    



    "You're just the same, aren't you?" Haibara quipped from the side. "You're just waiting for someone to commit a crime so you can get some work."



    



    Kensuke remained unfazed, "What nonsense, I'm standing up for justice, speaking up for those poor souls wrongly accused by detectives."



    



    "Anyone who believes that is a fool."



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes.



    



    After thinking for a moment, a slight smile appeared on her lips.



    



    "I've noticed that you seem to act quite impulsively. You always like to run up to Kudo and say things to provoke him."



    



    "Oh, you've noticed," Kensuke admitted generously. "Yes, I can't stand that little brat. Is there a problem with that?"



    



    Haibara shook her head. "I didn't say there's a problem with you, but your approach is wrong."



    



    "How so?"



    



    "Have you noticed that every time you reprimand Kudo, he always has a stubborn expression and remains silent?"



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    Kensuke pondered, realizing that was indeed the case.



    



    He actually wanted to see Conan feeling frustrated and losing control of his emotions, as that would be very amusing.



    



    But unfortunately, Conan always remained as stoic as a log, which made it boring.



    



    "It's because you don't understand Kudo, you haven't spent time with him."



    



    Haibara said calmly.



    



    "Kudo, no matter how good his action and believe is, at his core, is just like the rest of us, he's a very self-centered person. You can tell this from his constant insistence on protecting Ran while always staying by her side. Additionally, although it's not often, he still imposes his own values on suspects after apprehending them more often than any normal person would, often disregarding the suspect feelings before they commit the crime. It's true that he occasionally show some pity, but most of the time, he sticks to his own principles."



    



    "So, to make someone like him bow down, you have to use a different approach."

  
    After listening to Haibara's words, Kensuke nodded.



    



    What she said made sense.



    



    If Conan's personality is indeed as she described, then the way he used to act before—constantly mocking the other party's illegality, using various facts of the other party's crimes to embarrass them, this way of wanting to make the other party bow down, would not work.



    



    Because people who are self-centered like this are very self-aware.



    



    They believe that what they think is right is right, and what they don't think is right, even if you argue endlessly, trying to make them admit their mistakes, they will only say that what they did was for this and that reason.



    



    There is a very classic saying: "My heart and my actions are clear as a mirror, all my deeds are righteous."



    



    It seems to have some artistic conception, but actually it is talking about this kind of person.



    



    "So, how should this problem be solved?"



    



    "If you want to beat Kudo using legal concepts, it just would never work, it's like playing the piano to a cow, no matter how good it would sound, it’s meaningless, Kudo's expertise is not in this area at all, he actually doesn't understand the true meaning of the law."



    



    Haibara emphasized each word.



    



    "So, you must defeat him in the area where he is proud of himself to have a chance to make him feel frustrated."



    



    "I see." Kensuke understood, "You mean, I should defeat him in the detective field?"



    



    Haibara nodded, "Exactly."



    



    "Doesn't that mean I, a distinguished lawyer, will become like those lowbrow detectives, seeking the so-called truth and competing with them?"



    



    Kensuke chuckled.



    



    "The duty of a lawyer has always been to defend the interests of the client, the law has never been about the truth, I think I've told you this before, haven't I?"



    



    Haibara raised her head, looking at Kensuke's face.



    



    "Essentially, you and Kudo are the same type of people."



    



    She said so.



    



    Kensuke turned her head, looking at her with a playful expression.



    



    "Hm… Go on."



    



    "No matter what reason he may have, at the core, he’s a self-centered person" Haibara said lightly, "Just like you, but unlike him, who chose to pursue the truth as a detective, you chose to become a lawyer."



    



    "I see…"



    



    Kensuke's lips curved into that classic smile.



    



    With keen interest, he looked at Haibara's seemingly unruffled face and suddenly asked, "I have a question— Why are you suddenly so eager to set up a confrontation between me and Conan? Aren’t you two friends? What benefit does it bring you?"



    



    "There's no benefit at all."



    



    Haibara's indifferent expression changed.



    



    Gradually, a faint smile appeared on her delicate little face.



    



    This smile, like that of a little demon.



    



    "I just think it would be fun to watch men who think of themself as in the right fight, that's all."



    



    Kensuke gazed into her eyes.



    



    The two stared at each other.



    



    After a while, a deep and inexplicable smile appeared on Kensuke's face.



    



    "Since you want it so much, then your wish shall be granted."



    



    Isn't it just the truth?



    



    Kensuke never cared about the truth, but that didn't mean he lacked the ability to seek it.



    



    In fact, strictly speaking, there is some overlap between the professions of lawyer and detective to some extent.



    



    It's just that Kensuke had never focused on this overlapping part in his litigation before. He never presented the real truth in court like a detective.



    



    But now, it was a new attempt.



    



    Of course, he would still use his unique methods.



    



    "Let's go."



    



    Kensuke turned his head and said lightly.



    



    Haibara nodded and followed behind him.



    



    Of course, the first place Kensuke had to go was still the police station.



    



    Because all the testimonies of the witnesses in this lawsuit, as well as their personal information, are kept at the police station.



    



    According to Natsuki Koshimizu's account of the incident, in addition to several detectives, there were also two additional individuals, namely, a performer from a certain theater group, Hiroo Tsuchio, and the steward of the Lavender Villa, Kotani Renzo.



    



    His first task was to obtain the specific information of these two individuals.



    



    After some inquiries, Kensuke arrived at the entrance of the police headquarters.



    



    He had been to this place before during the trial of Nishitani Miho, so he was quite familiar with it.



    



    Leaving Haibara waiting outside, Kensuke entered the gate, showed his lawyer's license, briefly explained the situation to the officer on duty, and soon obtained the relevant personnel information.



    



    Before leaving, he encountered Inspector Megure and his team at the entrance.



    



    They looked weary, as if they had just finished their duties.



    



    On both sides, Takagi and Chiba were escorting a suspect towards the interrogation room.



    



    "Inspector Megure, good to see you."



    



    Kensuke greeted them with a smile.



    



    Inspector Megure stopped, his expression serious as he looked at him.



    



    "Komemon-san, in Nishitani Miho's trial, you made a lot of moves to get the culprit into prison, didn't you?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow and smiled, "Ah, sir, you're asking for evidence with that statement."



    



    Inspector Megure shook his head, "You don't need to pretend anymore. After you came that day, we started investigating the situation regarding Tatsuya Nagai."



    



    "Oh, you're so proactive about that case." Kensuke pretended to be surprised, "It seems that even the petty thieves who live off taxpayers' money occasionally do something truly beneficial for the citizens!"



    



    Inspector Megure ignored his sarcasm and continued.



    



    "Half of those witnesses' testimonies were false. According to our subsequent investigation, Tatsuya Nagai never actually visited their shops."



    



    "According to Tatsuya Nagai's later confession, we also learned that there was once a person dressed in work clothes who visited his house under the pretext of repairing pipes, took away the tools he was supposed to use for the crime, and left behind a pile of yellow discs and books."



    



    Kensuke's smile remained unchanged.



    



    "Hmm….. Mr. Inspector, what are you trying to say? Didn't his confession admit that those were his tools for the crime? That's solid evidence!"



    



    Inspector Megure took a deep breath.



    



    "What I'm trying to say is, although you used these questionable methods to get the culprit into prison, they are not legally recognized! You are trampling on the dignity of the law!"



    



    "Oh, here comes another self-righteous lecture," Kensuke sighed.



    



    He raised a finger and shook it gently.



    



    "First of all, let's be clear, I am a lawyer. In terms of legal knowledge, what qualifications do police inspectors, who don't even have professional training regarding the law, have to lecture me?"



    



    "Secondly, if you want to accuse me of using any dishonorable means, please present the evidence."



    



    "Video footage? Photographs? Do you have any direct evidence? Or are you just going to convict someone based on hearsay?"



    



    Faced with Kensuke's questioning, Inspector Megure lowered his head.



    



    After a moment of silence, he shook his head.



    



    "We don't have any evidence."



    



    "That’s too bad, please step aside, I have something to do."



    



    Kensuke smiled faintly, patted Inspector Megure's shoulder, and walked away with the documents in hand.

  
    "Inspector, are you just letting him go like that?"



    



    Watching as Kensuke walked away from the police station gates, Takagi and Chiba clenched their fists, seemingly unwilling to accept it.



    



    "There's nothing we can do, we don't have any evidence," sighed Inspector Megure.



    



    "Komemon, that guy, is tougher than you imagine. Although we all know what methods he uses, he never leaves behind any evidence easily. If it comes to court, there's no way to accuse him," he explained.



    



    "So we just let him continue like this?" Takagi exclaimed in frustration.



    



    "If we don't have evidence, then we fabricate one. We'll bring him in for interrogation for twenty-four hours straight. Let's see if he can still be so arrogant!" Takagi suggested vehemently.



    



    "Takagi, what nonsense are you talking about?" Megure glared at him, making Takagi quickly shut his mouth.



    



    "We're police officers, how can we do something that violates the law! Go back and write a self-criticism for me, and I don't want to hear such words from your mouth again!" Megure ordered sternly.



    



    "Yes," Takagi hung his head low, muttering to himself.



    



    "What violation of the law? You yourself have always violated regulations in the past, letting Kudo Shinichi mess around at the crime scene..." Takagi murmured under his breath.



    



    Meanwhile, Kensuke obtained the information and walked out of the police station gates.



    



    "Thoroughly investigate the information of these two individuals, including this seemingly outsider," Kensuke instructed Haibara, pointing at the files of Hiroo Tsuchio.



    



    Haibara took the documents and asked, "Why do you want to investigate this person? Didn't your conversation with Koshimizu-san imply that Kotani Renzo might be the real culprit in this case?"



    



    "Yes, I just said it's possible," Kensuke shrugged.



    



    "But in reality, without being completely certain, anyone could be a suspect."



    



    "I see," Haibara nodded, "So you're going to search for evidence, after all, you need to know the truth of the matter."



    



    "Search for evidence? Have you misunderstood something about me?" Kensuke smirked, showing a sinister smile.



    



    "I never search for evidence. In my case, I always create evidence."



    



    ...



    



    Haibara's efficiency was truly astonishing.



    



    The next day, she piled a stack of documents in front of Kensuke.



    



    Kensuke glanced at the mountain-like pile of documents and sighed, "I really have to wonder, what were you doing before? Your so-called pharmaceutical research occupation is clearly fake right? Is your real identity some kind of spy sent by a government?"



    



    Haibara rolled her eyes, "What spy? I'm just a poor worker who works overtime without pay."



    



    "Oi, you don't have to work overtime voluntarily. I didn't force you to work overtime!" Kensuke retorted.



    



    "And then next month, you won't give me any allowance, right?" Haibara countered.



    



    "What nonsense, I'm just keeping the money safe for you. I'll give it back to you when you grow up," Kensuke explained.



    



    "You capitalist leech!" Haibara exclaimed.



    



    "Don't you think it's already good that I provide you with food and shelter?" Kensuke replied.



    



    "Get lost!" Haibara retorted.



    



    Ignoring Haibara's insults, Kensuke cleaned his ears.



    



    Oh, about their relationship.



    



    In the second court case, when Conan asked her for information about the APTX 4869, Kensuke overheard their conversation, and the two of them basically told Kensuke everything that he needed to know.



    



    Now, he already knows about her de-aging into a child, about Kudo's situation, everything.



    



    Of course, the two not-kids conversation that time is not that long, so she didn't reveal anything about the true information within the Black Organization that she are part of or the real effects of the drug.



    



    But it didn't matter. Kensuke wasn't really interested in the dark side anyway. He took Haibara purely for her abilities and didn't care about that side



    



    Kensuke flipped through the documents.



    



    As he read, a classic smile appeared on his face.



    



    "Very good, I think I've probably guessed who the culprit is."



    



    "Yeah, I've pretty much guessed too," Haibara nodded.



    



    "But you don't have evidence, right? And the uninhabited island is too far from here, it would be very troublesome to go there for evidence."



    



    Kensuke shook his head, "Didn't I say it? I won't go looking for evidence; I always create evidence."



    



    "So what do you want to do?"



    



    "That's right, next, you'll do as I say and prepare these things."



    



    Next, Kensuke gave Haibara some instructions.



    



    It must be said that Haibara's efficiency in doing things was really high.



    



    Just spending another day, under continuous overtime, she had prepared all the materials he needed.



    



    On the morning of the third day, Kensuke made a phone call.



    



    "Is this Hiroo Tsuchio-san?"



    



    A man's voice came from the other end.



    



    "Yes, it's me. What can I do for you?"



    



    "Hello, I'm Kensuke Komemon, the lawyer responsible for the Natsuki Koshimizu case."



    



    "A lawyer? Oh, what's the matter with me?"



    



    "Well, I'd like to talk to you about something regarding your presence at the scene of the crime."



    



    "I see." There was a pause on the other end. "But the police have already questioned me, and I've told them everything I know. Shouldn't you just ask the police directly?"



    



    Kensuke's lips curled slightly.



    



    "No, no, no, I mean, what you did at the crime scene."



    



    ...



    



    There was a clatter from the other side.



    



    It seemed like the phone had been dropped.



    



    After a while, a man's voice came from the other end, trembling slightly.



    



    "What, what are you talking about? I didn't do anything!"



    



    Good, the fish took the bait.



    



    Kensuke continued, "It's not convenient to talk about this over the phone. How about we meet privately to discuss?"



    



    There was silence on the other end for a moment.



    



    "Okay, where?"



    



    "At 3 p.m., at a café near the Shibuya Station. How does that sound?"



    



    After agreeing on the location, they hung up the phone.



    



    Later, when the time came, Kensuke tidied up and prepared to leave.



    



    "Be careful," Haibara said beside him after some thought.



    



    "Don't push people too hard. There are all kinds of people in this world, and many will do irreversible things in a fit of anger."



    



    "Don't worry, I know," he replied.



    



    Then, Kensuke left the house.



    



    After walking for a while, he arrived at the designated café.



    



    The café had an elegant and comfortable environment, with few customers because it was afternoon.



    



    Kensuke found a seat at random and sat down.



    



    After a while, a chubby bald man walked in, panting.



    



    Kensuke waved at him, indicating for him to sit down.



    



    "Komemon-san, what do you want with me?"



    



    The man, Hiroo Tsuchio, seemed a bit uneasy, constantly fidgeting his fingers.



    



    "Let me get straight to the point," Kensuke tapped the table with his thumb, smiling.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, the real murderer of Kotani Renzo on the uninhabited island, is actually you, isn't it?"

  
    Hiroo Tsuchio's obese body trembled.



    



    "Komemon-san, I don't know what you're talking about," he managed to force a smile.



    



    "You don't need to pretend," Kensuke stared into his eyes. "The person who wanted to kill Kotani Renzo was indeed Natsuki Koshimizu."



    



    "According to the records, she went there at 7:26 p.m., but at that time, she wasn't able to kill Kotani Renzo. Because the hammer was small, she only managed to knock him unconscious."



    



    "After she returned to the restaurant at 7:39 p.m., at 8:06 p.m., you made an excuse to go back to your room to get cigarettes and went to check on Kotani Renzo's room. At that time, because the time was short, the adhesive inside the door frame hadn't dried yet, so you could take the door frame off again and sneak in."



    



    "Afterwards, you examined the condition of the deceased and found that Kotani Renzo had not died completely, so you used the same hammer in the room to strike him several more times."



    



    "After confirming Kotani Renzo's death, you left through the window, resealed the window with adhesive, and waited outside until the adhesive completely dried. It wasn't until 9:28 p.m. that you returned to the restaurant, pretending as if nothing had happened."



    



    "That's also why you were completely soaked at the time, because you had waited in the rain for a long time."



    



    Kensuke calmly finished his explanation.



    



    Throughout, he kept looking into Hiroo Tsuchio's eyes.



    



    As he described, Hiroo Tsuchio became increasingly nervous.



    



    His pupils dilated, his arms pressed tightly against his legs, and his fingers were completely upright.



    



    These micro-expressions constantly revealed his inner unease.



    



    Kensuke smiled, "Tsuchio-san, how about it? Am I right?"



    



    "These— These are just your wild guesses!" The fat man suddenly slammed the table and stood up abruptly.



    



    "What evidence do you have to say that I killed him? Aren't you a lawyer? How can you randomly accuse people like those rubbish detectives?!"



    



    "No, no, no, don't compare me to those ridiculous detectives."



    



    Kensuke raised a finger and gently shook it.



    



    "Those detectives only rely on their eyes and old-fashioned logic at the crime scene deduction, which is full of loopholes and often leads to wrongful convictions. But me? I rely on modern investigative techniques, backed by solid evidence."



    



    Kensuke opened his briefcase and pulled out a document, tossing it in front of Hiroo Tsuchio.



    



    "This is the account information from the Tokyo Mizuho Bank that you opened, including details of your income and expenditures over the past six months."



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio's face turned sweaty as he grabbed the document in front of him.



    



    He looked nervous, his fingers turning white as he clenched them.



    



    "This data shows that you've been in a state of borrowing for the past six months, with almost no savings. But before the uninhabited island incident, you received two sums of money: one was a service fee from Natsuki Koshimizu, amounting to 500,000 yen, and the other was a large sum of 5 million yen."



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, could you explain the source of this unaccounted amount?"



    



    "T-That... " Hiroo Tsuchio stuttered, sweating profusely. "That's from winning the lottery! Isn't that possible?"



    



    "That's impossible," Kensuke said calmly, tossing another stack of documents in front of Hiroo Tsuchio.



    



    "These are the lists of lottery winners in the entire Japanese lottery industry during the time when you received that amount. There's no one with the surname Tsuchio."



    



    "T-Then, maybe it was borrowed from friends or relatives—"



    



    "That's also not possible. These are the account details of everyone in your social circle, and there's no significant change in their deposit amounts."



    



    "...You investigated all of this?" Hiroo Tsuchio looked astonished at the dense pile of documents in front of him, subconsciously swallowing saliva, his scalp tingling.



    



    Kensuke smiled.



    



    "Of course, I have a diligent employee that is being paid well, it’s normal for me to make use of them to the fullest."



    



    Meanwhile, back at Kensuke's office, Haibara was lying on the sofa playing with her phone when she suddenly sneezed.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio lowered his head, clenching his teeth.



    



    At this moment, he suddenly remembered something and raised his head.



    



    "What does all of this prove? Is this what you call evidence? Hahaha— This can't prove that I killed anyone!"



    



    He laughed wildly, as if finding a lifeline, pointing at Kensuke.



    



    "Indeed, this isn't direct evidence, but it's a piece of the puzzle."



    



    Kensuke shrugged, once again placing a document in front of the fat man.



    



    "These are the identification reports I obtained from the Forensic Science Division of the Metropolitan Police Department."



    



    "Through advanced PCR technology (Polymerase Chain Reaction), the Forensic Science Division found that the hammer used as the murder weapon at the time contained DNA from two individuals, one of whom was you. Additionally, there were traces of your DNA left at the window."



    



    "Now, this is physical evidence. How do you explain that?"



    



    "T-This— This is impossible!" Hiroo Tsuchio slammed the table and stood up abruptly.



    



    "That day, I was wearing gloves and even checked for hair and other things. How could this—"



    



    He stopped halfway, suddenly realizing, and quickly covered his mouth.



    



    He stared at Kensuke with a mixture of fear and anger, his face almost screaming, "You little brat, how dare you try to trick me."



    



    "Don't worry, Tsuchio-san, even if you slip up here, this isn't a courtroom. And even if it were, your slip-up wouldn't matter," Kensuke said calmly, maintaining his smile and gesturing for him to calm down.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio looked uncertain and stared at Kensuke's face in bewilderment. His demeanor seemed different from what he had imagined...



    



    At this moment, he suddenly felt unsure why Kensuke had called him here in the first place.



    



    "Are you trying to say that because you wore gloves during the crime, there wouldn't be any evidence left behind?" Kensuke raised an eyebrow.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, have you not read any books? You may not understand how advanced modern forensic technology is. Apart from fingerprints and similar traces, anything you leave behind can be traced."



    



    Kensuke's lips curled slightly.



    



    "For example... sweat. PCR technology can extract DNA from sweat, and that's absolute physical evidence."



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio felt a jolt of panic. Indeed, although he wore gloves during the crime, sweating due to nervousness was inevitable.



    



    Perhaps, at that moment, his traces stuck to the murder weapon and the window.



    



    And the identification report in front of him was ironclad evidence.



    



    As he thought about it, Hiroo Tsuchio couldn't help but grit his teeth.



    



    Damn it, how could this happen...



    



    Meanwhile, watching the man struggle with his head down,



    



    Kensuke's smile widened into a sinister grin.



    



    The other party seemed to believe it.



    



    But in reality, Kensuke was deceiving him.



    



    PCR technology can extract DNA evidence from traces such as bloodstains, hair, and skin fragments at the scene.



    



    However, this technology cannot extract DNA from sweat.



    



    Because sweat does not contain human cells; its components are only inorganic salts and water-soluble carbohydrates.



    



    The so-called identification report was fabricated by Kensuke to deceive the other party.



    



    There are two types of villains in this world: the smart and evil ones, and the dumb and evil ones.



    



    The dumb and evil ones will always be deceived by the smart and evil ones.

  
    Hiroo Tsuchio struggled for a long time in his heart.



    



    Finally, like a released valve, his obese body slumped down.



    



    "I did indeed do it, everything is just as you analyzed."



    



    Tsuchio sighed and shook his head.



    



    However, he immediately continued, "But, It’s done only because someone hired me to do it! The real mastermind behind the murder is Renzo! Kotani Renzo"



    



    "I’m aware, he’s the one who sent you the 5 Million Yen.” said Kensuke with a smile.



    



    "On the uninhabited island, Kotani-san was also one of the three suspects accused by the three detectives led by Detective Conan, but at the time he only knocked on the door to confirm the situation, confirming that there was no sound inside, and then came to inform everyone when Junya Tokitsu-san was killed."



    



    "Hmm, let me think, he might have used the incident a year ago when the maid of the Lavender Mansion committed suicide to coerce you into doing things for him, because you removed that window at the time. He might have said that you were responsible for the maid's suicide, and if you didn't do as he asked, he would tell everyone around you about it."



    



    "It seems you've figured everything out," Tsuchio said with a wry smile.



    



    He looked deeply at Kensuke.



    



    "Are you sure you are a lawyer and not a detective?How can you figure out the whole thing without even going to the scene?"



    



    Kensuke smiled faintly and did not answer.



    



    It's simple, really, he doesn't use deductive thinking at all.



    



    Detectives are those who search for clues, rely on a few small pieces of evidence, loopholes from the witness testimonies, and piece together scattered pieces of information step by step to get the truth of the incident.



    



    And him?



    



    He directly creates a puzzle, the kind of which doesn't need any evidence, and if there's anything missing in the puzzle, he uses special means to complete it.



    



    What special means?



    



    An example is fabricating some fake evidence to deceive the other party.



    



    This kind of thing is very much in line with Kensuke's style.



    



    But, such evidence definitely cannot be presented in court.



    



    So, additional means are needed here.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, perhaps you don't know the purpose of my visit."



    



    Kensuke got up from his seat, smiled, reached out his hand, and gently patted Hiroo Tsuchio's shoulder.



    



    "I'm a lawyer, and I came here to contact you with the intention of helping you. You have to believe that I am on your side."



    



    Kensuke spoke softly in Tsuchio's ear, with a voice as enticing as a charm.



    



    Tsuchio looked up at him, puzzled.



    



    "You're here to help me?"



    



    "Of course, do you know what your behavior means in legal terms?" Kensuke said softly. "You're just an accessory, do you know what an accessory is? You were coerced, killing was not at all your personal will, everyone will understand you because you're not the real murderer."



    



    Tsuchio's eyes suddenly lit up.



    



    He did know what an accessory meant.



    



    Legally, the degree of criminality for an accessory is lighter than that of an accomplice.



    



    "Komemon-san, will you defend me? How many years will I be sentenced to?" He looked at Kensuke hopefully.



    



    Kensuke didn't speak, but gestured a number with his hand.



    



    "Three years, that long?" Tsuchio furrowed his brows slightly, the number exceeding his expectations. If possible, he only wanted to sit for one or two years at most.



    



    By the way, the only one who knows about this matter now is this lawyer...



    



    As he thought about it, Tsuchio looked at Kensuke, his expression gradually changing, seeming to become somewhat fierce, as if he were planning something in his mind.



    



    But at the same time, Kensuke's voice came from the opposite side.



    



    "Don't think about harming me." Kensuke smiled and said, "There are my men arranged in the café, who will protect me from a distance."



    



    "What!" Hiroo Tsuchio exclaimed in surprise, quickly looking around.



    



    The café was sparsely populated, with some people chatting with each other or playing with their phones, heads down.



    



    It was impossible to tell who was on Kensuke's side.



    



    "If you don't believe it, you can take a gamble," Kensuke tapped the table, looking like a master strategist. "If you kill me, you'll go from being sentenced to three years to life imprisonment. Because with me included, you've killed two people in total, and the circumstances are quite serious."



    



    Listening to Kensuke's words, Tsuchio's expression fluctuated, his inner struggle intense.



    



    In the end, he sighed heavily and slumped down in resignation.



    



    "I understand, I will do as you said."



    



    "Very good."



    



    Kensuke nodded satisfactorily, his mouth curling up into a smile.



    



    Tsuchio smiled bitterly.



    



    He had no way out. In this confrontation of more than ten minutes, he was completely at the mercy of the lawyer in front of him.



    



    Every word he said grasped the core and seized all of Hiroo Tsuchio's weaknesses.



    



    ...



    



    The conversation with Hiroo Tsuchio continued until five in the afternoon.



    



    After explaining everything, Kensuke returned to his office.



    



    "Is everything done?" Ai yawned and rubbed her eyes.



    



    Because she had been working hard for the past few days, she had also taken a nap in the afternoon.



    



    Kensuke nodded. "Yes, the other party was easier to deal with than expected. Half of the information you collected was not even needed."



    



    He briefly recounted the conversation to Ai.



    



    "In that case, this person is really stupid."



    



    After listening, Ai said mercilessly, "You clearly didn't have direct evidence, only armed with a forged appraisal report, yet he confessed completely. Moreover, even if the report was real, it couldn't fully incriminate him. Besides, there were no people of yours in the café, right? And yet he believed it."



    



    "He’s naive, in a way." Kensuke said.



    



    "In this world, there are many criminals who are naive. Believing that the failsafe they made is perfect, and when they notice that it’s not, they confess right away, it's because of this naivety that detectives and police can work so easily."



    



    "Hooo~ Are you trying to imply that if you were to commit a crime, no one can catch you?"



    



    "No no no, even the most cunning person will have moments of oversight. Even I cannot guarantee that I won't be caught in the end."



    



    Kensuke said so.



    



    After a pause, he showed a faint smile.



    



    "However, even if I got caught, I can guarantee that I would never spend a day in any jail.”



    



    Ai looked deeply at Kensuke.



    



    Conan couldn't help but think of her past organization.



    



    Even though the members of the organization were all powerful in their own way, such as Vodka monstrous strength, Gin marksmanship and instinct, and Vermouth stealth, they still had to live like rats in the dark sewers, unable to walk openly in the sunlight.



    



    But Kensuke, despite the blatant wrong doing that he had done, could walk proudly in the sunlight like light itself.



    



    While the crime that he did is much lighter than what the Black Organization member did, most of the people who associate with him know that most of the things he did are a crime, and yet, no one could do anything to him.

  
    Time passed quickly, and before they knew it, it was the day of the trial for the case of Natsuki Koshimizu.



    



    The trial was scheduled for 01.30 in the afternoon.



    



    At eight in the morning, Kensuke went to the detention center again, met with the defendant again, and told her about the real culprit.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    After listening to Kensuke's words, Natsuki's expression seemed surprised.



    



    "So…. You mean, Conan's deduction was wrong, and the truth is that I didn't kill Tokuya? I just knocked him unconscious, and then Tsuchio came in through the window and finished him off?"



    



    "That's right, Hiroo Tsuchio himself has admitted it," Kensuke nodded.



    



    "However, you still committed the crime of attempted murder. If you want to accuse the real culprit, you can't escape this charge. But in the trial this afternoon, as long as you do as I say, you won't go to jail."



    



    "I see..."



    



    Natsuki muttered to herself, seeming thoughtful.



    



    After hesitating for a moment, she hesitantly said, "Is there a possibility, I mean just a possibility, that I, indeed, killed Tokuya, and even though Conan's puzzle wasn't complete, he still identified the culprit correctly?"



    



    "What? What are you talking about?"



    



    Kensuke frowned slightly, then chuckled.



    



    "It would be a different story if the one who deducted it is a professional detective, but it’s just brats, one is a seven years old elementary schooler, while the other is just a high schooler, the only reason why the judge doesn’t dismiss their claim is because no one bother to fight back.”



    



    "Um, actually—"



    



    "You bastard, who are you calling a brat!"



    



    Before Natsuki could finish speaking, a furious voice with a Kansai accent suddenly came from the direction of the door.



    



    Turning around, they saw Heiji Hattori, the one that Kensuke called a highschooler brat, glaring at them with a fierce look on his face.



    



    Standing next to him was the familiar elementary school student, Conan, who always looked calm with his hands in his pockets.



    



    They were brought here by the duty police officers from the detention center.



    



    "Oh, it's you two again?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "Kid, it’s still time for school, why are you both here? Won’t you get punished by your parents for skipping class?"



    



    "You unscrupulous lawyer, if you keep talking nonsense, I'll punch you!"



    



    Hattori's temperament was still impulsive.



    



    He stared at Kensuke, his eyes as wide as a bull's, and he fiddled with his finger joints, making a creaking sound.



    



    "Uaa~ How scary, I didn’t tell a single lie though?"



    



    Kensuke looked at him fearlessly.



    



    "You may think of yourself as some famed detective whose deduction is taken as solid evidence, but at the end of the day, you are just a brat who is being used as a reason for the police to quickly close a case and move on with their lives."



    



    “You–!”



    



    “Heiji, Stop.” Cutting into Hattori's enraged shout, Conan laid a hand on the tanned man leg, making the Kansai detective's body still for a moment, before he took a deep breath and began to calm himself down.



    



    "Komemon-san, we are already familiar with each other's methods, you don't need to play your tricks anymore."



    



    He said coldly, "Manipulating people with words has always been your method, but I won't fall for it."



    



    "Oh? Very well then" Kensuke shrugged with a small smile, then, with a tilt of his head, he continued. "Hey kid, mind telling me why you are here? Surely it’s not to do some underhanded trick on my client, right?”



    



    Without replying to Kensuke's inquiry, Conan turned his head toward Natsuki.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, have you thought about what we talked about last time? Have you made your decision yet?”



    



    Nanatsuki nodded. "Yes, after your last visit, I've thought about a lot of things, but in the end, I've decided to leave everything to my defense attorney."



    



    "I see..." Conan seemed somewhat disappointed.



    



    He glanced at Kensuke and shook his head.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, you shouldn't have chosen him. Regardless of the reason, you still ultimately took a life, violated societal order, and your own conscience. You should repent in prison, that's the only way to have a regret-free life afterwards."



    



    "Regret-free life? What a load of bull, that’s a lie and you both know it." Before Nanatsuki could speak, Kensuke's voice cut in from the side.



    



    He looked at Conan with a smirk on his face.



    



    "Detective-kun, tell me, are you really so idle as to persuade an innocent girl to spend years in prison just to receive praise from some adult police?”



    



    "I–Innocent!? She killed someone! She admitted it herself that day, she's a murderer!" Conan's voice suddenly rose.



    



    His face flushed slightly, his emotions fluctuating.



    



    Kensuke raised his eyebrow. "Murderer? Who says so? You? So what if she said she killed him? Peer pressure is a thing you know? No decent judge would accept a confession of a suspect who are being put under pressure.”



    



    "You–! She herself admitted to her murder! Murderers should repent in prison! They must go to jail! They must!" Conan shouted.



    



    He suddenly turned his head, staring intensely at Kensuke.



    



    "Komemon-san, I ask you, have you seen a murder scene? If yes, how many times have you seen it?"



    



    At this moment, Conan's demeanor began to change slightly, not as calm as before.



    



    "I am a detective, and so far, I have seen countless murder scenes."



    



    "Those murder scenes are various, some were drowned in agony, some had their heads severed, some were burned alive, the scene of their murder are all gruesome."



    



    "Those whose heads were severed have their blood flowed and coagulate on their bodies, their flesh mangled, and swarms of mosquitoes swarmed around them."



    



    "Those who are drowned have their bodies swelled by bacteria, making them look grotesque. When their corpses are being collected, it’s swollen and emitted a putrid stench."



    



    "Those who are being burnt alive all have their subcutaneous tissues charred, their fingers are broken as they keep thrashing in pain, their face contorted in agony before death."



    



    "Till this day, I still don't understand, I still can't comprehend it, why would someone want to kill, why can people easily take others' lives?"



    



    "What is life to these people?"



    



    “I didn’t understand, no, I will never understand.”



    



    As if he had been struck by something, Conan kept muttering out such word, seeming to be both questioning Kensuke, and also affirming himself.

  
    Kensuke squinted, observing the scene in front of him.



    



    Conan's demeanor was completely different from before.



    



    It was the first time he had spoken so much, and the first time he was nearly losing control of his emotions in front of Kensuke.



    



    "Kudo..."



    



    Even Hattori Heiji, standing nearby, was stunned.



    



    He even forgot to cover up Conan's real name.



    



    "I see."



    



    Kensuke's lips curled into a slight smile.



    



    So, this is the steadfast value that this little brat has always held.



    



    Very good, he now thoroughly understood the weakness in Conan's shield.



    



    It had to be said, Conan's words, tinged with personal feelings, were quite compelling. If an ordinary person heard them, they might be moved.



    



    But unfortunately, this tactic would never work on someone who walk on the dark side of thing like Kensuke.



    



    Thus, Kensuke responded in a mocking tone.



    



    "So what? You pity those who were killed, and you do your best to find their murderer, then you use your so-called reasoning to identify the person you believe to be the culprit of the case, right?"



    



    "Yes, is there a problem with that?"



    



    Conan looked Kensuke straight in the eyes.



    



    Kensuke's lips curled up: "Then, have you ever considered that if your reasoning is wrong, you would unjustly accuse an innocent person? Wouldn't you be sending an innocent person to jail for nothing? When that happens, on what grounds would you claim to uphold justice?"



    



    Conan didn’t speak.



    



    The question Kensuke posed was very simple.



    



    But it’s one he had only considered once or twice before, when he just started his life as a detective.



    



    It’s not because he’s cruel, or bad, it’s just because from his past record, his deduction has never been wrong before.



    



    "That is simply not possible, I always make sure my reasoning is absolutely correct before making any culprit claim!"



    



    Conan waved his hand resolutely.



    



    "Because there is only one truth!"



    



    "Hmm, you sure love that word, don’t you."



    



    Kensuke smiled as he looked at him.



    



    "Forgive my lack of tact, but you are simply an arrogant and laughable brat. You proclaim yourself as justice, constantly talking about maintaining order, yet you place your own values above true order and stubbornly refuse to admit your mistakes. I can say with certainty that you are the most annoying kid I have ever met."



    



    "There is nothing to forgive, I also think you are the most detestable human I have ever met.”



    



    Conan replied coldly.



    



    "If someone kills, they should atone for it instead of evading responsibility. I will never understand people like you who defend murderers."



    



    "Heh, money makes the world move, kid, beside, a kid who knows nothing about the law talking about atonement, you sure you don’t want to become a comedian instead? That's the best joke I've heard of."



    



    Kensuke chuckled softly.



    



    "Do you even know what 'crime' is? Anyone is innocent until proven guilty in a court of law. Guilt is not for you to determine, but for the court, the judicial system that represents order."



    



    Kensuke extended a finger and wagged it lightly in front of Conan.



    



    "Remember, you can't represent any order. You can only represent yourself. Your 'truth' is worthless before the law."



    



    "......"



    



    Conan didn't respond, instead, he just stared at Kensuke, before letting out a tired sigh.



    



    "Heiji, let's go."



    



    He shook his head and walked towards the door.



    



    Heiji Hattori was momentarily stunned but quickly followed.



    



    "We are leaving already? weren't we here to dig deeper about the lady's motivation for murder?"



    



    "It's useless with that guy around."



    



    "What are you afraid of? There's no one here. Watch me beat him up!"



    



    "Don't do anything stupid, we are detectives, not thugs, I hate him, but that’s no reason to harm him, and furthermore, if you hit him, the chance of you getting sued is high."



    



    "Uh..."



    



    Heiji Hattori scratched his head, recalling the time when Conan was sued by Kensuke.



    



    Conan had suffered greatly then, and after returning, he had been scolded by Mouri for quite some time.



    



    If it hadn't been for Ran protecting him, he might have been kicked out and need to bunk on Professor Agasa house.



    



    "Lawyers like him are simply the worst..."



    



    Heiji muttered, glancing back at Kensuke.



    



    His opponent still wore that infuriating signature smile, looking like he deserved a punch.



    



    Heiji gritted his teeth. He couldn't end up like Conan; if he really got taken to court, his father, Heizo Hattori, would give him a severe scolding. After all, if word got out, it would affect the reputation of the Osaka Police Department.



    



    After the two left, Kensuke shrugged.



    



    "Those two brats never do anything proper. I just don't understand, if they really want to bring criminals to justice, the first thing they need to learn is the law, not on how to spot a criminal from a list of suspects.”



    



    "Well, actually, I think Conan made a pretty good point just now."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu, who had been silent for a while, spoke up.



    



    Kensuke turned to look at her, one eyebrow rising: "Koshimizu-san, you’re not planning to switch sides at this point, are you?"



    



    "Not at all, you're overthinking it." Natsuki Koshimizu smiled, "I just agreed with what Conan said. but I never said I would give up the defense."



    



    "That's good."



    



    Kensuke nodded.



    



    After that, Kensuke and Natsuki discussed the details of the afternoon trial.



    



    Kensuke instructed her to follow his plan precisely, as it would give her the best chance to be acquitted.



    



    After finishing their discussion, Kensuke left the detention center and returned to his office.



    



    At that moment, in the office, Ai Haibara was still lying on the sofa, looking like she could sleep forever.



    



    "Did becoming a child make your sleep habits like a child's too?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, walked over, and yanked the blanket off her.



    



    "Give me back my blanket!"



    



    Ai glared at him with tired eyes, snatching the blanket back and wrapping herself in it again.



    



    "This is all your fault. I work late every night. What's wrong with sleeping in a bit?"



    



    Kensuke rolled his eyes. "What do you mean it's my fault? You haven't had any work recently. You stay up late playing on your phone."



    



    Ignoring Kensuke, Ai lay back down to continue her nap.



    



    Kensuke shook his head.



    



    Fine, whatever. Ai couldn’t go to court anyway; he could handle it himself. Besides, it wasn’t safe for her to be out and about, especially in places with lots of reporters and cameras like the courthouse. If she got photographed too often, it might draw the attention of the Black Organization.



    



    With that thought, Kensuke stopped bothering her and started organizing his files, preparing for the afternoon trial.



    



    Soon, it was noon.



    



    After lunch, he checked the time, grabbed his briefcase, and dressed neatly, ready to head to the Tokyo District Court for the defense.



    



    "There's anpan and self-heating rice on the table. Eat something if you get hungry."



    



    He gave Ai a final reminder before leaving.



    



    Still lying on the sofa, Ai didn’t respond verbally, just waved an arm to show she heard him.



    



    "Honestly, rather than having an employee, it's more like I'm babysitting a kid." Kensuke muttered, then walked out the office door.

  
    At noon, Kensuke had a bowl of ramen outside.



    



    The ramen shop had an interesting name: "Ramen So Good, It's to Die For."



    



    Rumor had it that a murder had taken place there once. Typically, a shop like that would quickly go out of business, but because the ramen was so delicious, it actually became an advertising gimmick, attracting countless customers and making the business flourish.



    



    After eating his fill, Kensuke arrived at the Tokyo District Court just before 1:30 PM.



    



    The waiting area in the courthouse lobby was already crowded with people.



    



    Journalists, curious onlookers, and various random fans.



    



    This case had garnered significant attention, mainly because the witnesses included several famous high school detectives.



    



    "Komemon-san, what are your thoughts on this case?"



    



    "We've heard you have an undefeated record since your debut. Do you feel confident in winning this case, which involves several famous detectives?"



    



    "Do you still insist that your client is innocent?"



    



    Countless reporters swarmed around him, as usual.



    



    However, Kensuke had no time to deal with them because he had arrived just in the nick of time.



    



    Reporters were useful when needed but were otherwise a nuisance, like chamber pots that no one wanted around.



    



    Pushing through the crowd of journalists, he quickly made his way into the courtroom, where everyone had already gathered.



    



    The judge, jurors, prosecutor, his client Natsuki Koshimizu, and the special witnesses Conan and Heiji Hattori were all present.



    



    The prosecutor was a nondescript man in his fifties or sixties, not worth mentioning.



    



    Kensuke's gaze shifted to the special witness stand.



    



    Conan and Hattori turned their eyes towards him, meeting his gaze.



    



    Both of them looked at him with hostility, their expressions cold.



    



    These were his true opponents in this trial.



    



    The so-called special witness seat was a unique feature of the judicial system in this world, specifically established for detectives. It could be requested in advance for cases where detectives frequently appeared as witnesses to reconstruct and reason through murder cases.



    



    The special witness seat didn't have an inherent bias; it usually sided with the prosecution but occasionally supported the defense in uncertain cases.



    



    The special witnesses for this trial were Conan and Hattori.



    



    As for the other special witness, Hakuba Saguru, due to personal issues, he was abroad and wouldn't be attending this court session.



    



    Once everyone was present, the judge tapped his gavel.



    



    "The court is now in session! Will the prosecution please read the indictment?"



    



    The prosecutor nodded, stood up with the indictment, and began to read.



    



    "The defendant, Natsuki Koshimizu, aged twenty, on XX month XX day, under the guise of organizing the Detective Koshien event, invited Heiji Hattori, Hakuba Saguru, Junya Tokitsu, Conan Edogawa, Hiroo Tsuchio, and Kotani Renzo to an uninhabited island in Tokyo Bay. During this event, using a locked room technique, the defendant used a hammer from a toolbox to murder Junya Tokitsu. This act violates Article 199 of the Japanese Penal Code and constitutes premeditated murder. We request that the court prosecute accordingly."



    



    After reading the indictment, the prosecutor took his seat.



    



    The judge nodded and turned to the defense.



    



    "Does the defendant and their counsel acknowledge the facts as presented by the prosecution?"



    



    At this, all eyes turned to Kensuke.



    



    Conan's gaze was particularly intense.



    



    Because of the need to evade the Black Organization, Conan typically avoided direct involvement in court cases.



    



    But Kensuke's presence made him disregard other considerations.



    



    Conan had thought this through before coming.



    



    He had studied Kensuke's past cases and knew his tactics—Kensuke would undoubtedly plead not guilty and try to exonerate the suspect—no, the criminal!



    



    When that moment came, Conan would present irrefutable evidence to expose Kensuke's charade!



    



    "Ahem!"



    



    Under the scrutiny of everyone in the courtroom, Kensuke stood up, cleared his throat, and assumed a solemn and sorrowful expression.



    



    "I am very sorry, and I am deeply pained, because, as the prosecution stated, my client is absolutely guilty!"



    



    The room fell almost silent at his words.



    



    The reporters in the audience, who had been diligently taking notes, stopped writing and looked at Kensuke with astonishment.



    



    This was completely out of character for Kensuke, the rising star attorney known for his aggressive defense tactics.



    



    Conan stared at Kensuke in shock, unable to believe what he was hearing.



    



    Kensuke had not only refrained from pleading not guilty but had outright admitted his client's guilt!



    



    How could this be possible?



    



    Conan furrowed his brows, forcing himself to remain calm.



    



    Even if something seemed too good to be true, he couldn't believe that Kensuke would suddenly change his nature.



    



    There had to be something more to this!



    



    Sure enough, Kensuke's tone quickly shifted.



    



    "But there are reasons for this! My client's actions were driven by her emotions as a woman, by pure impulse and desperation!"



    



    As he spoke, Kensuke subtly signaled to Natsuki Koshimizu.



    



    Catching the cue, Natsuki stood up.



    



    "I-I know I committed a crime, and I deeply regret my actions—Waaaah, I am a sinner, I shouldn't have wanted to kill anyone. If God gave me another chance, I would never do it again, waaaah–"



    



    Her eyes reddened, and tears fell like broken pearls down her pale cheeks. Her pitiful and fragile appearance elicited sympathy from the onlookers.



    



    "What a pitiable girl..."



    



    "She must have had her reasons."



    



    "Her tears don't seem fake. Maybe she really is remorseful."



    



    "She probably killed out of desperation."



    



    "Seeing her cry like this, she might have realized her mistake."



    



    The audience whispered among themselves.



    



    On the jury bench, the jurors were conversing in low voices. An elderly woman among them was even moved to tears.



    



    Everyone present seemed genuinely touched by Natsuki Koshimizu's sincere demeanor.



    



    "That lady spoke so well."



    



    On the special witness stand, Heiji Hattori watched the girl cry, feeling moved.



    



    "Maybe we misunderstood her. She seems truly remorseful—"



    



    But he was interrupted by Conan's sharp words.



    



    "Heiji, don't be fooled! This is all premeditated!"



    



    Conan, gritting his teeth, glared at the defense table.



    



    Kensuke's expression remained the same as before, feigning deep sorrow to match Natsuki's tearful display.



    



    Damn it, Conan thought, they pulled a move like this!



    



    His face darkened, and he gripped his thigh tightly, his knuckles turning white.

  
    There are two types of strategies.



    



    One is covert, the other overt.



    



    In judicial proceedings, many lawyers who are paid for their services usually adopt the former.



    



    For example, the tactics Kensuke previously used, such as inducing changes in evidence to disrupt the original logical chain.



    



    Or exploiting legal loopholes to reduce the culpability of the suspect or render them unconvictable.



    



    However, there is also the latter strategy.



    



    Without breaking any rules, relying solely on existing conditions, not changing any factors, and leveraging circumstances openly to achieve a desired outcome.



    



    This is the overt strategy.



    



    Kensuke used this very tactic.



    



    He leveraged Koshimizu's advantage as a woman, having her act pitifully to garner sympathy and thus improve the judge and jury's favorable impression of her. And from the reactions of the onlooker, she seemed to have a significant talent for acting.



    



    Japan is a country that places great importance on women's rights.



    



    In the subway, if a woman accuses someone of being a "groper," the accused often prefers to escalate the situation into a fight, simply because the consequences of sexual harassment are more severe than those of a physical altercation.



    



    In such a country swayed by women's rights, how will this judicial trial unfold?



    



    "Hate is truly a double-edged sword! Because her childhood friend was wrongfully killed, my client, driven by a moment of impulse and a mind filled with hatred, committed an irreversible act. It's truly lamentable..."



    



    Here, Kensuke pulled out a handkerchief and wiped his eyes, maintaining a deeply sorrowful demeanor.



    



    Of course, all his expressions and tone were feigned.



    



    If Natsuki could score a 9 out of 10 in acting, Kensuke would score a 9.9.



    



    Kensuke had maxed out his ‘Lying’ skill.



    



    "I believe that if Heaven gave her another chance, she would never make such a foolish mistake again. I trust she has truly repented!"



    



    Kensuke sighed as he spoke, subtly winking at Conan in the special witness stand.



    



    Conan's emotions were palpable.



    



    Faced with such provocation, his face was livid, his eyes nearly shooting flames as he glared fiercely at Kensuke.



    



    ‘Damn it, this guy, this bastard…’



    



    Conan cursed silently.



    



    He saw right through Kensuke's tactics.



    



    By leveraging the fact that his client was a woman and first admitting to her guilt, Kensuke was using her "remorseful" attitude to gain an advantage. Conan suspected that Kensuke would soon reverse the situation by questioning the evidence's validity, leading the judge to quickly rule in favor of the defendant without any deliberation or trial delays.



    



    Step by step, with his intellect that is superior to even Kensuke, Conan had already deduced the upcoming court proceedings.



    



    Kensuke's strategy was indeed insidious and meticulously planned.



    



    However, despite knowing this, Conan felt powerless.



    



    Kensuke hadn't used any illegal means or engaged in sophistry; he was merely "stating the facts."



    



    This was the overt strategy. Even though Conan could see through the ploy, he was helpless to counter it.



    



    "Objection!"



    



    Hattori Heiji, as someone who is smart enough to understand the situation, impulsively stood up and shouted.



    



    "That guy's statements are clearly meant to manipulate emotions!"



    



    He pointed at Kensuke and Natsuki Koshimizu, yelling.



    



    "Don't be fooled, everyone. Their expressions are all fake!"



    



    However, the judge quickly banged the gavel. "Objection overruled! Special witnesses must remain silent and follow judicial procedures. Do not engage in actions inappropriate for your position!"



    



    Hattori had no choice but to sit down, frustrated.



    



    He wasn't a prosecutor, and even if he were, objecting at this stage would be ineffective since Kensuke was conducting his business according to the proper procedures. Currently, they were still in the phase where "the defendant responds to the prosecution's charges."



    



    "Kudo, this trial is not in our favor."



    



    Hattori whispered.



    



    "Yeah, that guy is really skilled at manipulating other people emotions."



    



    Conan's face was grim as he glanced coldly at Kensuke.



    



    But soon, he spoke with determination.



    



    "No worries, I have absolute evidence."



    



    The first phase of the trial concluded quickly.



    



    Under Natsuki's vivid performance, everyone present was moved by her expression.



    



    The balance of their hearts had already tilted towards this woman, who was described as acting out of "momentary impulse and helplessness for revenge."



    



    From the fluctuation of their favorable impressions, Kensuke could see everything.



    



    A slight smirk played on his lips.



    



    Excellent. As long as he followed the plan, the outcome of this trial was still predetermined.



    



    Next came the second phase: the evidence presentation stage.



    



    The second phase was necessary. Even if the defendant admitted to the murder, they couldn't be convicted on the spot.



    



    To convict someone, there needed to be evidence. You couldn't just confess to the police and expect to be immediately arrested.



    



    The prosecutor presented a forensic report.



    



    "This is a report from the Metropolitan Police Department Forensics Division. Using PCR technology, DNA related to the murder weapon, a hammer, was extracted. The DNA was confirmed to match that of the suspect, Natsuki Koshimizu. Additionally, her fingerprints were found on the murder weapon, proving that the defendant had come into contact with it."



    



    The prosecutor handed the report to the court through the judge's clerk for examination.



    



    After reviewing it, the judge nodded and looked towards Kensuke.



    



    "Do the defendant and their representative have any objections to this evidence?"



    



    "No objections."



    



    Kensuke smiled faintly, offering no rebuttal.



    



    There were only Natsuki Koshimizu's fingerprints on the murder weapon.



    



    She hadn't worn any gloves while committing the crime because she didn't intend to flee. Her plan was to trap everyone on the deserted island after committing the murder. She even destroyed the island's only wireless communication tool. However, she was eventually found by Conan and Heiji.



    



    Kensuke couldn't tamper with this evidence like before because the evidence had always been firmly in the hands of the prosecution.



    



    However, that was okay. Evidence wasn't absolute.



    



    Sometimes, the winning piece of the puzzle might be in the opponent's hands.



    



    But ownership was only temporary.



    



    What seemed unfavorable to their side might eventually reverse due to some factor.



    



    After the defendant's admission, the judge turned to the prosecutor.



    



    "Please present more compelling evidence."



    



    Having only fingerprints and DNA on the murder weapon wasn't enough because it only proved the defendant had touched it, not necessarily that she had used it to commit the murder.



    



    Responding to the judge's request, the prosecutor nodded.



    



    "The prosecution requests special witness Conan to speak."



    



    All eyes turned to the special witness stand, where a small boy with a blue bow tie stood.



    



    Conan's expression was serious as he reached into his pocket.



    



    After a moment, he pulled out a device resembling a listening device from inside.

  
    Conan took out the bugging device, which was very small, about the size of a fingernail, and could be stuck anywhere.



    



    The bugging device looked inconspicuous, resembling a button, making it hard to notice without close inspection.



    



    "Your Honor, this device contains a recording of Koshimizu-san's confession on the deserted island."



    



    Conan pressed the button on the device, and the recorded conversation began to play.



    



    The recording included all the people Natsuki Koshimizu had invited to the deserted island at that time.



    



    The sound was very clear, without any electrical noise—this device was upgraded by Dr. Agasa at Conan's request, making it dozens of times better than the previous recorder he used.



    



    In the recording, three detectives identified three different suspects, but it was Conan who finally arrived at the scene and identified Natsuki Koshimizu. Then, Hattori Heiji tricked Natsuki Koshimizu into revealing the key evidence—a window screw.



    



    Afterward, Natsuki Koshimizu confessed in front of everyone, explaining how she committed the murder, the methods she used, and the reasons behind it.



    



    "This evidence clearly proves that Koshimizu-san committed the murder."



    



    Conan turned off the recording device.



    



    "In addition, there's the key evidence of the window screw, from which the forensics team extracted Koshimizu-san's DNA. The evidence is conclusive."



    



    As he spoke, Conan glanced at Kensuke.



    



    At this moment, Conan wasn't pretending to be a little kid anymore. His mind was solely focused on revealing the truth in front of everyone.



    



    A slight smile appeared on his lips, his eyes gleaming with a sense of victory, confident in the truth he held.



    



    Kensuke squinted his eyes.



    



    This little brat had indeed pulled such a stunt.



    



    When he first visited Natsuki Koshimizu in the detention center, he asked her if anyone had a recording device on the deserted island.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu's answer was, "There shouldn't be, there was an inspection."



    



    Obviously, she had overlooked Conan, thinking of him as just a kid, and most people wouldn't pay attention to him.



    



    But it didn't matter; he had anticipated this before the trial.



    



    Everything was under Kensuke's control.



    



    He walked down from the lawyer's stand with a smile, slowly pacing towards Conan.



    



    "Edogawa-Kun, are you sure your recording can be used as evidence? Secretly recording is illegal evidence collection!"



    



    Kensuke smiled, his eyes narrowed like a fox's.



    



    Conan frowned slightly and said, "I'm sure this can be used as evidence because it's not eavesdropping. It includes the voices of everyone present, including mine, and it doesn't count as illegal evidence collection under the law."



    



    "Hm? Edogawa-kun, it seems you've done quite a bit of research."



    



    Kensuke nodded with a smile.



    



    Then he continued, "I heard that there's a device on the market now, called the Kamen Rider Voice Changer, which can fake someone's voice. So, how can you guarantee that the recording is real and not faked?"



    



    Looking at Kensuke's smiling face, Conan frowned even more.



    



    Kensuke's inexplicable attitude made him feel a bit uneasy.



    



    It seemed like there was some sort of trap.



    



    Conan suppressed his unease and said, "Of course, I can guarantee that the voices are not faked and have not been edited in any way. The voiceprints in the recording can be forensically verified to confirm the identities of the speakers."



    



    "Very good, very good, excellent."



    



    Kensuke clapped his hands with a smile.



    



    Then, he suddenly changed his tone.



    



    "Edogawa-kun, I want to ask, did you get my client's permission to record this?"



    



    Conan was stunned for a moment.



    



    Then he realized something, and his expression finally changed.



    



    "According to the Civil Code, recording a conversation without the permission of the involved parties and then playing it in a public setting, spreading it to others—oh, let me see, this recording includes my client's personal experiences, social relationships, hobbies, and so on. Your secret recording and spreading of this content completely infringes on her right to privacy!"



    



    "Did you ever think that doing this could hurt a poor girl's feelings?"



    



    As he spoke, Kensuke's smile faded, and he adopted a pained expression.



    



    At the same time, he sends a signal to Natsuki at the defendant's stand using his eyes.



    



    The girl immediately understood and began to cooperate by covering her face and crying, her tears and delicate appearance eliciting sympathy from everyone.



    



    The audience began whispering among themselves.



    



    "This kid is terrible..."



    



    "Whose unruly child is this? The parents should really discipline him."



    



    "He's already invading people's privacy at such a young age. What will he do when he grows up?"



    



    "A criminal in the making.."



    



    "Kids like him will only turn into criminals. I need to go home and educate my own children properly."



    



    Listening to the murmurs around him, Kensuke's lips curved into a slight smile, which he quickly concealed.



    



    "Edogawa-kun, though I really don't want to do this," Kensuke said, feigning hesitation and sighing.



    



    "But if my client agrees, I will send a legal letter to your guardian, considering a civil lawsuit against you—if you admit that this recording is real and not fabricated."



    



    "......"



    



    "......"



    



    At this moment, Conan had lost his previous composure.



    



    He glanced around. Whether it was the judge and jury on the stand or the ordinary people in the audience, they all looked at him with strange and disdainful eyes.



    



    Conan couldn't help but clench his teeth, sweat appearing on his forehead.



    



    Damn it, he had wondered why Kensuke's attitude never changed.



    



    It turned out this guy was waiting for him here!



    



    Clearly, Kensuke had set another overt trap.



    



    If Conan admitted the recording was real, he would have to face a civil lawsuit and be taken to court again.



    



    If he admitted the recording was fake, he couldn't reveal the truth, allowing the criminal to escape punishment.



    



    The truth or civil litigation.



    



    He had to choose one, but no matter which he chose, he would fall into the other’s trap.



    



    Conan looked up, biting his lip, at Kensuke’s hateful smile.



    



    Damn it, this guy, this guy...



    



    "Objection!"



    



    At that moment, Hattori Heiji's urgent voice rang out.



    



    Seeing things going wrong, Heiji stood up and pointed at Kensuke, shouting loudly.



    



    "Your Honor, this guy is intimidating the witness, trying to influence the witness’s testimony! Such behavior is illegal!"



    



    The judge frowned at him, knocked the gavel once.



    



    "Special witness, please be quiet! This is your first warning. If you shout in court again, you will immediately be removed for disrupting judicial order!"



    



    ‘Damn it!’



    



    Hattori Heiji gritted his teeth and had to sit down again.



    



    He had to stay silent since this was already his second outburst.



    



    His impulsive nature meant the judge's patience with him was nearing its limit.

  
    The judge reprimanded Hattori Heiji and then glanced at Kensuke.



    



    "Defendant's representative, please speak properly and return to your seat immediately, or you will be held in contempt of court!"



    



    Kensuke shrugged and returned to his seat.



    



    He observed Conan's fluctuating, conflicted expression and the audience's increasingly hostile attitude towards the young boy.



    



    A smirk crept onto Kensuke's face again.



    



    His goal had been achieved.



    



    The other side was now surely hesitating between revealing the truth and facing a civil lawsuit.



    



    But whichever Conan chose, there would be no good outcome.



    



    After a long while, Conan finally raised his head again.



    



    "This recording is absolutely genuine!"



    



    Conan took a deep breath, his eyes filled with determination.



    



    Then, he picked up a document from the table.



    



    "This is a signed statement from Saguru Hakuba, the son of the Tokyo Metropolitan Police Chief, confirming that he was present at the time and vouches for the recording's authenticity."



    



    As he spoke, Conan glanced at Kensuke.



    



    His eyes seemed to have that unyielding spirit often seen in anime protagonists.



    



    Kensuke squinted his eyes.



    



    It seemed that the other side had chosen what he believed to be the truth.



    



    Even if he had to face a civil lawsuit and pay a large sum of money later, he was determined.



    



    He hadn't considered the immense trouble this could bring to those around him, like his current guardians, Kogoro Mouri and Ran Mouri.



    



    Just as Ai Haibara had said, Edogawa Conan, no, Shinichi Kudo, even if it’s done with good intention, he was still a self-centered person.



    



    "Hmph."



    



    Kensuke chuckled contemptuously.



    



    This was fine. The higher this kid climbed now, the harder he would fall later.



    



    Then, the court clerk handed the signed document Conan presented to the judge for review.



    



    The judge confirmed its authenticity and nodded.



    



    A signed guarantee from the Police Chief's son certainly carried weight.



    



    The judge then looked helplessly at Natsuki Koshimizu in the defendant's seat.



    



    The jury members also sighed.



    



    Because now, all the direct and indirect evidence was complete.



    



    Even if the jurors sympathized with this poor girl, they had no choice but to convict her.



    



    The judge shook his head and was about to strike the gavel to deliver the verdict.



    



    But at that moment, Kensuke suddenly stood up again.



    



    "Your Honor, I have some minor doubts about this case and would like to call new witnesses!"



    



    The jurors exchanged glances.



    



    Conan frowned, sensing an ominous feeling from Kensuke's confident gaze.



    



    Could it be...



    



    He suppressed his unease and tried to maintain his composure.



    



    It couldn't be. His version of the truth had to be correct. The defendant had also confessed to the murder.



    



    The truth was always only one.



    



    After some discussion, the judge knocked the gavel: "Request granted, the defendant may call new witnesses!"



    



    Soon, a chubby middle-aged man and an older man with graying hair were brought into the courtroom.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio, who was pretending to be a broadcast director on the deserted island, and Kotani Renzo, the head butler at the Lavender Villa who had also been invited to the island to take care of the detectives' needs.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, please tell us what you know," Kensuke said with a smile.



    



    The two men looked different.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio appeared very nervous, his face showing signs of distress.



    



    Kotani Renzo seemed uneasy and fearful, perhaps guessing why he had been summoned to court.



    



    "I, I..."



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio stammered, struggling to find his words.



    



    He took a deep breath to calm his nerves.



    



    "The real killer of Junya Tokitsu is not Miss Mizusawa. It was me!"



    



    The courtroom erupted in shock.



    



    Everyone was in an uproar.



    



    No one had expected such a dramatic turn in what seemed to be an open-and-shut case!



    



    "This is impossible!"



    



    Conan slammed his hand on the table and stood up abruptly.



    



    He stared intently at Hiroo Tsuchio's face.



    



    "The culprit has already been identified and has confessed to the crime. There's a clear chain of evidence. How could there possibly be another scenario!"



    



    "I'm telling the truth!"



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio shouted, pointing to the now pale-faced Kotani Renzo.



    



    "The real mastermind behind all of this is that guy! Because of the death of the lady of the Lavender Villa a year ago, this person bribed Junya Tokitsu to change the truth at the police station, leading to the maid, Kana Mizuguchi's, suicide. This was all his plan!"



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio revealed the entire truth in court, detailing everything step by step.



    



    Everyone in the room reacted differently.



    



    Some were dumbfounded, some wide-eyed and tongue-tied.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio's revelation was a twist within a twist.



    



    "You're lying! How could it possibly be you!"



    



    Conan was genuinely agitated now, almost rushing down from the special witness stand.



    



    "Edogawa-kun, I'm curious. How can you be so sure it wasn't someone else?"



    



    Kensuke's lips curved upward as he watched Conan's expression.



    



    That look was truly delightful.



    



    "Because, because..."



    



    Faced with Kensuke's question, Conan stammered, unable to respond immediately as his mind was in a mess.



    



    Indeed, there had been suspicions about Hiroo Tsuchio, particularly from Saguru Hakuba, who wasn't present in court. But this conclusion was quickly overturned by Hattori Heiji.



    



    The detectives always believed that reasoning should follow logic.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio, based on the analysis of the scene, was just a common "red herring" in murder cases.



    



    "Isn't it obvious!"



    



    Hattori Heiji stood up, pointing at Hiroo Tsuchio and shouting.



    



    "A person like him couldn't possibly commit murder! The situation at the scene doesn't fit the detective's reasoning logic!"



    



    "Oh, reasoning logic, huh."



    



    Kensuke's gaze was almost mocking.



    



    He stood up from his chair, looking down at the two detectives.



    



    "Excuse me, what... did you say?"



    



    "Reasoning logic? Is that what you rely on to randomly accuse people of being the culprit?"



    



    "Just based on so-called evidence at the scene, so-called clues, you eagerly pick it up, thinking you've found the truth you believe in."



    



    "Not considering the entire context of the case, not considering the interpersonal relationships of the people involved, not considering their possible methods and means, not considering the potential grudges and enmities... considering nothing."



    



    "Just considering your scene."



    



    "The scene is everything. If the scene has it, it's the culprit, it's the truth. If the scene doesn't have it, it's a 'red herring'."



    



    "Tell me, are you treating murder as a game? As a deduction game you think it is?"



    



    "Life isn't a game, and neither is death."



    



    "With such an attitude, what right do you have to speak of life? What right do you have to find the real culprit for the victims?"

  
    The courtroom fell silent.



    



    Conan and Hattori Heiji stood dumbfounded.



    



    Kensuke's words struck the two detectives like a powerful hammer blow.



    



    "I... I have no right?"



    



    Conan's face turned pale as he slumped back into his seat.



    



    Kensuke's emphasis on the word "life" echoed what he had said that morning in the detention center about the sanctity of life.



    



    Conan had always believed in using deduction to uncover the true culprit and uphold the dignity of the victim's life.



    



    But Kensuke's words pierced his proud beliefs like a needle, bursting his bubble effortlessly.



    



    "Could I have really been wrong?"



    



    Conan muttered to himself, his expression dazed.



    



    He had clashed with Kensuke many times before.



    



    Kensuke's mind was meticulous, his words sharp as a sword, always delivering precise, soul-searching questions.



    



    And this time, it hit the bullseye.



    



    It hurt more deeply than ever before.



    



    ‘No, I don't believe it!’



    



    Suddenly, Conan seemed to remember something and looked up sharply.



    



    "Yes, there's only one truth!"



    



    Unwilling to give up, he banged the table and stood up, staring directly at Hiroo Tsuchio on the witness stand.



    



    "Tsuchio-san, if you claim to be the culprit, then present your evidence!"



    



    Indeed, evidence is the crucial element in a murder case. Just because someone confesses doesn't make them the real culprit! For all Conan knew, this man could have been bribed by Kensuke; it could be another of his schemes!



    



    "That's right. If you want to accuse me of being the mastermind, you must present evidence!"



    



    Kotani Renzo, trying to maintain his composure, echoed from the side.



    



    Kensuke maintained his smile throughout.



    



    "Of course, we have evidence."



    



    He gave Hiroo Tsuchio a knowing look.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio nodded and pulled a pen from his pocket.



    



    This was the latest model of a recording pen.



    



    Hiroo Tsuchio pressed the button, and a voice began to play.



    



    "Kotani-san, the person has been killed."



    



    "Well done. The remaining five million will be transferred to your account later."



    



    "I don't want the rest of the money. I just want the surveillance footage from a year ago, when I stole from Lavender Villa."



    



    "Surveillance footage? Don't even think about it. How could I give up such a valuable item? I'll need you for more tasks in the future!"



    



    "You scoundrel, despicable bastard!"



    



    "Hahahahaha!"



    



    The recording stopped there.



    



    The courtroom buzzed with commotion.



    



    Everyone's eyes turned to Kotani Renzo.



    



    "It seems the situation is quite clear. This recording is the evidence, proving that Koshimizu-san is not the culprit."



    



    Kensuke smiled and winked at Conan.



    



    Conan's face darkened.



    



    Kensuke's expression seemed to say—



    



    You like sneaking recordings, don't you? Did you think I wouldn't use the same trick?



    



    That was the feeling.



    



    "How can you prove that the recording isn't fabricated?"



    



    Conan asked.



    



    "My, my, why does that sound so familiar?" Kensuke feigned surprise, "Isn't that what I said earlier? Young man, what mindset are you in to make such a shift in stance?"



    



    "..."



    



    Damn bastard!



    



    Conan glared at Kensuke.



    



    If he could, he would love to kick this man's head with his soccer ball.



    



    But he certainly couldn't do that, as it would play right into Kensuke's hands and result in another lawsuit.



    



    The judge banged the gavel.



    



    "Defense counsel, please answer the special witness's question!"



    



    Kensuke shrugged and picked up a document from the table.



    



    "This is a voiceprint analysis report conducted by the Metropolitan Police Department, verifying the authenticity and accuracy of the recording. Oh, by the way, getting this done took quite some effort."



    



    After all, Kensuke didn't have a particularly good relationship with the police.



    



    However, that mostly applied to Inspector Megure's division in the First Investigation Department.



    



    Other departments, such as the Forensics Division, were not as adversarial.



    



    The clerk handed the analysis report to the judge for review.



    



    The judge verified the document and nodded, acknowledging the evidence as valid.



    



    "Even so, this evidence doesn't prove anything!" Conan waved his hand, staring intently at Kensuke.



    



    "The recording still needs to be verified for the context and environment in which it was made. How can you prove that their conversation is directly related to this murder case?"



    



    "Exactly, this was actually a rehearsal for a play!" Kotani Renzo quickly added, "I've recently become enamored with theater, and this was part of a performance!"



    



    "Oh? The detective who once proclaimed to find the real culprit for the victim is now defending the true criminal?" Kensuke smirked, his words as sharp as ever.



    



    Conan tried to ignore his words, gritting his teeth. "Answer my question!"



    



    The judge banged the gavel again.



    



    "Does the defense counsel have more concrete evidence?"



    



    If there was no further evidence, the judge would adjourn the court, allowing both parties to gather more substantial proof and reconvene at a later date.



    



    The case had reached a stalemate with the new developments.



    



    Facing the scrutiny of everyone present, Kensuke smiled slightly.



    



    "The more concrete evidence was presented right at the beginning, wasn't it?"



    



    The jurors exchanged puzzled looks.



    



    Conan frowned, unsure of what Kensuke meant.



    



    "Have you forgotten? It's the analysis report of the murder weapon, the hammer, that the prosecutor presented earlier."



    



    Kensuke walked down from the lawyer's stand to the middle of the courtroom.



    



    There stood a whiteboard with the analysis report pinned on it, which the prosecutor had submitted earlier.



    



    "The analysis report states that, apart from my client's DNA, fingerprints were also found on the hammer."



    



    Kensuke pointed to a line on the report.



    



    "But look closely, the report specifies that the fingerprints were found on the 'hammerhead,' not the 'handle.' This means only the part of the hammer that struck the victim had my client's fingerprints."



    



    "This is strange. Why would the handle, the most critical part that needs to be grasped, not have fingerprints?"



    



    Kensuke paused, his face breaking into a classic smile.



    



    As Kensuke had mentioned before.



    



    Sometimes, the pieces needed for victory might be in the opponent's hands.



    



    But ownership is only temporary.



    



    What seems disadvantageous can, at the last moment, turn the tables due to a specific factor.



    



    And now, the moment of reversal has arrived.



    



    "The only explanation is that the fingerprints on the hammer's handle were covered by something else, like someone wearing gloves, which removed the original fingerprints through friction."



    



    "So, who would do such a thing?"



    



    "Do I need to spell it out?"

  
    The entire room fell silent; to the point where you could even hear a pin drop.



    



    Moments later, sparse applause began to echo from the gallery.



    



    The applause grew louder and eventually filled the entire courtroom.



    



    Everyone was astounded, marveling at the dramatic turn of events in this trial.



    



    The evidence presented by Kensuke formed an irrefutable logical chain.



    



    Moreover, this evidence came from the prosecution itself.



    



    The outcome of this trial was now a foregone conclusion.



    



    "..."



    



    Seeing the tide turn, Conan's face turned deathly pale. He looked lost and collapsed to the ground with a thud.



    



    Strictly speaking, with his intelligence, he should have seen through this evidence.



    



    However, as Kensuke had mentioned earlier, Conan was too focused on the scene and the logical reasoning, causing him to overlook what truly determined the murder.



    



    Modern forensic technology is far more convincing than pure deduction.



    



    Kotani Renzo, the mastermind behind the case, also collapsed to the ground, his legs giving way.



    



    With the trial settled, he would face prosecution from the public prosecutor's office for being an indirect principal offender in premeditated murder—a charge he could not escape.



    



    "The court will now pronounce the verdict!"



    



    "The prosecution's request is denied. The defendant is not guilty of premeditated murder but is guilty of attempted murder."



    



    "Considering the defendant's remorse and the minor nature of the crime, the court sentences her to three months of detention, suspended for three months!"



    



    After the truth of the case was revealed, the judge and jury made this decision almost without deliberation.



    



    "Hey, even if that's the truth, it's still attempted murder! Isn't this sentence too light?"



    



    Before the judge could leave, Heiji Hattori couldn't help but shout, slamming the table.



    



    Three months of detention? Three months of probation?



    



    This punishment was practically nothing.



    



    And it wasn't even direct imprisonment; it was a "suspended sentence."



    



    She practically didn't have to serve any time!



    



    Unfortunately, no one paid attention to Heiji Hattori's outburst.



    



    The judge glanced at him and banged the gavel: "Special witness disrupting the court, repeatedly warned to no avail, now charged with obstructing justice, and expelled from the courtroom!"



    



    Soon, judicial police officers stepped forward and, despite Heiji Hattori's protests, escorted him out to the courtroom hallway.



    



    Strictly speaking, Japan's public security, prosecution, and judiciary are not entirely unified.



    



    They have the characteristic power struggles of capitalist countries, both overt and covert, with casualties on all sides.



    



    Although Heiji had a powerful police father, the court didn't care about that; rules were rules.



    



    After that, the trial ended, and the judge announced the adjournment.



    



    The judicial police took Hiroo Tsuchio and the collapsed Kotani Renzo away, handing them over to the Metropolitan Police Department, followed by further prosecution by the public prosecutor's office, which would announce their charges.



    



    People began to disperse, and soon the courtroom was empty.



    



    Only Conan remained, sitting in the special witness box with vacant eyes.



    



    "Why, why..."



    



    He murmured, repeating this question.



    



    At this moment, he seemed to be covered in a layer of gray, completely devoid of the spirited confidence he once had when solving cases and identifying culprits, leaving only endless despondency and lethargy.



    



    "Are you regretting having identified the wrong culprit?"



    



    A familiar sharp, cutting voice rang in his ears.



    



    Kensuke's figure loomed over Conan, his face carrying a mocking smile, looking down on him with an air of superiority.



    



    "Oh, did I say something wrong? You little brat, how could you possibly feel regret? You wouldn't regret it, would you? Mistaking the culprit, wronging the good, how could that mindset be present in you?"



    



    Conan's body shuddered, his head lifting stiffly, his eyes dead as he stared blankly at Kensuke’s face.



    



    "Did I really make a mistake?"



    



    That was all he had left to say.



    



    "No, no, no, whether you’re right or wrong doesn’t matter to me at all."



    



    Kensuke raised a finger and gently shook it in front of Conan.



    



    He smiled, leaning closer, his face near Conan’s ear.



    



    "In this case, you are a complete failure."



    



    "I just love seeing you look like a stray dog."



    



    "You're so dedicated to your so-called justice, aren't you? You love spouting your grand theories in front of others, don’t you?"



    



    "Conan-kun, be even more powerless, hold on even more, and then... fail even more."



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    Kensuke laughed maniacally, taking a step back, leaving Conan’s side, and walked out of the courtroom door.



    



    Conan said nothing.



    



    Like a discarded statue, he stared blankly at Kensuke’s back.



    



    He couldn’t say anything.



    



    Because, as Kensuke said, in this case, he was a complete failure.



    



    Before the trial, Conan had tried to think of ways to counter Kensuke’s tactics, to expose the methods he might use.



    



    However, to his surprise, Kensuke didn’t use any conspiratorial tactics.



    



    No tampering with evidence, no leading witnesses, no sophistry.



    



    From start to finish, Kensuke only used straightforward tactics.



    



    Straightforward tactics, knowing there are pitfalls, you still have to jump into them, unable to find any way to counter them.



    



    So, he failed. He lost.



    



    He was a complete loser.



    



    ...



    



    Stepping out of the courtroom door, Kensuke glanced up and saw a small, familiar girl’s figure in the corridor outside.



    



    "Hey, didn’t you say you were going to sleep in at the office and wouldn’t come?"



    



    Kensuke greeted her with a smile.



    



    "How could I miss such an interesting trial? I saw all your brilliant performances and Kudou’s expression of losing control from the gallery!"



    



    Ai Haibara raised an eyebrow, a little devilish smile on her lips.



    



    "I told you, I love watching men fight."



    



    "Well..."



    



    Kensuke studied Ai Haibara carefully for a moment, clicking his tongue.



    



    "You’re pretty sly."



    



    "I never said I was a good girl."



    



    Ai Haibara smiled.



    



    Kensuke nodded. "So, what do you think of my performance?"



    



    "To be honest, it made me want to laugh."



    



    Ai Haibara’s tongue was sharp and merciless.



    



    "All that talk about life not being a game, how could you say that? You, who always think of everything as a game."



    



    "Come now, don’t say that. Can Kudou’s so-called games even compare to mine? Does he know the enmity between Link and Princess Zelda?"



    



    “You…”



    



    The two walked side by side, their voices fading into the distance.



    



    After the trial, Kensuke still had to meet Natsuki Koshimizu once more.



    



    One reason was to collect the remaining payment.



    



    The other reason—



    



    When he had visited Natsuki Koshimizu in the morning, there was something she seemed to have left unsaid, which had piqued his curiosity a little.

  
    Natsuki Koshimizu was sentenced to three months of detention, suspended for three months.



    



    What is a suspended sentence?



    



    It means the sentence is deferred.



    



    If the suspension period is the same as the prison time, it effectively means no prison time at all.



    



    However, during the suspension period, the individual must not commit another crime. If they do and are caught, the suspension is revoked and the sentences are combined.



    



    After leaving the court, Kensuke went to the detention center where Natsuki Koshimizu had been held.



    



    Inside the detention center, Natsuki Koshimizu had just finished some formalities and was about to leave.



    



    Seeing Kensuke arrive, she greeted him with a smile.



    



    "Komemon-san, thank you very much for defending me this time, allowing me to walk out of here with my head held high."



    



    "Spare me the pleasantries," Kensuke waved his hand, staring at her face. "Koshimizu-san, this whole murder case, it was all your plan, wasn't it?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu blinked and smiled, "I don't understand what you mean."



    



    "Don't play dumb," Kensuke shook his head. "You were about to admit it to me this morning, and now you’re denying it? That's not very classy of you, miss."



    



    "Well, it was indeed all my plan," Natsuki Koshimizu laughed, no longer hiding the truth.



    



    Then she candidly recounted the events.



    



    "Actually, the moment I first saw Tsuchio's eyes on the boat to the deserted island, I knew he would soon kill someone," Natsuki Koshimizu said easily. "Especially the way he looked at Tokitsu, that kind of confusion, nervousness, mixed with a bit of excitement, is something only someone about to commit murder would have."



    



    "Oh, you're quite perceptive," Kensuke nodded.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu’s words sounded far-fetched, but he could understand. In this world, seasoned detectives often have a "sixth sense" for finding the perpetrator. For instance, in the case where Kensuke sued Conan for causing a concussion, Conan had identified the killer just by looking into their eyes.



    



    "So you went along with it," Kensuke said.



    



    "You originally planned to kill someone your way and trap everyone on the island, but you realized that if something unexpected happened and you were rescued, you would face charges of premeditated murder, so you changed your plan."



    



    "When committing the murder, you deliberately held back, only knocking the victim unconscious. And to ensure a reasonable acquittal later, you didn’t use gloves and intentionally left your DNA and fingerprints on the weapon."



    



    "You had to act first because you were unsure if, by abandoning your plan, Kotani Renzo and Hiroo Tsuchio would proceed with theirs. You suspected their plan might involve killing and framing you as the scapegoat."



    



    "Everything was part of your scheme. After you left, Hiroo Tsuchio indeed followed and finished off Junya Tokitsu in his room."



    



    "After leaving the island, you sought my defense, confident that following your plan, I would argue your case to a minimal sentence because you researched me and believed I would do whatever it takes to win a case."



    



    "Am I right, Koshimizu-san?" Kensuke finished, looking into Natsuki Koshimizu’s eyes.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu smiled throughout.



    



    After listening, she applauded.



    



    "Everything you said is correct, Komemon-san. I didn’t misjudge your abilities," she paused.



    



    "So, what will you do now? Turn me over to the authorities?" The girl licked her lips, her large eyes twinkling as she looked at Kensuke.



    



    Her face, which had appeared pure, now seemed somewhat seductive.



    



    "Ha, do you think I’m like Eri Kisaki, who only thinks about justice all day long?" Kensuke raised an eyebrow and laughed derisively.



    



    "You are my client. My job is to defend you, as long as you paid the agreed amount of money, no matter what you did or what the truth is. It has nothing to do with me."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu stared at Kensuke's face.



    



    "Is that so? It seems I did hire the right person," she smiled.



    



    "And besides, you didn’t commit any other crime, did you?" Kensuke smiled.



    



    "In legal terms, you only committed attempted murder. Even if it was your plan, there’s no way to imprison you for anything else."



    



    "Isn’t this considered an act of omission? Like failing to save someone?" Ai chimed in.



    



    Kensuke glanced at her. "Ai, you need to study more law. An act of omission is only a crime if there was a duty to act, which wasn’t fulfilled. What relationship did the victim have with her? Was he her long-lost father? Her beloved husband? Without a duty to act, it’s not a crime."



    



    "But she knocked the victim out and didn’t help, leading the real killer to finish him off. Isn’t that a 'prior act' creating an 'act of omission'? Shouldn’t it be ruled as indirect intentional murder?" Ai argued.



    



    "You’re wrong about 'leading the killer to finish him off.' How many times do I have to explain this?” Kensuke sighed, looking disappointed.



    



    "Knocking the victim out and the killer finishing him off are not objectively linked. If the victim had just remained unconscious, there wouldn’t have been any danger to his life. Being killed afterward is a separate event. There’s no 'prior act' involved. You could say she had a plan in mind, but objectively, the victim’s death had nothing to do with her. In crimes of omission, the subjective and objective conditions must match. So, she’s only guilty of attempted murder, understand?"



    



    "Alright," Ai pouted.



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu watched their conversation and laughed. "You lawyers have such complex knowledge."



    



    "I had a dream of becoming a lawyer when I was a kid, but seeing how much there was to learn, I gave up," she said.



    



    "If not a lawyer, you have a talent for being a detective," Kensuke said, looking at her meaningfully.



    



    "You fooled everyone in this case. I must admit, your methods were quite clever. Even I was almost deceived."



    



    "Oh? When did you realize it?" Natsuki Koshimizu asked, intrigued.



    



    "In court," Kensuke replied.



    



    "Your performance was so convincing that it moved almost everyone. A woman who can shed tears so easily must have something to hide. That’s when I knew it was all your plan."

  
    When it comes to seeing through people, Kensuke never loses to anyone.



    



    As long as the other party shows the slightest flaw, he will latch on like a snake, delivering a fatal blow.



    



    Of course, this requires the other party to show a flaw.



    



    "Indeed, women are the hardest to deal with in this world," Kensuke couldn’t help but lament.



    



    The same thing happened with the case of Nishitani Miho, and now this one.



    



    Women are simply the best performers in the world.



    



    He paused.



    



    "Alright, enough small talk. I don’t care about your situation."



    



    Kensuke extended a hand towards Natsuki Koshimizu.



    



    "The remaining fee, five million yen."



    



    This was the real reason he came.



    



    However, Natsuki Koshimizu glanced at him and shrugged.



    



    "What do you mean?" Kensuke frowned.



    



    "It’s simple, I have no money," Natsuki Koshimizu said.



    



    "No money! How dare you say you have no money!"



    



    Hearing this, Kensuke’s eyes widened instantly, jumping up like a cat whose tail was stepped on.



    



    "Hey, be clear, who helped you? Who got you out of jail? It was me! And now, you still want to default on payment?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu shook her head. "I’m not trying to default, I really don’t have money."



    



    "Stop the nonsense, didn’t you bring over ten million yen last time?"



    



    "That was last time."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu blinked, looking particularly innocent.



    



    "Later, because of organizing the Detective Koshien event, I spent the remaining five million yen, so I have no money left."



    



    "Damn!"



    



    Kensuke nearly lunged forward to grab Natsuki Koshimizu by the collar.



    



    "No money? Go sell yourself in a brothel! Go work the streets! Be someone’s mistress! Anyway, you’re not leaving without paying today!"



    



    "…"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu looked at him and then turned to Ai.



    



    "Is your brother always like this?"



    



    "Yes, he’s always like this." Ai nodded. "This guy is an incorrigible miser."



    



    "Alright then."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu turned back to Kensuke.



    



    She took a deep breath, reached out to tidy the hair at the back of her head, and her delicate face transformed into a seductive look, her pink lips slightly parting.



    



    "Kensuke-kun, from the moment I first saw you, I fell in love with you. As long as you don’t make me pay, I can do anything for you~"



    



    "Get lost, don’t try that with me!"



    



    However, faced with the girl’s seductive stance, Kensuke seemed completely unaffected.



    



    He looked at the alluring girl in front of him with disdain.



    



    "You transgendered, paper-thin-faced person, if you want to seduce a man, at least get some plastic surgery first, okay? At least get to the level of Aika Takamine before you even think about it!"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu’s seductive gesture froze instantly.



    



    "Aika Takamine? Who is she? His girlfriend?" She looked at Ai again, puzzled.



    



    "She’s the heroine of a love adventure game on a game console," Ai sighed. "Don’t mind him, he’s just like that."



    



    "…"



    



    "…"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu’s mouth twitched.



    



    After a long while, she looked at Kensuke and sighed deeply.



    



    "You are the most incredible and the toughest man I’ve ever encountered."



    



    "You women are the same. If you think you can solve everything just by taking off your pants, then all men might as well get a sex change."



    



    Kensuke retorted unceremoniously.



    



    "So what should I do? I really don’t have any money. You can’t seriously drag me off to sell myself, can you?"



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu spread her hands.



    



    Kensuke frowned and pondered for a moment.



    



    "You can sue that little brat and get compensation," he said. "That kid Conan played your secretly recorded voice in court, didn’t he? You can sue him for that."



    



    "But wasn’t that a trick you used to give him psychological pressure?"



    



    Ai chimed in from the side.



    



    "As far as I remember, presenting evidence in court is within legal procedures and not illegal."



    



    "It’s legal, but he can still be sued, after all, presenting evidence is one thing; infringing on privacy is another. Don’t confuse the two."



    



    Kensuke explained.



    



    "Strictly speaking, the court is also a public place, with many reporters in the gallery. Conan recorded someone’s voice without permission and played it publicly, which has a dissemination effect, and thus violates privacy rights under civil law."



    



    "So according to you, all witnesses presenting recorded evidence in court are breaking the law and infringing on others' privacy?"



    



    "No, no, no, it depends on the degree of infringement."



    



    Kensuke smiled a classic, eerie smile.



    



    He turned to the puzzled Natsuki Koshimizu, who didn't understand any of the legal jargon.



    



    "Koshimizu-san, I need your cooperation here—if you’re willing to sacrifice a bit of your dignity as a lady."



    



    "It’s no big deal."



    



    Natsuki Koshimizu shrugged.



    



    "My dignity as a lady? I lost that long ago, right after high school."



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow. "You’re quite the adventurous woman, aren’t you?"



    



    "Same goes for you."



    



    Next, Kensuke and Natsuki Koshimizu discussed some matters regarding the civil lawsuit.



    



    As for Conan, who would soon become the defendant...



    



    Who cares about him?



    



    The law is already lenient enough, granting minors certain rights.



    



    If we were to show even more leniency to these troublesome kids, the law itself would become a joke.



    



    …



    



    As night fell, the skyscrapers lit up one by one.



    



    In Tokyo, thousands of lights burned brightly, neon signs flickered, making it as bright as day and as lively as during the daytime.



    



    Conan walked alone on the street, his head lowered, his expression dazed.



    



    On another street, Ran Mouri was anxiously searching for him, the child who hadn’t returned home.



    



    Conan remained oblivious.



    



    His world was silent; the city's hustle and bustle didn’t concern him, the vibrant nightlife didn’t concern him, the anxiety of his friends and family didn’t concern him.



    



    Nothing concerned him.



    



    In his mind, only Kensuke's words from their confrontation earlier in the day echoed like a tolling bell.



    



    "Was I really wrong?"



    



    He kept repeating such questions and walked around like a zombie.



    



    Unconsciously, he found himself in front of a phone booth.



    



    He took out a coin and inserted it.



    



    This action was subconscious; he instinctively wanted to talk to someone, to vent his inner turmoil.



    



    But when he picked up the phone and tried to dial a number, he suddenly realized.



    



    Who could he call? Who could he talk to? Heiji?



    



    They got along well, but he was from Osaka, and they hadn’t met often.



    



    Besides, he probably had no time to talk now. After what happened today, his family wouldn’t let him off easily, and he was likely being scolded harshly right now.



    



    Yusaku Kudo? Yukiko Kudo?



    



    His parents were often abroad, and there was a gap between them due to the distance. What could he say to them? Calling Ran Mouri as Shinichi Kudo? She wouldn’t understand his feelings.



    



    After thinking it over, Conan realized.



    



    Someone like him didn’t have anyone to call and confide in.

  
    There was a long silence.



    



    Conan silently reached out and dialed a number.



    



    After a series of beeps, a calm and friendly voice answered on the other end.



    



    "Hello, this is Inspector Megure. What can I do for you?"



    



    Yes, after thinking it over.



    



    The person he chose to call was a police officer.



    



    Someone he had often encountered at murder scenes, with whom he had no personal relationship but had considerable interaction.



    



    "Inspector Megure, this is Shinichi Kudo."



    



    "Oh, it's you, Kudo! It's late. What's the matter?"



    



    "Nothing much, I just wanted to talk."



    



    "Uh, Kudo, your voice sounds quite low. Is something bothering you lately?"



    



    "It's like this..."



    



    Conan lowered his head.



    



    "Suppose, just suppose, I encountered a case, deduced the murderer, and was absolutely sure she was the killer. But in the end, it turned out the real culprit was someone else..."



    



    "I see."



    



    Inspector Megure seemed to understand.



    



    "Kudo, a few failures don't mean anything."



    



    He comforted him.



    



    "In the past, you often helped us solve cases. With your help, our case-solving rate kept going up. You're called the savior of the police department! So cheer up, and do better next time."



    



    "The savior of the police department..."



    



    Hearing this term, Conan's small body trembled.



    



    He raised his head slightly.



    



    Yes, he is the savior of the police department.



    



    That term used to be so glamorous, so honorable.



    



    But now, does he really deserve it?



    



    Conan lowered his head again.



    



    Kensuke's words from earlier that day echoed in his mind, swirling and entangling.



    



    "If I were just helping the police solve cases with a playful attitude, would I still be me, would I..."



    



    "So what?"



    



    Inspector Megure chuckled slightly.



    



    "No matter what your motive is, whether it's a game, sincerity, or just a teenager trying to show off, it doesn't matter."



    



    "The important thing is the result, not the process."



    



    "Kudo, in the past, you indeed helped the police solve many cases. The culprits in these cases were very cunning, some even set traps to make the truth elusive and to frame innocent people."



    



    "Your presence helped exonerate the innocent. Your pursuit of justice and truth was unwavering, inspiring all officers."



    



    "So, please keep going no matter what difficulties you encounter. Don't give up. Face them bravely."



    



    "Always be steadfast in your pursuit of justice and truth."



    



    Inspector Megure's heartfelt words made Conan lift his head again.



    



    "The important thing is the result, not the process..."



    



    He muttered to himself.



    



    At this moment, the light that had vanished from his eyes reignited.



    



    He finally understood what was wrong between him and Kensuke.



    



    That's right, what he has been doing might not be right, but that doesn’t mean he is wrong either.



    



    He had done a lot of illegal things in the past, but all of that was done with the intention to pursue the true result and bring justice.



    



    What he did might be wrong in the eyes of the law, but that doesn’t mean it’s wrong.



    



    Same as what Kensuke has been doing, he’s doing all the right things, but that doesn’t mean it’s right.



    



    "Thank you for your guidance, Inspector Megure."



    



    A relieved smile appeared on Conan's face.



    



    "You're right, a mistake or two doesn't mean what I have been doing so far is wrong. It just shows my personal skills are lacking. I'll keep working hard to improve my deduction abilities and strive for the truth and justice I believe in!"



    



    After hanging up the phone, Conan lifted his head, walked with his head held high, and headed toward the Mouri Detective Agency.



    



    From this incident, Conan learned a lesson.



    



    Perhaps, besides deduction, he should also improve his knowledge of modern criminal investigation.



    



    Maybe it was necessary to contact his long-lost father abroad.



    



    ...



    



    More than three days had passed since the Detective Koshien lawsuit.



    



    In those three days, the media had been in an uproar.



    



    "Shocking Scandal! The Son of the Police Commissioner Falsified Evidence?"



    



    "Osaka's Image Shattered Again, Son of Osaka Prefectural Police Chief Expelled from Court!"



    



    "Detective Wrongly Accuses Innocent Person, Nearly Causing a Miscarriage of Justice!"



    



    "Should Detectives Be Removed from Court Proceedings?"



    



    "High School Detective Becomes a Laughingstock!"



    



    The headlines of major newspapers and news websites were all similar.



    



    Public opinion was also very intense, with almost everyone condemning and expressing their emotions.



    



    "High school students should focus on studying, not playing detective!"



    



    "Look at that poor girl, crying like that. She must be innocent!"



    



    "These second-generation officials are just relying on their parents' status to do whatever they want!"



    



    "Fire their dads!"



    



    The police department and the prosecutor's office were also in a mess.



    



    In just a few days, they had received countless complaint letters from the public.



    



    During this period, they also used some official propaganda, but the public opinion only grew stronger and couldn't be suppressed.



    



    — Komemon Law Firm —



    



    "The situation is getting more serious."



    



    Ai lay on the sofa as usual, legs together like a salted fish, holding a smartphone.



    



    "What are you going to do? This matter has already involved the highest levels of the Japanese police."



    



    She turned her head to look at Kensuke sitting in the boss's chair, with a gloating expression.



    



    "What to do? Just do what I need to do."



    



    Kensuke, as usual, was holding a Nintendo game console, playing Zelda.



    



    In just a few days, the map was fully unlocked, and all the Dragon Tears memories were completed. Any gamer would be amazed.



    



    "You are really..."



    



    Ai sighed, looking at him engrossed in the game.



    



    "I mean, aren't you afraid of higher-ups coming after you?"



    



    "Coming after me? How?"



    



    Kensuke raised an eyebrow, "Everything I do is legal. Who can find any dirt on me? Unless they send someone to monitor me day and night, but the consequence would just be me writing more lawyer's letters to those people."



    



    He paused.



    



    He raised a finger and gently shook it.



    



    "Besides, this is Japan, not some other country. If someone comes after me, someone else will protect me, get it?"



    



    "Alright then."



    



    Ai pouted.



    



    Indeed, that's the way Japan is.



    



    The roots are rotten, and the bugs inside keep gnawing.



    



    The main thing is, these bugs will also attack other bugs to get more sap.



    



    "You are really pathetic. Talking so big, but in the end, you still rely on others."



    



    Ai never missed a chance to mock Kensuke.



    



    "So what? Life is hard enough. Just live as comfortably as you can."



    



    Kensuke waved his hand nonchalantly.
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