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  Prologue


  
    December has come and gone, and fall was over before the clothes I had bought were worn three times.


    The winter break is just around the corner, and the only thing standing in my way is the final exam.


    [Being fashionable through all four seasons in Japan is fun, since each season has its own color and model variation. There’s this model called the La Variation model, which I only wear for three months. I feel like I’m buying more and more clothes every year. And when I think about it calmly, I feel like I don’t know what I’m doing.]


    [Well, I like the fashionable Marika.]


    Aya, who was sitting across my table, replied to my mumbled words as she looked out the window at the setting sun, in a way that didn’t really convey her intentions.


    Oh well, I would eventually get tired of wearing “the same fur” everyday, like cats or dogs.


    I dropped by Aya’s room on my way home from school. Her room has a good heating system that makes me feel really comfortable, so it’s a waste to go home. 


    (Yeah, it looks so cold outside.)


    As I sit with my legs stretched out in the skirt of my sailor suit, I look down at the answer sheet on the table.


    The number 89 shines brilliantly to the right of the name “Sakakibara.” Considering the fact that the average score for this year’s math was 63, I’m pretty proud of this score


    I love school, and I’m always trying to improve my grades at school. Nowadays, my studies are going well, and I also have a good status at school.


    That’s because I’m a girl who can study hard and is very good at this kind of stuff.


    But…


    There’s a test paper with the name “Fuwa Aya” written on it. 


    I wanted to laugh at her but she got full marks. I can’t laugh at her.


    A score of 89 and a perfect score are only 11 points apart. However, if you answer 89 questions in 100 questions, you’ll get 89 points. But in order to get 100 points, you need to be able to answer all 100 questions correctly, or 120, or even 200 questions. Of course, there’s no room for a single mistake.


    This overwhelming difference in ability… I’m at a loss, you know.


    In other words, that.


    She’s just sitting there with her face clear as if to say, “I’m just doing what I normally do”, proving that she had a good face, good figure, good athletic ability, good at martial arts, and she has a superb brain.


    This woman is Fuwa Aya.


    Her hair, illuminated by the sunset, is warm and gentle, as if it were woven with sunlight. Her sleepy emerald eyes, which had a hint of vulnerability in them, were full of color and sweetly colored the atmosphere that she had.


    Overall, there are some parts that are resembling a doll, which are so beautiful that you can’t believe that they are alive and moving. I’m sure it’s because of her eyes.


    I mean, if you’re able to convert all of that speciality into your own charm, aren’t you invincible since there is no enemy? Isn’t that a bit unfair? Wouldn’t it be better if you gave me at least one trait? Especially that academic ability.


    Aya’s height is 163 centimeters. I asked her about her weight the other day and she told me that she weighs more than me. But in this age, there’s no point in raising or lowering simple numbers.


    Her body is composed of light, flabby body fat and heavy, shapely muscles. Aya’s waist is much slimmer than me, and her breasts are bigger. I can’t take it anymore, I‘m such an idiot.


    I raised my hands in surrender.


    [Okay, okay, I get it! I admit it! I lost!]


    [Whether you approve it or not, a loss is a loss.]


    [Yes, but! Well, maybe not!]


    Aya is smiling at me, wondering how to tease me  after pushing me further. The gesture of her index finger stroking her lips makes me nervous, even if both of us are girls.


    Aya’s pink lips aren’t because of lipstick, they’re just as is. If you have a secret, please tell me. Or did you sell your soul to a witch?


    [I scored 474 in 5 subjects. And you?]


    [I got 421.]


    [Who’s better?]


    [The sadistic baritachi sitting in front of me!] (TN:Baritachi is a word for the dominant partner in a yuri relationship)


    Aya smiled happily, damn it.


    [Well done, clever girl. You’re really good at studying, aren’t you? I think you’re probably the second best in your class. That’s great.]


    [I wanted to win against Aya, even if I got second-to-last place in the class!]


    As I was screaming my head off, Aya came next to me and patted my head.


    [Uhhh, in Thailand, you shouldn’t stroke your child’s head unnecessarily.]


    [It’s often written in guidebooks, but in reality, as long as you don’t beat them unnecessarily, people don’t care about such things.]


    She even beat me at trivia. There’s nothing more I can do to beat her. I want to turn into a clam, floating in a sea of defeat.


    [Don’t worry.]


    When I looked up to throw a verbal urchin at her, I saw Aya’s face right next to mine, along with her beautiful nose.


    Aya is slowly chasing after me as I back away from her. But the distance between us was quickly reduced to zero, and my lips felt as soft as a cookie. I didn’t even have time to close my eyes.


    When Aya kissed me, she narrowed her eyes and smiled.


    [Because Marika is the cutest.]


    Fuwa Aya is a perfect second year high school student, and…


    –I’ve been with her for four months and she’s my girlfriend.


    [Cheater…]


    [What is?]


    [All of it], I said as I looked away. It’s not fair that Aya can change the atmosphere with just one word. If I rant and rave anymore, it’ll sound like I can’t read the atmosphere.


    [Aya, you idiot…]


    [But I’m a better student.]


    [You know it and you keep saying that…]


    I glared at her with my lips pouting. Aya didn’t say anything and wrapped my hands with both of her hands. It feels like a massage, and it quickly loosens up my heart, which was overwhelmed by the loss, is unrivaled in a blink of an eye. Muu…


    That’s why a maiden in love is simple. If this keeps going as is, I’ll start to say, “It’s great to have such a wonderful person as my lover! Please hold me!”. I’ll begin to accept Aya’s perfection as it is, but I’m still far from that. I’m not simple enough to be able to be honest with her even after she knocks me down head-on with her test scores


    I mean, Aya is not perfect. It’s not like she’s been able to do everything since she was born. I already knew that Aya was really clumsy, and that she got to where she is now through lots of pain and struggle.


    Even this time, I guess I did my best because I was going to compete with her. It seems that the Yuri manga that I bought has piled up… I think I’ve done my best, so I guess it’s not that bad.


    [Take this!]


    For a little revenge, I’ll tickle the soles of Aya’s feet.


    [Doesn’t the sole of your foot ticklish?]


    [Not really, What about you?]


    [Ah, wai-, stop, I’m weak.]


    She tickled me back, I twisted my body and writhed.


    Hah, hah, hah… what the hell… this isn’t a video work for maniacs, like girls in sailor suits tangling and tickling each other…


    Like a dog running in a yard, I was out of breath and staggered.


    [Somehow, you know all my weaknesses… Tell me about Aya’s…]


    [Weakness… Marika’s tears?]


    [That’s not what I’m talking about.]


    If I had been tickled for another 3 minutes, I would have cried. But I wouldn’t be surprised if Aya apologized for that.


    [Haa…]


    I dropped myself on the table with my hands outstretched. I trace a circle on the test paper near my face with my finger. I wonder if it would disappear if I rubbed it. If only I scored 90 points then I would win…


    Aya took pity on me for my dutile attempts, and said to me as if she wanted me to stop


    [Then, Marika. Just like you promised, punishment game it is.]


    [Why did you think you could win!!! The ‘me’ on that day!!!]


    Because… Even if I couldn’t win, if I stopped trying, my heart would give in to Aya! I thought it was wrong! Mou!


    So, what number then? And this time, there was no room for me to choose, I sat down on the bed, holding my skirt with my inner thighs as if to protect my dignity. And in front of me, Aya was not holding a magical notepad with lots of punishment games written on it, but… a handycam video camera. It was a video camera.


    [So, Marika. Let’s lift your skirt up little by little.]


    [Wait, wait, wait.]


    I shouted while holding my hands out in front of me, hiding my face from the monocle of the video.


    [I can’t keep up with you, though! Why do you have the video ready?]


    [Because I knew I’d win.]


    [So what are you filming?]


    [Marika.]


    [Naked?!]


    Aya is serious when preparing to take a  low-angle video, and even though nobody would be ashamed of showing that neat face in public, what’s embarrassing is the fact that she’s an absolute pervert. This girl… is my lover…


    [I mean, this is the kind of punishment game you were talking about before… What the hell is this?]


    [Marika, you’re using language that’s vulgar.]


    [You’re the one who’s vulgar?!]


    Aya was nipping at me, I feel like I’m in danger.


    I was pushed down onto the bed with a light push on my shoulder. Aya put her knee between my legs and leaned over me. With the camera still in place, she uses her free hand to move her fingers from my neck, down to my stomach, to my waist, and to my skirt.


    […]


    I was shrugged by Aya’s line of sight, which resembled a lens, and I couldn’t move.


    Since it’s a punishment game, I don’t have the right to refuse. Video, huh… I don’t know if it’s ethical or not, but I think I’m going to be carried away by the atmosphere.


    No, it’s not that I don’t think about it deeply. But it’s my fault for falling in love with such a pervert.


    She stroked my cheek as I was covered by her, and I looked away. My face is burning. Ah mou, I love your face…


    With my hands at my chest, I look up at Aya.


    I’m already a sophomore in high school. It’s never too early, and I think I’m adult enough to make my own choices. That’s why.


    [Fi- Fine then, It’s not like… I’m doing it for what Aya wants… That, even if you want to do something crazy… since it’s Aya, it’s fine.]


    I never thought I would use this line for a girl in a girl’s room. But it’s Aya anyway, I’m sure she has something that I’m not familiar with.


    Even if that happens, if the other person is Aya… I’m sure I won’t regret it. Maybe, I’ve heard it hurts for the first time, so it’s scary!


    [That’s – no – good.]


    [Eh?]


    She rejected my offer with a dull, slamming voice like hitting a stone with a stone.


    It’s a bit… unexpected, and I blinked and looked up at Aya. Aya once puts down the video camera and looks down at me with angry eyes. W-Why?


    [Marika, well, you must treasure yourself.]


    [I don’t mean to be particularly crude, but…?]


    I was going to make a snide remark about Aya being the one who first mentioned filming in the first place, but as if pressured, the words won’t come out. It’s ot like Aya to be so stubborn in her voice.


    Why did she say it so strongly? It was 1000% that she’s the one who dragged me into the naughty swamp, though.


    [Anyway, that’s no good.]


    [Ah, okay. But, even if I lose my virginity with my fingers…]


    [No.]


    I decided to nod my head, I guess she has her own reasons. I don’t know why I’m feeling like a child who couldn’t get a candy bar…


    And then, Aya started to panic.


    [Ah, that’s why…]


    [?]


    Aya gulps down her saliva and pokes her finger at me with a nervous look on her face.


    [You can’t just hit on some guy and try to get some experience, no way!]


    What the hell is she talking about?


    For a moment, I was dumbfounded. It’s not that I want to throw away my virginity for no reason…But Aya’s reddened face as she stared into my eyes was like a mother who’s against her daughter’s marriage. If she was that worried about it, why didn’t Aya take mine instead? I’m sure Aya understands what I’m thinking.


    It’s been a while since I’ve seen Aya so upset.


    I chuckled and stroked Aya’s head.


    [It’s fine, I won’t do that. I’m not in a hurry, of course. Mou, Aya’s so cute.]


    […]


    Ah, She’s embarrassed that she guessed too early, and she’s moping to hide her embarrassment.


    W-what is this? It’s so cute… Aya, you’re so cute!


    [Are you really that worried about me, Aya? Hee, hee, you like me that much… Hmm, Aya-chan is like that, huh… ]


    I stroke her head. Aya is like a stuffed animal, and she’s at my mercy. Aah, she’s so cute. I want to tease her. I want to mount her here and now!


    [Aya-chan gets jealous too, aren’t you? That’s right, Aya-chan always pretends to be innocent, but actually, she loves me so much that she’s already fallen in love with me. So- cute~!]


    It feels so good. I’m doing what she usually does to me. But I can’t get enough of it. The way I treat Aya like a little girl is amazing, it gets me so excited.


    Just as I was thinking, “I’m going to push her a little further…,” Aya regained her composure. Okay, let’s retreat. Don’t push too hard. It’s a good idea to know what you’re doing. I’m a girl who can study and read the atmosphere! (Even though I’m in second place.)


    So Aya cleared her throat, fixed her hair and set up the camera.


    [Well then, let’s get started.]


    [Ye~s.]


    Then, the atmosphere around Aya changed. And her voice became strangely theatrical and bold.


    [Okay? Marika. This is just a videotape. It’s just a recording/ Are you nervous? Don’t worry, just relax. I’ll be gentle.]


    Eh, I’ve heard that line somewhere… Ah, it was in the first AV I’ve ever seen…


    Don’t tell me this isn’t just a recording session. Is this the kind of recording that goes on?


    [Uhm,… is that a part of the punishment?]


    Aya’s answer was serious


    [The atmosphere is also important.]


    I wanted to respect my beloved lover’s opinion, but I couldn’t, I thought.


    [I see… Aya, you’re not going to be an AV director or something in the future, aren’t you?]


    Any profession is fine, but I don’t like the idea because it suits Aya too well. When I asked her about that, she stopped and thought about it.


    Then, she looked at me.


    [If only… Marika became an AV star.]


    [I won’t!]


    I shouted so loudly that it almost echoed in the neighborhood.


    After that, the recording ended without a hitch. Without a hitch? Let’s just state the facts. Well, it ended safely. We went until… Aya was satisfied. I got ridden by an excited Aa, and in the end, I ended up crossing over to the other side of embarrassment (among other things)….


    No, Aya is just better at creating an atmosphere than I thought. And she says things like, “You’re beautiful” and “You’re cute” to me like I’m her pet… Moreover, there aren’t any girls who don’t feel good about their lover’s compliments… Yeah.


    Still, I used up a lot of energy… or rather, I’m out of energy. And before I knew it, I was drowsy in Aya’s bed naked.


    The next thing I know, it’s already pretty late, it’s dark outside the window.


    I’m in a daze. The languidness of the aftermath mixed with the embers of the good feeling made me feel like I wanted to hug Aya’s arm and sleep next to her forever.


    Aya was reading a manga on her phone with one hand while I was sleeping on the other hand. Her face, illuminated by the faint light of the screen, emerged in the darkness.  Maybe that’s how she’s been awake all this time. Occasionally petting my head as I slept.


    Ahh, somehow…


    (I like you.)


    I didn’t say it out loud, but I murmured it in my mind. I’m so happy right now.


    Suddenly, our eyes met. Her eyes wondered if I was saying something, but Aya didn’t say anything more. I was startled and decided to wake up. I yawned to kill the silence.


    [Oh… I have to go home.]


    [Ok.]


    Aya was in her underwear. If I had known that was the case, I would have twirled my legs as well as my arms around her. I like the feeling of my thighs touching hers. I tried to entwine my legs with hers, but then I realized that’s a no go, I’m naked right now.


    I searched for my panties and then put them on. I fumbled around in the bed to change my clothes. I sit up, feeling as if I’ve narrowly escaped danger. But next, I’ve to find my bra. If ‘m not careful, Aya will turn on the lights, so I have to be quick.


    Being seen naked in a brightly lit place is an everyday occurrence (or has become!). But that doesn’t mean I’ll get used to it. I’m sure I’ll feel more confident when the flab goes away and I’m more stylish than Aya… 


    Yeah, let’s stop imagining a future that will never come!


    As I finished putting on my underwear, Aya turned on the ceiling light. The glare of fluorescent light stung my eyes. I put my uniform back on, wrapped a scarf around my neck, and put my coat on my arm. Okay, I’m ready.


    By that time, Aya was also wearing her uniform..


    [I’ll walk you home.]


    [Ah… Th-thanks.]


    I grabbed my school bag and left the room . I followed Aya, hobbling along. Ugh, it’s cold in the hallway. I should put on a coat.


    The hallway was as clean as ever, not a speck of dust on the floor. But I’ve never seen someone else in Aya’s house, even though I often stay there until quite late.


    I wondered if there was some reason for it, but I classified it as something that I didn’t need to hear.


    If there was something, then Aya would have told me. I’m sure she’ll tell me when the time comes. Yep.


    [What’s wrong?]


    [Uhm, let’s go.]


    Aya stopped and looked back at me with concern. I’m not sure why she doesn’t show that kindness to me when I’m having sex with her. She only enjoys teasing me and doing things that I don’t want to do… 


    But Aya will insist that, [It’s because Marika likes this kind of thing]. But that’s wrong. I’m happy that Aya is doing this for me, but… AH, I’m not acting like I’m an M.


    [It’s funny how your expression changes from time to time.]


    [Eh? I-I don’t think that’s true.]


    I walked past Aya, who giggled with a finger to her mouth, and went to the door. It must be even colder outside, so I wrapped my muffler around my neck and put on my earmuffs to keep the warmth in. Aya, on the other hand, just wore a muffler softly around her neck. Is she a child of the wind?


    [[I don’t like winter very much… But Aya, aren’t you fine when it’s hot or cold? Are you a robot? Are my tears the only thing that moves you?]


    [Actually, What would you do if I said that, “I came from the future to save Marika”?]


    [What are you trying to save me from?]


    [Let’s see, maybe a womanizer, another lesbian, or maybe anyone else that’s trying to get you?]


    [I thought you’re the one who made me fall in love with a girl in the first place…]


    Only Aya’s shoes are lined up in the entrance. She opened the door, consciously trying not to ask about her other family members. The outside air flowing in stung my cheeks coldly.


    But my body was relatively warm, so I was feeling more comfortable than I thought I would be. Since I had been hugging Aya, her body heat seemed to be protecting me.


    [You look happy this time.]


    [… Don’t observe people’s expressions too much. I don’t really like it…]


    [Were you thinking about me?]


    I was staring at her mischievous eyes. My hands are fidgeting in the pockets of my duffle coat as I was thinking of an answer. 


    [Well, that is correct… ]


    [But, I‘m beside you, here.]


    Aya shocked her hand into my coat pocket. Aya’s cool hand wraps around my right hand. 


    [Hey, Aya, we’re near my house.]


    [It’s all right. The reason I keep my hands in my pockets is because I’m cold. I have a good reason, so I don’t mind if people see me. No one will be suspicious after all, It’s legal.]


    That last word seems strange, but I decided to ignore it and said, [Yes.]


    I wish I could chain my hands together so proudly when I’m with her.


    From this year, winter will be… Well, maybe I don’t hate it that much.


    [You look happy again. Marika is so cute.]


    [Mou, enough of that!]


    We were on our way to the station, which was decorated with illuminations everywhere. On the way to the train station, Aya opened her mouth, letting out a white breath with a hint of sexiness, 


    [Oh, by the way. We’re having a party at our bar on Christmas Eve.]


    [Oh, at that bar?]


    [Yes.]


    Aya works part-time at a lesbian bar in Shinjuku. Aya works which sounds amazing when you say it like that, but I’ve become a regular there. It’s a casual and comfortable place to hang out.


    Even if you’re not swinging that way, a party at a place like that is definitely glamorous and fun! But Aya was standing next to me, looking unhappy for some reason. I wonder what’s wrong with her.


    [Did you want to spend some time with me, Aya?]


    [Hmm, well… Not really.]


    The idea got shot down in an instant. Eh… is that so..? I-I’m feeling a bit depressed.


    [If Marika had something planned, I would feel guilty for that. But this is our first Christmas together.]


    [I don’t think I have anything in particular. No, it’s more like that I didn’t have the time to think about it, because I was… Studying really hard for the test.]


    Even though I lost in the end… Moreover, I got myself being recorded… I dropped my shoulder. In addition, I asked Aya.


    [Aya, are you okay with me and you for Christmas?]


    [Yep.]


    She nodded her head without hesitation. I know that bar is an important place for Aya. I understand . I’m an understanding girlfriend, so I’m not going to sulk over it, don’t worry. I’ll miss you for a bit, though.


    [Ah, no, no. I mean…]


    Aya, who seemed to have noticed something, started to explain herself. But it’s a good idea to have a party with Karen-san and her friends, because that sounds like a lot of fun.


    I was about to tell her something, but her gaze on me was so passionate that I knew she was trying to tell me something important, so I decided to wait in silence.


    I don’t want to rush her or make fun of her. I know there’s no need for that. Aya may be clumsy, but she chooses her words carefully and conveys them to me.


    [It’s not about Christmas.]


    It was a serious confession. Aya spun her heart firmly, like I did when I first said that I liked her.


    [I don’t think Christmas is the only time I’ll be thinking about it, because I want to be with you 365 days, all year.]


    Aya’s face is turning red as she said that


    [For me, Every day that I spend with Marika is special.]


    Aya’s words are too powerful. The inside of my coat suddenly gets hot.


    I was embarrassed and my hand started to sweat. But I left it as is because it would be misunderstood if I let go of her hand here.


    Even ordinary days like this are special to Aya, aren’t they?


    [Aya… it’s really unfair to suddenly bring out that part of you.]


    [Really? But you know, back then, Karen-san told me to say these things properly too]


    It seems like something a long time ago, but Aya and I used to be rivals. We couldn’t see each other’s heart at all. And we were worried about each other.


    If we had made a mistake somewhere in the past, we wouldn’t have had the future we had now, and we would probably still be bickering with each other. Yeah, it’s kinda easy to imagine that kind of future.


    That’s why…


    [Yeah, I’m glad, Aya. Thank you.]


    [Did you find myself… a burden or annoying?]


    [What? I don’t think so. What’s with the idea of being poisoned by adult love? In fact, you already knew that by the time you bought me for 1 million yen. It’s too late for that.]


    When Aya casts a shadow on her face, I laugh it off like a north wind.


    [I don’t think I’d feel bad if the person I love thought about me a lot. You don’t like to be thought of as annoying, but you don’t mind being treated as a pervert?]


    [Yeah, because somehow Marika is always happy. But I don’t think she’d like to be tied up.]


    [Yeah, I’m happy… No, I’m not happy…]


    My voice faded into a whisper. I feel strangely guilty that I can’t honestly admit to being involved in a relationship at this point in my life.


    [Maybe, that’s part of the reason why you don’t call me much and only send messages in the morning and at night?]


    [That is, also a part of the truth, I guess.]


    Aya’s excuse was that she had never been a good writer.


    [When I hear Marika’s voice, or see your messages, I get so horny that I can’t concentrate on anything else.]


    [What are you talking about with such a refreshing smile, you pervert!]


    I pulled my hand away from Aya. She looked a little disappointed. I was almost tempted to give in to her, but I kept my wits and pushed her away. I will continue to condemn you for your perverted comments.


    Otherwise, I don’t know how far it will escalate. You’ve still got one foot in the wrong place. Just one foot?


    But yeah, I get it. I’m looking forward to the Christmas Eve party. Also, thanks for letting me know how you feel about me, Aya. It made me happy…


    [Mhm…]


    We lined up and started walking again. The station is almost there. My special time with Aya will soon be over. I whisper to her as if I’m reaching out to her with sadness.


    [I like spending every day with Aya. But of course, I like spending time with others. But having Aya there makes me really happy.]


    [Marika has good lips, huh…]


    [Eh, really?]


    Aya is the one who has a sharp tongue when she’s verbally abusing me. She looks like an interviewer.


    [Yes, I’m always wondering what to tell or not to tell. Marika always says something really important as a matter of course… and that makes me nervous.]


    [I guess so, hehe… I’m so happy to be praised by Aya. I’ll make your heart pound even harder, okay?]


    I got a little carried away and winked at her in a silly way. It seems to have worked. Aya has a weakness for charming gestures. She turned her face away and her nape turned red. Which made me nervous too. 


    Aya slowed down and she stayed quiet for a while, and honestly, she was so cute. There’s no other creature as cute as her. I can’t really say it out loud, but I think it’s a big deal that such a cute Aya is going out with me.


    At any rate, I made up my mind that I would definitely go to the Christmas party.


    Meanwhile Aya, who’s trying to move forward in a clumsy way, is choosing what to say and what not to say.


    Suddenly, she said something so outrageous


    [I was relieved when you said you’d come. I can’t take a day off work on christmas. At the same time, it’s also my birthday party.]


    [Hee… I see… Hm?]


    Didn’t she say something strange now?


    [Birthday party?]


    [Mhm.]


    [Whose?]


    [Mine.]


    Wait a second, I don’t understand


    [Aya, when is your birthday?]


    [Yeah, tomorrow, December 25.]


    What’s that? I growled like a tiger at Aya, she then asked me with her eyes that showed “What is it?”


    [That can’t be!]


    [Eh?]


    Aya got flustered from the sudden safeword. So I flipped my coat and grabbed her.


    [Tell me first, you!]


    Even after being yelled at, Aya, still puzzled, asked, “Was it important?” I couldn’t believe it. 


    This is my girlfriend’s first birthday and she didn’t want me to get her any presents?


    I just don’t understand how Aya thinks!


    [I can’t believe it! Listen to me, Mom!]


    When I got home, I was still angry, so I grabbed my mom who had just returned in the dining room and made a fuss. Both of my parents work outside. Today’s dinner was a lunch box she had bought on her way home 


    [Are you really upset with someone for not telling you her birthday?]


    My mother looked young and cute. With her hair done up neatly and wearing a business suit, she looks like she can do a good job and was very cool.


    She often goes out with her friends on her days off and takes me out to lunch at fancy restaurants, so my mood is strongly influenced by her. I thought my mom was so similar to me.


    You’re supposed to be angry! Mou!


    [I mean, I can’t give her presents!]


    [Is that why you felt upset about it?]


    [Eeh?]


    My mother says as if she has seen it all while taking a seat and starts fiddling with her phone.


    [I understand that Marika’s intention is good. But a good intention shouldn’t be one-way. Since the recipient might feel a burden towards it.]


    [What is that? Are you saying that it’ll be annoying?]


    I wrinkled my brow as I asked her. In our previous conversation I told Aya that she wasn’t annoying at all, but does she think I’m annoying?


    My mother looked up and smiled bitterly.


    [It’s a little different from that. It means, not all girls are like, “Just take whatever you want” Just to have an equal relationship with her. You get the idea right, Marika? Well, I myself don’t know either.]


    [Don’t tell me about it if you don’t understand…]


    I really feel like my mother when she gets messy at the end of the day.


    I mean, Aya forgot to tell me about her birthday due to the fact that she doesn’t care about it. I think that argument suits her.


    Aya tells me that I’m important to her, but she’s completely unaware that I care about her as much as she cares about me.


    That’s why, when I do something for her, she is suddenly surprised and overly grateful about it. I think that’s how Aya unconsciously thinks all the time


    I took one of the boxes, a fried chicken bento. I went back to my room, changed my clothes, and sat down at the table. My mother, who was sitting ahead of me, was holding her waist with a kind of pained look on her face.


    [What’s wrong? You have a backache?]


    [Not really, but I’ve been feeling a bit dull.]


    [You should go to the hospital]


    [Okay, okay. I’ll do it when I have my day off.]


    [You workaholic…]


    I took a picture of our meal and sent it to our family group line, and then we said, “Itadakimasu”. Then my mom and I heard a buzzing sound from our phone. It was my father. He sends us a picture of a beef bowl. Mom quickly sent a vegetable stamp saying, “Eat vegetables too”


    [Dad, will you be home by the end of the year?]


    [I don’t know… We seem to be busy right now.]


    [I see…]


    My father, who works in the IT industry, has been living in Hokkaido for two years now. When he’s not busy, he comes home every week. So it doesn’t feel like he’s working alone at all.


    It was my idea to start a habit of posting the pictures on the group line whenever we had dinner. We do forget to do this from time to time though.


    [Somewhere under this wide sky, your father is eating, too…]


    [What are you talking about, Mom?]


    Both of my parents are on good terms. And I am also on good terms with them. I’m sure that makes them happy. After my mother said that, I was thinking of my lover, who is probably eating, alone, under this wide sky…


    Somehow I felt lonely, so I sent Aya a picture of my fried lunch box.


    She replied immediately. I was expecting something gorgeous for her dinner. But it was… It was broccoli served on a paper plate, I guess it’s the frozen type. And… the dressing on it was just a picture


    [What’s for dinner…]


    Aya’s personal life was mysterious at best and very random at most… It’s funny…


    [What are you smiling about?]


    [Eeh? I didn’t smile.]


    When I looked up, it was obvious that it was my mom who was grinning at me.


    [It’s okay to hangout with your boyfriend. But don’t break the curfew, okay? It’s dangerous for a girl to walk alone when it’s late. Well, if it’s too late, I’ll pick you up at the station.]


    [Well, that’s not the case. It’s rare to find a house with curfew or something like that nowadays… Also, it’s not so unsafe here, so it’s okay even if it’s late…]


    I quickly changed the subject. I’m not so experienced that I can talk about love to my mother without hesitation. It’s actually different… since Aya is not a boyfriend, but my girlfriend…


    But even though I denied it like that, my mom still denied me and said “Hmm… Interesting…”. Ugh.


    [Ah~ I can’t wait to talk about love to my daughter… She’s just like me, she’s very popular…]


    [Ugh… My mother was popular… That was thousands of years ago…]


    My mother laughed and said, [Well, I guess it’s either Cleopatra or me.], I’m not that stupid you know…


    At that time, I didn’t doubt that my normal life would continue forever.


    As I wrapped up in the feeling of freedom after the test, I was thinking about all the fun things that would follow, such as the winter break, Christmas, and Aya’s birthday, which I really enjoyed.


    I never thought that something would change in my daily life.

  


  Chapter 1


  
    Fuwa Aya looks at her watch on her left wrist.


    　A week has passed since the test, and it’s Wednesday, December 19th. Two more days of school and I’ll be on winter break. Up until now, every time I went on a long vacation, I’d feel uneasy because I couldn’t see the person I love. But now, it’s different, I can see her whenever I want to. That’s the kind of relationship we have now.


    Today, after parting with Marika, I dropped by a bookstore in front of the station on our way home from school. I’ve been steadily ordering yuri mangas from this store, and the selection has been getting better and better.


    I’m a simple person when it comes to buying things. I pick out what I want and directly pay for it. Tonight, I’m going to spend my time reading the new releases she bought today. I’m glad to see that the number of yuri manga has increased lately. I’m looking forward to it. 


    Speaking of things to look forward to, I’ve invited Matsukawa Chisaki and Mitsumine Yume to the Christmas party. Both of them are very enthusiastic and will be happy to come and play.


    Chisaki and I have gotten to know each other very well. Since we started talking a lot about our common interests, we’ve been discussing our thoughts quite often. It’s surprisingly fun to listen to her lover’s gossip, blabber, and ecstasy. I also liked her split-bamboo personality. This outgoing person is Marika’s friend.. (TN: I think Split-bamboo personality refers to Chisaki’s serious and carefree personality)


    I heard that Marika is planning to invite Enomoto Sae to the party. Well, I think it’s up to Marika to do what she wants.


    As I was walking through the station building towards the ticket gate, I suddenly stopped to look at the mannequins displayed in front of the stores. It was a girly brand that I usually don’t pay much attention to, but it looked really cute.


    (…It looks like a good fit for Marika.)


    These days, I spend more time thinking about what would look good on Marika than I do on myself. I walked into a store and found myself creating a full-body model of Marika in my brain. Including the underwear, of course. That’s the most important part.


    (I wonder if my dream of becoming a fashion coordinator came from this kind of place. But… am I interested in coordinating clothes other than for Marika?)


    I’m sure that my image of Marika is cute. However, in reality, Marika’s body is way cuter. It was one of the seven wonders of Marika.


    My phone rang, it was a phone call.


    There are only a few people who call me. And the most frequent caller is Karen-san, we’re usually talking about my shifts. I moved to the end of the aisle so I wouldn’t block the way. Then, I pulled out my phone and looked at the caller.


    It’s Marika.


    Normally, I’d be happy to answer the phone, keeping my bouncy voice to myself… But this time, I felt an unpleasant feeling.


    My sixth sense has always been very accurate. Especially when it comes to Marika. The time when I saved her from Sae’s deadly blade in a park at night was still fresh in my mind.


    I was a little scared, but I fearfully put my phone close to my ear.


    [Hello?]


    [Ayaaa…]


    I gasped as if I had been splashed with cold water.


    Marika let out a tearful voice.


    [Marika, what’s wrong?]


    [My mother is… my mother…]


    [Eh?]


    I gulped and listened closely. From the noise around her and the voices calling for patients waiting to be examined, I deduced that she was in a hospital.


    Marika’s words, her tearful attitude, and the hospital.


    I have a bad feeling about this.


    I managed to move my stiff cheeks.


    [What hospital are you in? Marika, I’ll be there in a bit.]


    [Eh… B-But… Aya…]


    [I’m going.]


    [Uhm, ok… I’m sorry]


    [It’s fine, I’m your lover after all.]


    When I tried my best to sound gentle, I heard a sniffling sound from Marika. I clenched my fists and whispered more.


    [… I love you, Marika]


    [Uhuh, Thanks… I also… love you…]


    　I turned off my phone and called a cab outside of the station. The hospital Marika had told me was only three stops away, so I should be there soon. No matter how far it was, if it’s for Marika, I’d even charter a jet to get there. 


    In the cab, I managed to calm down my heart. I thought I was more resilient than others. But even so, imagining the worst possible scenario made me feel nauseous. I felt as if cement had been poured into my stomach.


    (But, I’m sure it’s harder for Marika… I have to stay strong.)


    I desperately tried to think of something to say, but it was as difficult to find as a star in a starless night. After all, I am aware that I am just a student.


    I wonder what Karen-san would do in a situation like this.


    I can’t imagine how she’s going to do it, but I know what she’ll do. Akin to her shaking her shaker with meticulous and delicate technique, she’ll calm Marika down. (TN: Karen-san is a bartender, so she’s implying that she’s able to calm Marika professionally just like how she shakes the shaker professionally.)


    (I can’t do that.)


    The back of my eyes is burning. I was jealous when Marika didn’t talk to me at all about Enomoto Sae. I felt a sense of rivalry with Karen-san, even if it was unjustified. Because, more than anyone, it’s me who wants to help Marika.


    And yet, this is what happens when I’m asked for help.


    I’m not sure if I’m frustrated, pathetic, or sad. But I’m not sure what emotion is messing with my head.


    (That’s no good.)


    I bit down on my lips and managed to hold my tears back. I wiped my eyes with a handkerchief from my bag and slightly adjusted my eyeliner on the spot. I don’t want to look unreliable in front of Marika.


    I paid 2460 yen for the taxi that stops in front of the hospital and gets off. I took a deep breath before heading in. (It’s alright…). I looked up at the big hospital and started walking.


    I went through the automatic door. In front of the reception desk at the hospital, there was a girl in her sailor suit standing there looking uncomfortable. Her back was much smaller than usual and she looked frail.


    For a moment, I hesitated. The thought of not being able to say anything to her scared me. I feel like I’ll lose my life’s meaning.


    But still. I gathered my courage and took a step forward.


    Up until now, Marika has given me so many things that I can’t count. It’s not like I owe her or anything. But I want to repay her kindness. That’s why.


    [Marika]


    She looked back fearfully.


    [A-Aya…]


    There were tears in her eyes.


    I ran up to her and grabbed her hand. Her hand was cold.


    [About your mother…]


    [Yeah…]


    She nodded her head emphatically. Her gesture made my heart skip a beat.


    I tried to stay calm. I’ve always been good at reacting to the unexpected. After a lot of nervousness, when I was in a situation where I had no choice but to do something, I’d pump myself up.


    On the other hand, Marika’s voice was faint as she sobbed.


    [Honestly… it’s really really stupid…]


    […]


    I held both of Marika’s hands and waited for her to speak.


    No matter what she says, I’ll hold on to Marika’s sadness.


    Because Marika needed me.


    And Finally, Marika finally said something without hesitation.


    [My mother… the doctors found a gallstone.]


    [Umm…]


    gallstone..?


    [She’s going to have an operation to remove the gallstone on her gallbladder. And I’m going to be in the hospital for a week from now… I might not be able to go to the Christmas Party or Celebrate Aya’s birthday… What should I do….]


    [Eh?]


    I couldn’t help but ask her back.


    [Gallstones? Gallbladder?]


    [Yeah, I’m going to be in the hospital for a week… and I’m leaving on 26th… and my dad won’t be home, so I can’t stay at home, so….]


    […]


    I made a troubled face and shut down.


    It was a bit too difficult to understand what she meant. I’ll try to break it down again and sort it out.


    Her mother is safe? So basically, Marika can’t go on a date because her mother will have surgery?


    Ah, I see…


    [Marika.]


    The voice came out lower than I expected.


    [Ugh… I’m sorry Aya… Even though I promised you…. I’m sorry…]


    [I won’t forgive you.]


    [Uwaa!]


    I let out a sigh in front of a crying Marika.


    A sense of futility weighs heavily on my shoulder. I want to cry out. I wondered how much preparation I had to put into coming here…


    Well, I’m glad you’re okay, Mother.
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    When I finally calmed down, I was explaining the situation to Aya in the lobby of the hospital


    [I ask my mom to pick me up at the station when I’m going to be out late at night because it’s dangerous. ……. So on days when my mom is not around, I have to go home very early, which means I can’t party or go on dates until late at all. ……]


    […]


    　Aya is holding my hand and has been talking very little since just now. Ugh, I guess she’s still angry …….


    [After the surgery, my father came to see me for a little while and asked if I was okay living alone. But he seems busy with his work. I can’t force him to stay for my own business]


    Rather, he asked me if I wanted to come to Hokkaido for a while. But as expected, I couldn’t do that since I still  had school and a part-time job


    [I’m all right, Marika, I’m all right…]


    Aya sits on the couch with me and rubs my back. Ugh, I think I’m going to cry again…


    [It’s nothing to cry about, Marika. Let’s go on a date in the daytime and then go back home early. It can’t be helped, right? Since it’s your family situation.]


    [Okay…]


    It’s true that I’m crying with my head resting on Aya’s chest…. But when I’m doing something like this, I feel like I’m doing something wrong. Moreover, this is a hospital.


    [I’m sorry about all of the ruckus, I’ve been freaking out on my own.]


    　I hugged my school backpack tightly in front of me, I muttered to myself in a self-mocking tone.


    [Aya told me that in the 365 days in a year, every day is a treasure, but since it was my first Christmas and Birthday, I really wanted to spend the day with Aya… It can’t be helped that things turned out this way but I feel so frustrated… ]


    I’m not very good at breaking promises. I’d feel bad afterward…


    It’s not like I hate it, It’s just that I’m not good at it. I don’t really care if someone else changes their plans, but when I do, it makes me feel uncomfortable. I’m sure it’s because I think that “without me, everyone wouldn’t have fun!”.That’s probably the reason why.


    But in reality, the school would run just fine without me, and it’s not like anything would change drastically because of my absence. But I’m the mood maker, that’s how I’ve earned my place in the school. I don’t want anyone to take that role from me. Haa… Me and my ego…


    I’m such a burden… I never thought that I’d cry in front of Aya…


    I think that feeling is much stronger than usual when it comes to my first girlfriend, Aya. I thought “I’m definitely going to make her happy!” Yet I was too enthusiastic and it backfired on me.


    It really sucks… Even Aya is unhappy…


    [As expected, I haven’t grown up at all… I thought I’d be able to deal with this type of situation somehow. But to think I’d break down this quickly..]


    [That’s not true, you know.]


    Aya shook her head quietly


    [It’s not about whether you’ve changed or not, it’s about your desire to change. That’s also important, you know… There’s no way I can do anything when I’m in an unusual situation.]


    [Ugh…]


    When I pressed my chest, Aya immediately said in a gentle voice, [But you know what?]


    [To think and worry over something like that… I think it’s important. Because the more you worry, the more you will be able to do things a little differently the next time something like this happens.]


    Aya…


    [“How pompous of me to say this” is what you’re thinking right?]


    [Hmm… I never said something like that.]


    I smiled a little.


    [When Aya said it, it’s was very convincing.]


    [Right?]


    I was happy to hear that encouragement.


    [That’s why… Don’t worry about me.]


    [That’s a little difficult but… I’ll try my best]


    No matter how many times Aya follows me, I’ll try not to worry about it! I’m sure that after a while, I’ll be reminded now and then that I didn’t get to spend time with her on her birthday.


    As Aya said, I’ve been living with that intention to grow up for a long time, and I guess I can’t behave like an adult just yet. It’ll take a lot of effort to not care about it but I’ll try to stop thinking about growing up.


    [I’m really sorry my parents are such worrywarts. I don’t mind going home alone at night, but it’s a rule in our house. Even if I told them that I’d take a cab with my allowance, they said that wasn’t allowed… Even though I’m a sophomore in high school… It’s so embarrassing.]


    [Nope, your parents are totally right.]


    Oh, no. Aya is probably more protective than my parents. Normally she’d be on my side but she would agree with anything that kept me safe.


    [I knew that Aya would say that… but come on.]


    I know it’s important, I’m not a little kid you know…


    [I know that it’s your first Christmas with me, but it’s okay. For me, spending the rest of the year with you is way more important.]


    [Mhm…]


    I know that it’s not just words of comfort… But I wanted to have a long date with Aya.


    [Mhm, Okay then.]


    I clenched my fists and stood up.


    [I’m going to talk to my mom about it again later. I’ve even stayed at a hotel before, so I’ll persevere and try my best to get her to agree.]


    That’s right, I can’t give up at once. If Aya’s strength is to work hard and steadily, my strength is staying positive and not getting discouraged.


    I got a good score on the test, so I should have all the weapons I need. I’ll tell her that I’ll help her and study hard.


    The main problem is that my mom is a better communicator than I am, but… you never know until you try!


    [We still have a week before Christmas! I’ll come to you every day, mother! I’m going to use every trick in the book!]


    I’ll use whatever means I can.


    Then Aya thought about it.


    [You’re going to use whatever method, huh… Hey, where’s your mother’s hospital room?]


    [Eh? Why?]


    [I’m going to make sure of something.]


    [Uhhh… In the private room, number 203 with a plate that says Sakakibara Satomi. She and I look familiar, so I’m sure you’ll recognize her at first glance.]


    Aya looked as if she had been shocked. No, her expression didn’t change, but it sure looked like it to me.


    [Marika’s… Future appearance… What will it look like…?]


    Uh-huh… Why do you say that with such an expression…


    [You won’t have a crush on someone’s mother… right?]


    I said with narrowed eyes.


    Well, I think if I saw Aya’s mother, I’d be like, [Oh, how beautiful… (wink)]


    [Right, I have to bring some stuff from home. A change of clothes, something to do…]


    It seems that my aunt will help me when she’s finished her work. But even so, there’s a memo on my smartphone that lists things that my mother wants to bring. The amount is huge and seems to be enough for a week. At these moment, I started to question how people’s minds work.


    [So you’re coming back to the hospital again?]


    [Yeah, I’ll be back later. Also, I’m sorry that you had to come all the way out here to see me.]


    [Nah, it’s okay, I’ll come back later.]


    [Oh really?]


    I hope I didn’t worry her too much. Well, of course, I did if I were crying like that.


    　Is this the first time I cried so hard in front of Aya? I suddenly feel embarrassed. I’m sure my makeup is a mess now! I have to go home and fix it!


    [I-It’s okay, I’ve calmed down. I’m fine, I can do this myself.] (TN: I think Marika doesn’t want Aya to interfere with her plan)


    [No, it’s fine, this is my problem.]


    What do you mean by “my problem”? Do you have a reason to come to the hospital again? I thought the outpatient department should be closed. But I wonder… is there anyone she wants to visit in this hospital?


    [Well then, see you.]


    [Okay.]


    I had to leave Aya, who was busy with her own business.


    I thought Aya would say, “I’ll help you” and come home with me to my house… No, it’s not like I’m lonely or anything…


    Being alone, I sighed again.


    I’ll be living alone for a week from today, which will give me a chance to stretch my wings, but I don’t know why… Why did all of this happen at this particular time…


    I’m going back and forth between my house and hospital again with a sigh of disappointment.


    　It took me two hours to get the groceries, and when I came back, I found Aya in my mother’s room.


    WHY?!


    I hide the door and try to sneak a peek inside.


    If it turns out to be something like “my lover had an affair with my mother”, I think I’m going to cry more than I did before. I’m not threatening her, but I’ll cry to the point of breaking her heart.


    They were both looking into a handheld camera that looked familiar.


    Hmm? I think I’ve seen this camera somewhere…


    AH! It was the same Handycam as the one she used when she was recording my sex video!


    [Aya!?]


    I yelled at her.


    [What are you doing, Aya! I don’t get it?!]


    [Just because it’s a private room, it doesn’t mean that you can make a loud noise in the hospital, Marika]


    [What are you talking about?!]


    [She’s right, Marika. I’m being shown something very interesting right now.]


    [No, no, no, no, no!]


    My mind went blank and I shivered uncontrollably.


    Wait, what are you doing, looking at Tiktok while chatting with your mother? What kind of face am I going to have to face with my mother tomorrow? What sin have I committed?


    I intervene between both of them. When I turned my attention to the display, what was playing on it was not a video of two girls doing lewd stuff.


    [Oh…?]


    It was an image of a man and a woman in a hakama, standing facing each other in a tatami-matted dojo.


    I was taken aback and asked, [What is this?]


    [Aya-chan is a first-degree Aikido student, she said. I heard it’s amazing for a sophomore high school student to have a first dan. And unlike normal aikido, her aikido school is a school that does a lot of ‘BANG BANG’ fighting, so she’s really strong.] (TN: dan here refers to ranks in Aikido.)


    　For some reason, my mother’s boastful words slipped from my right ear to my left ear.


    I noticed it late but she’s right. The woman in the video is gorgeous. Her hair is tied up in a bun, so she looks completely different.


    　Is this some kind of game or…? The screen shakes every now and then as if it’s showing a DVD recording of a video game.


    　Aya had told me about this before. Aikido is supposed to be a martial art where people compete in the beauty of their techniques, not in fighting. But Aya was sent to a Shura-style Aikido school. So she became a “grappler Aya”. (TN: I think grappler Aya is referring to the style where it’s focused on grappling people and throw them (CMIIW)) 


    By the way, Aya at that time had almost no memory other than going to school, studying, coming home, and practicing Aikido. When I asked her what she did when she was a child, she replied [Studied and practiced.]


    　I was surprised because I thought she was only interested in martial arts. She looked like a boy soldier being trained secretly in a refugee camp.


    　At that time, the yuri manga she read in her spare time was her only source of comfort, and she devoted herself to that hobby. It seems that by reading yuri mangas, her human heart awakened.


    When I heard that, I thought, [Is this the beginning of a movie starring an assassin?]


    Well, it’s not like I have a problem with that.


    [Why are showing my mom the video of the brawl directly from the Handycam? Why don’t you project it on the TV screen?]


    [I was in a hurry.]


    That’s an explanation of the latter, not an answer to my question, right?


    Anyway, I was curious, so I looked at the small screen. With a serious look on her face, Aya was grabbing an adult man twice her size and applying a technique on him.


    The man was thrown away with a thud and a bang.


    　Aya kept a cool face, and soon a new guy came in as if he was a challenger, and then he was thrown away again and replaced. What? Isn’t Aya really strong?


    　This is the first time I’ve seen Aya fight for real, and it’s not just cool, it’s kind of beautiful. The rough but refined movements, like wild predators in documentaries, never fail to attract my attention.


    When I was staring at the screen, I was speechless.


    [As you can see, I have a background in martial arts.]


    Aya didn’t have that fluffy atmosphere around her. She had a crisp, distant look on her face. It makes her face beautiful.


    [Right, and what about it?]


    My mother laughed forcefully.


    [Aya-chan is the girl who went on a hot spring trip and stayed over with Marika before, right? She must be thankful for that.]


    What are they talking about? Well, it’s not like this talk is something related to me, right? But I’m a bit suspicious why Aya is talking about something that has nothing to do with my mother…


    [Hey, what do you think?]


    I don’t think it’s a sharp question. I think she’s nervous.


    [Are you sure that you’re fine with it? It’s not going to be an easy task, you know.]


    [It’s fine, I’m used to living alone.]


    The two of them proceeded with their conversation, leaving me hanging. Can someone tell me what’s happening here?


    [Hmm, I see. But you have to give me your parents’ contact information first, right? I’m going to have a small talk with them. It’s okay if we both agree on it. I was also worried about leaving Marika alone, too. Thank you.]


    [Your welcome.]


    　Aya started talking awkwardly on her phone. Since 2014, talking on the phone in the hospital room has been allowed, as long as it doesn’t disturb the general patients. We have a private room, so it should be fine.


    Aya handed the phone to my mother. The conversation ended quickly. My mother gives Aya back the phone with a slightly complicated look on her face.


    [Your parents are fine with it.]


    [Eh really?!]


    Aya’s face brightened as she leaned toward my mother. My mother sighed with a wry smile at Aya.


    [But you know what Aya? Let me tell you something. No matter how confident you are in your skills, you’re still a girl. There are people in this world who do irresponsible things, so you have to be careful, okay.]


    [Yes, thank you so much.]


    Aya bowed her head significantly. I don’t understand what just happened, but I feel like clapping my hands to celebrate it. And then, Aya put her hands on her chest.


    [But I know it by heart, Aikido wasn’t a technique to beat up opponents, but a technique to learn how to live a life with self-defense and self-respect. Fortunately, I refuse to stray from that path.]


    Aya is saying something so respectable that I want to pull my cheeks to check if this is real. but I decided not to do it because it would hurt.


    [Well, that’s okay. It’s a pleasure to work with you. But, I have yet to ask for Marika’s feelings.]


    [Yeah, you’re right. What are you talking about? ]


    [I will protect your daughter, so leave it to me.]


    [As I said… What are you talking about?]


    　Is she trying to propose to me? But normally, you wouldn’t start talking about your daughter when you don’t have one. It’s not like a political marriage in the Warring States period.


    And then my mom said this in front of me with a frown on her face.


    In a way, it gave me a shock similar to a marriage proposal.


    [Aya-chan, you’re going to stay at Marika’s house for a week starting from today, I’m sure you’ll like it.]


    [……………………..Eh?]


    I froze up.


    I look at Aya and she looks up diagonally with a sense of duty on her face. Wait a minute, Me and Aya are going to live together… for a week…. From today…?


    I shouted in a voice that sounded like it was going through the roof to the earth.


    [EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEH?!]


    　＊＊＊


    [Eeh?]


    Aya was standing in the doorway of our house with a composed look on her face. The sound of a Boston Bag hitting the floor brought me back to my senses. Ha… I was spacing out. I couldn’t remember anything before I came back from the hospital.


    [From now on, I’m sorry for disturbing you]


    Aya, carrying her school bag, bowed. I reflexively took my slippersbut inside, I couldn’t stop sweating.


    What… What is this sight…


    I can’t keep up with the speed of reality at all. I feel as if spring, summer, autumn, and winter have all passed in a single day.


    　My mom went to the hospital and had surgery and stayed in the hospital. My dad came home and we talked for a bit and then he went back to work again. And then I went back to get some clothes and then Aya had gotten permission from my mother… then Aya came to stay over?


    Isn’t it a bit much to have all these events in a single day?


    And then this is the end result.


    It’s a huge turnabout. Just when I thought I was going to have less time to spend with Aya for the next week, now we would be sharing food, clothing and shelter.


    　Aya was standing in the doorway staring at me. I bowed my head, fuming at her gaze.


    [Even though my home is not that special. I’ll be in your care.]


    [Yes, I’m looking forward to working with you.]


    　We bowed to each other as if we were business partners, and I invited her to come in. [Yes,] Aya said, lifting her Boston bag with a face that was still tense.


    　After taking off her shoes and changing into slippers, Aya stood beside me and whispered with a healthy and compassionate smile, as if she had worked very hard to avoid a red mark.


    [With this, your problem is solved, right?]


    Without a doubt, I will be able to spend Christmas and my birthday with Aya.


    There’s nothing to be afraid of on the way home after curfew, as long as Aya is there.


    No, I’m scared of this situation.


    I mean, I’m going to live with Aya for a week, right?


    It’s too dangerous. It’s too dangerous, isn’t it ……?


    And so, the exciting week of living together, just the two of us… began.

  


  Chapter 2


  
    Our house is a 15-minute walk from the station. It’s a corner room of a three-bedroom apartment, on the sixth floor of a nine-story condominium building, in the middle of a residential area with good security. 


    There’s nothing else to explain. Hmm… there’s a long hallway and we have a bathtub that’s quite large…? It’s not impressive enough to be introduced to people. It was an ordinary house.


    Since we were going to be living together, I took Aya around the house. My mother’s room, my father’s room (now a storage room), the toilet, the washroom, the bath, the living room, and the dining room.


    I was still in a state of shock when I came back to the living room and turned on the heater. From there, I stood in place facing Aya.


    I felt fidgety and restless.


    Maybe it was because Aya is here, but I felt as if half the house wasn’t actually my house.


    [W-Well, let’s eat for now.]


    [O~kay.]


    It was about eight o’clock at night when we got home from the hospital. I rummaged through a plastic bag from the convenience store at the dining table and picked up a sandwich.


    I had accidentally bought a matcha latte while I was in the convenience store, it was a bit embarrassing. What were you thinking, Sakakibara Marika?!


    This type of drink is the one you buy when you’re on a date! When I’m at home, I usually drink plain yogurt or something.


    Oh no, I feel like I can’t keep myself together. I can’t remember what I normally do at home.


    　I was too conscious of Aya, who had the strong presence of a celebrity sitting in front of me that I’ve completely withdrawn from everything except for the thought that I want to look cute in front of Aya. But that fact alone makes me feel really uncomfortable.


    Since it’s nighttime, I had a soda instead of my usual black coffee. Aya took a salad and a chicken salad.


    [Are you only going to eat that?]


    [Yeah, since it’s nighttime and I try not to have too many carbs.]


    [I see.]


    While ignoring the calorie content of the sandwich in my hand, I stared at Aya, who sat on my mom’s usual seat.


    Ah…I can’t think clearly. Why is Aya here?


    I feel like I’m losing my mind. Why are you so gorgeous, Aya?!


    Well, that’s because she’s staying for a week, starting from today. A week! That’s too long! It’ll feel like an eternity!


    Moreover, I have school tomorrow and the day after. The uniform that Aya brought is hanging in the living room. From today, I’ll be going to school and coming back to the same house as Aya!


    Our current relationship is almost like sisters, and if we’re going further than that, well… there we have it. The state of the legal act that gives rise to a marital relationship. Yes, marriage.


    Yes, it’s like we’re married!


    Uwaaaaaaaaa!!!


    I hurriedly turned my face away from Aya’s gorgeous body. What’s this feeling..? It’s as if the blood flowing through my body is carrying embarrassment instead of oxygen, and I can’t help but feel shaky down to my fingertips.


    I wanted to curl my face into a pillow and flop my legs or roll on the bed. My mind is turning into that of an infant’s. This is… this is too much! I can’t handle this!


    Haah… this is tough. The sudden happiness that seemed to come to me without any reason made me think, “Well, if the happiness that I’ll be getting big, then I won’t be able to keep my composure even if it’s positive!”


    After we finished eating. Aya and I were both playing with our phones. Aya was reading a manga, and I tried to open Instagram. But I couldn’t seem to do anything other than pretending to look at it.


    I mean, I’m going to live with someone gorgeous for an entire week. Isn’t that enough to make me overload?


    I couldn’t help but send an SOS message to Enomoto Sae, a friend from my part-time job. I sent a message to her saying, “Aya is staying with me right now, and I’m in trouble.” But the message was completely ignored. Damn, what a useless woman…


    However, as long as we lived, there were times where we had to make a decision. Yes, for example, a place to sleep.


    [Eh~~~~ what should I do? Aya, tonight is..]


    [Tonight?]


    Aya tilted her head to the side and looked at me. Ugh, I’ve said something that could be misunderstood. Wait, it wasn’t misleading, right? Never mind, it must be!


    Because… Aya and I aren’t just going to live normally for a week, right? We’re alone together… in a closed room where no one can see… if I stayed in a hotel with Aya for a day, I would be happy, but a week…


    After living together under the same roof for a week, even a girl who insists that it’s impossible for two women to date each other will drop her idea slowly…


    [What do you mean by tonight?]


    Aya naturally urged me to answer her question. But I was still too shocked to answer it. So I chose too many words to reply to her. (TN: Marika, I don’t think she’s urging you though…)


    [S-sleeping place! C’mon, let’s just sleep! It’s already late!]


    [Yeah, since we’re humans.]


    [Of course, you are a human, Aya. So I was wondering where you would sleep.]


    [Excuse me?]


    Aya tilts her head further. Yes, I didn’t offer her any options. I felt like my interpersonal skills were on the levels of an infant.


    [You could sleep in the living room with a futon. Or since I sleep in my mother’s room, you can sleep in my bed instead. Or…]


    　Or…


    Like maybe, together in my bedroom, laying on my bed, sleeping together.


    I was overcome with so much embarrassment l that my voice wouldn’t come out, but Aya answered without a second doubt.


    [I, I’m gonna sleep in the living room.]


    [Eh……!?]


    It was a very, very unexpected answer.


    I thought Aya would immediately say that she would sleep with me in my bed, and even go as far as to cinch my chin with her index finger and ask, “Do you think I’ll let you sleep tonight?” I thought she would do something like that.


    [Where’s the bedding? I’ll help you carry it.]


    [O..okay.]


    What is this feeling? It’s like putting lots of effort towards a birthday gift, and then having it lumped in with the other kids’ presents. It’s not like I’m disappointed or something, I just feel a bit sad and lonely. 


    Me expecting something from Aya? There’s no way that’s true. I just thought that Aya would do something like that. I’m just sad because my expectations were wrong, that’s all.


    The two of us carried the bedding from the closet in my mother’s room,putting the sheets and pillows at the edge of the living room. If we moved the desk in the living room, we could make enough space to lay out the bedding.


    [Uhm, thank you, Marika.]


    [O~kay.]


    While casually replying to her, I took a glance at Aya. Then, our eyes met.


    [What’s wrong?]


    [Nothing… I just feel like Aya is really gorgeous and calm.]


    [Am I?]


    [Yeah, at least that’s how I see it.]


    For a moment, I feel like Aya was strangely protective today, and I couldn’t tell what she was thinking from her expression.


    I wasn’t my usual self either. My mom was in the hospital, Aya was staying with me as her replacement, and my mind was floating around aimlessly.


    That being said, there was something I shouldn’t forget. This is bad.


    [By the way, I haven’t thanked you yet.]


    [Did I do something?] 


    [Yeah. You were so worried about me that you decided to stay with me for a week, right? I know Aya has a lot of plans, but you even showed my mom your Aikido footage and convinced her.]


    [Ah..yeah. Since, it is true.]


    Aya lowered her eyes and stroked her hair as if to hide her embarrassment.


    [I told you right? My weakness is Marika’s tears.]


    [Mhm… E-Eh?]


    Aah~ Suddenly, my cheeks get hot.


    [Are you talking about that time when I was crying in the hospital? What’s with that line? Wait… isn’t that a little too cool?]


    [I was putting some effort into it when I said that.]


    [What in the world is that?]


    I laughed. But Aya’s expression was stiff.


    [I didn’t need to spend time with Marika. Our daily meeting was enough. But I knew that my birthday was very important for Marika. I wanted to make it happen, so I thought about what I could do to help.]


    　As if agreeing with her own words, Aya shook her head with a small nod.


    [I gave a little thought about it and did it anyway. I was nervous to talk to your mother, and I wasn’t sure if it would go well or not. But I’m glad it didn’t bother you.]


    [It’s not like I’m bothered by it!]


    I take Aya’s hand. I hope that my feelings will be conveyed to her hands that are always cool.


    [I’m so glad for your feelings and the fact that you came to stay with me… I’m very happy for both of them. Thank you, Aya!]


    [Well then, I’m glad. You’re welcome.]


    Aya smiled thinly and said that line with a look of determination on her face.


    [So I’m going to protect you, okay? I’ll make sure that no one, not a single person, would be able to touch her.]


    Aya stroked my head lightly. 


    [I’ll return Marika’s body to your mother in perfect condition. Don’t worry about anything. Even if a murderer appears, or a demon appears, I’ll fight it off.]


    My family isn’t living in such an inhospitable environment. But Aya’s words made me happy.


    [Yeah… Thanks.]


    I grabbed Aya’s hand and thanked her, looking down in embarrassment.


    I’ve decided to have a relationship with Aya where I can pamper her, be pampered by her, protect her, be protected by her, cherish her, and be cherished by her.


    So I thought it would be okay for today.


    My mom was in the hospital and I was worried about breaking my promise to Aya, so I was really happy to hear her feelings.


    I want to be spoiled by her today. I’m going to be a girl.


    [I love you, Aya.]


    [I love you too, Marika.]


    Aya gently stroked my back as I hugged her.


    My heart keeps pounding when I’m looking at my strong, gentle, and cool lover.


    At that time, I was a maiden in love and I forgot about the consequences I would have to face if I did something like this.


    I realized that if I gave too much of my affection to Aya, I would be in trouble later.


    [Uuu~]


    Bathing in the bathtub, water up to my mouth, moaning.


    No, because …… it’s impossible, right? Or it isn’t? Ah, geez…


    After that, we hugged for a while, but I suddenly felt embarrassed, and out of all things, I said, “I have to take a bath soon!”


    No, it is the perfect timing, considering the time I had to dry my hair and take care of my skin. But that doesn’t mean that I wasn’t in the mood for it. 


    [Well then, what now? Can I come in first? I’m going in now!] The reason I said that was because I wasn’t sure I could stay calm in the bathtub if she went in first.


    Moreover, if Aya asks me to “join her”, I’m sure I’ll make a heart mark in my eyes and say, “Yes~♡”. It’s dangerous! I have to go to school tomorrow.


    So without waiting for Aya’s reply, I quickly went into the bath as if I’m running away.


    I feel like I’m going to fall asleep even though the temperature is lukewarm.
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    [This is bad……]


    What’s even worse is that I’m hoping that Aya will come to me soon. If she does, I can’t run away anymore. That’s why I’ll be in trouble if she comes. But there’s no way I can refuse her. Uu… 


    There’s an old song that says,“Love grows when you don’t see each other.” But it seems that’s not the case for me. The more I talk to Aya, the more my love grows. I feel like that love is going to burst from my chest one day.


    [Nope, it’s funny, isn’t it? The other day, Aya was recording a sex tape of me. So why do I look so naive and innocent?]


    　We’ve been dating for four months now, and if anything, our physical relationship started before that. (It sucks.)


    I should be used to it by now. I should have gotten used to being seen naked, or even taking a bath together. At the very least, I shouldn’t be as nervous as the current me. But at least, I won’t be frightened or freaked out. 


    [I mean, Aya is…… Aya is….really kind……]


    Uh, this is embarrassing.


    　I’m easily influenced by the atmosphere. I wonder if my skill of reading the atmosphere makes me more sensitive to such things than others.


    I look down at my body in the bathtub.


    　The second year of high school. Moderately firm, not too bad looking, pretty clear skin. Not that I’m confident about my looks, but that doesn’t mean I’m not.


    In most places, like the beach or the pool, I can be with any girl without fear, and I’m often praised and talked to.


    My body remembers the feel of Aya’s fingers and lips on every inch of me. From the top of my head to my toes, Aya has touched almost every part of me. I’ve kissed her on the lips, too. Even my mother doesn’t know this. Aya is the only one who understands my body.


    　Uu…


    If I agonized over it any longer, I would indeed be disturbing Aya by taking away her sleep time. I got out of the bathtub as if I was trying to push away an invisible girl’s hand by washing my hair and body and quickly left the bathroom. 


    After putting on my underwear and pajamas, and towel-drying my hair, I went to the living room. I took Aya with me to explain a bit about the washroom.


    [The towels are on the shelf on the right, you can use them as you like while you’re here. Please put your laundry in this basket.]


    [I understand.]


    After sending Aya off to the bathroom, I was sitting on the living room sofa with my mirror and beauty products. When I looked down, I saw Aya’s Boston Bag.


    I was thrilled again by the sense of development in life that drifted from the change of clothes there.


    [Ah, geez…]


    I applied lotion to my face as I was trying to purge my worries with it.


    I applied makeup to myself more carefully than usual, I wore my favorite underwear that was cuter than usual. At this point, I started to question my morality.


    　I look at myself in the mirror in disgust. However, my cheeks were burning for reasons other than the bath.


    I thought to myself, “This girl is in love…” as if it’s someone else’s perspective.


    [Thank you for the bath!]


    [That was quick!]


    Aya came out of the bath unexpectedly quickly.


    [It’s just how I always do it. I only wash my hair and body.]


    [I don’t enter the bathtub.]


    [Oh, maybe she uses the shower more.]


    　I thought that she’d come in her underwear. But in reality, she was wearing her middle school jersey. The casual look of Aya was as if it’s my mood switch.


    　Her jersey was a little small, so the lines of Aya’s waist and hips were highlighted, and the short length of the jersey made it better. As expected from Fuwa Aya.


    Aya, with her wet hair, has a stronger perm hairstyle than usual. Which made her look more mature.


    [Uhm, I’ll be right back with a hairdryer.]


    [Don’t worry, I’ve brought my own.]


    [I see, alright then.]


    Aya also took out some basic cosmetics from her bag and placed them on the table.  Then, she took out a comb and a dryer. Drying our hair side by side, it was like training camp.


    [Aya was on the tennis team in Junior High School, right?]


    [Yes, I’ve always wanted to get into a club back then. My teacher also told me that the way I swung my racket was very deadly.]


    [Ahaha, what in the world was that?]


    [How about you, Marika?]


    [I was in the track and field club. I thought it would be easy because all I had to do was run. But the practice was harder than I thought. I tried doing the 400m run, but I almost died back then…]


    [A runner Marika, that’s kind of cool.]


    [You know, it’ll take me 20 seconds for a 100m run. But running for 400m continuously is really hard, and then one day, I heard that the 400-meter run is the hardest of all! I had been tricked!]


     


    [But, didn’t you stay in the club for 3 years?]


    [You see, I’m an easy girl. So when a kouhai praised me, “You’re really fast, senpai!” I get so excited, and by the end of practice, I’d think, “Okay, I’ll stay in this club.” I guess I’m just a pig that tries to climb a tree when flattened.]


    [But that makes you a really good senpai, Marika.]


    [Eh, really? I knew it.]


    I did think I was a good senpai. Well, my kouhais are like an addition to my friends.


    As we were talking about things, we finished drying our hair.


    　I can smell the scent of soap from Aya, who was standing next to me. Aya looked so vulnerable after her bath that I felt like I wanted to touch her.


    […]


    Our conversation ended and I glanced at Aya’s trimmed fingers.


    “Maybe it’s time…” that’s what I thought.


    [You always go to bed at midnight right, Marika?]


    [Yeah.]


    [Should we go to bed now?]


    I-It’s here!


    An invitation!


    I gulped down a mouthful of my saliva.


    [Uh-huh, let’s go.]


    I nodded and tried not to let my voice falter.


    This is the first time that I’ve lent Aya a room. What if she likes to use aromatics? There are so many different odors mixed in, and other things that I haven’t even taken into consideration…


    I grab a few things and head to my room. Aya is following behind me. The hallway outside the living room is chilly. My body feels chilled.


    But soon after this…


    Ugh, why am I so embarrassed?


    This isn’t good. When I think about the fact I’m going to be doing naughty things in my home where I spend my time with mom and dad… Ugh…


    When I reached the front of my room, I opened the door.


    There’s a name plate on the door that says, “Marika”. I made it back in elementary school during art class. I’m so used to seeing it that it has become a scenery. But it’s different when someone else sees it. I should have bought a better nameplate at Home Depot or something!


    [Uhm, Aya…]


    I open the door, press the switch by the wall to turn on the light, and turn around.


    My heart is beating so fast right now…


    [Yeah.]


    Aya paused her words.


    She stood in the hallway as if there was an invisible wall between us.


    She’s looking at me with her usual plain face.


    [Well then, good night, Marika.]


    And then she closed the door.


    The sound of footsteps fade away. Alone, in front of the door, I blinked repeatedly.


    　………….Eh!?


    In a dark room without lights, laying on my bed while snuggling inside my blanket, I looked up at the dark ceiling.


    　………….Huh？


    I am still confused about what had just happened…….


    I mean, Aya is here to stay right? Eh?


    Why am I sleeping here alone?


    Eh, what is this feeling, it’s cold. That’s not right, the futon is warm and snug, but somehow it feels cold. It’s cold. My heart feels bitter. And I feel like the bed is larger than usual…..


    In the end, Aya retreated to the living room, without laying a finger on me.


    The Aya I know and love. I feel like something’s wrong about her. Is there some kind of contagious disease going on? Or maybe an STD? Or is she with someone else? Nonono that can’t be….. I’ve become too paranoid lately. 


    It can’t be helped! Because Aya is not coming anyways!


    She didn’t even give me one! A good night kiss!


    My legs are all mushy as if they want something. But there’s no warmth there, only cool sheets…..


    What is this, is this the rumored “neglect play” I often hear about? Is there anyone who genuinely likes this kind of play?  It just makes me feel lonely……


    It’s not like I’m disappointed or something…… I don’t know what Aya’s intentions are, but sometimes you’re not in the mood for it, right? There are times when you’re tired, or maybe “Ah… today’s Marika is not cute, guess I’ll leave her for now,” a thought like that……? I feel like I’m going to cry anytime soon.


    The cold words of my delusional Aya, made me feel selfishly unhappy.


    If it was the usual Aya, she would have barged into my room without a single word, done whatever she wanted with my body, and wouldn’t stop even if I told her I didn’t want to.


    And then she’ll whisper something in my ear, “Because Marika likes this kind of thing, right? Since you didn’t say the safeword, I’m sure you’re the one enjoying this kind of thing.”


    The gap between my fantasy and reality makes me tingle for a bit.


    And then, when I blame Aya for messing up my body, she would always look happy and say, “See, it feels good doesn’t it? That’s because Marika’s body is so naughty, right?”


    As if Aya would do that to me… (TN: I think the previous statement was Marika’s fantasy for that night.)


    [Ah…]


    I gently slid my fingers inside my pyjamas.


    [Aya……]


    As I wrap myself in the blanket, I think about Aya. Her fingers… They’re white, long, thin, and soft like flower petals… A sweet feeling slowly spreads through my heart.


    [……Ah……]


    Aya’s sleeping in the room next to mine across the hall, and there’s me, wondering why I’m doing this kind of thing alone. I really think that this is wrong. It makes me feel so shabby and miserable.


    Yet, I couldn’t stop my hands from groping my breasts and my lower half…


    [Aya……Aya……]


    I sniffed my pillow. The scent of the shampoo and conditioner soaked into the pillow is mine… But today, Aya smelled exactly like this.


    Eventually, my lower half started to feel wet and slippery. But unlike Aya’s touch, my poor fingering couldn’t make me feel good. But my body was completely in a trance.


    [Aya… More… Touch me more, wouldn’t you?]


    I was frustrated. I rubbed my sensitive spot as rough as I could.


    But… It feels different. I can only feel a rough stimulus. Aya’s touch was gentle, but it gave a sharp stimulus that pierced my sensitive spot like a needle. But I couldn’t feel it in my touch.


    However, after spending about ten times as much time as Aya usually does, by pressing, pinching, and rubbing it with my fingers, I finally feel a strong wave of pleasure rushing throughout my body.


    [Ah~, Ahn, Ahh~, Aya, Ah~n, Aya…]


    With my toes tucked in, my body begins to stiffen and twitch, preparing for the wave. I closed my eyes lightly, and behind my eyelids, I could see Aya’s cruel and sweet smile.


    That girl enveloped my whole body, forcing me to shake my head, and made my mind go blank.


    Drowning in such a fantasy, I call out Aya’s name.


    [S-stop… Aya-, I can’t… Mmh~]


    At that exact moment, the door to the living room opened with a bang.


    Emh?!


    The peach-colored mist that had enveloped me until a moment ago dissipated in an instant.


    I felt as if a curtain had fallen down while I was getting dressed. I kept my mouth shut and completely stifled any hint that I was doing anything indecent.


    The sound of someone walking in the hallway. It was getting closer and closer  to me.


    Is that Aya? Don’t tell me… this is Yobai in real life? (Yobai: an act where an unmarried boy crawls at night to his girlfriend’s room to make his intention unknown.)


    It’s possible that Aya deliberately did this. That pervert could’ve done something like that.


    Ehm… Anyway, isn’t this a bad thing?


    I mean, the current me is…


    I checked my lower half, and it turns out that it’s not slimy anymore. Rather, it looks like a spilled vanilla milkshake.


    If Aya finds out about this, she’s going to give me the cold shoulder for the next year. 


    I-I’m not a perverted girl!


    No, I don’t want Aya to have that kind of impression towards me. Please don’t come, please don’t come. I quietly listen to the sound of her footsteps.


    　Aya headed to the bathroom. I heard the faint sound of water and then the creaking sound of the bathroom door along with the sound of footsteps. Aya next destination is…


    It’s the living room. Aya went back to the living room.


    Ayaa….


    I felt a mixture of relief and disappointment that she didn’t show up. At this point, I don’t know what was going on inside my head…


    Oh well, I didn’t feel like doing that act again anymore…


    I turned over and forcibly closed my eyes.


    My body is tingling and the heat is building up in my body. All I can see right now is a lonely bed. I know it’ll go away if I just throw away my shame and go to the living room and seduce Aya.


    But… 


    There’s no way I could do that…


    Even though Aya had come to stay with me, I still felt like crying. This muddy feeling… will it go away if I sleep over it?


    The night was spent away in a daze.


    It’s human nature to have the desire to sleep. Maybe it’s because I was so tired from all the things that happened last night. But before I knew it, I seemed to have fallen asleep.


    The alarm clock that I set for 7 o’clock wakes me up. I open the curtains, it’s sunny outside. I can feel the tingling cold air through the glass. Wow, it’s going to be cold again today.


    I was about to head for the living room, wearing a coat.  Then I remembered that Aya is staying with me for a week. I should wear a cute cardigan today.


    I wear my slippers and go to the washroom. I waited for the hot water to run and then washed my face and brushed my teeth. After getting myself back to the swing of things, I entered the living room. There, I was greeted by the warm air from the heater. It was warm.


    　Aya was already up and dressed in her uniform. She even had her hair done.


    [Aya~, Ohayou~.]


    [Good Morning.]


    [Did you sleep well?]


    [Yeah.]


    [Ah… I see. That’s good, then.]


    For a moment, l saw a glimpse of what happened last night. But I waved them away with a wave of my hand. It’s a new morning, a new day. Let’s switch our gear up.


    I turn on the air humidifier, but there’s no water in it. So I went to the kitchen to fill up the tank, and put the tank back in place, then turned it on. It gets cold real quick when I’m near the humidifier, so I retire back to the sofa. 


    [Marika, what do you want for breakfast?]


    [Oh right, by the way, I forgot to buy anything yesterday.]


    [I’m going to the supermarket then, do you have anything you want?]


    I looked back at Aya, who was wearing a scarf in a hurry.


    [Eh wait, I’m coming with you as well!]


    [You can’t go outside dressed like that. Why don’t you change while I’m going to the supermarket?]


    It’s embarrassing to be told by a gorgeous woman who’s clean and beautiful already in the morning.


    [Okaay~.]


    　Aya was going at her own pace, as usual. I can’t have her going into the supermarket in this cold weather alone while I was lazing around in a warm living room. So I decided to dress myself up.


    　I set up my hair iron in front of the bathroom and curled my hair. The warmth of the iron was addictive during the winter. As I hurriedly made my bangs, Aya came home.


    [Sorry, you can eat first!]


    Once I started to worry about it, I felt like it was a huge blunder to go out in front of Aya in a dazed state of sleep. The voice of last night’s “I don’t think you look cute today, so I guess I’ll leave her for now.” echoed in my head. No, actually, she didn’t say that!


    I-I’m going to do a little make-up… I want Aya to think that I’m cute in the morning…


    That’s why… I should start doing my morning makeup. It’s a race against time. Let’s go!


    　I used an eyebrow brush to trim my eyebrows, and then applied a thin layer of a pink-beige base. The kind of foundation that would last until after school. After applying liquid foundation, I applied a bit of powder.


    　I wore 14mm clear pink contacts. I put them in as if I were staring into a mirror to make my naked eyes look a little bigger, then I quickly drew my eyeliner. This was the part I needed to concentrate on the most.


    I can’t spend too much time on this… I hope I don’t screw up…


    I opened the lid of the tiny tube and applied a brown eyeshadow with a brush, gave it a fluffy touch, and then made a slight tear bag.  Onto the most important part, my eyelashes.


    　I use an eyelash curler that makes your eyelashes stand up, and then used a mascara base to enhance the curve effect. After that, I applied mascara to the upper and lower lashes, and I’m now almost done.


    A quick sweep of blush to balance the whole look, and then the lips.


    To make sure it’s not too heavy for winter, I applied a gentle pink with a hint of mixed berries and I’m done.


    I checked my appearance from various angles… Yep, it’s perfect, It’s cute. I’m sure Aya will love it.


    In the end, I felt like I had created a perfect portrait of me with a lot of effort, but it turned out okay.


    [I’m sorry for making you wait, Aya~] When I walked into the living room, Aya was sitting at the dining table instead of eating. It seemed that she was waiting for me. I’m sorry, Aya.


    [Forgive me for making you wait.]


    [It’s alright.]


    Aya stared at me. The pressure of her gaze makes me squirm a little. When I broke out in a cold sweat, she laughed and I asked her, [What?]


    Aya giggled with gentle eyes, as if she was looking at her little sister dressed up for the seven-five-three festival.


    [You’re cute, even in the morning, Marika.]


    [U-Uhm.. Yeah!]


    With such a little compliment, I felt as if all the time and technique I’ve spent by watching videos and magazines had been rewarded.


    What happened last night was still one sidedly rooted in my mind, though!





*****




  


  

 
  
    I ate my breakfast across from Aya, and we both grabbed our bags while leaving the room. I locked the door, went down the elevator together, and spent the rest of the time chatting on our way to the station.


    It was an ordinary morning before the winter break. But the reason why today feels so special is that Aya is next to me.


    [You’re working part-time today right, Marika?]


    [Ah, that’s right. Aya, you’re going home first, right? I’ll be home around eight o’clock, so I’ll give you my duplicate key.]


    [Duplicate keys]


    On the platform of the station, crowded with commuters, I gave Aya the duplicate key to my apartment, which I had removed from the key ring. She took the key as if it were a piece of jewelry.


    I was tickled by her exaggerated reaction.


    [So, yeah. You can go ahead and go home first. Don’t forget to turn on the heater and make yourself at home.]


    [I, I understand.]


    Aya wraps the key in a handkerchief and tucks it deep into her bag. That key is not important evidence, Aya…


    [Do you want me to pick you up at the station?]


    [It’s fine, eight o’clock is still just in time for my curfew. I’ll be fine.]


    [Ok then, I’ll pick you up. Call me when you get to your part-time job]


    Oi, Aya. You need to listen to what others say!


    Well, it’s not like I hate the fact that Aya’s going to pick me up or anything.


    [By the way, Marika, do you ever go out to eat at night?]


    [I don’t think I go out that much, why?]


    [I thought I’d make something since I’m staying at your house. Moreover, I don’t have a part-time job today. So I’ll have to borrow your kitchen, if that’s okay.]


    [Eh?! That sounds great!]


    Aya’s home cooking! My first!


    Then a train came to the platform in front of us. Aya was surprised at my sudden excitement, but she made a throaty, [Uhm] sound.


    [Well then, I’ll think of a menu. Is there anything you don’t like?]


    [Nothing in particular! What I like the most is Aya, though!]


    Aya laughed at me when I said that in a cheerful mood as we boarded the train. The strap on her bag, Benjamin Baroque, swayed. I also have a matching Benjamin Baroque in my bag.


    I wonder if Aya will welcome me with a home-cooked meal in the evening.


    Ah, mou! Such happiness~!


    Aya’s sweet and gentle atmosphere made me think, “Wow, this is going to happen tonight… Maybe she won’t let me sleep… Aya loves me so much~!”, my heart swelled with happy anticipation.


    I arrived at the classroom with a light step, like a newlywed. I left Aya and went to my seat. I was smiling and wondering if school would end soon.


    Three of my classmates arrived. Hm?


    It wasn’t Marika’s group that was there.


    [Good morning, Marika.]


    It’s Reina Nishida, a party person. It’s unusual for her to talk to me. And why is she bringing two of her friends along with her? Nishida herself is 160cm tall, so she’s intimidating.


    [Good morning, Nishida]


    She waved her hand lightly with a cool look on her face. With the atmosphere of a mature girl around her, Nishida is the class leader in a mature fashion. If Fuwa Aya is the queen of the moon, then Nishida is the Queen of the sun. Moreover, she’s an active fashion model. She’s even been on TV before. In summary, she has a strong presence in the class.


    She’s tall, thin, has a pair of wide eyes, and is always surrounded by four or five people around her. So she doesn’t have much contact with the other groups.


    [So? How can I help you?]


    My classmates…, Kishinami and Tomatsu, are looking at me alternately. No, no matter how you think about it, I thought Nishida’s the one who’s going to talk. I’m suspicious of their intentions, so I made a confused face and tilted my head.


    Then, Kishinami stepped in between us.


    [Nothing special, It’s just… the name Sakakibara has been under the radar lately. To tell you the truth, she’s losing her presence.]


    [Ah, yeah, I totally understand that]


    Tomatsu agrees, claps her hands, and starts to laugh.


    Hey, hey! I don’t mind if the one telling me that is Nishida. But you guys are just her subordinates! I don’t need to be told like that by someone who’s just getting closer with Nishida to stand out in school! It’s true that since Aya joined our group, she’s the only one who stands out, but still!


    　But Still!!


    [Eh~ Is that so?]


    Nishida screamed, and Kishinami and Tomatsu looked at me in horror.


    [I think Reina-san has gotten more beautiful lately. That color contact is a new color, right? What do they look like?]


    [Ah, yeah, I do agree with you. It looks natural even in darker places. But I think a light brown would be better for Nishida-san though.]


    [You’re right, Marika. I’ve always thought that you’re the only one who understands Reina-san]


    [Ahaha, What are you talking about?]


    Nishida unfolded her arms and laughed, and the two behind her looked at each other awkwardly, as if she had made them follow her. I don’t know what’s going on, but I think I’ve stepped on the Queen’s tail. I’m sorry for your loss, Queen.


    [What I mean is… do you have a boyfriend or anything by any chance?]


    [Eh? Of course not, what are you talking about?]


    [I wonder why are you panicking]


    That’s because it’s not a boyfriend, it’s a girlfriend!


    I remembered that Aya had said that she wanted to announce it. But I convinced her to knock that idea off. 


    But of course, I couldn’t tell Nishida that I was dating Aya, so I decided to just play it off.


    [Oh well, it’s fine. I broke up with my boyfriend, so I’m single now.]


    [Ah, are you talking about your photographer?]


    [Yeah, that one. He said that he wants to get married to me after High School and he told me that he’ll make me happy for the rest of my life. But of course, I ain’t going to be a housewife at that age, right? I’m planning on going to college after high school, and then I’m going to work.]


    [Oh, so you’re the type of person who works hard, huh? I’m not that kind of person]


    [He’s not a bad guy for sure. But… we have different values, so we just parted ways. Though, I’m sure he will find his sleeping beauty soon. And then there’s this thing]


    Nishida looks down at me meaningfully. I suddenly got nervous because of the way he looked at me. Is it..possible…eh?


    Suddenly, my eyes met Shirahata Hinano as she entered the classroom. Her hair was tied with a two-piece knot and hung down in front of her, dyed in blue to top it off. She symbolizes freedom of our high school rules, and a charismatic shopkeeper in Harajuku. 


    She stares at me intensely, with no understanding of the situation, I raise my thumbs and nod deeply. She had a look in his eyes that said, “You’re a woman who can mess with a woman, and you should know it.


    Wait, no, no, no. It can’t be right.


    I mean, there’s no way I can confess that in front of her and her two cronies! How am I supposed to show my face when I meet Aya!


    And then, Nishida smirked


    [Hey, how about you go out with me for a while?]


    [Where to?!]


    I rattled my hands on the desk and stood up.


    Nishida squirmed a bit and answered my question.


    [A mixer]


    a…


    Yep, I expected this much.


    　Marika-san、Your standards were a bit out of context weren’t they?. It’s weird, isn’t it? Up until recently, I was on Nishida’s side. Why are two women going out becoming my standards as of lately… I’d usually blame Aya for this. 


    And then, I sat down on my chair.


    [Nee, it’s fine, right? I can’t get excited without you. Well, Reina-san can have lots of fun on her own, but how about we match you with our school “pinch hitter”, how about that?]


    Nope. sorry. I have a girlfriend already.


    I’ll tell you what, Who in the world is he?　What kind of guy?　But If I start to say those kinds of stuff, it’ll lead to a situation where I’d end up lying. So I decided to encourage Nishida while giving off an unreasonable girl vibe.


    [Ehmm… When?]


    [December 24th]


    It’s Christmas eve. Definitely not. It makes it easier for me to say no, which is a huge advantage.


    [I’m sorry, but I have a prior engagement]


    I put my hands together and I bow my head.


    And then, for some reason, the two people behind Nishida-san looked relieved.. Well, since the Nishida group has quite a few people, why did she bother to invite me?


    As I was thinking about that, Nishida came close to my face.


    [Eh? But, you said that you don’t have a boyfriend, right? Did you falsely report this to Reina-san? That..](TN: I think Nishida refers to herself as Reina here)


    The words were joking, but Nishida’s eyes weren’t smiling at all. Please don’t suddenly get grumpy and look at me like a wolf to its prey just because I rejected you. It’s scary


    I held up both of my hands to calm Nishida down.


    [I’m having a Christmas party with my friends. It’s at a restaurant I know]


    [Oh, with your friends. Are you aiming to find someone there?]


    [Ahaha, that might be the case. But unfortunately, it’s a girls-only Christmas gathering this year.]


    Nishida lifts her eyebrows naturally.


    [Isn’t it lonely doing a women-only party?]


    There’s a part of me that thinks, “Sure, it’s only natural for someone like Nishida to respond in that way.” I mean, I was thinking about the same thing until half a year ago.


    I don’t know what I need to say in these situations.


    Maybe I would’ve laughed like an idiot and said, “That’s right!” to follow up her conversation. But the current me can’t possibly say that. Is this what they call evolution… but backward? I don’t understand anymore. For the time being, I answered Nishida with, “Nope, I love my friends!”. (This is a fact, a fact!)


    Nishida looked like she didn’t understand at all.


    [But it’s your only Christmas in second grade. You can always party with your friends, right? Is it okay to waste an event like that?]


    Who are you to call it a waste!


    It’s an insensitive and blunt thing to say. But I guess that’s the normal way of thinking in this school or even the world in general


    I know that if we’re going to read the atmosphere and act like some safe popular-people actions, we should gently move on and go aim for laughs.


    I understand that but…


    [Isn’t it fine? It’s up to each person to decide which makes them happier. Spending Christmas with their dearest friends… or spending Christmas at a party laughing at a total stranger.]


    The words that came out of my mouth were somewhat sharp for Nishida-san.


    [Ha? What in the world is that?]


    She narrowed her eyes on me.


    [WHo are you to talk carelessly to me?]


    This is bad, by the time I had realized that, I was too late.


    I mean, I’ve rejected Nishida’s invitation, right? Moreover, in front of her cronies as well. Now I’ve done it.


    Oh well, now that I’ve done it, I guess there’s no turning back!


    [It can’t be helped, right? Nishida’s friends have high standards, right? If I were to join your party, I’d get nervous.. In that case, I’d rather hang out with my friends, I know it’s 100% fun]


    Nishida crossed her arms again.


    [I think you’re being too defensive. Reina-san also cares about her friends, but we’re not talking about that right now, we’re talking about Christmas. Wee, I guess that can’t be helped if you have a prior engagement, though~]


    Nishida smiled openly as the people around her began to pay attention to her.


    She already says what she wants to say, and then she backs off. In this sense, Nishida is similar to me. She’s always concerned about her position and stands her ground.


    Aya and Hinano are the types who are willing to fight until the last point. There’s no fear in themselves.


    I patted my chest and said, “Well, I guess it’s okay if we both end up with the same level of pain”.


    There are times when I have to fight to maintain my popularity in class. But it’s not that I like to fight! I did it because I have to!


    [Well then, let me know if you change your plans for christmas]


    Nishida waves her hand and walked away with her cronies. I replied it with, [Oh…], and the scene was finished with a somewhat mended feeling.


    But…


    [Marika, let’s discuss the Christmas party]


    And then, Chisaki came over and said something like that, as if to change the topic between us.


    　Chi, Chisaki!


    Nishida and Chisaki are like cat-and-dog. I don’t know the details but, apparently, they had a serious fight when they were in first grade. 


    Nishida turned around and stared in my direction.


    [Ha, what’s with the sudden appearance? Disgusting.]


    See! Just look at how she reacted to Chisaki.


    [Mari’s been getting into trouble with some annoying women, I’m worried about her.]


    [I don’t understand what you’re talking about. I didn’t remember inviting you to our conversation, how annoying. Marika, I think you should choose your friends properly.]


    [Ha ha ha…]


    Nishida, followed by Kishinami and Tomatsu went back to their seats, making the atmosphere worse. Chisaki then clicked her tongue.


    [It’s up to us to decide whether we want to go out with other women or not. If Yume hears something about this, we’ll be in trouble again]


    [Ah, so that’s your reason?]


    Chisaki is going out with a girl from her class, Yume. So that’s why she’s against Nishida’s opinion.


    However, as high school girls, we have no choice but to get along with it. It’s not that I’m giving up my relationship, but I’m trying to adapt to the school system.


    In essence, “Air” is the power of numbers by the majority. It’s not good to fight against it with your own power.


    Well, there are some special cases, like Aya, who can take on the “air” by herself. That’s why she can easily vent out the “air” without having trouble, you know.


    In fact, Chisaki usually spends her time being careful about the “air”, so I think the reason why she’s upset right now is her annoyance towards Nishida.


    [But Chisaki, don’t get involved in a conflict by yourself, okay?]


    [Unless you want me to. Anyway, you’ve changed, Mari.]


    [Eh? What is?]


    Chisaki’s frown turned into a smile.


    [Nothing big. In that kind of situation, the old Mari always going along with the other person. The old Mari is the type of girl who’s trying not to make conflicts. I used to think of you that way, and it’s not like I’m bothered by it. But lately, Mari’s always trying to say what she wants to say, right?]


    [Eh, really?]


    I’m not really aware of it. Because I’ve been saying whatever I want to say for a long time.


    [I couldn’t do anything to rebel against Nishida. So I wonder if you’ve changed since you went out with Fuwa. I thought you must really like her.]


    That last part was conveyed in a hushed voice so that I could hear it.


    Huh? Is that so? Well, it’s true that I’ve started to say whatever I want to Aya.


    I glanced at Aya, who was sitting in a corner of the classroom with her textbook spread out.


    [Hmm..]


    I’m not sure about that statement… But if Chisaki says so, then I guess it’s true…


    Well, that’s okay. I’m sure that Chisaki was worried about me and came to rescue me. I’ll try to lighten the mood here.


    [I didn’t think that Chisaki loved me this much, though]


    When I said this while smiling, Chisaki was embarrassed and looked confused.


    [Well, in what context? As a friend, right?]


    [Are you concerned that Yume will be jealous of me again?]


    She’s somewhat annoyed.


    And then, Chisaki started to stare at my face.


    [Eh? Nani?]


    [Mari, you don’t seem to be constrained by your lover, right? She seems to think that it’s enough to have fun when you meet each other]


    [What’s with the sudden question? Anyway, I guess so]


    [Mari, do you have any plans to break up with Aya?]


    [Can you please stop?!]


    Why are you trying to hit on me?! I don’t want to build such a complicated relationship with you, I swear!


    　and then Chisaki was laughing as if she was going to reveal something.


    [That’s a lie. Mari is not my type]


    I don’t care about what you like, I don’t care!


    I thought it was going to be awkward because of the atmosphere. But during the next break, Nishida came over to make small talk with me in a normal way. She had this, “I don’t really mind about it again” appeal. That’s one of the points that I like about you, Nishida. You have a big heart that doesn’t let things drag you.


    Her diplomatic skills are as good as a group leader. I’ve always thought that Nishida and I really have the fundamental way of thinking. 


    During the whole talk, Chisaki and I didn’t even make single eye contact!


    The same thing happens after school, It ended peacefully. I went to the family restaurant where I worked after school.


    As soon as I entered the break room while saying “Thanks for your hard work~”. I was dragged into the changing room by Sae who was standing by.


    [hii, That stings.]


    [Depending on your answer…]


    　Seriously?


    Sae thrusts her phone at me. There was an SOS message on it that I had left unanswered. Ah, I totally forgot about that…


    [What’s this? What are you doing? Is it fun to cut off my sleep time?]


    [I’m sorry, but I couldn’t get to sleep either, so I guess we’re even]


    [I don’t want to hear your reasonings!]


    Sae who misunderstands something closed her ears with a bright red face.


    　She looks like a neat and composed young lady, but she’s actually as noisy as ever. Sae Enomoto, a senior in high school, has been through a lot with Aya back then in Middle School, and a lot with me too. But we’re friends now. We’re going to be friends at least until Sae and Aya make up.


    [Oh well, I’m glad that you’re alright]


    [Hahaha], I laughed seeming lonely


    [Is that not the case?]


    I told her how Aya had come to stay with me, saying that my mother had actually been hospitalized. Sae listened attentively. She’s basically a kind and honest girl. But she’s so honest that she often gets out of control.


    [That’s how it was… In the end, Aya didn’t lay her hand on me…]


    When I remembered that, I started to feel less excited… Aya came to stay with me, but I ended up masturbating while thinking about her.


    [I wonder why, Sae?]


    [I don’t know, since I’m not a woman that has a face of the so-called “national treasure” face. But are you sure that she’s not cheating on you?]


    [Nope, Not at all]


    [Aren’t you too quick to say that?]


    [That’s… Because Aya likes me]


    [You don’t know how popular she was in Junior High, so you can’t say that]


    [Please don’t talk about a person’s girlfriend as if she’s only good looking]


    Even though I was annoyed, I couldn’t help but listen to Aya’s past.


    [But Aya didn’t even have any friends, did she?]


    I started to change my clothes into the uniform of the family restaurant, and Sae was changing hers as well


    [What are you talking about, Marika-chan? A girl can have a boyfriend even if she doesn’t have any friends.]


    [What a nasty thing to say!]


    I can’t help but imagine all the men and women who are attracted to Aya’s looks and try to hit on her.


    Of course, if such a beautiful were to be alone every day, there would be people who wanted to take a chance and confess their love for her. Aya herself isn’t the type to talk about love, and since she has no friends around her, there’s no way for people to find out that she’s been rejected. It’s a very safe tile. (safe tile = no-risk choice)


    [Hmm, what a convenient woman, Fuwa Aya…]


    [That’s right, she didn’t make any excuses when I was questioning her. After that, I went back to my classroom.]


    [Reflect on it]


    [I’m sorry]


    Sae bowed his head deeply. I’ll keep telling you to reflect about that forever


    [Oh well, jokes aside…]


    As I stared at her, Sae broke out in a cold sweat and hurriedly returned to her story.


    [Well, if I were Aya in that same TPO, I think it would be hard for me to lay my hands on you.]


    [Eh, Why?]


    [I mean, your mother was in the hospital and she came to stay as your aide, right? She pretended to be your friend, and hid the fact that she’s your girlfriend. That’s why she’d feel guilty if she were to lay a hand on you.]


    Nope, there’s no such thing as… eh?


    I stare at Sae as she unbuttons her shirt.


    Her breasts are huge no matter how many times I’ve seen them. Isn’t it?


    [I wonder if Aya cares about that]


    [It’s true that Aya Fuwa is an impudent and self-centered woman, who never loses her mind at any time. She’s a sorceress who uses her beauty, which is said to be one of the best in 10.000 years,  to devour all kinds of women and make them fall in love with her]


    [Who in the world is that?]


    [A sorceress who’s built up a reputation]


    Sae repeated that in a serious tone. Is that your only view towards Aya? Look at the reality!


    [Anyway, as far as I can see, it seems that Aya has a special place in her heart for Marika. I think Marika is the only one she cherished.]


    Said Sae about her opinion. Then, I looked up at Sae.


    [That’s why she didn’t lay a hand on you, am I wrong?]


    [I don’t know…]


    Sae finishes changing into her uniform, pouting. The -checked apron skirt in pale blue and the white blouse are impressive and clean, but when Sae puts it on, it emphasizes her voluptuous breasts and is a bit erotic.


    [Anyway, I don’t think you have any sense of decency when you ask me about Fuwa Aya]


    [Really?]


    [Let’s see… I’m the woman who tried to stab Fuwa Aya and was thrown away. It is an abomination to both of us. It is true that I am the only one who understands Fuwa Aya at the core, perhaps more than anyone else in the world]


    But Aya doesn’t build any empire though?


    [Eh, then, since you’re an abomination, how about not coming to the Christmas Eve party?]


    [That’s just mean!]


    She screamed like a little puppy, I smirked.


    [I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but thanks for the consultation session]


    [Mmm, I don’t mind. In fact, I used your invitation as a reason to turn down the manager’s invitation to a Christmas concert.]


    [Oh, really? I see, so you had other plans, huh? I’m sorry. As expected…]


    [I’m going!]


    I’m sorry for teasing you, Sae. But teasing you acts like a healing spell for me.


    After I finished changing, I tied my hair back with a hair band and candy shaped pins.


    [Speaking of which, the manager was having a Christmas concert? I didn’t get invited]


    [It’s because I told her that I had business with Marika-chan. It seems that most of the other part-timers are going. Maybe the manager’s piercing will increase again.]


    [What in the world is that?]


    [About The Manager… I heard that every time she goes out with a girl, she makes her partner pierced her own ear.]


    [W-What the…]


    It’s kind of amazing. Instead of piercing the ear of the partner, she makes them pierce her own ear. What kind of sexality is that?


    [Ehm, Is the manager that type of person in the first place?]


    Our conversation changed topics to the manager’s story.


    Maybe because Sae listened to me, my heart felt much lighter.


    I mean, I knew that Aya cared for me, and it made a lot of sense now.


    But if that’s the case, why didn’t you just say so, Aya?


    Oh well, for now. Today too, let’s work hard! 


    After my part-time job, the manager praised me saying, “You were more energetic than usual today, and your voice too, not to mention your smile either.” 


    Of course I did, I mean, my girlfriend who cares about me is waiting for me at home!




*****




  


  


  
    [I’m back~]


    I came back to the apartment with Aya, who had come to pick me up at the station.


    I quickly take off my shoes and open my arms to Aya, who comes behind me.


    [And then… Welcome back, Aya!]


    Aya was a little surprised, and then she mumbled shyly.


    [I-I’m home… Marika]


    [Yeah]


    I’m really happy. Coming home to your loved ones… Ah~ This is bliss… Since we’re in this kind of situation… Do you want to kiss me or something?


    But nothing happened. Aya walked past me and said, [Dinner’s ready], and went to the living room. Aya… You’re embarrassed, aren’t you? I have a lot of time on my hands right now, so that’s fine.


    I was pleased to see a pair of black loafers neatly arranged at the entrance. So I lined up mine next to Aya’s, and went into the living room in a happy mood.


    The living room was warm, and the scent of milk wafted through the air.


    [Wow, what’s that? Cream Stew?]
 [Correct. I’ll have it ready for you. So go ahead and change first.]
 [Oka~ay]


    I went into my cold room and changed into my loungewear. I put on a large sweater, border pants, and thick socks. And then, I came back to the living room finding cream stew, a baguette, and potato salad on the table.


    [Wow, amazing. It’s Aya’s handmade cooking!]
 [The baguette is bought from the store though.]
 [It’s fine. We don’t have any bread machines either.]


    I sat down in front of Aya. Ehehe, it looks delicious!


    [It’s amazing huh… The fact that Aya can cook… I only help out my mom once in a while, but I can’t cook much, so I respect you.]


    [I don’t have a lot of repertoire, I only make my own food once in a while]


    [Ehehe… Anyway, without further ado, Itadakimasu~!] (TN: There’s no way that you don’t know this word, right?)


    I took a spoonful of cream stew filled with vegetables and ate it. It was sweet and delicious. One thing I realized after eating Aya’s cream stew. She likes to have a lot of broccoli in her stew.


    [Mhm~ It’s so good! I’m so hungry from my part-time job, so I can eat as much as I want!]


    [There’s more than enough for tomorrow’s breakfast, so you can eat as much as you want.]


    [Ya~y!]


    I clapped my hands to show how happy I am towards Aya.


    Aya had a softer smile on her face than usual when she saw me eating. I’m happy because Aya’s cooking is delicious while Aya is also happy to see me eat well. What a (convenient) win-win relationship!


    That night, we were having a nice meal, eating stew with baguette, and picking at potato salad made from leftover potatoes.


    And then, the doorbell rang.


    [Oh, it’s your aunt. She said that she’d come to check on us today, so I’m going to greet her.]


    [Ah yes, I should say hello as well.]


    I don’t remember anything about this, but I think my mom was the one telling Aya about this. And then, I got up from my seat.


    I checked the intercom. Just like Aya said, It was my aunt. I unlocked the auto-lock at the entrance of the apartment and waited for a while, then the doorbell rang once again.


    When I opened the front door, my aunt raised her hand and said, “Hi”. She looked young and cute, wearing a khaki trench coat and her hair neatly done around her shoulders. She’s my mom’s sister, so she should be in her late thirties, but she looks like she’s in her twenties.
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    [Sorry for bothering you~]


    [No, it’s okay, since you’re someone close to me. But my sister is too worried. I mean, Marika-chan, you’re already a high school student.]


    [I know right~]


    My aunt has always treated me like a grown-up woman, which makes me feel both happy and embarrassed.


    And then, my aunt turned her eyes to the girl next to me.


    [It’s nice to meet you. To have such a beautiful girl staying with you Marika, I’m happy for you.]


    [I’m Fuwa Aya. I’m indebted to you.]


    Aya bowed her head politely.


    [Also, I’ve heard that you’re really strong, that’s great. When Marika was born, I kinda wanted her to learn some kind of martial arts, too. It’s cool, but she didn’t want to because Marika was afraid of getting hurt. But when I look at you, I think I should’ve made you done it, Marika,]


    Well, that thing did happen in the past. But looking at Aya, her posture is always good and her body is well-developed as well, I think I should’ve done the same.


    [You’re exaggerating it]


    My aunt laughed at Aya and held out a plastic bag to me.


    [Well then, I’m just going to leave for now. My place is 20 minutes away from here, so let me know if you need anything. Here’s some souvenirs]


    Inside the bags, there were and in it. Auntie, I appreciate your concern but… aren’t these foods meant for writers or mangaka near the deadline?


    Aya stopped my aunt when my aunt was about to leave. I think Aya wonders if she really came only to check on me.


    [Wait]


    [Hm?]


    The atmosphere was as serious as a confession in the confession room.


    [I’ll definitely protect Marika. So be rest assured, I’ll definitely protect her.]


    After a brief moment, my aunt’s laughter burst out.


    Eh, what is this situation? I’m totally embarrassed right now.


    [You don’t have to be nervous around me. But thank you for convincing me. That line was something like you’re asking “can I take your daughter?”, wasn’t it? High school girls are really close, huh~]


    After laughing for a while, my aunt bid farewell to us and left…


    [Hmm… Aya…]


    When I looked at Aya in embarrassment, her cheeks were also red.


    [Yeah, I’ll do my best… I will]


    I turned on my heel and followed Aya as she hurriedly returned to the living room.


    [But like my aunt said, you don’t have to get too worked up. I’m having a lot of fun with Aya coming to stay with us.]


    […]


    Eh, why are you quiet now?


    When we returned to the dining table and faced each other, Aya’s expression was stiff.


    [Hey, Aya, what’s wrong?]


    [What is?]


    [No, what’s more, the air is chilly… Do you have a stomachache?]


    [No, I’m fine.]


    Your face doesn’t really show that you’re fine. I put my hand on the dining table and extend it towards Aya.


    [Here, Aya. Hand.]


    […No, we can’t do that, Marika.]


    A straightforward rejection. Eh!?


    [Why!? What did I do!?]


    [Y-Yeah, that’s not what I meant. But I swore to her mother. I have to do it right.]


    Aya speaks up with the seriousness of a desperate commander whose city has been surrounded by enemy soldiers.


    [I have to protect Marika. It’s not good for me to have thoughts like that. That’s why I’m not going to have any evil thoughts.]


    [O-Oh.]


    [That’s why.]


    […Ummm…No sorry, I don’t get it.]


    Aya clenched her fist tightly, like she was squeezing an apple.


    [No matter what kind of villainous, violent, or atrocious people appear, I will protect you with all my might. That’s what my power is for. For today, for this day.]


    [This is modern Japan!]


    I shake the passionate Aya. Wake up!


    According to my talk with Sae, Aya is feeling guilty.


    But this is totally different. It’s not like I’m overreacting. How did this happen?


    [Aya is not like this! It’s more like she lives her life at her own pace, unhurriedly! She has no sense of responsibility, no sense of duty… and so…]


    My tone of voice became weaker and weaker.


    Aya cares about me in a special way. I understand that. And Aya is the kind of person who wouldn’t mind paying a million yen for a special someone. She’s always been like this when she’s turned on.


    [So, you’re saying, you’re not going to do anything with me for the rest of the week?]


    Aya nodded deeply, heavily and quietly.


    [Because I swore to your mother. I will never touch you. During this week, I will only be a weapon to protect you.]


    How could this be! I was so excited to be living with my girlfriend for a week, but it turns out she was actually a weapon…


    I-I’m really disappointed…


    The dream life I had drawn in the sky was crumbling into a heap.


    I don’t know what to do, I don’t know what to do.


    [So you don’t have to worry about anything. Just go on as usual. I will make every effort to maintain the rhythm of your life. That’s my pledge to you.]


    [Eh…]


    A small, thin scream escaped from my mouth.


    [Spoiling, couldn’t you be more relaxed…?]


    [If just moderate.]


    I’m not on the public morals committee…


    Once we took the dishes down and washed them, we faced each other again at the table.


    Because I can’t give up… I will unilaterally ring the bell for a lover’s quarrel!


    [If Aya is so distant, no one will benefit from it! It’s not like Aya wants to do it, right!?]


    [As long as I’ve come to stay here as Marika’s bodyguard, I think it’s my sincerity to your mother to abide by it.]


    [You’re too stubborn! It’s okay!　It’s not every day we get a chance like this. This could be our last chance to spend a week together in high school, and all you want to do is be a guardian!?]


    When I said this, Aya nodded, keeping her various emotions bottled up deep in her eyes.


    [It’s okay. I won’t regret it. I love you so much.]


    [I-I don’t get it…]


    [It’s fine, you don’t have to understand.]


    Aya, who speaks with logic, and I, who speaks with emotion, clash with each other.


    Well, that is the ‘right’ thing to do for Aya. But I’m not convinced… That is not really important…


    The referee, Karen-san, is not here. I have to persuade Aya to make me happy. But it’s infinitely more difficult to persuade Aya when she’s like this. In the first place, I usually can’t beat Aya with my words…


    So what do I do? It’s obvious. I’m going to attack her weak points!


    […Heh, I see, fum… So Aya doesn’t want to make out with me.]


    When I stared at her with half-lidded eyes, Aya’s brow furrowed as if she was in a bit of trouble.


    [No one said anything about that.]


    [It means that the promise you made to my mother is more important than my feelings. If that’s the case, then one side takes more importance than the other, don’t you think?]


    [Marika, that’s a sly way of putting it.]


    She accuses me, and I look away. I know, but! But in order for me to win over Aya, I have no choice but to tweak her emotional side…


    [I was so happy when Aya said she was coming to stay with me…]


    [I’m happy to be with Marika, too.]


    [I wonder if that’s true. You don’t want to do anything like that with me, do you? I was so happy for you to…]


    If Aya really said, “No, I don’t want to,” I would have spent the night crying and wetting my face with emptiness, but that didn’t happen. I’m glad.


    [There’s never a moment when I don’t want to.]


    Isn’t that a little scary!?


    I gave Aya an exaggerated sigh when she said it with a bit of annoyance.


    [But words alone are not enough. In fact, you’ve decided not to do anything for a week, right? I feel like that’s really sad…]


    [I’ve learned patience and the will to do what I set my mind to from martial arts.]


    Seriously? I wish she wasn’t doing martial arts… But then Aya wouldn’t be able to come stay at my house. Goodness.


    [It’s more like.]


    Aya stared at me intently.


    [Marika, are you anticipating something to happen?]


    [What?]


    It caught me off guard and made me nervous.


    [W-Well, I guess? Yeah, it’s like I was expecting it or anything. I’m not really sure what you mean by that, though?]


    [You sound a little suspicious.]


    I turned my head away, my face burning.


    [Well, I guess… I thought that if Aya was coming to stay with me, it would naturally turn out that way. Then, I guess I can’t help it. If Aya had asked for it, it’s my duty as her lover to give it to her.]


    [Is that what you think? Marika.]


    Aya’s gaze caught me and wouldn’t let me go. In fact, if I shake my head at this point, will Aya do it with me…? I’ve got a feeling she’s going to do it…!


    It’s not like Aya promised my mom that she wouldn’t ‘have sex with Marika.’ It was Aya who made the ban on her own accord.


    And that, Aya has a soft spot for me for some reason! All right, I coughed and cleared my throat.


    [Y-Yes, I did. Well, I guess I did. I wanted to, didn’t I?]


    [Hmm. I see.]


    I felt the sweat on the back of my neck as I listened to her cold, nonchalant banter.


    Wasn’t that enough?


    Eh, oh no, I want you to do it… My impatient feelings flowed out of my mouth in the form of words.


    [B-But? Aya doesn’t have much courage, surprisingly. You get nervous just because you’re at your girlfriend’s house, and you can’t act like you normally do.]


    That’s enough. I had said what I needed to say.


    When I’ve come this far, it’s more embarrassing to end up halfway there.


    That’s when I heard the humidifier beeping. It was the sound of the humidifier running out of water that I had filled it with in the morning. But it sounded like the sound of my shame bursting out.


    [I think you’re just trying to be cool by saying you swore to my mother that you’d be too nervous to attack me anyway. I’m always okay with it. Of course, if there was such a cute girl in front of me, I could understand why you would be scared. You’re so pathetic.]


    I can hear the mysterious “Who’s the cute girl?’ Quiet! It’s all for the sake of getting Aya to get mad!


    [In the end, Aya was just a little pervert who always went to her room to have sex and was useless unless it was in her own room. You only got off on it because it was in her territory. Well, isn’t that pathetic, how shameful. Don’t you feel bad that I’ve told you so much? If you’re so frustrated, go ahead and attack me. Oh, that’s impossible, because Aya is a mental fool, you know? I’ll always accept you, though. Oh, I’m still okay with the hentai, but not the small fry. Lame!]


    Look, a lure! That’s what a lure is. See?


    I’m gonna provoke you as hard as I can! I know you’re getting mad!


    I was too scared to look at her, so I pretended to be unaffected and continued.


    [Ahh, I want to do it… I want to do it so badly right now. I want to hug and feel so good that my head goes blank. Will someone please do something naughty with me? I wouldn’t mind taking a bath with you, or sleeping in bed with you. Isn’t there a girl out there who likes me and is willing to bend her ways a little bit for my sake? If such a girl appeared within five minutes, I’d do anything for her!]


    I sigh heavily.


    Then.


    [Marika.]


    I shuddered exaggeratedly. Scary!


    Without turning my head to look at Aya, I provoked her further.


    [What is it? Small fry Aya-san. I didn’t call for a small fry who won’t touch me at all, did I? Ah, I’m letting my young body run wild. I’m starting to feel like I don’t care who it is as long as they attack me, so I might as well call Sae from now on!]


    Aya chuckled.


    She said.


    [You’re so cute when you want to be messed up by me.]


    It was as powerful as a whale coming down from the sky with a bang.


    The water in my body almost boiled over, and I grabbed onto Aya.


    [Just attack me!]


    I didn’t know that. Sometimes people cry because they are embarrassed.


    I pushed Aya down to the living room floor with all my might.


    I got on my horse and grabbed Aya by the chest. I’m really starting to cry.


    [It seemed obvious that I’m the one being attacked though.]


    [Shut up! That’s what I want to do! Aya’s staying at my house, so it’s only natural that I want to do it!]


    I shouted such a crazy embarrassing thing while I was covered up.


    “You’re really out of your mind,” Aya said as she looked up at me.


    […Marika’s the first person who’s ever touched me first.]


    [Y-Yeah?]


    [I never thought I’d be attacked for the sake of being attacked back. That’s not an invitation. That’s called being attacked.]


    [E-Even if you call it an attack, I don’t care.]


    Aya gently places her hand over mine.


    [Yeah. So?]


    [Eh?]


    [What do we do from here?]


    She's staring at me from below. W-Where...


    Ah eh, is it possible that I'm going to attack Aya?


    So you're saying I can do it for you?


    [Take off your clothes...]


    [And then what?]


    [...Take off your underwear and strip Aya naked.]


    [Yeah. And then what?]


    What the heck is this? Why is Aya taking all the initiative? Why am I the one straddling her being verbally abused?


    [P-Play with your chest...]


    [Oh, yeah. And then what?]


    [I-I'll lick and suck them. Aya's chests are beautiful and white, and I never get tired of them even after a while… I'm gonna give you plenty, plenty.]


    [Fuu… Marika, you're so naughty.]


    I tried as hard as I could to push Aya over the edge with my words, but they were easily overturned with a single phrase: "That's so cute."


    [A-And that's not all… And after that, I'm going to go down on you like what you always do...]


    [In what way?]


    [Y-You’re just too erotic!]


    Aya is looking at me with a look that says, "You've never done this before, can you do it now?" Ughh. T-There's a lot of things that have been done to me...


    [That's why Aya's touch feels so good over and over again. Even if I tell her it's too much, she won't stop. That's the penalty for making me impatient. I'm going to do all kinds of nasty things to Aya, not just yesterday, but for the rest of her life as well.]


    When I said that, Aya finally smiled — a blown away smile.


    [All right. Well, if you insist, I guess I'll have to.]


    [A-Aya…?]


    [Well, Marika is really selfish. She's so naughty, she's such a princess.]


    [W-What… You're the one who fell in love with me, aren't you... It was Aya who made me feel like this, you know… You have to take responsibility]


    [Yeah, really. So it was my fault. Yeah, it was.]


    Then Aya did something.


    For a moment, I didn't know what she did to me. When I came to my senses, the world was turned upside down and I was Aya's horse.


    Hee…? What’s this!?


    I hurriedly tried to sit up. But Aya, who was straddling me, wouldn't let me make the slightest movement, even though she wasn't holding me down that hard. I couldn't move.


    T-This means…?


    Aya licks her tongue and lowers her body.


    She put her mouth close to my ear and whispered to me.


    [I'm going to do everything for you… that you said you wanted to do for me...]


    [Eh…?]


    Hearing Aya's faint voice, I felt a shiver run down my spine like a conditioned reflex.


    Because this is the voice of Aya when she does something nice to me.


    [I'm going to take off your clothes, strip you naked, play with your chests, and then I'm going to… play with your bottom in a very naughty way.]


    Oh no.


    [I'll push you over and over again, and I won't stop even if you say I can't. Be prepared for that, Marika.]


    I can't stop feeling tingly.


    [I'll let you know who's the small fry.]


    The devilish whispering alone is enough to make me come lightly.


    I was bitten on the earlobe. I let out a squeal of pain.


    Aya raised herself up and looked straight down at me. I was pierced by her cold but passionate gaze, and I squeezed out my voice with an expression like a crying laugh.


    [T-Try it then, if you even can… although there's no way I'm going to be able to cum with your wimpy technique...]


    It seemed to me that it would not be long before I would be crying and apologizing in a lewd voice.


    * * *


    [W-Welcome.]


    I opened my room and invited Aya in, sounding like a waitress at a diner.


    [...Marika’s room]


    This is my room. There's a bed, a study desk, and a little shelf next to it with aroma goods and other small things.


    There is a large closet full of clothes that I wear and those that I no longer wear, and a hanger rack next to the door with various seasonal clothes on it. That's a lot of clothes.


    [Yeah, it's a bit of a mess.]


    [It's cute. It looks like a girl's room. A lot of Aroma goods, that's very Marika like.]


    Aya is scurrying around, looking at my room curiously. I feel restless.


    [Does it smell weird to you? Is it fine?]


    [Yeah, it does.]


    [What!?]


    [It smells like Marika. That could be bad.]


    [Ah, so that's why you didn't come into my room...]


    [Yesterday... well, yeah, right.]


    I sat on my bed, hugging the round pink cushion in my room.


    I don't spend much time in my room since I'm usually lounging around the living room. Oh, but I spend a third of my day in this room, just sleeping at night.


    Aya sat down right next to me, as if it was natural. She also puts her hand on my thigh. That's so Aya.


    [I’m going to sit on the bed.]


    [You already sat.]


    [I'm going to touch Marika.]


    [You're already touching me!]


    I wonder if she's going to say that declaring it every time is a sign of sincerity to my mother.


    [You don't have to tell me every time.]


    [That's right. Marika doesn't want to be put off anymore, right?]


    [That's not it… it's Aya who can't stand it right?]


    Aya gradually moved her face closer to mine as she continued to speak loathingly of me. I close my eyes and accept her kiss. The kiss was soft and gentle.


    I'm so happy. She finally kissed me.


    Aya licks her lips as she peers into my eyes at close range.


    [Yes, I couldn't resist. I love you so much, Marika.]


    [...Even though you didn’t care about how I felt?]


    [Yeah, I'm sorry you're lonely.]


    Mumu… so kind.


    Aya slowly pushes me down. Maybe it's because it's my own bed, but I feel more secure than usual. But I still think I'd rather be in Aya's room.


    [So what should I do today...]


    I turned my head to the side and groaned, as if to hide my embarrassment. After all, I had just stirred up a lot of trouble by calling her a small fry and a wimpy tech. The fact that Aya is gentle now does not necessarily mean that she will be gentle a second from now. I'm starting to get scared.


    However, Aya shook her head.


    [You don't have to do anything.]


    [That's what scares me...]


    [I'm going to make my Marika feel good.]


    Aya suddenly shoved her hand into my shorts. Wow, that was fast. I was embarrassed to admit that I was already feeling a little aroused, and even though she was just touching me lightly, I was making a lot of noise.


    I thought, "Oh, Aya's going to say you’re so naughtly again."


    [What is this? It's already done. You've been calling me a pervert for a long time, but what are you? You're too easy, really. Aren't you ashamed of yourself?]


    My ears were pierced by Aya's voice, which was sharp and pointed like an icicle.


    [Eh… Eh?]


    I looked at Aya for a moment, unsure of what she was saying.


    Aya's eyes are really cold as she looks down at me, and I shiver even though I'm not cold.


    The way she said it made me feel like I was being treated with contempt.


    But Aya immediately smiled softly and said.


    [It was a lie. I'm sorry, it's just… You're so cute. It's my fault you're like this, isn't it? I'll make you feel good, okay?]


    [U-Umm.]


    When I was about to say something, she pinned me down as if to block the receiver, and I gagged.


    Ah, no, Aya's finger is hitting a nice spot. ...That's all there is to it, but I can't move. My toes curled up tightly as I prepared for the pleasure that would soon follow.


    But I shrugged it off. My fingers didn't move a muscle. I looked up at Aya with trepidation.


    Again, that snow queen gaze.


    [Here, I'm not even blaming you, but you've got a twitchy reaction and you're begging me to hurry up, have you noticed? Have you been waiting that long? I know you were aroused, I didn't think you were at that extent.]


    [T-That's...]


    I was embarrassed, but more importantly, Aya sounded so angry that I couldn't say anything.


    Aya covered my mouth with a kiss. After that, she changes her position as if she were kneeling over me. She stroked my head with her other hand while pinpointing my lower part with the fingers of one hand.


    [But it's okay, you're so cute, just be yourself. I'll pamper you a lot.]


    [U-Umm...What kind of play is this...]


    I'm starting to understand Aya's behavioral patterns. It's like she alternates between harsh and kind words. I understand, but at the same time I don't understand her intentions at all.


    [It’s not just your body.]


    Then the cold Aya spoke up.


    [I just wanted to mess up your mind, too.]


    ...


    No, I thought she was being too aggressive, too much, but... What, this is scary. The most scary thing is the cold Aya.


    [That’s why.]


    [Hew.]


    Suddenly I felt a jolt of electric current in my lower body. Aya's fingers stroked the surface of a particularly sensitive spot. When it was sufficiently wet, she sucked the nectar from it and spread it around. I felt my buds tense up in anticipation as I realized that Aya was finally going to take care of me.


    [This way.]


    [S-So sudden, ha, ha...]


    Aya was relentless from the start. Her fingers squeezed the protrusion in a circular motion.


    This is no good. Because this is the one I've been waiting for.


    It was supposed to be a simple movement, but it felt so much better than what I was doing that it ran up my spine and turned my brain completely blank.


    My whole body tensed up and my hands gripped the sheets tightly.


    Hah, hah… My breathing becomes ragged. The pleasure nerves dedicated to Aya had long been ready for her. So now I feel good no matter what she does to me. It's like a pet dog that welcomes its master to the door.


    [No way. I was just touching you. Did you come already? You're always so coy with your words, but you're too sensitive to pleasure. Don't you have any pride?]


    [B-Because, because… because.]


    Numbed by the afterglow of my sweet come, I look up at Aya with a tear-stained vision. Aya, who is looking down at me from above, ruffles my hair as if caressing me.


    Next, it's your turn to be nice.


    [Marika loves to feel good, don't you? You can't help it, it feels so good, doesn't it? It looks like you're peeing like this, like a baby. It's okay, you can be a baby. I'll do it all for you.]


    This time she kissed me on my forehead, my cheek, the top of my nose, and then my lips.


    [...Ayaaa...♡]


    [So, here. Here, here—]


    [—A-Aya, ah!]


    [What a good girl. You know, I like these things, too.]


    Her thumb rubs the sensitive spot while her middle finger strokes the entrance. Eventually, the middle finger dives inside and pushes inward. Like a balloon expanding, the sensation spreads slowly.


    The intense stimulation from the outside and the relaxing pleasure from the inside. I was sandwiched between the two, and I nuzzled my face into Aya's lap and shook my head.


    [Ahh, no, no, ah, a-ahhh...]


    [Are you going to come again?　You are such a naughty girl, you're a natural. I didn't develop you like this. You were always a little naughty, weren't you?]


    [N-No, n-hnn...♡]


    I let out an inarticulate sound as I came again. This time the waves were deeper, and I screamed out as if I were expelling all the oxygen from my lungs.


    It's not just my bottom that's wet, my eyes are also completely flooded with tears.


    [Good, good… You came so well, Marika. You're so cute, you're curled up in my hand and your body is so hot. ...Cute baby.]


    She kissed me on my earlobe.


    I could tell that she was making fun of me for being a baby, but I didn't have the strength to protest. My body, not my head, knew what was going on. My body knew that it would feel much better if I listened to her than if I disobeyed her.


    Aya pulls me into her arms with one hand. It's really a position like nursing a baby. But the other hand is firmly attached to my body… and that makes me feel strangely secure.


    It's as if Aya is controlling everything about me, I guess.


    I think I'm going to make the mistake of thinking that I've always wanted to do this. But my body is already happy with a little bit of this...


    [There you go, Marika. Are you sorry?]


    [Fueh...]


    [Go ahead, say it. 'I'm sorry that I blamed Aya, even though I've always been a dirty girl.']


    [T-That's not...]


    I rubbed my inner thighs together and moved my hips. Aya just looks down at me coldly, but she doesn't do anything pleasant for me.


    I know. I know I'll feel better if I follow Aya. But the rational part of me puts the brakes on by itself.


    I really don't want this, I think. This thing. Because right now, I'm being treated like a baby by Aya. A baby has no reason.


    I know that if I spoil her, if I flatter her, she will be more and more pleasant to me.


    So this is the right thing to do.


    My head melted, and I convinced myself with a theory that made no sense. I didn't care what it was.


    I'm so desperate to be reminded of how bad I really am.


    The anticipation overflowed from there, making Aya's hands wet even now.


    [I-I, am, really always, a dirty, girl... I-I'm, sorry, for blaming it on Aya...]


    But that didn't stop me from feeling embarrassed. My cheeks heated up, I said in a broken voice.


    Once I've been made to come, I could finally be honest. I wish I could do this all the time. If I had, Aya would have attacked me sooner.


    I thought that soon Aya would be nice to me again, but she wasn't.


    [‘I was the one who was a small fry. I'm sorry for going against Aya. I'm sorry for not being honest with you. Am I right? Here.’]


    This is just part of the game, and I'm being forced to say it. I thought I knew what was really going on, but I felt that if I said it out loud, something inside me would change.


    But I still say it. Because Aya is staring at me coldly.


    If I don't, she won't make me feel good.


    [I was the one who was a small fry… I'm sorry I went against you, Aya...]


    With tears in my eyes, I reach out to touch Aya's body. There were two bulges on her chests, and just touching them made me feel good.


    [I'm sorry I couldn't be more honest with you. ...Sorry, Aya.]


    [Mmm.]


    Aya hugged my head with a smile that was different from any of the smiles I had seen before.


    I like this.


    [I'm sorry. I knew how you felt, but I was being stubborn. ...I want to make you happy. I hope you will be happy next year, and the year after that, and all the years after that. That's why I've been thinking a lot about your family... But now I know that it was the right thing to do. So, thank you, Marika.]


    [Aya…?]


    Those words were too difficult for me to understand now that I was a baby. I just knew that she must be thinking of me.


    [Marika, do you like boobs?]


    [Yeah… I love, Aya's...]


    [I guess you can't help it, I know. You're just a baby.]


    Aya's hand leaves my crotch with a chuckling sound. A sad voice leaks out, "Ah..." Aya pulled up her own clothes and pushed her exposed breasts against my face.


    [Here, sweetheart.]


    [Hmm...fu...]


    I take the tip of her breast in my mouth and suck on it. The itchy sensation spreads to my crotch again. I'm the one doing it, but I don't know why...


    [Ah, Ahh, ahh… Aya!]


    Aya again went at it on my bottom. And this time, she said, "Isn't that enough?' She used a technique that led me to climax straight away.


    [Ah-Ahhhhhh, N-No, g-good, I-I'm coming Aya...No, I can't I can't, your boobs, ahhhhh.]


    [Fufu... this baby is so engrossed in feeling good that she can't even take a good drink at the breast. What a bad baby...]


    She scolds me gently and coldly, sweetly and meanly.


    Just as Aya had said, my mind was already a mess, and all I could do now was cling desperately to keep my consciousness from being blown away by the huge wave of pleasure in front of me.


    Oh, no. My head and body shook. My head kept shaking, along with my body, and my whole body twitched and writhed.


    Ahhh, it feels so good. It feels so good, it feels so good, I'm about to break.


    I was already drenched in sweat. When the distant sound came back, I realized that it was my uncontrolled breathing that was making the noise.


    As if to disguise it, I extend my tongue and lick the tip of her breast. I also like Aya's breasts, which have become a little harder than before.


    [Mmm...chub, chub...Aya...]


    [Marika...Mmm...this time, you came so hard and so long.]


    [Yeah...I came...]


    Aya pats me on the head as I laugh at her slovenly face. I wait until I can breathe again, and then she tweaks my bottom again.


    [Here, every time I take care of you, you suck on it. You know what I mean? You really are a spoiled girl, aren't you, Marika?]


    I was embarrassed, but I don't have the stamina to be embarrassed.


    [Aaaaah...Uwaa...ugh...ah, ah, ah, again, again, it's coming...ah ah ahhhhh...]


    [Next time, I'll make sure you can't come down here for a while.]


    [No, no, I-I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming again, again, ahhh I'm coming, it's coming..]


    [Every part of Marika’s body has a weak point. See, it feels good here, too. I know what you're like.]


    [Kyaa, t-this, I'm going crazy, no, no, I can't, stop, I'm going crazy!]


    It was a serious plea. It was like hell that I couldn't move, as if my whole body was being dragged into a swamp of pleasantness.


    The light behind my eyes flickers over and over again, and I feel as if my body is about to explode with the violent pleasure of feeling as if I am no longer myself.


    Aya kissed my ear and whispered like a succubus.


    [You can go crazy. Here you go, Marika, go ahead and break down. Let it all melt away and disappear. I love you, Marika.]


    [Ahh! Ahhhh! Aaahhhh!]


    Something popped and something broke. Oh, I can't do this. It feels too good, I'm going to die.


    The boundary that I had insisted that I couldn't go any further and would never be able to return, had been crossed.


    I can't breathe.


    It wasn't just the tingling surface stimulation, but the euphoric feeling from deep in my stomach that was ravaged by her fingertips.


    It was as if I was sinking into a pure white, clean light.


    As my consciousness was being blown away, I was enveloped in a gentle pink blur.


    I was almost fainting from the short burst of pleasure as I nuzzled my face into her chest, and I was enveloped in Aya.


    A little sweaty, but the same Aya scent as always. I wonder why I feel so at ease with her. We've only been lovers for half a year, but I felt like I have known her for a long time.


    ...It was like I was born out of Aya.


    I wonder if this is what motherhood is all about. She forgave me for my selfishness, my stubbornness, and my slyness. ...She scolded me… she spoiled me… and she made me feel good. Aya makes me feel good.


    It feels good, it feels good...


    I never knew that women could feel so good together. Only Aya taught me that.


    I love Aya… I love her...


    Aya kisses me as if I've melted into mush.


    [It felt so good that you almost fainted. Let's take a break, Marika. If you don't drink water, you'll collapse from dehydration. You have school tomorrow. I'll get you a bath towel.]


    [...Aya...]


    My sluggishly opened mouth spouts meaningless words, as if I can't communicate, but merely react to an external stimulus.


    But I heard the next words correctly.


    [After you rest, we'll continue again. Do you remember your safe word? Even if you do… well, but by the looks of it, it doesn’t seem like you’ll be using it tonight.]


    She stroked my hair and kissed me on the cheek.


    I feel like I'm just a baby who can't do anything but wait for Aya to give me attention.


    [I'm going to take full responsibility for any foolishness that may befall Marika, so please don't worry and feel good.]


    You’re right Aya.


    [Awa.]


    I thought I'd beat Aya this time in the next test, but if I don't, I'm going to lose more and more points. But...


    I'm feeling good and happy right now...so this is fine.


    



    And so, just as I had been waiting for, I spent a happy night with Aya, getting all the attention and care I could get... Congratulations, how wonderful...?

  



  Chapter 3


  
    It was the last day of school. As soon as I arrived, I went to the extremely cold gymnasium. During the school assembly, I keep yawning due to my sleepiness.


    “Unn… I’m so lazy…”


    It’s been two years since I joined the “go-home” club. I feel like my stamina is decreasing. When I was in the track-field club, I’d always train my body everyday. I think I should start running again… When the weather gets warmer.  


    　On the stage, there was a teacher who stood up and gave her speech in a monotonous tone. When I was in a daze, Yume, who was standing next to me decided to spoke to me to kill her boredom.


    [Marika, you’re unusually late today. Did you perhaps stay up late? Did you stay up to watch movies, or TV, or perhaps manga?]


    [Just a bit…]


    I used my sleepiness as an excuse for Yume’s question.


    Needless to say, I stayed up late… But as for the reason, it was the heavenly moment I had last night. 


    I mean, Aya knew that we had school. But she’s been clinging on to me since morning.


    Since I went to bed last night without taking a bath, I was in a hurry to take a shower to get rid of the scent. Then Aya suddenly barged in and started messing me up.


    But there’s no way for me to not bathe in the morning. I was on my edge and my legs were losing their strength, but she kept telling me to hurry up. 


    Thanks to her, I was almost late.


    I have a very troubling lover, don’t I? Good grief..


    [Marika, what are you smirking about?]


    [Eh? No-Nothing in particular.]


    [How suspicious…? Oh, maybe you were just having a really good dream that you ended up coming up late.]


    Well, it is true that I was so happy that I couldn’t believe that it was real. Due to this, I am currently sleep-deprived and worn out.


    [It’s not that, It’s just that lately, I’ve been feeling kind of weak.]


    [Really?]


    [Yeah, it’s because I only exercise at my part-time job. Do you do any exercise, Yume?]


    [Well, don’t you think that “it” counts as an exercise? Since it’s tiring]


    [What are you talking about?]


    Suddenly, I understood what she meant and let out an “Ah!”


    [Did you know? We also do it really hard once a week]


    [What was that?]


    [Yeah, with Chii-chan]


    Is what she said as she suddenly froze, realizing what she had just said. Her face grew redder and redder.


    … Just now, didn’t you just say something daring, Yume?


    [Anyway, I also do some gymnastic exercises like strength training.]


    [Hee….]


    When I gave her a sly look, she tried to hide her embarrassment by laughing it off, but her ears turned bright red.


    Apparently, an all-girls school is a place where nasty jokes like this are thrown around. Most of the girls are tolerant of this kind of joke, but as expected, it’s kind of embarrassing when you can relate the joke to yourself.


    At this moment, I feel like running away and hid myself. But due to the school assembly, I couldn’t move an inch


    [By the way, how long do you usually do the “exercise?”]


    [I’m not sure… If I don’t have anything to do then… for the whole day]


    [The whole day?!]


    I hurriedly covered my mouth. The teacher who’s giving her speech on the stage glared at me who’s misbehaving.


    Wow… that’s amazing, Yume… I’m suddenly reminded of that time when Chisaki told me about Yume being an animal in bed. But the current Yume didn’t really have that image.


    Even though she looks like a pure and cute idol…


    [It looks like you have a lot of confidence in your stamina, Yume Sensei]


    [Stop bullying me!]


    This time, it was Yume’s turn to be glared at by the teacher as she covered her head with her hands. If I were to have Aya do me all day, I would die… really.


    We exited the gym and returned to our classroom.


    I don’t know if it’s because of the conversation with Yume, but the current me is still reeling from the thought of what happened in the morning and felt flustered..


    Aa…I’m tired from my lack of sleep. But somehow, my cheeks are relaxed and my body feels light at the same time. Could it be because I’m happy? Just kidding.


    　If the current me were to look Aya in the face… I’d feel like my life is in danger. I might make a face that I’m not supposed to make in the classroom… I think I’ll go to the toilet to calm down.


    　I stopped by the toilet before returning to my classroom. As I was exiting the stall, I met Kishinami and Tomatsu. Both of whom are Nishida’s cronies.


    Seriously, why does the mood suddenly sour, dear god.


    Both of them are obviously wanting to meet me. I think it was because of yesterday’s event.


    Are you sure that you still want to invite me? Well, I’ve got Aya on my side though. 


    As I was glancing at them from the mirror. They suddenly apologized to me.


    [Sakakibara, sorry for yesterday!]


    [O-Oh?]


    I wiped my hands on my handkerchief as I turned around.


    [Eh- What? What happened?]


    Both of them crowded me from both sides.


    W-wait a second? Nishida cronies have such high specs. Why am I blushing when I’m getting pestered by another woman?! I’m just a normal girl that loves Aya the most.


    Don’t look at me like that when you’re begging me for something. You’re too cute!


    [Hey, Sakakibara, are you sure that you can’t join the mixer?]


    [As I said, I have a party with my friends that day.]


    Kishinami feels depressed. I guess that this is her true nature when Nishida is not around.


    [W-well you see… Reina’s depressed… and she said that she’s going to have a christmas party all by herself]


    Tomatsu suddenly tapped on Kishinami’s shoulder as if to comfort her. Then looks at me with a sulking look. 


    [“If Marika isn’t coming then I won’t”, she said. As long as it’s within our capability, I’ll do anything you say!.]


    [Please don’t say such things recklessly…]


    If I were to say something like that to Aya… She’d eventually reply to me with, “Duh…” or “Well…”.


    [Uhm, are you really that interested in doing that mixer?]


    [Of course]


    They put both of their hands together. They sure are close.


    And then, they were suddenly smiling at each other.


    [Well, I’ve been asking Reina for a long time, but she always rejected me because she has a boyfriend. But this time, it might be possible to make her come.]


    [The level of good-looking guys are different. I heard that some of them are actually actors and models.]


    [It’s like a foreign hamburger that’s turned into local filet mignon!] (TN: It is what it is. If you know some phrases like this, Let me know in the comment)


    [Aah! I’m so excited for this mixer. So please, please, please, Sakakibara!]


    [I see]


    I think I’ve seen a scene like this in a certain marriage drama…


    But I’d feel bad for Aya if I didn’t come to the Christmas party to fulfill your wishes, girls…


    [I’m sorry… But you see, I already have a lover, that’s why…]


    [Eh, what?!]


    [It’s fine, it’s just for a day. Reina has chosen us, right?]


    “Wait, me too?”, said me as I tilted my head to the side


    That’s right. There’s something thats been bugging me since the start.


    [Wait a second, if I remembered correctly, there are about six people in Nishida’s group including her right? Then… Why me?]


    [Eh? Well, I don’t know either]


    [Did something happen between you guys and Reina? Did you go out somewhere?]


    [Eh, never, never. The only contact we had was at school.]


    Kishinami and Tomatsu tilted their heads a bit and suddenly grabbed my shoulders.


    [Well, I don’t care about that. Please, Sakakibara!]


    [Even though you can’t, then it’s fine. Even though you can’t or even if you still say no… But still, please, Sakakibara-chan!]


    [I just can’t come!]


    I quickly wiped my hand and immediately ran away from the toilet. Gosh, I have my own love life! I don’t want to take care of other’s!


    ***


    When I returned to my classroom while being clinged on to by Kishinami and Tomatsu, Nishida was waiting for me.


    [Are you guys messing with Marika again?]


    [Ah, it’s not what it looks like!]


    [You’ve got the wrong idea! I was apologizing for yesterday! Right, Sakakibara?]


    I turned around at them and they winked at me.


    I can’t hate these kinds of girls who radiate the vibe that they’d be forgiven for whatever they do with their faces. Or maybe it was just me who’s bothered by that.


    Oh well, I don’t want to tell the whole story either. So I decided to call the girl with blue hair.


    [Hey, how about you guys take Hinano instead?]


    [For what?]


    I put my hands on Hinano petite’s shoulder and offer her to them just like a sacrifice.


    [For the christmas party]


    Hinano didn’t laugh, she maintained her straight face and immediately responded.


    [No thanks, I have a partner to spend my time with on christmas]


    You have one?!


    [Eh, for Hinano to have one… that can’t be right?]


    [What’s with those eyes? I’m going to kiss you, you know?]


    [Don’t!]


    It’s true that Hinano is cute. But as expected, that’s a no-go. I’m a devoted person, after all!


    Kishinami and Tomatsu were looking at Nishida’s face as she was laughing out loud.


    [Nope, it’s impossible for her to come. Everyone would be turned off by her appearance, not to mention her personality as well. No one can replace you, Sakakibara]


    You think too highly of me!


    Hinano then glared at Nishida as if she’s staring at a wild animal.


    [Don’t underestimate the charismatic shopkeeper of Shinjuku. I’ve also got over 6k followers on instagram you know.]


    [Eh, isn’t that great? I’d love to see Hinano’s shopkeeping service.]


    [Well, that’s true, I kind of want to see it as well.]


    After she agreed, she immediately coughed. And then, with a scary face, she smiled broadly. 


    [Welcome～♪ Are you searching for something～♪]


    [Scary]


    [Disgusting]


    [Imma knock both of you out]


    Both Nishida and I were running away from Hinano, who was starting to clench her fists. If some stranger were to look at us, we’d undoubtedly looked like best friends. I guess both Nishida and I are similar.


    But I guess I was right about how strange it was for Nishida to invite me to the party. Though it’s still a long time before the day of the Christmas Party.


    It was the last day of school, so school finishes at noon.


    On the way home, I have lunch with Aya, Yume, and Chisaki. We were discussing the plans for the party.  


    [How about wearing a dress?], Yume said. 


    [Eh, a dress?]


    [What the heck? Isn’t it too late to rent one now?]


    In the end, we decided that it’s alright if we dress up only for a little.


    In America, they have proms. But here in Japan, the most that we have is only Halloween and Clubs. That itself left me clueless about etiquette at a party. Aya told me how it went last year and taught me some etiquette.


    And then after around two hours, we parted ways and went home.


    I was going to visit my mother and Aya decided to go home to change her clothes. I immediately realized that it’s time for Winter Holiday.


    When Aya got off the train, I sent her a “See you later” message and saw a notification. It was a message from Chisaki.


    [Did you get tangled up with Nishida’s group today?]


    Oh, so she saw it.


    Oh well, I guess she’s just worried. Just like any best friend would be.


    [She invited me to a party. It’s tough when you are popular]


    I said along with an emoji.


    [Nishida, huh… She never wanted a boyfriend anyway]


    I could see Chisaki’s disgusted face in her message.


    [Is that so?]


    The message showed a “Read” mark, but there was no reply from her. Oh well, I don’t really care either.


    But you see, back then, I never had the thought of having a lover, but I ended up having one. Thinking about how wild the world could be, I got off the train and walked to the hospital. 


    [Hey mom, how are you doing?]


    [Mhm, I’m fine]


    　She said, as she kept her eyes at the laptop in front of her. Apparently, she was watching a foreign drama. She told me that she had completed lots of seasons and decided to finish watching it this week. Which would literally mean that there are more than 72 episodes left, and it’d take her 12 hours a day to finish it up.


    Today is the third day since she was hospitalized. And she’s been treating this room as if it was a hotel room. Even though the normal rooms are vacant, she kept insisting to get a private room.


    [I feel like it’s worthless for me to actually worry about you…]


    [My bad, my bad. But you know, this is the best medicine for your mother.]


    [Are you really saying that in front of your own daughter?]


    I feel like our roles as children and daughter had been switched.


    I hurriedly picked up her laundry.


    [Anyway, how are you? Did you and Aya-chan get along?]


    If you’re talking about getting along… Last night, we got along better than ever. I was about to lose my composure, so I decided to restrain my emotions.


    [Uh-Yeah! She made me dinner last night. Cream Stew]


    [So Aya-chan can cook, huh… I wish that she could marry you]


    Even though my mother said that as a joke, but I was careless and it caught me off-guard


    [W-what are you talking about?!]


    My mother was so engrossed in the drama that she didn’t think much of my reaction. I guess I’m safe…


    [It’s fine. But don’t say weird things to Aya, okay? She’s a good girl.]


    I felt uncomfortable with my mother saying that Aya is a “good girl”, but at least she’s serious and was responsible enough to swear to my mother that she won’t lay a hand on me. Did that make her a “good girl”?


    [Okay, okay, I won’t say it to her. But don’t forget, even though you’re on winter break,  do your homework properly.]


    [I know, I know, Aya is going back home for a bit to take her study materials]


    [Hmmm, Ok then. I guess I don’t have to worry if Aya-chan is with you]


    [Since when did you put so much trust in her?]


    [With my mother’s level, I can easily tell what Aya-chan is like. Based on her personality and looks, her rarity is SSR. I’m sure that she’s a good girl]


    My mother acted like Karen-san. But instead of guessing whether someone is good or not, Karen-san has the ability to guess whether someone is an S or an M by looking at one’s hand.


    　My mother is currently working at a makeup company and she’s been in charge of the department store for a long time. When she was younger, she used to be the helper for the store visitors. Even now, she sometimes helps the visitors as well.


    I guess that’s where my mother gets the ability to predict people’s personality just from their looks. But I don’t believe that such skill exists. If I remember correctly, it’s something called the Halo effect right? The one where you judge someone as a good person only by looking at their face.  


    Oh well, there’s nothing I could do here. I decided to go home.


    [Nee, Marika. Have you ever heard anything about Aya’s household?]


    [Eh?]


    I never heard anything about it.


    [What’s with that sudden question. Well, there’s nothing special about it]


    [Mhm, Okay then.]


    That’s it? I wonder what made her ask.


    Speaking of which, everytime I went to Aya’s house, it was always empty. Remembering that makes me curious  at the same time.


    [What is it?]


    [Nevermind, it’s not good to pry further into someone’s household.]


    [You’re the one who asked first, though?!]


    That’s the same reason why I never asked Aya about her family. I’ve always restrained myself from doing so. I’m a good girl after all.


    [Well, I don’t really know but, I’m sure that Aya is a good girl.]


    If I were to explain my feelings right now, it was the same feeling as when you were about to study and then your mother scolded you to go study.


    [I know, she’s serious and always looking forward. It’s a wonder that you could get a friend like her.]


    I’ll take that as a compliment. But in fact, we’re not actually friends, We’re lovers. But I suddenly got embarrassed so I decided to answer with a simple “Yes”.


    [Yeah, you’re right. Aya’s a good girl, afterall!]


    I keep repeating the same sentence over and over.


    I cheekily thought “You’re a good judge of character mom.” inside my head.




*****




  


  

 
  
 
    
      [I’m back]


      　When I returned home, I saw Aya in her loose clothing. She’s currently setting the dining table for dinner. What a good girl.


      [Welcome back, Marika]


      [What’s with that embarrassed face?]


      [It can’t be helped right]


      She then turned her gaze away. C-Cute… Please stop being cute all of a sudden, Aya. It’s not good for me.


      I stroked her head and smiled at her. Aya has the look of a domesticated cat right now. She accepts my kind treatment as if it was natural. How did she not get embarrassed?


      [You’re doing your homework… Are you the type that finishes her homework early?]


      [Somehow I’m restless. If I do what I need to do now, I can spend the rest of my time being lazy.]


      [Eh… We’re the opposite then. I’m the type of person who rushes my tasks when the deadline is drawing close]


      [Sounds about right.]


      Well, I decided that I should study as well to not disturb Aya. But then, Aya suddenly closed her notebook


      [Oh, you’re done?]


      [I’ve made lots of progress already. More importantly, Marika has arrived. It was cold out there, right?]


      Aya stood up and hugged me. It smells like Aya.


      It might be because of the heater, but Aya’s usually cold hands are really warm now… The feeling of being wrapped by Aya is indescribable… Not even a kotatsu can beat her warmth.


      [Welcome back, Marika]


      [I-I’ve returned…]


      　The table has turned and it’s now my turn to be embarrassed by her hug and whisper.


      But really, today is already the third day of us living together. It’s almost her time to leave, huh…


      I’ve been trying to get away from Aya for a while now. But she’s still embracing me and won’t let go of me. Uhm, earth to Aya-san?


      [Uhm, we haven’t bought any ingredients for dinner, right?]


      [I’ve done the groceries, I just need to cook them. I’ve also done the dishes, cleaned the bathroom, and tidied up the living room for a bit]


      She then bit my earlobe. Hya-!


      [Ah- Uhm- Uh- The sun is still up!]


      [But, I’ve done everything for the day… and as I’ve told you, I wanted to slack off and not to think about anything today…]


      [Rather than being lazy… You’re being a sloth!]


      My protests were futile. I bit my lips for a bit.


      Before things got dangerous, I pushed Aya away and shook my head.


      [I-I’m going to wash my hands and change my clothes first!]


      [Sure, take care. I’ll be waiting here…]


      What for…


      I went to the bathroom to gargle and wash my hands.


      By the way, when I looked at myself in the mirror, my face was really red. I guess that’s what happened when someone went from a cold place to a warm place. It’s inevitable!


      In my room, I took off my uniform and changed into my loungewear. Well, it’s actually my outfit for an outing, but whatever!


      So even if I got wrinkles on it, people wouldn’t be provoked to think that I’m a girl who sells her body for a million yen.


      I wore my tartan plaid miniskirt and a Bordeaux knit dress. Ugh, I don’t have time to do my hair. Oh well, it’s going to get messy anyway…


      [I’m ba-… wait a minute…]


      Aya, who sits on the sofa, waved her hands as if to tell me to sit next to her.


      I approached her off-guard and she took off my clothes.


      [Why?!]


      [The room is warm enough. So it’s fine, right?]


      [But that’s not the point though…]


      My petite fashion sense was taken away by her and I was forced to wear pale pink underwear, top and bottom. Well, she has a point that the room is warm that I could spend my time here comfortably, but still…


      But why am I dressed like this in the living room? And Why didn’t I refuse?


      While I was busy searching for answers in my head, Aya didn’t stop there…


      [Look at this, Marika, isn’t it cute? I went home for a bit to get this. It’s mine.]


      What was held up in front of me was lacy black lingerie, top and bottom.


      [Eh, what’s that? That looks expensive.]


      Compared to the underwear I usually use, the design aura is completely different. It’s not designed for high-schoolers like me, but it’s designed for beautiful working women instead. It’s as if it was designed by adults for adults. Nonetheless, I bet Aya would look good in them.


      [Well, it’s Aubade]


      [Isn’t that foreign brand really expensive? Wait, you prepared it… for me?]


      [Yeah, it’s something like a Christmas present from me.]


      [and me wearing it would be my present to you…?]


      Holding the lingerie, I stared at Aya warmly, feeling like a wife who’s concerned about her husband’s financial situation.


      [Mou, Don’t spend too much money on me. Aya seems to spend endlessly when it comes to me. I’m really worried about you.]


      [I know, I know. But, just for today, it’s okay, right? Since it’s a sleepover. Now, change your clothes]


      When Aya smiles like that, I can’t say anything.


      I mean, I’m feeling sorry that not only did I make Aya spend her money on me, but I also made her spend her time with me…


      [… Fine, only this time, Okay? The next time you’re going to spend over 10.000 Yen for me, please tell me beforehand]


      [Okay, okay~]


      She patted me on the head and tried to comfort me. I guess my complaints didn’t reach her, huh


      [Okay then, Uhm, I’ll just go to my room and change my clothes]


      [It’s cold in the hallway, change it here.]


      I knew it. But… It’s very embarrassing to change my underwear in front of you, Aya. I have to pull my underwear off without letting you see me directly… Aya, why don’t you try it by yourself?


      I quickly finished changing my top and bottom. I felt as if my whole body was refreshed and clean.


      This is the first time I wore products by Aubade, it felt as if it was sticking to my whole body, it fits me perfectly. Design-oriented undergarments tend to bother me in some ways, but not with this one. I didn’t feel any discomfort in my chest or hips.


      Though, if a 17-year-old high schooler is wearing this kind of thing, her height isn’t suitable for it…If it were Aya who wore it, she’d fit the image… But if it were me…


      As I was busy thinking, Aya, on the other hand, was smiling and grinning at me…


      [You’re really cute, Marika]


      Well, it’s going to be hard to say something like, “I’m going to take it off because it doesn’t look good on me.”, when you’re this pleased about my appearance, Aya… Moreover, it costs thousands of yen!!! 


      [Anyways, Is this what you were talking about the other day? Something about a special wrapping or something?]


      [Well, that’s indeed a point, but there’s another thing… For today, I want Marika to be “My Lady”.]


      [No matter where you’re seeing it, I’m nothing more than just a commoner]


      A lady with a gorgeous face, that’d be Aya, right? You’d be able to pull a perfect image of a nobleman’s role.


      [For the rest of the day, you’d be dressed like that.]


      [Even though we’re not doing a punishment game?!]


      I covered my chest and crotch with my hand. Fortunately, the underwear doesn’t look vulgar at all even though the quality is very high and has a sensational design. 


      [Ugh, I have to be careful not to get it dirty]


      [I think it’s impossible]


      [It depends on you, Aya!]


      [It’s Marika’s body though?]


      She ruffled my hair and caressed my ear. Mu…


      [That’s mean…]


      [Sorry for being mean]


      　She kissed me with a tongue-to-tongue kiss. Aya’s tongue went to my mouth and messed with my mind, but I’m sure you’ll understand what I mean. What is this, a woman with a good face and a good technique, and can manipulate my emotions? I’ve been cheated.


      Aya whispers while touching the tip of my nose.


      [Don’t worry, I won’t embarrass anyone but you.]


      [… Aya isn’t going to undress?]


      [Rather, I will wear something else]


      What do you mean? Aya then picked up a paper bag that was on the side of the sofa.


      [Ok then, I’m going to go change my clothes. It might take a while, but don’t you try to do “it” alone. I’ll make you feel good soon, so just stay there and be patient]


      [What are you talking about?!]


      I shouted in protest, but Aya just left with a grin on her face


      I hope she doesn’t notice my agony on the first night. No, I think it’s just Aya with her usual perverted jokes… Right, Aya…


      Aya then left the living room, leaving me confused. She told me to change her but she won’t change her clothes here… Weird…


      I sat down on the couch with my arms hugging my knees and waited for her, but Aya still hadn’t come back after 5 minutes. I was bored waiting for her, so I launched a selfie app to see what I looked like


      　Mnn… This… it’s pretty good、 I guess?　The luxury underwear is amazing. It has a stylish feeling to it.


      I sit with my legs stretched, pose with my head slightly tilted and put my finger to my mouth, and snap a few shots as a commemorial.


      　Yep, yep. It came out pretty good. I’d like to edit the background though. By putting a small effort in editing it, it feels like I’ve gone above the ranks by one place. *Rustle-rustle 


      [I’m delighted that you’ve taken a liking to the underwear, Miss]


      While I was taking selfies, Aya came back before I knew it. Hiee!


      [Uhm, you’re wrong! This is a misunderstanding, I was doing this because Aya took too long and I was bored. Anyway, what’s that outfit?]


      [Maid]


      It was a maid uniform. Aya lightly pinched her skirt with both hands, pulled one leg over another, bent her legs and bowed deeply. It’s the normal greeting that maids give to their masters.


      A classic dress combined with a long skirt in a dominant white color. It was rather a Victorian maid dress, and I think the reason why Aya took so much time was probably because she had to make her long hair to suit the dress. 


      I looked at Aya in her maid’s uniform in awe.


      　No, she’s cute, she’s got a slim waist and long legs. Totally Aya-ish! So gorgeous!


      [Why a maid?]


      [I thought being a maid was the only way to take care of you, Miss. My forgiveness, I thought] (TLN: Aya used “Omotte” for the first “I thought”, but “Omoimashite” is used on the second “I thought” as it is more polite).


      [Eh, what, we’re not doing that kind of “costume play”, right?]


      [Well, that’s the glimpse of it] Aya nodded quickly.


      But then again, the maid outfit doesn’t look cheap, I wonder how much it cost… But I’m afraid to ask her about it so I just rubbed it off.


      I just realized this but… This situation, a lady in her underwear and her full-fledged maid facing each other in a folksy living room! It’s going to be hard for me to immerse myself in the role…


      [Cosplay is fine, but what kind of flirting should I be doing?]


      [Miss Marika can go at your usual pace. I’ll take care of everything for you, Miss]


      [I’m sorry, can we stop with the honorifics, please? It’s getting antsy here]


      Aya looked a little trouble with my request but agreed anyway with a simple, [I understand]


      [I’d like to make a distinction between what I call you in public and in private, but since Miss is asking for it then I can’t go against it. But the thought of Miss treating her maid on an equal footing… It excites me, so I respect your opinion]


      [Isn’t that weird?]


      [It’s fine, Miss is my master and you now already know how I feel about this. Please use this maid to your liking for your own desires. Your orders are my pleasure, Miss Marika]


      [What should I do now, Aya? The hurdle is too high this time and I’m already overwhelmed]


      Aya smiled and stood by the wall, waiting for me on the side.


      Well, it indeed seems to fit the fact that Aya is the maid who comes to our house to cook and clean the house, and that makes me her master.


      But a maid huh… This means I can be a little bit selfish right?


      [Is it possible that all of this time… You’re an M, Aya?]


      Aya smiled politely. What’s with her reaction?


      [Miss, there’s an ancient saying that said S is the one who services while the M is the one who satisfies the S. Since back then, S is the one who does all the work, and M is the one whose job is to make the S feel good]


      [Uhm… Okay?]


      [I have a desire to take care of Marika in that particular way. Someday, in three years maybe, you will grow into a full-fledged lady, so I’m relieved if it turns that way]


      I realized that Aya is not an M nor an S. She’s just an H that stands for a pervert


      
(TLN: H = Hentai = pervert). 

      Wait a minute, Marika. I know this situation sounds like a good thing for me, but don’t be fooled. You have to make the maid do whatever you want, right?


      You know… the situation where you have to say something like, [Kiss me!] or something like that, or else they won’t do it for you!


      If it’s just a kiss then I can handle it but beyond that…


      See, I know it was a shame play! (TLN: Humiliation play?)


      I pouted at Aya with a frown look on my face. The bun-haired maid asked, [Is there anything wrong? What can I do for you、Miss?] in a smug face. Fufun, It’s time to decide the request huh, Marika, said me with a bad intention on my face.


      It’s fine, isn’t it? No matter how it is, I’ll lose in the end anyway (). So for once, I’m going to be selfish.


      [Hey, Aya]


      [Yes, what is it, Miss?]


      [Do the nail please, my nail]


      After waving my hands, I presented my arms out to Aya. She came closer, sat down next to me, and took my hand.


      [Nails?]


      [Yeah, you see… Aya polishes her nails every day right? You don’t wear polish, but you put something to coat on them to make them shine. So, can you polish my nails too?]


      [Of course, if that’s what Miss  wants]


      Aya then pulled out her Boston bag and pulled out a set of nail polish. She took my hand as if she was inviting me for a dance, and began to use the emery board on it.


      Shu, shu, shu, I heard the sizzling sound of the board. Aya had a serious look on her face as she leaned forward to brush my nails. As I looked down at her serving me, I was somewhat nervous.  


      　When I let Aya in her maid outfit polish my nails, I feel like a lady. At this very moment, I have Aya all to myself. Yeah… it’s kind of nice.


      Aya suddenly glanced at me. That alone made me nervous.


      [Miss’s nails are so small and pretty, it’s so cute.]


      [T-That so?]


      [Yeah, I’d be happy to take care of them every day]


      Aya brought her face close to mine and took my freshly brushed middle finger in her lips. She kisses the side of my finger, chu*, and crawls her tongue over it. Oh my. (TLN: Chu is sfx for kiss)


      [W-wait a second, Aya!]


      [I like your finger, Marika]


      [M-me too… I like it… Aya’s finger]


      [image: V3_C3] 

      I’ve been brushing my fingers every day since I started dating you, Miss. That’s why I decided to take good care of it and always keep it short, and I’ve been polishing it every day since I started dating Miss.


      So that’s what it was: ……. I just thought you were very diligent.


      The maid, Aya, kissed each finger as she finished brushing each claw. She chewed sweetly on it as if to assert her ownership, and left a mark on it.


      　It’s weird… I know I’m supposed to be ordering Aya to polish my nails, but why does it feel like she’s the one leading the pace?


      　Aya finally finished brushing the nails on both hands, leaving me feeling strange. I spread out my hands and smiled at her, trying to look lady-like.


      [Yes, thank you, Aya. Thanks to you, my nails are clean now.]


      [Yes, Miss Marika. Then, I will continue to do on your feet as well]


      [Wait a second!]


      I didn’t tell you to take it that far! She slyly lifted my feet. I almost slipped off the couch but managed to stay there. I decided to follow her lead and presented my feet to her. This Aya…


      [Okay, please leave this to me]


      Aya wiped my feet all over with disinfectant tissue from her bag. She’s really prepared for this, huh…


      She then grabbed my toes and started sanding them.


      [It’s a bit ticklish…]


      [Well, Miss Marika is sensitive everywhere, right?]


      She stroked my bare thigh with the palm of her hand. Ugh. I’m still in my underwear.


      [Well, I’ve been gaining a lot of flesh recently, so I’d appreciate it if you didn’t stare me at much]


      Because mammals are fattening creatures in the winter!! In summer, they can be slender again in the summer!!


      　Aya smiled at me like she was the maid that had been watching over me since I was a child.


      [Not at all. Miss Marika is very thin and beautiful. Even your toes are so tiny and cute.]


      Don’t tell me you’re going to do the same thing… This time, she brought her beautiful lips to my toes and kissed them. Oh my god…


      [D-Don’t do that, It’s dirty, Aya!]


      [I just wiped it off, didn’t I? It’s okay, it’s sweet. It tastes like you, Miss Marika.]


      Ugh… I inadvertently covered my face with both hands.  Meanwhile, Aya is ringing her lips. The sight of Aya serving me in my high-class underwear looked more obscene than usual. Was it because of our special relationship?


      [The little toe of a girl’s foot is cute, isn’t it? It’s like a baby’s toe, so tiny that if you put a little pressure on it, it could easily snap off. …… Amu*] (TLN: Amu… as in the SFX when you’re eating something, I think)


      [Ah…]


      Aya sometimes touched my thighs as well, so I couldn’t let my guard down at all, and I wished she would hurry up and finish her work. Aya, who had completed marking all ten of my toes with her saliva, smiled in satisfaction.


      [There, all clean and beautiful, Miss Marika. Now, what shall we do next?]


      [I-I think I’m going to take a rest]


      [Okay then, I think it’s time for dinner as well]


      Aya stood up quickly and retreated to the kitchen, leaving me gasping for breath.


      Haaa, Haaa… I don’t think… it’s normal…. for a Japanese family… to have a classic maid… preparing dinner…


      At any rate, I managed to get my heart rate under control and get to the dinner table. Though I’m uneasy about having dinner in my underwear!


      　Today’s meal was ginger grilled gingerbread. She didn’t seem to have any intention of matching the situation of the lady and the maid. There was a lot of chopped cabbage and broccoli on the side for some reason and Miso soup made with seaweed and tofu. It tasted a little light, but it’s tasty.


      [There was a lot of broccoli in the stew, does Aya like vegetables? I thought Aya is the carnivore type.]


      [Isn’t that what you’re always eating Miss? I usually eat only vegetables. Spinach, asparagus, bitter melon, and Chinese cabbage…]


      [The way you say you eat them is… Anyway, why do you like vegetables so much?]


      [They’re delicious. They taste like grass.]


      The taste of grass. I couldn’t relate to it at all. Well, it’s Aya we’re talking about here.


      [Aya has a beautiful way of holding chopsticks, don’t you?]


      [Hmm. Well, I guess I do.]


      　Aya, who was eating rice with her back straight, had an atmosphere that made me feel like I had to straighten up as well. Even her mannerisms made her so cool.


      [It’s a nice feeling to have Marika eating in her underwear, and even following my selfishness.]


      [Isn’t this your fault?]


      [I’m sorry, miss. But half of the reason is you. It’s because you have such an attractive body. So from now on, when you eat at my house, will you please wear your underwear?”]


      [Definitely not! What a maid you are…]


      If the room gets colder and colder, I’m sure to catch a cold.


      The rice that Aya made was very delicious today. Well, I was rejuvenating my eyes when I saw the elegant appearance of Aya in her maid outfit.


      The two of us finished washing the dishes. Aya urged me, [Come on]


      [What’s next, Miss?]


      　Let’s see…I’m full, and I’m in the mood to go to bed… or… I don’t know why I was thinking about that. I’m embarrassed.


      　I still can’t get used to asking her out and I’m also having trouble being honest with my feelings, except for when I’m getting attacked like yesterday. Aya was rummaging through her purse when I glanced at her to see what she was doing.


      [Then, how about watching a DVD?]


      　I didn’t mind that suggestion, I just nodded and said,[Okay]. Aya then put the DVD in our player and turned on the TV.


      [What DVD is this?]


      [An footage of your favourite commoner, I wonder]


      I’d hate it if it was about a group of high school girls flocking to a famous Instagram spot…


      I was the one who appeared on TV.


      “Huh?”


      This is… It came to me in an instant.


      I-it’s not the frame-up video from the punishment game for the final exam, right?!


      Wow, you went to a lot of trouble to burn it to DVD and bring it to me, gorgeous… I’m not sure why you have to go through the trouble of doing that… I don’t think I dare to do that.


      [Here, Miss. A video of your favourite commoner girl panting and moaning like a bitch.]


      [So this is what we were going to watch?]


      [I don’t know what you’re talking about.]


      [What makes you think you can hide it..?]


      On the screen, Aya was asking me a question and I’m answering it while flinching.


      [[How many people have you experienced with?]]


      [[O-One… My… Current! Girlfriend is my f-first!]]


      [[So, do you like sex?]]


      [[I like it…I guess. I like it!~ when people are kind to me… But it’s not just sex that I like. ……]]


      　I’m dying of embarrassment…. I want someone to shut up the girl on screen right now. I covered my face with my hands.


      [Miss, she does have a nasty look on her face, doesn’t she? I wonder if all commoner girls like to do naughty things.]


      [Well, I think so… I guess they have no money and lots of free time, so they do all that kind of stuff right away. ……]


      　I don’t know kind what character she is, but I try my best to separate myself from the girl on the screen. Then Aya slid around behind the sofa and reached for my chest as if to hug me.


      [A-A-A-Aya-san?!]


      [I’m sure you’ll get bored if you just watch the images. Here’s a little stimulation.]


      [Oh, really? What very thoughtful maid you are]


      [[Hyah!]] gasped the girl on the screen. Aya, who was holding the camera, reached out and touched her bottom. She glared at the girl with tears in her eyes.


      [[You know that I’ll be surprised when you do it suddenly…]]


      [[It is because Marika has a face that wants to be assaulted. I’m not going to just verbally abuse you, I want you to tell me to make love to you properly.]]


      　Aya, the maid who is squeezing my breasts through my underwear from behind, breathes into my ear in a lustrous, blistering manner.


      [That commoner girl, she’s not very graceful, is she? You’re a commoner girl, aren’t you? That face, It’s obvious that she had a look of inferiority in her eyes and was inviting me to join her.]


      [Yeah, that’s right. I think it was …… that she wanted to be touched.]


      The girl on the screen screams, [[No, I didn’t mean to do that…]]


      　Of course, I don’t remember what I said when I was getting fucked, and I didn’t even know I had ever made such a naughty face before.


      Well, there were indeed times when I had sex in the bath and she showed it to me in the mirror,  but… it was only for a little while…


      The maid, Aya, is just fondling my breasts over the fabric. As if to avoid the middle, she fondles the area around it.


      [Mnn… Ahn… Mn…]


      [Miss, is there anything wrong?]


      [No, not really?　I was wondering if my breath leaked out because you pressed on my chest. Haa…]


      [Ah… I see… Sorry for that, Miss]


      Aya plunges her tongue into my ear hole. I couldn’t help but feel my spine jump.


      [I’m not sure if I’m as embarrassed as some of the commoner kids who get off on being videotaped with those disgusting and slutty faces. Miss Marika is a straightforward, innocent, and decent young lady, aren’t you?]


      [Well, yeah…That’s, uh, obvious, right?]


      I clenched my teeth and endured the numbness that tingles through my body.


      But on the video, the interview session was already over and the girl was completely immersed in the act.


      [[Oh, oh, oh, oh, yeah, I like that. …… I like it, I like it… Aya, I like it.]]


      [[I know. So, what do you want me to do next, Marika? More gently? Or….]]


      [[I want it hard, Do me harder, Aya. Bully me more!]]


      The girl is lying on her back on the bed with her eyes closed, and Aya is on top of her. The video only shows the upper half of her body, so we can’t see what’s being done to her. But the sound of squirting water was constantly coming from off-screen.


      That Marika is loved by Aya to her heart’s content. She had a bright red, sweaty face, and couldn’t afford it anymore, and it’s embarrassing that she was seen in that state by her lover… but she looked very beautiful.


      [Oh, she’s such a slut. So wild and demanding. I’m sure she’s always thinking about it. No matter where she is or what she’s doing, she always wants to do something naughty. She’s like a female cat in heat. She’s nothing like you, Miss.]


      Aya’s verbal abuse… It’s too effective…


      [Ah …… ugh …… hh …… ah, haa….]


      Aya was still fiddling with my breasts and wouldn’t touch me in my sensitive places.


      I remember the first time Aya showed me an AV. It was an erotic video of Karen, who was a college student at the time, and it made my heart pound so hard that I couldn’t sleep. I thought it was something from a distant world that had nothing to do with me.


      However, the image of Marika in the video that I see now seems to be as pleasant as the pretty girl I saw in the video at that time, and it’s so annoying that I’m worried about the future of this 17-year-old child. 


      I thought to myself, “In just half a year, Aya has thoroughly trained me like this.”


      But the girl in the video seemed to be very happy.


      [[Hey, Marika. Let me ask you again. How do you like it when someone does that to you?]]


      [[Ah, Aya’s, Aya’s finger, there, I’m cumming.!, I like … Ah, I like to be pinched, I like to be done, with Aya’s fingers… inside…. All! I like everything!]]


      On the screen, the honest Marika is loved by Aya, and she does everything for her.


      And yet, I’m still being tormented and teased like this… It’s not fair.


      [Hey, Aya…]


      I turned around and stared feverishly at Aya.


      I can’t stand it, but I’m not very good at asking for it…


      But even that… this is not fair…


      I pleaded in a muffled voice.


      [Do it for me, too, …… like you did for her, …… hey, …….]


      At first glance, Aya, the maid, had no expression on her face, and I couldn’t read anything from her usually recognizable expression. I was so overwhelmed that I put my hand on Aya’s hand that was grabbing my chest and bit my lips.


      [Please, Aya….]


      I slowly bring Aya’s hand downward.


      [Make me feel good…]


      I opened my legs on the sofa and welcomed Aya into it. I opened my legs on the sofa and welcomed Aya to it. I heard a chuckling sound, my mind went blank and Aya smiled a little.


      [Are you perhaps… getting horny from the video?]


      [That’s what …… it has been all along. ……]


      [Do you usually fill your head with naughty things too, young lady?]


      [No, you’re wrong, but … because Aya blames me … If Aya abuses me, that’s what happens, I …]


      Aya’s hand, still in my underwear, didn’t move.


      But the way Aya looked at me was gentle.


      [It’s all right, Miss Marika. Don’t be too naughty, or you’ll really pass out]


      [I don’t mind, though…]


      Desperately, I stare into Aya’s eyes with tears slowly welling up in my eyes.


      [But, do it… Please!]


      [Yeah]


      Aya squeezes me from behind and hugs my body.


      [All right. I’ll do it for you. I’m going to make love to you so much, so much that you won’t even notice that you’re just like the girl on the screen]


      [──]


      It wasn’t because she was gentle that she hugged me with her left hand. It was to prevent the power of my right hand from escaping anywhere and to break my pleasure nerves into pieces.


      [A… ya…]


      I blinked at the sudden stimulation and clenched my mouth.


      The pleasure that spread through my lower body penetrated my brain like a lightning bolt.


      This is a bad, bad, bad thing ……. If she takes it seriously, I’ll be ruined… it will make me crazy…


      [I’m going to make love to you a lot ………… and then I’ll break you.]


      The fifth stage of my training resumes at the hands of Aya, who has shed her maid’s shell. My position as a young lady is destroyed, and I am degraded to a pet to be cared for by Aya.


      　Then I don’t remember what happened after that.


      　I think I took a bath, but she probably trained me there too.


      　I guess I passed out without washing my hair and was taken to bed. Aya, the maid, seemed to have done all the lotion and stuff. But she didn’t let me sleep at all, and she trained me even more after that.


      We’ve been having sex for a long, long time.


      　They were intertwined in a nasty way. And it wasn’t just one day, it continues to the next day…


      　I washed my hair in the bath, ate lunch, did my laundry, Aya made dinner, and then I went to bed. When I would normally be looking at my phone, going out, or doing homework, I was just having sex.


      　I couldn’t even begin to count the number of times I had been made to cum. It’s an obscene, decadent, and mind-boggling life. I can’t stop it. All I can do is let Aya continue to make me cum until she’s satisfied.


      Living together… is really dangerous, huh…


      　As we slept side by side on the bed, Aya was playing with my breasts. It was enough to take away most of my thoughts and I was panting like a piano, [Ah… Ah…]


      [Hey, Marika…]


      [Hua?]


      Aya’s voice ravaged my brain. My body had long since ceased to be my own.


      [I love you]


      [Iy…too… luv… you… ] (TLN: The raw was, [Atahi… mo… Aishite… ryuu] implying that she’s messed up)


      　The two days were like an event in a paradise floating in the sky, so much so that I thought I would never be able to come down to earth again.

    

  



  Chapter 4


  
    [Marika?] I woke up when I heard a man’s voice.


    We had already done something last night, and instead of sleeping in, we ended up taking a nap.


    Eh, wait a second. A man’s voice? Is there anyone else at home?


    When I woke up, what I saw was something that makes you want to scream.


    I was completely naked, not even wearing shorts, my hair was shaggy, and I probably smelled like sweat.


    And next to me,  Aya in her underwear is breathing quietly in her sleep. She’s as beautiful as a sleeping princess, and her defenseless sleeping face is cute. Wait, let’s not get distracted!


    Our clothes were strewn everywhere, and there was a mess of lotion on the table. It’s as if we’ve done something. Well, that’s the fact though!


    Ah, he’s coming closer!　It’s coming towards my room!　Aah, I’ll just get my underwear, throw myself under the covers, and hide Aya too!


    AH! He’s knocking on my door!


    [Marika?]


    [Eh, Father?!]


    [Yep, it’s me, your father. I’m home]


    My father discreetly opened the door to my room. I hurriedly pulled the covers over my mouth, as if to hide Aya who’s sleeping next to me.


    My father is a laid-back guy, like something out of a Ghibli movie. I think my personality is inherited from my father than my mother.


    [Eh, Why are you here? I thought you have work?]


    I crawled deeper into bed with Aya and looked up at my dad like I did when I missed school because of a cold. My heart is going to burst out of my mouth, seriously, this is bad.


    [Ah that, let’s just say that I managed to get some time off today]


    [Eh?!]


    Well, if you’re off, that means you’ll be home all day today. ……?


    We’ve got to tell him that I and Aya are going to a Christmas Eve party late at night and that we have to obey the curfew!　I’m in so much trouble!


    [I-I see… Isn’t that great?]


    [Yep, I’m glad that I got a day off]


    Dad held up the travel bag he was carrying, looking happy. He smiled like a little bear.


    I thought I’d stay over with Mom today since it’s Christmas Eve.


    [Eh?]


    [I heard that the hospital will put another bed in your private room if you’re willing to pay for it. It’s been years since we’ve spent time alone together. It’s been almost twenty years since I had my first child.


    [Ha]


    I blinked rapidly at him


    Uhm, that means…


    [So Dad, are you and Mom staying at the hospital today?]


    [Yeah]


    [Is that why you came all the way from Hokkaido?]


    [That’s right]


    I currently got a smug look on my face. I’m not sure if I’m happy with the news… Should I?


    [We’re going to spend time together but in a hospital. Since we can’t go out somewhere or have a fancy dinner at a restaurant with a night view, can we? I guess I’m spending the night in Hospital clothes eating hospital food, huh?]


    [Well, it is what it is]


    When I asked him about it, he frowned and crossed his arms.


    [But you know what, Marika? I’m going to say something embarrassing now.]


    [Eh, I don’t want to]


    [Nah, I’m saying it, no matter what you say]


    If you want to say it, then just say it. He’s my father, and he’s sending me to school, so I’ll let him say it. Maybe my dad is embarrassed, he keeps stroking his chin.


    [It’s not like I care about the place or anything!]


    [No, but wouldn’t it be better if the place was better?]


    [Well, that’d be the case wouldn’t it?]


    My father frowned at the high school girl’s retort, then quietly shook his head.


    [But to be able to spend time with her is the most important and special thing. She’s the first place winner price, and that’s what matters. Other than that, Let’s not think about it.]


    [Eh, that was really cool]


    [I know right?]


    The Sakakibara family, who are prone to get carried away, are proud of themselves. I was a little offended by that, but I’ll forgive him for saying something nice. You’re right, the most important thing for me is to be with Aya. Maybe even in the hospital.


    I see I see, as expected from an adult… Impressing me even with such simple action.


    Then I was caught off guard. Someone’s hand stroked my thigh. My whole thigh was covered in her hair.


    A small voice from under the blanket said, [Marika…] as if she was sleepwalking. Uhm, not now please, I’m still talking to my dad right now…


    I’m naked right now, and I’m sensitive all over the place, so can you please stop..?


    [Speaking of which]


    He looked around the room.


    [I thought your friend was staying with us. Where is she now?]


    [Eh?! A, Aya? Uhm… Mom’s bedroom! She’s sleeping in Mom’s bedroom!]


    I shouted in panic. There’s no way I can say that she’s hugging me around my waist under the covers right now, and she’s moving her hands around suspiciously.


    Wait! Aya-san, that’s not good! It’s not a good idea to move your hand there! You can’t do that!　My dad’s here!


    [I see. I’m sorry if I woke you up.]


    I’m sorry I haven’t seen you in a while, but I want you to read the air right now and get out of here as soon as possible.


    [I-I guess so!]


    Oh no. Aya’s hand slightly touched my feet where I wasn’t wearing any shoes. My voice is leaking. Aya, you’re sleepwalking, aren’t you?


    [But I don’t think you should sleep until noon just because you have the day off, Marika.]


    [A-Ah, I g-guess so!]


    Aya strokes my hips. A gentle sensation spreads through me as if my hips are about to give out.


    Oh, Aya… a good-for-nothing… This is different from normal play, and if we got caught, we’ll be in big trouble..!


    I’ll let you do as much as you want later. So please stop it!


    What’s wrong with you? You’re sleepwalking, don’t grope me…  Not now, don’t make me feel better… No, my father will hear me…


    [Ok then, I should get going soon]


    [Y-Yeah…]


    I nodded my head frantically.


    [Give my regards to your friend, kay]


    I had already pulled the covers up to my eyes and was biting my index finger underneath to keep me from screaming. But I couldn’t hold it anymore. No, pl-please stop. don’t-!…
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    I wriggle my hips in a convulsive spasm. The place where Aya’s fingers were fiddling with me contracted and quivered.


    … I can’t believe it. I can’t believe how easy it was to make me feel so good. I’ve been overly sensitive in the past week…


    Dad closed the door to his room without noticing me. The sound of footsteps in the hallway moved away, the front door opened and closed, and soon the presence of people disappeared from the house.


    And then.


    [Aya!] I shouted as I flipped the covers over my head. Aya, who had squeezed herself tight against my cold glare, looked up at me with sleepy eyes, [Marika, ……?] She looked up at me with sleepy eyes.


    I shuddered and raised my arms in the air.


    [Stupid Aya!]


    I slapped Aya on the back of her head, making a nice sound like I was hitting an alarm clock.


    ・・・


    [I’m so sorry!]


    [I was embarrassed to death.]


    [I’m really sorry about that!]


    [I thought I was going to die]


    Aya and I were in my room, each doing our makeup on the table. Aya kept apologizing to me while I was talking muffledly. Of course, she should!. Being made to cum by someone playing with your lower half in front of your father would be a trauma of a lifetime if you were not good at handling it.


    Aya shook her head quietly.


    [What a waste of time, I embarrassed Marika to death, but I can’t remember what happened. What a blunder…]


    [Please reflect on it!]


    [Yeah, I’m sorry]


    I sighed, [Humph!] I said as my mouth pouted.


    [Sleepwalking is a really rare thing to happen to people and you can’t help it this time because you were sleepwalking, but you can’t do it again. But if we’re alone or we’re around people that we don’t have any acquaintance with, then… you can do it however you like.]


    The second half of the sentence was more of a love joke, hence I was embarrassed that I have to whisper it to her in a trembling tone. Aya nodded with a serious face.


    [Okay then, how about going to the convenience store naked under your coat?]


    What in the world do you mean by, [[Well then]]?


    [It’s cold outside so no it is]


    [Well then, I’ll be waiting when summer came]


    What? Why are you that persistent?


    [Hmmm… what if they find out?　Oh, but I don’t want to go to the nearest convenience store…]


    [I understand]


    Aya took out her notebook and started to write something. I’m sure she’s extending her punishment game choice. You’re trying to make me do it, aren’t you? Wasn’t it just a what-if situation?


    [Yup, I’m looking forward to summer, Marika]


    [I’m not ready for a beach trip!]


    Why do I have to be the one to expose myself? (TLN: Wanna switch place?)


    It’s just a matter of whether it’s morally acceptable or not, and on top of that, if I said that it’s embarrassing, it’s embarrassing! I would definitely never expose myself! Absolutely!




*****




  


  

 
  
    So, for the first time, I went to Shinjuku at night to the long-awaited Christmas Eve party.


    Aya had to prepare the store, so she left a little early. I went to the bar in time for the party to start at 18:00.


    As I wandered around the store, Chisaki and Yume came by and I quickly joined them. I high-fived them for no reason at all.


    [Merry Christmas!]


    [Merikuri~!] (TLN: It’s just an abbreviation for Merry Christmas, I guess)


    Chisaki is dressed maturely in skinny pants and a jacket, while Yume is dressed in a cute fur outfit that brings out her girlish side. The contrast is amazing, and I think this kind of couple is the best.


    [Merikuri, I’ll be in your care for the next year]


    [Mari, you’re quick.]


    While we were talking about recent events, people came to the front of the store one after another.


    out of twenty people, most of them were couples, and there were hardly any groups of three like us. However, all the regulars are familiar with each other, so couples often join groups here and there.


    I really like this atmosphere before the party starts. It makes me feel like I’m back in my childhood when I can truly believe that tomorrow will be a fun day.


    After a few minutes, a staff member came out. He put a sign on the door of the restaurant saying that it was for private use and invited us in.


    I stepped into the store, and.


    [Wa]


    We were greeted with a bang from crackers


    [Merry Christmas~]


    The first one is Karen, dressed in a mini-skirt Santa outfit. She’s really cute and her shoulders and legs are bare…  It’s erotic and cute…


    There were six waitresses at the bar, including Karen. All of them were women and were good-looking enough to have their fans, and Aya was at the end of the list.


    All of them except Karen was not dressed as Santa Claus but in their usual black vests. That’s because they work in the food and beverage section, so they have to wear uniforms. So that means Karen’s not going to shake any shakers today, right? I think that’s fine. I greet her as she enters.


    [Thank you for your time today.]


    [Yeah, have fun. But don’t drink alcoholic beverages just because it’s a special occasion.　Don’t go out of your mind if you’re having an affair, or even if you’re having an affair with someone you don’t love]


    That’s normal, though? The three of us students were puzzled by her statement, but we replied, [Yes.]


    The party is buffet style included in the membership fee. The chairs have been removed from the counter, so you can eat standing up and have fun. You can also sit at a table or on a sofa and relax and talk. Only the drinks cost extra.


    We ordered the usual non-alcoholic cocktails and went to the counter in a group.


    Yes, this is what a party looks like. The interior of the restaurant is gorgeous and the lighting is unusual and luxurious. How could I not be in the mood for this?


    [Wow, this is so …… fun!　It’s fun, right!] Yume’s eyes immediately lit up. Chisaki and Yume have been to the bar together a few times, but it’s still nice to be here! Hmm, this party is fun! Not that I have done anything yet, though!


    There were happy couples huddled together in the store, and there were kids like us making a lot of noise.


    Then, a blond junior high school student came in and said, [Hi.]. It was Asta, who I hadn’t seen since yesterday.


    I turned around and saw that she was wearing a bright red party dress that showed off her body lines. Wow.


    [What is that Asta? Is it Karen’s?]


    [That’s right. How is it? It suits me right?]


    Asta is really proud of her looks and I do think that she looks great in them. But looking at her like that, I’m a bit jealous…


    I usually didn’t think anything of it because I don’t dress up much, but Asta in a dress looks like the “real deal” that it’s amazing. Every time Asta walked, the crowd would break. What kind of celebrity is this? Her aura is amazing.


    [Wow, that’s amazing!], Yume shouted with delight.


    But. It was Chisaki who was acting strangely.


    Hmm, Chisaki? You’re staring a bit too much at Asta, what’s wrong?


    Chisaki’s face was bright red.


    Chisaki?!


    [Mari’s friend! Nice to meet you, I’m Astalotte!]


    After shaking hands with Yume, Asta held out her hand to me, but Chisaki was too frightened to shake her hands.


    [Hm, What’s wrong with you? Why are you so nervous?] Asta comes close to her face.


    “Uhm, uh… ah, ahahaha…”


    Your face is bright red and you really have a strange smile on your face. You guys are too close. Chisaki! Yume next to you is suspecting you!


    [Um, my name is ……, Chisa, Chisaki. …… Um, you’re cute, how old are you?]


    [I’m 15 years old!]


    I grabbed Yume’s shoulder.


    [Hey, Yume! Let’s get some snacks from that table over there!]


    [Eh, su-sure!]


    I hope it’s just my imagination, but isn’t this bad?


    Eh, speaking of which, Chisaki said that I’m not her type… Could it be that she is… a lolicon?


    Oh, my god, ……. I’ve just witnessed a side of my friend that I never knew existed.


    [Astarotte was so cute.]


    [I-I know right?]


    I agree with her with a tight smile: Yume is a little over 150 centimeters with a babyface, and Asta is taller than that but she’s a real junior high school student with a very beautiful face.


    Which one will Chisaki really choose? She’s not going to do two-timing or something right…? No, just choose Yume as normally. Don’t be unfaithful and keep your moderation, Chisaki!


    Chisaki and Yume then moved to the sofa seat. They seemed to be flirting with each other. I don’t know if Chisaki and Asta exchanged contact information or not. I think it would be better not to know anything about it…


    I took a bite of the chocolate that I got. Wow, this is very expensive chocolate with a rich taste.


    While I was enjoying the delicious chocolate, Aya came in. She seemed to have finished her work. Wow, she’s beautiful that I couldn’t help but squirm. Aya looked like she didn’t understand what happened.


    [What is it?]


    [No, I just think that Aya’s beautiful… Hey, Aya, have you ever had any disadvantages from being beautiful?]


    [Eh, I wonder. Hm…]


    Aya thought lightly.


    [I was almost stabbed by Enomoto, and then when I was alone, many boys confessed to me and said, [I’ll protect you] or something like that. Then this time, I was told that I was getting carried away sometimes, and even after I entered high school, I was told something similar, and I couldn’t make any friends.]


    [Oh, that was more than I thought.]


    [But there’s a catch.]


    Aya looked into my face as I propped myself up on my elbows on the counter as she smiled.


    [I get to make Marika mine because she likes my face]


    [… Is that enough to compensate for the disadvantages?]


    [You’re not getting the point, huh. The cost for this happiness would exceed the national budget.]


    There it is, her bartender’s sexy mode. That’s how she makes all her customers swoon, right? Just like me right now!


    [So, what’s the matter? Why are you suddenly asking me that?]


    [Not much, I was a bit jealous over you and Asta’s face]


    [You don’t need to, right? Because I think the cutest person in the world is already standing in front of me]


    [There you go with your infatuation. No offense, but…]


    When I waved my hands, Aya grabbed them and brought her face even closer to mine.


    [It’s true. I’ve always thought you were cute, even before we’re going out. Can’t you believe what I’m saying?]


    [Uu…]


    However, it was hard for me to nod my head when she put her face close to mine. Maybe it’s true, but I can’t agree with you on this one. I think Aya is the most beautiful girl in the world.


    We’ve been talking a lot about home, and we’ve been enjoying the gorgeousness of the bar, and it looks like it’s time for her to go.


    [It’s time for me to go. I’ll see you later.]


    [Ah, okay. Please be careful]


    I see, it’s also Aya’s birthday party. Aya retreated to the back store. I wonder if I’ll get jealous again when she sees Aya being celebrated by so many people. Hmmm.


    I drank my second non-alcoholic cocktail and took a break. Phew, but Aya in her bartender outfit is cool. Is this what it feels like to fall in love all over again? I can’t help it. She’s so cool. But I can’t keep her all to myself today.


    [Well, I think you’re looking pretty good.]


    Before I knew it, Sae was sitting next to me. What is she, A ninja? She would be the strongest if she could eliminate signs and use scissors to take people by surprise. Please don’t do that.


    [Sae-chan, where have you been?]


    [I was hiding in that space over there. I didn’t want Fuwa to find me.]


    [Why…]


    I’m sure even Sae herself can’t explain why that is…


    As I had told her beforehand, Sae was also wearing a neat long coat over a long dress to protect her from the cold. The velour pumps were a point of elegance. It’s a mystery why she has such a good sense of style. Not to mention that she has big boobs.


    [When I told them I was a high school student, a group of older women I didn’t know seemed to enjoy my company…. We had a lot of fun talking about Fuwa…]


    [Are you going to start an Aya fan club?]


    I said it as a joke, but Sae’s eyes lit up.


    [I’m not a fan, I’m just a good friend… and a hateful nemesis. That’s the way it is, but a fan club isn’t a bad idea either. I can give you a single-digit membership car number if you want, Marika-chan.]


    [Her Lover! I’m her girlfriend after all!]


    [Fuwa’s lover? What are you talking about? Aya doesn’t have a lover. Fuwa is always alone, never leaning on anyone. You can dream of making her heart flutter, but she’s too strong and she’s beautiful. She lives like she’s a rose]


    [Go accept the reality, Sae!]


    Sae, I wonder how long you’ll be able to keep your Fuwa-otaku side… I wonder if she’ll wake up if Aya and I kiss in front of her. That’s the worst kind of awakening, the Sleeping Beauty route.


    [Well, since you’re here, why don’t you find a girlfriend?]


    Sae laughed hatefully when he said that.


    [What? There’s no way two girls are going out, right?]


    [What mouth?　Which mouth?　Which mouth says that?]


    I tugged on his cheek. She protested. What are you talking about now? Have you already forgotten that you tried to steal me away from Aya?


    [For example, when Aya confesses her love to you, you’re going to reply to her with, “Two girls can’t go out together,” right?]


    [Yes, that’s right. If Fuwa were to bow to me and say such a thing, I would let all past grudges and enmities go down the drain and, well, yes, It’s impossible by nature, but that’s the way it is. It’s a special case.]


    [Hey, everyone!　Here’s a troublesome high school girl with a broken heart. She’s looking for a lover, so can someone please help her out?!]


    [Marika-chan?!]


    I shouted, and a group of women came up to me.


    [Eh~ a high school girl?] [Really? Can I eat you?] [No, I’m going to teach you about pure love. Pure Love is ……?] [Oh, she’s so cute…I want to spend my whole life with her…] And so on.


    I pushed Sae away from me.


    [Good luck out there]


    [Marika-chan?!]


    Even though she tried to reach for me, Sae was taken away.


    I know it’s rough, but that girl should at least do this. Get a new love and forget about the past. It’s for Sae’s own good. He’s my best friend, even though she’s like that…


    [[Well then everyone, thank you all for your patience.]]


    Eventually, Karen came out with a microphone in hand.


    The mini-skirt Santa Claus has a vulgar image, but somehow it looks strangely neat when it is worn by the sweet and cute Karen. Well, she’s not one of the most innocent people in the world, but I guess it means that she’s good at showing herself. ……


    [[Aya-chan, today’s main character, is here. Let’s give her applause!]]


    Karen opened her hand and a shy looking girl came from behind… What?!


    What? She’s changing into a dress!


    And it’s pure white. It was like a wedding dress.


    No, it’s a little more casual than that, maybe a little shorter in length, but wow, it looks amazing on her!


    Wow, wow. I wonder if Karen took the trouble to prepare this for me. It’s amazing, it’s beautiful. …… Ha, take a picture, take a picture. Let me take it until my storage’s full.


    As I crowded around like the other sisters, snapping away on our phone in unison, Aya, who had been handed a microphone, stepped forward tentatively.


    A flash of light illuminates the room.


    Oh, she’s going to talk. I have to listen to it. Her gorgeous words… I can’t, the sudden dress is making me crazy.


    [[I’m sorry to interrupt your fun tonight. I didn’t even know about this outfit until the day of the party…I was so surprised when I came here today and suddenly found myself dressed like this.]]


    Someone shouted, [Aya-chan, you’re the most beautiful girl in the world!] Someone shouted. I know right.


    [[For me, Today is an anniversary for lots of stuff. It’s not only that tomorrow is my birthday, but the first day I met Karen was today, Christmas Eve night.]]


    So that’s how it was.


    Karen told me once. She said that the first time Aya came to our house was when she was in the third year of junior high school. In other words, it was two years ago today.


    Aya, holding the microphone with her hands covered in lace dress gloves, talks louder.


    [I was just a child back then, and I gave Karen a lot of trouble. But she never gave up on me and taught me many things. Not only Karen-san but also… Momo-san, Shiori-san, Nana-san, Ageha-san, and Toi-san. I am indebted to all of the staff members.]


    Aya gazed at the staff members dressed as bartenders one by one with her shining eyes. Her gaze never wavered, and it seemed to represent the trajectory of Aya’s life.


    [Of course, it is all of you who have visited …… that have helped me grow. It must have been hard for you to deal with me. Thank you very much for your patience. It’s been a year and a half since I started working. I wonder if I’ve grown since then…]


    The answer to this question was certainly more evident in the faces of the customers who were staring at Aya than in her words. They said, [Aya, you’re doing great, you’re doing just fine!]


    Oh my God, I’m getting all emotional. I don’t know why I’m so moved.


    [[I feel like I’m going to quit the store or something, but don’t worry. But it’s okay. I’m going to keep working. Isn’t that right? Karen-san.]]


    Karen laughed and made a circle with her finger, [Of course,] she said.


    [[I’m glad…Um, I love this store. This store saved me when I was not enjoying school and when I was having a hard time staying at home. I think many people have been saved by this store, not just me. I will continue to love the store that everyone loves. I will continue to protect it.]]


    One of Aya’s habits is to say [I’ll protect you.] I’m sure it’s because Aya is supported by the thoughts and feelings of many people, and she is always grateful for them.


    Aya vows to take care of the feelings that have supported her every step of the way. That’s why she says she will protect them.


    G-Good girl! Aya’s the good-est girl in the world!


    [[I’m not going to go on too long, but I do have one last thing to say. I’m sure many of you know that we had a loud argument in this store, but there may be some people who don’t know about it. Ah, Uhm…]]


    Suddenly, Aya’s eyes met mine. I tried to think about it. Oh, you mean that event huh…


    I gave a small shrug, smiling at Aya, who seemed to be trying to figure out how I looked.


    Mou, you can’t be helped, huh…


    [[I told her that I didn’t want to come out at school. And she said, [School is an important place for me, and I try my best every day to make it as fun as I want it to be].]]


    But, I am me, and Aya is Aya


    This store is an important place for Aya.


    If you have the courage not to hide it, then you definitely dare to say it.


    I agreed to her, [Okay,] and I moved my mouth and made a circle with my finger as Karen did. I was embarrassed. But I smiled at Aya, who had forgiven me.


    Aya opens her mouth like a bud and speaks.


    [I’ve got a girlfriend. She’s bright, cute, kind, and …… has so many good points that she’s too good for me. It was because of this store that I was able to get together with her. Karen-san, and everyone, please let me say thank you once again. I am now…]


    Aya’s smile blossomed.


    [I am now, really happy!]


    A lot of applause filled the room.


    A staff member brought a large cake in a wagon. It wasn’t a bûche de Noël, but a very cute heart-shaped cake with lots of fruit on it.


    Then I was beckoned. What? What is it? The people around me pushed me back and sent me off to Aya’s place. A microphone? No, no, no, I don’t need it!


    I look next to her. Aya is smiling happily. Aya, holding a long knife, whispers to me.


    [Let’s do it, Marika]


    [Y-Yeah…]


    Standing next to Aya in such a beautiful dress makes me nervous.


    We both put our hands on a single knife and cut the cake in half. Once again, there was a loud applause.


    Karen snapped her fingers and turned on the music. Of course, it was Aya’s birthday, so Happy Birthday should have been played, but what I heard was Papapapan, Papapapa~n, wait, that’s a wedding song!


    [W-Why?!]


    [Karen-san improvised it, I guess]


    [Isn’t today Aya’s day]


    [If today is my day, then it’s your day as well, Marika]


    As soon as she said that, Aya stroked my cheek.


    He makes me turn my face toward her.


    In front of me, illuminated by twinkling lights, is the most beautiful woman in the world. Her eyes are staring at me. I can’t believe it.


    [Eh, W-Wait a bit, don’t tell me, Aya…]


    [I love you, Marika]


    [I also like you, though…]


    At that moment, She kissed me on the mouth.
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    I permitted you to let out, but I didn’t say you could go this far!


    I can hear people clapping, whistling, and even Chisaki, Yume, and Asta making noise. Maybe Sae is dead in a corner of the store. No, I don’t care about Sae!　I’m dying of embarrassment!


    It’s just such a forced thing to do while being carried away by the atmosphere.


    I thought to myself, “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”


    I’m so happy… wait a minute.


    We had a lot of fun, and the ladies who looked like members of Aya’s fan club asked me to do Aya for them.


    Then I watched Aya receiving many birthday gifts and politely thanking each one of them. Instead of dying, Sae exchanged LINE with many people and said, [The party is so much fun!] She let out her best smile of the century.


    It was almost the end of such a wonderful party.


    [Oh no, It’s late. Um, is it okay if I leave now?]


    Reina Nishida came over to me, acting as if it was a coincidence.


    Why are you here?




*****




  


  

 
  
 
    
      [What? Nishida? Why are you here?]


      [Because that’s the bar where Fuwa works, right? How could anyone at school not know that? I asked a few people, and they told me about it.]


      When I, who was at the counter, puzzled over the question, Nishida let out a chuckle.


      Nishida, wearing seven-centimeter heels, was in perfect mode. She was looking down at me from a higher perspective than usual.


      Nishida walked past my wary face and went to the bar counter. He ordered a non-alcoholic drink and came to me with the glass.


      [Wow, isn’t this place nice?　It’s relaxing, comfortable and cozy. But it doesn’t look like a place that fits Fuwa.]


      [That’s not true. You just don’t know much about Aya. Hold up Nishida, didn’t you say that you were going to join someone else’s party?]


      [Haha, no. It’s a pain in the ass.]


      Nishida denied it with a laugh. I furrowed my brows. There’s something about Nishida’s atmosphere that’s different from the one at school. At best, she’s relaxed, at worst, she’s a bit of a jerk.


      [Nishida..?]


      [Hm?]


      [Is there anything that happened?]


      [Nothing?]


      As we were having a conversation, my friend, Chisaki, came over with her eyes perked up at Nishida’s appearance. Geez, this is bad


      [Ha? Why are you here?]


      [Eh, I just thought it sounded fun, you know?]


      [You feel like a stalker. Can you please leave?]


      Whoa, whoa, whoa. ……. Hey, stop at once! This is not good.


      I have to get the miniskirt damsel. Oh, she’s not here. She didn’t take anyone home with you, did she? But there are no police eyes here. Is it time to unleash Aya’s Aikido power? No, no, no, Aya is not here either. Oh right, she’s changing her clothes.


      [Hey, hey, Chisaki, where’s Yume? What’s wrong with Yume?]


      [She’s talking with a nice bartender. For real, where is she?]


      That’s why you’re frustrated, Chisaki! What’s wrong with you people! You can’t cheat on each other!


      I’m getting panicked here.


      Nishida then calmed Chisaki out of the situation.


      [Hey,  Chi. We’re in the middle of a fun party, aren’t we? Why don’t you stop that kind of thing? Reina-san isn’t stupid enough to make a move in someone’s territory, you know?]


      Chisaki, who was called Chi by Nishida, gulped.


      [… haa, What in the world was that?. You can call it Chi or call me like you used to. Why are you acting as if nothing happened between us?]


      [Because this isn’t school. And don’t I have to follow the atmosphere?]


      Nishida said as she laugh.


      I looked at Chisaki. She was poking as poison had been removed from her. What’s with her?


      [I’m sorry, Marika. I invited you to a joint party because I want to invite anyone else who is free, I thought Marika has no plans for Christmas.” ]


      … Ha? What’s with that?


      [Oh, wait, you asked me out because you thought I’d say no? No, I mean, did you actually want me to say no?]


      [Well, something like that]


      I narrowed my eyes. I don’t understand what’s going on with Nishida


      [Do you usually act this cat-like?]


      [It’s not like that. Many things were happening. I really don’t care about men. I went out with him because he asked me to, and I thought it would be good for my career, but nothing came of it. So I thought it was okay to go with it for a while, but a promise is a promise, right?]


      [Y-Yeah]


      [I’ve been invited to hundreds of parties and blind dates. But it’s annoying!]


      Nishida smirked and traced the rim of the glass with her finger.


      [So back to Christmas Eve, Marika. As I said, I got invited to hundreds of parties, didn’t I? Thanks to you, I didn’t get involved in anything troublesome. Thank you.]


      [Why?]


      [Hmm? I don’t know why I told you this. The other day, you made me listen to something embarrassing, so I guess I should thank you for that. Also, you like Reina, right?]


      No, I’m not, you’re missing the point.


      [… Aren’t those girls your friends? Why are you lying to them like that, making promises you don’t intend to keep from the beginning and stuff like that… Isn’t that cheating?]


      I thought I was asking seriously, but Nishida laughed again as if to make fun of me.


      [You’re a really nice girl, Marika. I see why you are so popular]


      She was unresponsive as if she were talking to lukewarm air.


      I wonder what’s going on. The Nishida I’ve seen up until now and the Nishida in front of me seem to be two different people.


      [Well, they’re that kind of people, Mari. There’s nothing real about their feelings towards me]


      Chisaki grumbled bitterly.


      [In the first year of high school, Reina and I were very good friends. At least that’s what I thought. We got along well, but then Reina betrayed me.]


      [“You betrayed me.”, You’re exaggerating, Chi]


      [You! She said that friends are just like snack foods that you enjoy on the spot! She told me not to talk to me outside of school because I have a modelling job and it’s a pain in the ass!　That’s what you told me! I thought you were my friend!]


      Chisaki’s voice is drowned out in the bar where the volume of jazz music is turned up, her voice can only be heard just around us.


      Chisaki loves her friends more than anyone else. When I didn’t tell her about my relationship with Aya, Chisaki’s words moved me. But that was only because of what happened with Nishida.


      [What Reina-san failed was that she didn’t get to say it properly. I think that I should have phrased it better. That’s why I decided to lie to you this time, using Marika. I’m improving, right?]


      Nishida’s mood changed again as she sighed. She looks like a mother who is tired of her child not listening to her.


      [You’re too hot, Chi. Don’t you get it yet? You can’t have friends with other students, you can’t have love, you can’t have anything like that, as long as you have fun at the moment, right? Tell her, Marika.]


      Chisaki gnashed her teeth. Nishida’s words stung me.


      [School is a small place. Especially in class, there’s no way that thirty people who happen to be squeezed together can become lifelong friends or even lovers. There’s no way we can understand each other anyway.]


      Nishida looked at me as if I were her prey.


      [You know what I mean, right? Since you’re Marika. That’s why Reina-san likes you, Marika.]


      [That kind of thing…]


      [It’s true]


      Nishida grinned with a smile that saw right through people.


      [Reina-san works as a model. I’m serious there, although I can’t become a full-time model yet, I’m sure I’ll make a living this way. I’m very serious about my feelings]


      [… That’s, to even think about me that far, it’s amazing]


      [Right? That’s why I really don’t care about School. Even more so, I can’t stand to be around men, but that’s just part of the deal, isn’t it? I don’t care about Chi, either. I haven’t talked to her since she was taken, but she’s always welcome.]


      I look at Nishida. Finally, I understood. This guy…


      I open my mouth.


      [You said I was arrogant and conceited, but that’s just Nishida herself. You roll people around in the palm of your hand and don’t give a damn. You just get along with the atmosphere of the moment and don’t care about people’s feelings.]


      [Who knows. Because Reina-san is a person who can do that kind of thing.]


      She’s so easy. Nishida nodded.


      [ I was happy to know that someone else was thinking the same thing I was. Hey, Marika, you can call me Reina.]


      [No way. Nishida is good enough for you.]


      「Why~ You’re so boring.」


      [Because I’m not like you.]


      I glared at Nishida.


      Well yes, I always go with the flow, but I’ve never thought of school as an unimportant place. Chisaki and Yume are my dearest friends. Even if Nishida was right and I saw a new society, there was no way that school would become an unimportant place.


      Of course, she is also different from Aya, who has her own place in the world. She’s not as clumsy as Nishida and she doesn’t get along well with friends. Even so, she never gives up, even when she hits a wall, and she always does the best she can.


      So, as I said earlier, I was celebrated and loved by so many people, which is completely different… from Nishida.


      Ah, I understand.


      I think I’ve figured something out, about Nishida.


      [Hey, Nishida]


      [What is it?]


      I took a deep breath and opened my mouth.


      [I think I misunderstood Nishida until now.]


      [Is that so?]


      I answered Nishida, who seemed interested.


      「I thought Nishida was a much cooler girl.」


      For a moment, Nishida fell silent.


      [Eh?]


      Those words seemed to work.


      [Nishida, you said you’re serious about modelling. If someone who is modelling with a different attitude says, “Modelling is just like this,” don’t you think that person is an idiot? I think there are things you can’t understand unless you take it seriously.]


      [What are you trying to imply?]


      [I realized that I and Nishida are totally different.]


      I point to the center of Nishida’s chest and go on and on with my accusations. I tried to mimic the way Aya always does it to me on the bed as if she insists that this is the truth.


      [Nishida, you’ve been rejecting all the fun you had at school from the start, right?]


      [Haa?]


      [I understand if you’re too busy modelling to devote much energy to school, you can’t help it. But since you just give up on it, you don’t know where the fun is, you don’t know how to have relationships, throw it all away midway, and then talk to me as if you’re right. Well… isn’t that kind of lame?]


      Nishida’s smile tightened.


      [You are my friend, Marika]


      [“We can’t understand each other”? Have you ever tried it? With the whole class? How could you possibly know her if you’ve only known her on the surface? I’ve only recently discovered how good you are, Chisaki. We’ve been friends for a year, but there’s so much I don’t understand.]


      I smiled at Chisaki and she said, [… Well, I guess so?] as she raised one of her eyebrows.


      Nishida sighs unhappily. she sounded serious.


      [Well you see, it’s not that I’m throwing it away, it’s just that I don’t want it. I don’t need that kind of hassle. I just want things that are easy and fun. You understand that, don’t you  Marika?]


      [I don’t know. Because my friends are annoying people. Aya’s a hassle, Chisaki’s a hassle, Yume’s a hassle, and of course, I’m a hassle as well! But that’s the fun part of being human. Well, that’s just a little girl’s opinion.]


      Nishida stared at me.


      [Marika said that you only wanted to have fun, right? Was that a lie?]


      [I did say that, but don’t lump me with you, Nishida. My ‘fun’ doesn’t involve lying to make people conform to my convenience. My ‘fun’ is about making things fun for both of us.]


      I smiled as I pointed my hands in front of his chest.


      [I don’t care if Nishida said that school is unimportant, it’s your life. I don’t mean to impose on you, but if you said that I’m a boring girl who is really enjoying school or is really trying hard to enjoy it, that’s cold.]


      Nishida slammed the counter with the glass. The sound made everyone around her turn to look at her. Nishida huffed and shook his head. Nishida, you’re getting on my nerves, aren’t you? Why don’t you just leave it here?


      But Nishida didn’t back down and came at me.


      [So you’re saying that Marika’s going to make lifelong friends in high school?]


      [I never said that you could. But who knows? If you give up and don’t take the first step even though you might be able to, you’ll never make a friend for life.]


      Nishida then glanced at Chisaki.


      [Well, Reina-san and Chi couldn’t be friends for life!]


      [Well, that’s inevitable, isn’t it? Just try another one, you said that there are thirty people in the class. You still have another twenty-nine.]


      [Are you nuts?]


      Nishida came close to me. She was so big that I had to look up at her. She’s so strong.


      [Moreover, Marika’s a weirdo, right? Why are you going out with another girl? I don’t get it. I don’t like the idea of having classmates to keep things simple.]


      [Wh- What?]


      Why are you jumping on other’s relationships? Is that even relevant?


      I don’t understand, but Nishida seemed to be really pissed off.


      [That’s the way of thinking of people who are just randomly enjoying the moment! You can’t get married, you can’t have children, and you can’t be with other women. If you were serious about that, you wouldn’t be in a relationship with someone like that! You’re all talk, Marika!]


      I thought for a moment, “What in the world is this girl saying in such a place?”


      The next thing I knew was me shouting with such passion that it overshadowed my concern.


      [That’s wrong!]


      Nishida stopped moving.


      [I don’t really think about the future, nor do I know what the future holds, but I love Aya! Are girls only supposed to be with each other during school? That’s not true! Even if Nishida is right and Aya and I end up breaking up, that would be really painful and it would be really bad, but… I’m not going to lie about the fact that I fell in love with Aya and my feelings for her is real!]


      I glared back at Nishida, She gritted.


      That’s right, I’m sure I don’t want to be told these things, that’s why I can’t hold back.


      Before I knew it, tears were rolling down from my eyes.


      I’m so embarrassed and ashamed that just thinking about the possibility of breaking up with Aya makes me feel this way… I think I need to be stronger.


      Nishida looked down at me awkwardly for a while, as if she thought that she had said too much. But that didn’t last long.


      [… I won’t apologize. If I wanted to apologize, then I wouldn’t have said something like that in the first place.]


      [That’s fine. You piss me off.]


      [I don’t understand why you’re being so stubborn and clumsy when you really can do so much better. Why are you doing that? I thought Marika is the same as me, but I don’t understand. That’s what I thought, and as I’m trying to understand it… How stupid.]


      [Well I also think that Nishida is also lame]


      Just what in the world is she thinking, Nishida won’t fight an all-out war with someone she thinks is worth using? I thought I understood Nishida just by looking at her surface. I thought she was a friend of mine and felt sympathy for her.


      But here I am crying, and Nishida was getting teary-eyed. Both of us cracked, no matter how you look at it. When I was with Sae, I also thought I could fix things.


      Not this time, I guess…


      I wiped away the tears with my handkerchief and relaxed my eyes as if to wipe away the mess of emotions in my head.


      We were arguing our points of view and clashing head-on, and it was really tough for both of us.


      It’s not worth it, and it’s not necessary if you’re just going through the flow at school.


      I also have a girl right beside me who always spoke to me honestly, and she taught me that it was important to have the strength to walk forward step by step, even when I was hurt or when I’m at my worse.


      That’s why I too…


      [Finally, I get to make you talk, so I’m okay with that.]


      Nishida looked at me as if she was taken aback.


      I haven’t forgiven her, and it still pisses me off, but Nishida did her best to convey her feelings to me. She told me that we were completely different. I just want to acknowledge that.


      Consider it as my gratitude.


      [Thank you for telling me, Reina]


      Her face contorted in disgust.


      [Seriously… just shouting something that doesn’t make sense… Is this what you call seriously, Marika?]


      [Well, That’s how I feel.]


      [Then all of that, you were serious…]


      Reina put her hand on her cheek.


      I wiped the tears from the corners of my eyes with my fingers and shrugged my shoulders.


      [Honestly… You’re such a pain huh…]


      Ah, yeah.


      [… I guess so]


      At that moment, for the first time, I felt like I could understand Reina.


      We stare at each other in a strange atmosphere. Then Karen and Aya, who had changed clothes, came back.


      Karen seemed to have understood the situation in an instant, without asking anything, and she led the way, saying to the reluctant regulars, [Okay, okay, then, let’s get ready to end the party]. Is she some kind of monster who can read people’s minds?


      On the other hand, Aya, who doesn’t have such abilities, looked at us alternately and tilted her head.


      [… Did she do something terrible to you? Should I throw her?]


      Reina and I looked at each other. I laugh along with her.


      [It’s okay, Aya. You don’t have to do that, we’re fine.]


      Somehow, I was sure that Reina wouldn’t be blabbing about our secrets anymore. If school was just a place for fake fun, Reina would never do anything that would make her feel uncomfortable.


      Reina also sighed loudly and then drank her non-alcoholic cocktail. She held out her glass to Aya.


      [It was delicious. This place is really good. You have good taste, Fuwa.]


      [… Is that so?]


      Aya looked at me and Reina alternately and then smiled a little.


      [I’m glad to hear that. Thank you, Nishida-san. I think I misunderstood you, Nishida-san. You must be a really nice person to come all the way to the store.]


      This time, Reina and I blew out at the same time.


      Oh no, Aya. You really don’t know anything about her. There’s no way Reina is a good person. I laughed so hard.


      [This is what I like about you, you know? Reina.]


      [I understand, Marika. On the other hand, I know that Reina-san doesn’t understand you at all.]

    

  



  Epilogue


  
    After that, Chisaki said to me, [Marika is amazing. I have no idea! I just had a huge argument with Reina and ……. I don’t know about you, but I think it’s great that you have a crush on a high schooler that you’re able to fight her arguments. I’m not complimenting you!]


    As the winter break progressed, I also received messages from Kishinami and Tomatsu out of the blue.


    Sakakibara, thank you so much! Reina said that she was going to go to another mixer! She told me not to tell anyone, but she said that it was because of Sakakibara! So, thank you!] He said.


    Yeah, I think you still have twenty-seven to-be-friend left, Reina… Good luck.


    But I don’t know what kind of a change of heart it was, but Reina’s willingness to step up to the plate a little bit for her friend is kind of… pissed me off, but it made me a little bit happy.


    Incidentally, at the four-on-four mixer that was held later, all four men were aiming for Reina, hence Kishinami and Tomatsu were unable to find a boyfriend.


    On top of that, Reina said, [I guess I don’t need you guys.] then she cut them all off… What’s with this girl with her nice face!


    ＊＊＊


    Today’s the last day for Aya to stay. The 25th of December. It’s both Christmas and Aya’s birthday.


    At the base of her bosom shines the heart necklace that I gave her, I also have the same one on mine. It’s a pair.


    I wanted to buy her a birthday gift, but Aya insisted to buy it together.


    She said that since I had put a limit on purchases over 10,000 yen, she wanted to make it the other way around, too.


    Anyway, It’s okay. We bought Christmas and birthday presents together with our own money. I thought that this was more like us than just a normal giving and receiving.


    That’s why.


    [… Uhm]


    [Can’t I?]


    Both of us were looking at accessories, having an elegant dinner, and coming home together.


    And here we are now, in my room. Both of us are sitting on the bed, facing each other in our loungewear. I was nervous as if it was our first night together.


    Aya shook her head weakly.


    [It’s not that you can’t but…]


    [but?]


    Aya turned her head down. Her face was red up to her ears.


    [Do you really want… to do it?]


    [Yeah. I want to]


    I said as I leaned to her.


    [Because it’s Aya’s seventeenth birthday!]


    On this day, I made a declaration.


    [and I want to punish Aya for what happened last night!], I said


    Aya was unsettled, lying on her back on the bed.


    I get on top of her. It’s a different position than usual. We were both feeling very uncomfortable, and I felt like I was holding a racket with my non-dominant hand.


    I wasn’t trying to go against Asta’s fortune-telling or anything, but I was genuinely, genuinely curious. (TLN: refers to the fortune-telling in chapter 4 where Asta said that Marika’s a genuine M)


    I mean, Aya is usually so cute when she shows her casual side. So Aya must be really cute when she’s being tortured.


    Though I don’t need to check the answer to that question. Of course, she’s cute.


    [Hey, Aya.] I said as I reached out and opened my mouth.


    [You know, women together…]


    I touched Aya’s breasts from above her clothes.


    [Y-yeah]


    [Are there any rules about who’s leading it?]


    [It depends on the couple, I guess. In short, Neko/Tachi are just a preference of which one you prefer. Do you prefer attacking, or do you enjoy on the receiving end.]


    I took off Aya’s outer garments, even though I was convinced that it was true. She was now in her underwear, both top and bottom. Her long legs swayed in embarrassment.


    [Aya, you’re cute…]


    [That’s… embarrassing…]


    [Don’t you want to be on the receiving end, Aya?]


    [Because… it’s embarrassing!]


    [If embarrassment was the reason, I was embarrassed all the time, Aya.]


    I laughed at her unreasonable reason. I put my left hand on Aya’s chest and traced her thigh with my right hand. This is a very difficult position to be in. I wonder if it takes a lot of muscle strength to do her… Aya was doing me all day yesterday, I guess the way she works out is fundamentally different…


    [As I expected, let’s switch]


    [No. I want to do you today.]


    I leaned down and kissed Aya while rubbing her body. It’s a lot of work. But again, everything is hard at first. I’ll do my best.


    [If it hurts or if you want something done better, just let me know, Aya.]


    [Yeah… But, that kind of freedom… I don’t have it anymore.]


    Aya’s face was even redder. Her skin is usually white, so it stands out even more.


    Her bright hair spread out on the sheets looked like a river shining in the moonlight. I think I’ve seen this kind of painting before.


    [Mnn…] I wondered if it was time for me to touch her directly. When I took off her bra, she looked embarrassed and hid her breasts.


    [Aya, get your arms off. Come on.]


    [It’s embarrassing]


    [That’s all you can say, huh.]


    I moved Aya’s arm away. I gently stroke her beautiful breasts. Aya’s face looks like she’s desperately trying to hold back something. Whoa, This is the view that Aya usually sees.


    Wow… Th-This is… This is bad…


    [Marika’s hands… It feels weird]


    [Does it feel good?]


    I flicked the tip with my finger. Aya let out a squeak.


    [Y-Yeah…It is…]


    [Hehe, I did it. Even though I look like this, I have a lot of experience. It’s not like I’ve been getting trained for six months straight.]


    How do you want to be tortured? Where does it feel good to be tortured? What do you want me to do next? I’ve been made to feel all of these things, and I remember them well.


    I covered her and Aya touched my breasts with her lips. She sticks out her tongue and traces the tip around the protuberance. She licks, pokes, and sucks at it with his tongue, which is getting harder and harder.


    [Marika’s breast… I like it…]


    [Yeah, I also like it. Of course, it’s because it’s Aya’s. I feel comfortable when I play with it. Does it hurt?]


    [No, I’m fine. Your touches are warm.]


    Aya held my head as I was engrossed in her breasts and stroked them. My heart was pounding and I wanted her to do things to me.


    I realized once again that I prefer to be on the receiving end, but that’s okay. Today, I want to do her.


    [Hey, Aya. I’ll take mine off too.]


    [Yeah]


    It’s getting hot so I took off my top, just like Aya’s, and put on just my shorts. I can almost hear Aya’s heartbeat when we’re skin to skin, it’s so comfortable.


    [Ehehe, Aya’s cute. Aya is really cute]


    [Y-Yeah…]


    I can feel the vibration of Aya’s hips squirming beneath me. Could this be the true Aya?


    [Hey, Aya. Do you want me to touch you down there?]


    When I said this while looking into her face, Aya’s eyes widened slightly. She looked at me like she had never expected me to say that.


    [… Marika can do whatever you want, I’ll take it]


    [Yes, but I’m only going to do what Aya wants me to do.]


    I smiled. While cupping her tits in the palm of my hand. I kissed Aya and then moves my face to her ear. I lick her earlobe, which is in good shape.


    [Hey, say it properly. Tell me, what do you want me to do.], I whispered.


    [Aya, do you want me to touch you? You really want me to touch you, right?]


    […]


    Aya looked up at me and put a finger to her lips.


    Then she gave a small nod, like a small animal.


    Aya, you’re too cute, what’s with this girl…


    It’s getting harder and harder for me to keep calm.


    I wanted to tease her more and more, but I guess I couldn’t. I don’t have enough mental strength to abuse her. I feel like I want to do it as soon as possible.


    [Okay. I’ll do it with my fingers, which have been groomed and cleaned by Aya.]


    I stroked Aya’s cheek with my index finger and smiled at her.


    Of course, I’m nervous because I’ve never touched another person’s sensitive parts before. Not to mention, it’s gorgeous. If I hurt her, It’ll probably get a really bad dent. Be careful, be careful…


    My fingers are touching some kind of liquid in her underwear. Wow., she’s flooding. It’s really wet down there…


    [Wow, Aya… You’re so wet, huh…]


    […. …. uuu…]


    I couldn’t help but spill my honest thoughts, and Aya covered her face with her hands.


    I wondered if I did something wrong, but I didn’t care. I’ve been told similar things by Aya in these situations.


    [Wow… What is this, for Aya to be wet like this …….Even though I’ve only just played with your breasts and kissed you, but… Aya is such a pervert, huh?]


    Instead of my index finger, I used my middle finger. It’s a privilege for women to know what feels good to each other, isn’t it?


    Aya shakes her head as if she can’t hold back.


    [Because… Marika’s the one who’s doing it…]


    [You’re too cute]


    [Eh?]


    [No, no, no, nothing. My true feelings. Well, yes. Because Aya is my princess tonight. I’ll do my best to spoil her a lot.]


    This time, I rubbed her a little harder than before. Aya, who started to lose her mind, squealed. My white throat tightens up. My chest heats up as I realize how good it feels.


    I still can’t do it like Aya, so after a while, my wrists start to feel tired rather than my fingers, and my body is tight in many places because of the uncomfortable position.


    I didn’t understand it because Aya always let me do whatever I wanted, but it’s hard to fulfil what Aya wants to.


    I’ve always been able to do whatever I want to Aya, but more than that, when I see her trembling under my fingering, or trying not to let her voice leak out because she’s so embarrassed, I love her so much.


    Ah, I really want to mess you up.


    When I tried to take off her bottom, Aya was reluctant to do so, saying that it would stain the sheets, but I told her that it was okay, and she immediately lifted her hips.


    Yes, the girl who is on the bottom of the bed can’t resist the girl who is on the top. I know that better than anyone.


    [Here, Aya, let’s spread your legs, too.]


    [Okay…]


    I urged Aya to do the same, forcing her to open her legs, which were modestly open by about ten centimeters, with my hands. I’ve been wanting to do something since I decided to mess Aya up.


    [E, eh, Eh. W-Wait a b-bit, Marika?!]


    I put my face close to Aya’s bottom. I squeezed her thighs together with both hands and moved further in. I kissed the spot, making a squishing sound.


    [Y-You ca-n’t do t-that, not… t-there… Marika… Marikaa…!]


    I’m doing it, and I feel so embarrassed. But Aya was in a panic, so I felt like I could keep doing it.


    [Aya’s place, it’s sweet~.]


    I smiled shyly. A voice from above my head said, “No, no,” but I didn’t care and moved my tongue. I’ve never done this before, so I did some research. The kind that would kill you if someone saw your search history.


    [It smells just like Aya… I think I like this smell.]


    I’m sensitive to smells, and my head feels like it’s going to spin. I can’t think of anything but Aya…


    [Uu, Ah~!… Ma-Marikaa… It’s embarrassing… it’s embarrassing~!!]


    [Fufun, I love you, Aya…]


    [M-Me too, I love you, I really love you, Marika…]


    Ah, mou. Aya’s desperate voice is too sexy. My brain is tingling and it’s going numb. I think I’m going to be in trouble down there.


    I kiss her and stick my tongue in. Each time I thrust my tongue in, Aya jumped. I hold her trembling hips and thrust my tongue deeper. I lick it off and poke it with my tongue.


    [Aah… Ah… Ahn…]


    Ayal is feeling so much from my kiss. I think I’m going to come just from that fact. Oh, no, this is bad.


    The more I tease her, the more I move my tongue, the more I fall in love with her. She’s so cute that I want to keep her only for myself. I’m getting possessive. I strongly believe that I’m the only one who can make Aya look like this. I wonder if that’s how Aya feels too.


    [Marika, Marikaa… I-I can’t… not any… more…]


    [Yeah, it’s okay, cum whenever you want, Aya.]


    I press my tongue even harder against it. This is the first time I’ve done this, and it may be an inexperienced technique, but I really like it


    But then…

  


  

  
    My vision flipped upside down.


    [Huh?]


    [I can’t do this anymore, Marika. This is driving me crazy… I just want to make a mess out of you.]


    [Eh, w-wait, hold on]


    I was being pushed down by Aya.


    　Aya, breathing on her shoulder, is looking down at me with eyes that are even more burning than usual. This pattern again! She’s using aikido even on the bed, this girl!


    No, I mean, wait a second.


    [You said that I can do it today]


    [But, Marika, you said that I can do you, “Anytime I want.”]


    [Well, that… is not what I meant! Hey, give me a break!]


    　I was bitten on the neck. It’s as if Aya is reminding me of my place in our relationship, and that alone is enough to shut down my words. Oh no, I can’t resist… it’s not supposed to be like this…


    [A-Aya…]


    I’m sure I was the one who’s supposed to mess you, is that just the beginning? I don’t understand how I was in control of the situation until just now. Was that a dream..? That’s impossible, I still can smell the scent of Aya.


    　But Aya’s eyes looking down at me were so beautiful that I couldn’t say anything.


    [Well then, I’m going to enjoy my birthday present. It’s the first time I’ve ever been made to feel so rushed…You can count on me, Marika.]


    As Aya licked her lips, my body seemed to be pleased by her as if saying [This is how it’s supposed to be]. Aaaah…


    [No, this is wrong-!…]


    As I expected, people don’t change right away… But Aya told me it’s important to try to change, so I’m sure I’ll get to do her in a few years… yeah…!


    　As a result, what I had done for Aya was returned a hundred million times over, and my body and soul were melted away… It seems that the road to redemption is still very far…　


    ＊＊＊


    “Mmn,” Mom stretched.


    　The day after Christmas, December 26th.


    　Aya and I visited Mom’s hospital room in the morning. By the way, my dad went straight back to work yesterday. I’m glad to hear that he had a good time, though.


    [I’m tired after being in the hospital for a week. It’s especially hard to be restricted from eating and It’s not like I usually eat such good food. Anyway, thank you, Aya-chan.]


    [Ah, don’t mind it]


    　Aya went back to her house and took all her belongings with her.


    　I was sad to see her leaving, but she promised to stay for only a week to begin with.


    　More importantly, we were able to get along pretty well, and it seemed like it would be fun to live together in the future.


    [It was fun. No, it’s not like I can say that I had fun while dear mother was in the hospital… Well, it was fun.]


    [I’m glad to hear that. I’m glad to hear that, but didn’t my Marika bother you? She’s spoiled, lonely, and childish, isn’t she?]


    [Hey, hey, let’s stop it there, it’s embarrassing.]


    　I, carrying my mother’s bag with a change of clothes, stopped her with half an eye open.


    　Aya was giggling elegantly. I can’t believe that the woman who messed me up last night is so innocent.


    [Aya-chan, please come visit me again when you have a chance. I want to thank you for this time]


    [Yes, by all means.]


    　I guess it’s impossible to mess around like that when my mother is around.


    　Because we were doing all kinds of things not only in our room but also in the bathroom and living room. Of course, all traces have been erased, so we’re fine. ……


    　Just thinking about it makes me blush.


    [Then, Marika. here]


    [Ah, okay]


    　Aya put the duplicate key in my palm and handed it back to me. When I received it, I felt my heart tighten.


    　I’m sure it’s because I’m sad that my life with Aya is over.


    　When Aya was greeting the guests at the birthday party, she said that there was a time when it was difficult for her to be at home. I wonder if Aya is okay now. I hope she doesn’t go back to her home where it’s hard for her to be.


    [Nee, Aya chan]


    　As she was leaving the hospital, my mother stopped Aya. When she turned around, her mother smiled at her in her usual casual, joking tone


    [Thank you very much for taking care of my Marika. You can just marry her.]


    　I had no idea if it was a joke or not, and I was stunned. But I thought that it was not surprising that my mother would have noticed. It was just like when Reina stopped me at the intersection in Shinjuku.


    Aya looked at me for a second.


    　Then she smiles gently and chuckles.


    [Thank you, dear mother, but don’t worry. Marika is my precious friend.] replied Aya.


    “My precious friend”, huh.


    　I’m sure it was a lie she told to protect me.


    　You never once lied to me when you were with me.


    [I see], My mother laughed and Aya bowed her head


    　Aya turned her back on me and walked away. I was supposed to take a cab home. So I had to say goodbye to Aya here. For some reason, I’m still holding on to the duplicate key that was returned to me.


    　Suddenly, I remember. Reina was very thorough. She conveniently lied to her friends at school for the sake of what she loved the most, and it was annoying.


    　But if you can’t do everything right, then you have to order things, and sometimes you have to lie things off, and Reina was probably smart enough to know that.


    　In the same way, Aya lied for me, the most important person in the world right now. I told her that it was more important to hide her confusion and laugh to maintain the atmosphere than to destroy it.


    　Aya is really the same as when she didn’t tell me about her birthday. She thinks she doesn’t care about herself. But I do think about it as my first priority…


    My chest is in agony.


    [Hey, Mom.]


    [Hm~?]


    I looked at my mom, who was waiting for a cab with me.


    I compare the back of Aya’s face, which is getting smaller and smaller, compared to my mother’s.


    　I’m done. I don’t care about school or anything.


    　I wonder if she didn’t think that I would think that Aya, who tried to be faithful to her, would end up lying to her.


    　I like that clumsy side of you, though.


    　I sighed.


    　I don’t care if the atmosphere is broken. It doesn’t matter if the house is no longer enjoyable for a while. As long as you can prioritize what’s most important to you…


    — There’s no way I’m thinking of something like that.


    　That’s Reina’s way of thinking.


    I’m different, Aya.


    I raised my head high and stared at my mother.


    I don’t have to choose one or the other. They are both important. If that’s the case, I’m not going to cut either of them out. I’m going to do them all. As Reina said, it may be a very arrogant and self-satisfied way of thinking.


    　But, you know, if I give up from the beginning, it will remain impossible.


    That’s why, I opened my mouth.


    [Me and Aya, we’re actually dating.]


    “Eh?”　I heard my mother’s voice as her mouth dropped open in surprise.


    [You know, we’re both girls, but we’re… lovers, and Aya is my…]


    I squeezed my palms tightly together.


    　No matter how hard it is, I try my best to put it into words.


    [‘m sorry for not telling you. But, Aya, said earlier that I’m her “precious friend”. That was just a lie for me. That’s why I didn’t want to leave it as it was.]


    My Mom went quiet for a second


    　But suddenly, she folds her arms and starts grunting, [Hmmm..]


    [Well that, it shocked me]


    [I guess, so]


    [Do you like girls?]


    [No, you’re missing the point. I like Aya]


    　A bit of a late wind blew past us.


    　The weather was fine, it’s your daily winter day.


    My mother’s mood remained soft.


    [Um… are you going to get married or something?]


    　I tried to face the questions that are asked to me.


    [I don’t know yet. But,  I think I want to.]


    [It’s tough being a woman, as you may know. It’s not only about public opinion but also about money. If you can’t get married, you can’t get tax deductions, so you have to earn enough money to make ends meet.]


    [Yeah, I know]


    　Even though we were in the middle of such a serious conversation, Mom yawned.


    　No, no, no, wait. Why are you yawning? I was all fired up when I said that. Even my hands were shaking. I didn’t know what was going to happen, I was so scared.


    [You haven’t told your father yet, have you?]


    [Yeah]


    [Well, I don’t think you need to talk about it. I don’t think we have to talk about who you’re dating or anything like that.]


    [That so?]


    [You’re not doing anything wrong, you know. You like Aya and you’re going out with her, right? You’re a girl at that age, so you’re bound to fall in love or two.]


    　She said this as if she was talking to herself.


    Then she put her hands on her hips


    [I see… Aya-chan. I don’t know what to say as your mother in this situation. My dream of having my daughter in a love affair has come true, but it’s harder than I thought…


    [What’s that? You’re an adult, so say something like an adult please.]


    [Okay then. Well, just one thing.]


    　As expected, I was nervous about what she was going to say, but my mom patted me on the head. Her face was kind.


    [If you have any problems, you can always consult me.]


    [Yeah]


    　We waited for a while. I waited for a while, but my mom didn’t say another word and opened her phone.


    [Eh, that’s all?!]


    [What? It’s over, I told you that I’d only say one thing]


    [I thought you’d say something like, “Why are you going out with a girl?”, or ”What do you do when you’re doing it with a girl?” or  “What’s the point of dating a girl?” or “You’re creepy” or something like that]


    [I think you have good taste in choosing Aya-chan]]


    [I see~!]


    　I’m not sure what to say. Anyway, I’m really happy with how it turns out


    [If anything, it’s nice that I don’t have to nag you to use birth control since you’re not dating a boy.]


    [Well that…]


    [I mean, ]


    　The cab arrived. Mom lifted her luggage from the ground and told me with a smile.


    [That’s the first thing a mother has to say to her daughter when she gets a boyfriend.]


    　In the face of such a completely unchanging attitude, instead of being angry that I had prepared myself and worked so hard, I thought, [Oh well, I guess my mother will always be my mother, carefree as always.]


    　But that’s okay. I feel like I’ve been rescued by an overly understanding mother, at least I’m the one who decided to say it.


    With this, I’ve successfully moved one step forward. I’m sure of that.


    　Later, when I told Aya that I had told my mother, she was so surprised. But when I continued to tell her that the next time she would come to see her, it would be as my lover, not as my precious friend, her face turned bright red. That was just too cute.


    [If I could spend the rest of my life with this girl, I would be so happy.] I thought.

  


  Extra


  [I’ll protect your daughter. Please leave it to me.]


  It was only a short while ago that I made a big deal with Marika’s mother.


  Thus, this Fuwa Aya ended up staying at Marika’s house for a week.


  On the surface, Aya seemed to be unconcerned.


  (This is bad…)


  A great storm is brewing in my mind.


  (This is bad… this is bad…)


  This is the story of the battle between Aya, who had a strong will, and Marika, who completely defeated her in less than a week…


  From the moment she stepped into the house, Aya had been in a state of flux.


  The living space that Aya had felt like a creature of dreams and fantasy was far too vivid for her. She might have jumped into a world of abstinence.


  (Nonono, this is wrong. I’m here to protect Marika.)


  Aya had sworn to her girlfriend’s mother, that’s why.


  She told her that she would be her bodyguard for a week from today.


  It’s all for the sake of protecting Marika’s smile. She doesn’t want to get carried away with the idea of [lovey-dovey life ♡]. She’s the one who has to put aside all such evil thoughts and only protect her safety.


  (That’s my promise. If I think of touching Marika during this time, I’ll be betraying Dear Mother who believed in me)


  Aya was on fire.


  She has always had a strong belief and is stubborn when it comes to her decisions.


  That’s why…


  Thus, even though they ended up having dinner together in the dining room, Aya’s heart didn’t waver.


  (I’m now Marika’s personal security. I won’t let my personal feelings get in the way of my work.)


  She sat down in front of Aya and glanced at her while eating her sandwich. Her large, round eyes were completely at ease, and the corners of her eyes were drooping.


  Their eyes met, and she smiled with a blush on her soft cheeks.


  [S-Somehow… this thing is a bit… embarrassing, isn’t it?]


  (She’s really cute…)


  She couldn’t breathe, as if she had been grabbed by the throat.


  What’s with her vulnerable smile…


  It makes her want to sit on her hands and preach them.


  (Do you really think I won’t do anything to you? No, I won’t, but… But the wolf in front of you might be a wolf that you can never match her strength. Shouldn’t she be more careful? She should prepare a stun gun or something!)


  The taste of the salad chicken that Aya was biting into felt hollow. There was a lamb in front of her that had grown up to be more delicious than anything else.


  If Aya reached out and pushed her down, she might resist. But in the end, she would accept Aya.


  Aya has trained her so well and taught her so much about how to feel good that she’s already lost her will to fight.


  She’s a super horny girlfriend of Aya’s who can make you cum a hundred times over if you push her. What a girl!


  (No, no, no. What the hell am I thinking?)


  Aya pulled back her outstretched hand and lowered her eyes.


  [ Mn? ] Marika said, tilting her head adorably. Her beautiful hair swayed like a catnip.


  Aya’s frustration grew stronger.


  (What’s that gesture? Are you asking me to push you down?)


  At this point, this is bound to happen. Because Aya has reacted sensitively to Marika.


  Regardless, she took a deep breath to calm her frustration (definitely not desperation) and regained her composure.


  (I’m definitely not going to touch her. It’ll be easy for a week. I can always push her down later.)


  It wasn’t just Marika who had been loosening up lately. Aya, too, has become extremely foolish when she sees her. Because Aya thinks that she can spoil herself by giving what Marika wants.


  If this is the case, it will be a problem for Aya if she decided to live together with her.


  (Unlike me, Marika has her own identity.)


  Even when Aya invited her to work part-time at the bar with her, she somehow found a part-time job on her own.


  (Apart from that, we could enjoy our time together. Marika would like some time to herself, I guess)


  Aya wants to help Marika, but she definitely does not want to be a burden to Marika.


  (I have to control my desires, too.)


  What Marika wants is a feeling of being taken care of.


  She uses many different characters, changing her character whenever she wants to be touched, whenever she wants to be spoiled, or whenever she wants to solve a problem on her own.


  Aya already knows that this is one of the things that Marika calls [reading the air].


  [What a fickle bottom she is]


  It’s not uncommon to hear of lovers who love each other but end up breaking up as soon as they move in together due to differences in lifestyle and distance.


  (I’m clumsy, so I have to read the air and match Marika’s pace)


  Aya’s not sure if she’s going to have time to mess her, or if she’s going to be pushed around so much that she will have to mess her.


  Yes, Aya was unusually optimistic right now.


  In fact, the first day went pretty well.


  After buying dinner and sleeping arrangements, the two of them brought the futon into the living room. Aya was able to tell Marika exactly how and why she decided to come to stay with her.


  Aya wanted to stop Marika from crying. Her words seemed to affect her terribly


  To protect Marika. She will return Marika’s body to her mother in perfect condition. When Aya told her that, she seemed to have accepted Aya’s feelings.


  Thus, it made her feel much better.


  Just as Aya does, Marika respects her feelings. The two of them were on the same page. (It was a misunderstanding)


  Now all they had to do for the next week was to live modestly, keeping their personal space to themselves.


  Aya looked down at her phone, feeling as if she had just finished a job. Due to various reasons, she hadn’t been able to use up her stamina for the app game yet today.


  Just as she was about to start up the game and start doing her daily quests, the next thing she knew was…


  [I-It’s almost time for me to take a bath…]


  Aya’s hands stopped moving


  After finishing her meal, Marika put her hands in front of her body in a squirming motion.


  […What should I do…?]


  At school, she was bright and cheerful, but she had a mellow look on her face that she never showed to anyone but herself, and she pleaded sweetly at me.


  (………………………… Marika?)


  This is, to be expected.


  Aya was expected to serve Marika just like how she served water to people in the bar. That’s what she thought.


  Thus, she had been completely seduced…


  “What should I do?”, Aya thought. She held back, but there was a gaze from Marika, [Let’s go in together ♡], said Marika. Aya’s whole body began to heat up.


  (Ha… why is this happening to me?)


  Marika looked at Aya blankly. Marika’s expression suddenly changed and she said with sweat on her forehead, [Ok then, I’m going first, I’ll be waiting!] as she left the living room.


  Aya watched her leave the room like a rabbit and gulped.


  (…maybe Marika didn’t get my point?)


  Aya said that she did not intend to come at this time.


  But, Aya still wants to flirt with Marika even after she told her resolve.


  (I’m happy that she invited me, but… this is bad…)


  The possibility exists.


  (Marika’s acting normal, but everything she says and does is naughty, and she’s unconsciously radiating pheromones.)


  Is that so, Aya?


  (Marika… what a succubus you are…)


  If that’s the case, Aya doesn’t stand a chance. She then removed the third possibility.


  The sound of shower water echoes from afar in the living room where Marika has left.


  (…)


  She fidgeted. An unpleasant thought came to her mind.


  When I had been trying to train her for a hundred days, we used to take a shower together after doing it. I would let a reluctant Marika go in first, then barge into the bathroom and we would have a second round in the bathroom.


  Aya almost stood up like a conditioned reflex but sat back down.


  (No no no, wait a minute.)


  To drive the presence of the Marika out of her brain, Aya decided to immerse herself in the game stage.


  She tried to clear the highest difficulty song.


  She doesn’t have to think about anything while she is moving her fingers and following the notes. She realized that there was such an effective way to use sound games.


  20 minutes, 30 minutes… After a while, Marika came out of the bath. Aside from her brain, Aya dropped her phone and raised her face because it wasn’t effective enough to distract her through the current Marika.


  The steam from the hot water was rising, and she was dressed in her pajamas.


  [Sorry, I took quite a long bath]


  [Yeah]


  They had stayed in a hot spring and a hotel together. She felt that it would normal to see her in pajamas after all this time, but as expected, it’s Marika we’re talking about here. The soft fabric wrapped around her made her look 70% more girlish than usual.


  (To seduce me to this point, you’ve learnt well, Marika)


  Aya had the thought that Marika’s meat would be really soft.


  But she put the lid on the evil thought.


  [Well then, Imma take a bath]


  [Take care~]


  Aya’s trying to keep her out of her sight as much as possible… Thus, she went to the bathroom.


  She took off her clothes and went into the warm tub.


  She put her foot in it lightly and realized that this was the leftover water from Marika’s bath.


  (…)


  Honestly, there is nothing special about this.


  Aya’s interest is always in the girl itself, and she never finds any meaning in other details. Thus, whether or not Marika enters, it is just hot water.


  However, if the smell of soap in the bathtub is exactly the same as the smell of Marika, it’s a different case.


  It is like being hugged all over by spirit-like Marika.


  Is this a paradise? Or is this a living hell?


  Aya silently pulled out the corkscrew of the bath.


  She showers and rinses her hair and body, and quickly exits the bathroom.


  (This is… Marika’s, home.)


  She realized it again. She is staying at Marika’s house, where only Marika is there.


  Completely away from home. It’s like enemy territory.


  When she returned to the living room after changing into her nightgown, Marika was waiting for her, fidgeting. While she was applying lotion, she felt glances from the girl.


  Marika is just a shy girl who never dares to speak her thought, but she decided to use her appeals to her beloved girlfriend. [I’m ready… ♡], she “said” as she pulled on Aya’s sleeve.


  (So it is a living hell…)


  Aya’s gaze swept over her while they made casual small talk. She is almost sucked into her nape, her thighs, and her unprotected bosom.


  (The Caligula Effect…) {TN: Caligula effect is the guilt and excitement that comes with doing something that you shouldn’t do}


  Muttering inwardly. The psychological effect of being forbidden to do something is that it makes you want to do that forbidden thing even more. Aya was as good as putting a curse on herself.


   


  What if Aya had come to stay with her with a weak to no feeling of affection towards Marika? If she had done so, I am sure that she would have been able to maintain some composure. She would have been able to control her desires, just like she could manipulate Marika with her fingertips.


  […Shall we get to bed now?]


  With the last bit of self-discipline of the day, Aya escorts Marika back to her room.


  [Well then, good night Marika]


  [—-?!]


  She slammed the door shut and took a deep breath as if to lock in the stunned Marika.


  (This suffering… will last for a week?)


  Back in the living room alone, Aya collapses into her blanket.


  [I’m tired…]


  Just imagine a cute, fluffy kitten following you around, meowing all the time, but you can’t even touch it.


  (This is torture.)


  Back then, it was a one-sided love, no matter how hard Marika reached out, Aya couldn’t touch her, so Aya could give up from the beginning. Now it’s different. They love each other.


  And yet, they are far away from each other across the door, and it is so lonely and dreary to be alone.


  But well…


  [Trust me, dearest mother… I will definitely protect Marika]


  She had been sad that she couldn’t be with me at Christmas, and she had dressed up quite pretentiously to stop Marika’s tears. If that was the price she had to pay, she would have to accept it.


  I am sure that Marika will understand.


  […I love you, Marika]


  With a small murmur, Aya closed her eyes. Yet, she couldn’t sleep for a while.


  Thus, she passed the first day flawlessly. Only this first day, has passed peacefully…


  * * *


  Aya, who has been entrusted with a duplicate key from Marika, returns to Marika’s house by herself.


  […Pardon the intrusion]


  She drops the plastic bags in both hands at the door and leans back to take off her shoes.


  As she bent down and placed her shoes next to those of Marika and her family, her cheeks began to heat up for some reason.


  […This is weird]


  Not wanting to do any unnecessary digging into her own heart, Aya heads for the living room.


  After placing a plastic bag in the dining room and saying, “Sorry for disturbing”, she opens the refrigerator and fills it with the food she has bought.


  After changing out of her uniform and tying her hair back, Aya returned to the kitchen.


  She put on the apron she brought from home and was ready to go.


  [Well then]


  Today, Aya was in charge of dinner duty because Marika had a part-time job at a family restaurant. We had a hard time deciding on a menu, but since Marika might get cold, we decided on a warm cream stew.


  Although Marika told Aya that she could use the dishes and utensils freely,…… she was indeed nervous, but she opened the door of the cooking table and borrowed a cutting board and pots and pans.


  Aya’s cooking follows a recipe for everything. All you have to do is get all the ingredients and follow the directions. Just like a rhythm game, accuracy is the only thing that matters, and there is no creativity in it.


  But that doesn’t mean it isn’t fun.


  Especially now.


  It was not a bad feeling to move her hands around, wondering if Marika would be pleased.


  She makes cream stew and potato salad for garnish and finishes washing dishes.


   


  With the extra time, Aya decided to help with more household chores.


  The laundry piles up every day. Since Aya also borrows the washing machine from the Sakakibara family, she should take the initiative and do the work herself.


  She puts liquid detergent into the fully automatic washing machine and presses the switch. She never does anything so perverted as to carelessly reach into her used underwear.


  [Then I’ll vacuum the house lightly.]


  Aya was the type of person who would only clean her room.


  She has always tended to be bothered when her vision is cluttered, but this tendency has accelerated since she started inviting Marika into her room.


  It can’t be helped. If she is distracted by every hair that falls on the flooring, she cannot concentrate on her studies. Therefore, she carefully vacuums the floor, especially after each act.


  After vacuuming the living room, Aya extends the cord directly into the hallway.


  After finishing cleaning from the entrance to the bathrooms and toilets, she suddenly realizes.


  Marika’s room was half-open.


  Well, It’s not like it matters or anything.


  […]


  After passing by once, Aya returns to the door. Pushing the door with her fingertips, she takes a peek inside the room.


  It’s Marika’s room.


  The vacuum cleaner is propped up in the hallway. [Is it alright to get in?], Aya said as she walks inside Marika’s room.


  Aya sat down on Marika’s bed, thinking it would be unbecoming to look around too much inside.


  […It’s Marika’s room]


  The immorality of entering while the landlord is away makes her heart pound.


  If I’m being honest, I guess I was starving. So this is just a distraction. A much-needed short break to tide herself over for a week.


  She falls over onto her side.


   


  She lies down on Marika’s bed and closes her eyes.


  [Marika]


  Thus, the feelings overflow and become irresistible.


  She won’t touch her. She certainly swore that.


  But then, what is this?


  Of course, it’s safe. It’s just a delusion.


  She reaches out and grabs a pillowcase. While hugging the pillow tightly, Aya dreamed of her beloved lover.


  […Marika]


  She pressed the tip of her nose against the pillow and inhaled.


  […Hm]


  A sense of sadness wells up in Aya, and she rubs her thighs together.


  A hand reaches into her underwear.


  This is so. Just an act of venting her urges.


  Doing it on the bed of one’s lover might be quite perverse and guilt-ridden, as one would expect, though.


  [Marika… ha…]


  When she let out a muffled cry, she became even more aroused at the thought that someone might hear her. (Aya is an exhibitionist? That’s new)


  If Marika came home now and saw Aya masturbating on the bed, Aya wonder what kind of face Marika would make. Would she look down at me with disdainful eyes and rant about how she can’t believe Aya?


  When Aya imagined the betrayed and hurt look on Marika’s face, she felt her body temperature increase even more.


  Aya knows this is a perverse thing.


  While she cares about Marika and wants her to be happy all the time, she sometimes feels helplessly tempted to hurt Marika. Aya wants only herself to see Marika’s smiling face, her embarrassed face, her angry face, her crying face, and everything else.


  [Forgive me, Marika]


  Aya’s delusions stray further.


  When Marika came back, she said, [I didn’t think you were like this, you’re the worst,] she cursed, and started to push herself down. Unlike usual, Aya was unable to exert any energy at all, and she continued to be verbally abused by Marika.


  It’s not possible that Marika would touch Aya down thereafter she lost all of her energy. Worst of all, she’d get a strong glare. Aya’s usual position will be completely reversed, and she is left to Marika’s own desires. She’ll never forgive her, even when she looks up at her with moist eyes.


  [Impossible, it can’t be], Aya’s wildly self-indulgent fingertips thrust deep into the depths of herself, and she jolted up.


  [Marika… Marika…]


  Aya’s image of Marika right now is a phantom that strips Aya naked and thoroughly humiliates her body. Aya desperately begs for forgiveness for the distorted and twisted lust she is slapped with by the woman she loves.


  [No, please stop… Marika… I can’t… please…]


  Aya’s voice became more and more perverted as her finger movements became more and more intense.


  Then


  [——-mn]


  [Come] said Marika in a cold demeanour.


  Aya’s mind went blank.


  All that remains is rough breathing, huffing and puffing. And, while terribly calm, the haze of Aya’s own thoughts.


  Gradually, the fluffy feelings that had been floating around her drifted Aya to reality.


  Aya let go of Marika’s pillow, which she had been holding tightly.


  She grumbled.


  […Sometimes, these kinds of things, happen…]


  If she were to actually be stripped by Marika, she’s sure that she would be so embarrassed that she wouldn’t be able to help herself…


  Aya lay around on Marika’s bed for a while.


  A message arrives on her phone. It seems that Marika’s part-time job is over. Aya gets up, remembering her duty as a bodyguard.


   


  [I wonder what she would look like if I told her that I just masturbate in her bed……]


  I thought of a small harassment and shook my head [no, no, no]. In fact, the actual Marika does not have the ability to harass Aya when she says so. At best, she would just pull her head back in shock.


  But…… that doesn’t mean that she’s a weakling, because the [don’t] Marika’s face is also attractive.


   


  After picking up Marika at the station, they had a friendly dinner together.


  Then, that problem arises.


  Aya’s heart grew even firmer when Marika’s aunt asked Marika about it. However, Aya didn’t seem to like it.


  More directly, she started to seduce me.


  Even the most determined decisions can be overturned in the blink of an eye.


  It can’t be helped.


  With tears in Marika’s eyes, she said, “That’s why, Just attack me already!” Who in the world would be able to refuse a request from their beloved lover.


  Despite my persistence, I couldn’t beat Marika.


  Aya sighed a little as they walked to her room together, chaining Marika’s hands.


  [Eh, what?]


  Aya shook her head at Marika, who was still looking at her anxiously, wondering if she wouldn’t do it.


  [No.]


  After all.


  Aya just had to remind herself that she will never be able to refuse Marika.


  [As I thought, Our little spoiled princess is soo cute…]


  [W-What was that… You’re deciding all of this on your own… Aya’s not a good person, huh]


  [I’ll leave it at that]


  When she patted up Marika’s bottom, she jolted up and said, [Hyah!]


   


  [Mnn…]


  She seems to be bothered by the sudden prank, or perhaps… she is just happy to be pranked by Aya.


  […But, thank you, Aya.]


  Thus, a deeper sigh was heard.


  [W-What?!]


  [Marika…]


  After a short pause, Aya searches for words that will degrade Marika to the maximum extent. She brings her lips close to her ear and whispers it all.


  [Honestly, what a lewd girl you are.]


  [Mn?!]


  Marika’s face turns bright red and she resists.


  [T-That’s… it can’t be helped…]


  In the end, Aya is the one who trained this girl.


  Aya, aware of her sin of awakening Marika’s natural succubus side, pulled back her hand strongly as if she couldn’t wait any longer.


  Aya’s frustration of being forced to hold her desires must at least be paid off in full with Marika’s bodies.


  [The one that turns me like this… It’s Aya’s fault]


  [That’s what I thought, my cute little princess…]


  Aya opened the door to Marika’s room


  With Aya’s defeat – a week full of love and joy for the two girls was about to begin anew.


  Thus – A short story about a girl who swore she would never touch a girl who was thoroughly dropped off in a hundred days has ended.
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[image: image-2][image: image-3][image: image-4][image: image-5]

OEBPS/Images/V3_C3.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image-4.jpeg
,,, fmemem

STARTS!
NOW,
RIGHT?

THINKING,
ME?

WE!RE!
TALKING,
TABOUTS
HERER:





OEBPS/Images/V3_C4_2.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/00014.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image-3.jpeg
together

aN\
together [/ \\
after this? /i






OEBPS/Images/cover.png
AW \\ g |} 3
\/ \ @ N
4 S\ N \ 7 R4
[/ /| h \ / ; /s
\/ A\ e
\ Y > =
) N
2 W~ \ ( ¥
Ny ) =
¥ & ,\‘
g »
) )/
{ Wz
4> /
R
= \

igie'2
1

AN AT
£ 1)
2/
7, \






OEBPS/Images/image-5.jpeg
FIRST DAY
OF LIVING
TOGETHER

IT'S BEEN A
LONG NIGHT
FOR ME






OEBPS/Images/illu1.png





OEBPS/Images/image-2.jpeg
definitely
Protect

Marika-san /.

By chance,
| got to live

with Aya
for the
whole week

Aya-chan

Are you is going
okay with to stay
that, at our
Marika?  house






OEBPS/Images/illu0.png





OEBPS/Images/V3_C4_1.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/00012.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/00015-1.jpeg





