
  
    
  


  Illustrations


  [image: v101][image: v102][image: v103][image: 0003_mmmmmmmmmmmm][image: 0008_gamers]

  Chapter 1: Keita Amano and Demon King Subjugation


  The bell that urges the students to leave the school rang across the classroom under the sunset.


  A bus drove into the roundabout outside and raised a bunch of delicate snowflakes.


  The students walking outside look pretty cheerful. They are chatting happily with their friends or club members as they are going home. Everyone’s enjoying their respective after-school time.


  This is no exception for the 5 guys and girls in the Game Hobby Club.


  We’re also setting up the scene at a corner of the 2F classroom with the “Hobby Club” flag. The five of us are still messing with each other today just as usual- or that should be the case. However…


  “…………”


  I looked around, and 4 servings of suffocating eyes are staring at me in silence.


  I feel like I’m in an extremely stressful interview right now.


  …It’s hard to blame them.


  The reason is because of me, Keita Amano.


  I’m facing these 4 people, …Tendou-san, Uehara-kun, Chiaki, and Aguri-san-


  “…I’m really sorry.”


  -I’m confessing my sincere “atonement” in my heart.


  Everything started 2 days ago.


  I was introduced as a “boyfriend” in my “friend’s girlfriend’s house’s relative meeting.” That’s how everything started.


  …………


  Ay, yes, I know. “Forget the start; you’re already disqualified with that, right. You have to atone right now.” I deeply understand you guys for wanting to skip to the conclusion and stop me from talking.


  However, I hope all of you can just wait for a moment. Anyway, about me visiting another person’s home as a boyfriend, there’s actually a concrete reason.


  The reason has to do with my friend’s girlfriend -Aguri-san’s relative that she introduced to me. This person is not to be pushed around.


  Sigh, if we’re just going with a slight introduction…


  - Main Fushiguro. Age: unknown. Aguri-san’s cousin. A super beautiful flight attendant.


  - 10 out of 10 guys that met her will turn around. They will even look at her 3 times.


  - A genius that can do anything.


  - She’s super considerate of her little sister.


  …Anyway, she’s an incredibly high-standard person.


  So, if there’s any issues with this perfect cousin-


  -Honestly, this person’s an evil villain on the inside.


  Also, she’s a villain with an exceedingly terrible personality. She’s the type that won’t even turn friendly in the movie version. Instead, she turns into an enemy that makes our side as miserable as possible. Finally, this douche will ignore the story and win without reason.


  Violent, overpowered, superhuman.


  This is Main Fushiguro.


  Even so, of course, she wouldn’t use those low-level “violence.”


  She uses something nobler, stronger, and sharper-


  -Yes, it’s logic and skills.


  Indeed, she never “uses violence to rob something away.”


  However, on the other hand, she’s a person that uses her skills logically to execute legitimate exploitation.


  Once she finds something she wants, she’ll request an entirely fair duel with equal risk to its owner. This is Main Fushiguro.


  From this point, …no, no matter how you look at it, it’s a legitimate and reasonable duel. That’s why we can’t argue.


  …The problem is this Main Fushiguro woman is exceptionally outstanding at “competitions.”


  In other words, she’s almost absolutely invincible as long as a “fair competition” is held according to the game rules.


  A woman like this with her competitive attitude, that’s already- either a rogue god or a natural disaster. You can only pray that your house isn’t her next target.


  Alright, at this point, I think everyone understands already.


  She’s a terrible cousin that can rob everything away because she suddenly wants to. No one will introduce her “real boyfriend” to her obediently, especially for a high-quality handsome guy like Uehara-kun. Aguri-san will definitely not introduce him to her that easily. However, she has to follow her “introduction promise.” It’s because there will be a harsher punishment if she didn’t do it.


  As a last resort, Aguri-san decided to sacrifice someone else and chose…


  Yes, she chose a disgusting otaku virgin that no one wants- which is me, Keita Amano!


  …………


  …Sigh, I’m really sorry. Although I explained the prologue myself, there’s no need for me to hate myself this much, right? Ugh, even if I’m not Uehara-kun, I guess someone with unusual fetishes may still want me. Uh, …for example, they may wish to have a weaker gaming opponent. …Yes. ….Crap, the more I think about it, the fewer reasons I can come up with to “recommend” Keita Amano. It hurts me so much. L-Let’s go back to the topic.


  Anyway, I think everyone can understand why I visited Aguri-san’s home as her boyfriend.


  Let’s forget whether everyone agrees with me first. However, I don’t regret this for a single bit. It’s because Aguri-san and I didn’t betray our respective lover…


  …At least, that’s true until this point.


  Indeed, Aguri-san and I, …no, I, Keita Amano, have to apologize to everyone because of what happened next-


  “-I’m taking Aguri-san, everything of her.”


  -An idiotic and lonely otaku just clearly executed a “territorial invasion” to his friend.


  *


  “I deeply understand how mistaken I am to do that.”


  Finally, -after I explained how Main-san went wild that day, I wiped the sweat on my forehead with the back of my head.


  Around my desk, with Uehara-kun as the center, Tendou-san and Chiaki are just next to him. They are the “apology-accepting trio” here. The three of them sat in front of me, shoulder to shoulder. As for Aguri-san, she sat somewhere behind us, which’s a bit far away. She put her hands on her chin as if this has nothing to do with her.


  “…………”


  These people never answered me once when I started the story. They are just listening to what I’m saying. My optimistic side treats this as them willing to hear me out seriously. The pessimistic side, …which is like 90% of me, perceives this based on disappointment and anger.


  Of course. Until this point, people have suspected the relationship between my friend’s girlfriend and me a few times. I just kicked all the evidence away with, “That’s dumb.” “We didn’t do anything bad.” “It’s just a coincidence/misunderstanding.” Sometimes, we even think that Tendou-san and Uehara-kun are annoying to bug us out.


  It’s different this time.


  At that time, I was consciously laying waste on Uehara-kun- her boyfriend’s territory.


  “I requested a direct match with Aguri-san’s cousin that wagered her ‘ownership.’ No matter how much I tried to cover it, …this is not something that a friend should do.”


  I feel like I’m really in a stressful interview. My hands are sweating as I grabbed my kneecaps. …Crap, even though I already mentally prepared myself. …However, I feel really diffident when I’m facing my important ones.


  “Not to mention that the person in question has a boyfriend, …and I also have a girl that I should treat with sincerity. I was so dumb for making a big fat lie like that…”


  My friend, partner-in-battle, the person I love, and the girl I care about are all here.


  These people are in the Hobby Club right now. I want to show my best side to all of them as much as possible. They are important to me.


  However, …that’s why I need to be honest and confess my sins.


  “Then, the worst thing that I did is, …even though I know this is an invasion, I still took a step forward. In other words, I consciously…betrayed everyone’s trust in me.”


  This feels like I’m slowly tearing apart my favorite game disc. I can feel the circular plate slowly bending, twisting, and breaking. My chest is about to be torn apart too.


  How much better would it be if everyone can just be disappointed, angry, or end our friendships without me knowing. Why do I have to do that by myself…


  “…………”


  “…I’m really, really sorry.”


  I can’t handle the four of them staring at time, and I finally can’t help but plop my head down. Honestly, it’s a miracle that I haven’t cried yet. It looks like somewhere in my heart, I still want to play it cool in front of the people I love, even at this point. …How hilarious.


  “…………”


  A suffocatingly deep atmosphere that makes people want to escape enveloped me.


  However, even so, …I still think I should make a conclusion. So, I mustered my final courage and raised my head before continuing bravely.


  “That’s the end of my apology. …Well, everyone, if there’s something you want to say-“


  <Bang!>


  -Suddenly, everyone except Aguri-san slammed the table. After that, three people stood up abruptly under the sunset-filled classroom.


  “Eh?”


  The unexpected reaction made me stand up as well. H-Hiya, honestly, I’m already mentally prepared to be punched by Uehara-kun. I just didn’t expect that the three of them would beat me up together.


  “Ugh…”


  I really want to back up. However…


  (N-No, even though this attack power is beyond my imagination, I have to take it since I'm wrong here.)


  I spurred my cowardly heart and decided to take everyone’s rage at once. I bulged my eyes at the three of them.


  “…………”


  Only the noise of me gulping can be heard in the eerily silent classroom.


  After that, Uehara-kun stood in front of me. He lowered his head…as he slowly put his hands on my shoulders.


  “Ugh.”


  Facing the expectation that I’m finally getting punched, even though I tried to keep my eyes bulged, my body froze right there.


  Then, finally, everyone and Uehara-kun slowly raised their head-


  -Their strong emotions erupted towards me, who’s deeply sinful!


  “-Beautiful! That’s our Keita Amano!”


  “Yes, I’m really sor- …Eh?”


  I tried to apologize reflectively. However, I heard something that was out of my expectation. So, I looked at Uehara-kun again confusingly. After that-


  “…Eh?”


  -Instead of my friends’ angry eyes, -I saw pairs of sparkling eyes that look like they’re watching a hero’s show.


  “Eh? Eh? Eh?”


  I have no idea what’s happening at all. All I can do is feel dazed. Also, I looked around, and it’s not just Uehara-kun. Even Tendou-san and Chiaki are giving me the same look.


  “Hmm, hmm! Yes, this is Amano-kun! You’re amazing!”


  “Yes, yes! Seriously, I’ve been waiting a long time for this! Hi, Amano-ya!”


  “…Eh, no, …ehh? What’s happening…?”


  I can’t follow up at all. So, I tried to find help and stared in Aguri-san’s direction.


  Her hands are still on her chin as she sighed a bit helplessly.


  “Sheesh, Amanocchi, why are you surprised?”


  “Uh, look, why am I…not being scolded right now? Instead, you guys are praising me…”


  I said that since I don’t understand.


  Aguri-san shrugged her shoulders helplessly again. …Then, she looked at me gently and spoke up.


  “Why would a friend be mad when they hear such an ‘Amanocchi-styled’ story?”


  “…………”


  I can’t help but bulge my eyes after hearing that. During this time, Chiaki and Tendou-san agreed with Aguri-san and nodded repeatedly.


  “Yes, yes! It’s such a Keita-flavoured story by Keita. We love it a lot!”


  “Chiaki-san’s right. Your story really feels like you. …To that, we can do nothing but throw praises at you. I think it’s not weird for our noses to bleed at this point.”


  I don’t think they are lying. The two girls look really excited with their bright eyes, and Tendou-san even prepared her handkerchief.


  “…You two…”


  Even though I’m deeply throbbed by what they just said, there’s still worry inside my heart. I looked at Uehara-kun, who’s right in front of me.


  …If we take a hundred steps back, I understand why Chiaki and Tendou-san love those things with my style. I really appreciated that. I’m already relieved.


  However, …Uehara-kun’s different, right? Logically, he’s the worst victim in this whole incident.


  I visited his girlfriend’s house without authorization and even acted like a boyfriend in front of her relatives. In the end, I participated in a grand battle that put his girlfriend on the wager.


  No man in this world would be kind enough to forgive a territory-invading douchebag like-


  “Hiya! That’s our Amano! I’ve never been so proud of you!”


  -There is. It’s right here.


  Uehara-kun patted my shoulder loudly and showed me an exceptionally refreshing smile as he continued.


  “Hiya, I was freaking out from frustration when I haven’t seen ‘your style’ for a long time! I can’t hide my excitement when someone’s giving me a super ‘Keita Amano-ly’ latte!”


  “What’s with that disgusting drink? Can you not compare my attitude to a cup of latte?”


  After I complained dumbfoundedly, I replied….the friend in front of me with a smile.


  “Uehara-kun, …thank you.”


  “Oh! I’m the one supposed to be thanking you!”


  His carefree smile saved me from the bottom of my heart.


  However, …even so, I can’t just accept it at face value.


  I looked at him solemnly and continued apologizing.


  “…But, Uehara-kun. It’s still a fact that I betrayed you disgustingly…”


  However, Uehara-kun just smiled at my apology.


  “Hey, hey. What ‘betrayal’ are you talking about?”


  “So, I just put your lover Aguri-san on the wager-“


  “Oh, this. I only want to say one thing about what you did…”


  After Uehara-kun paused for a beat, …at the next moment, he put his hand on my head.


  “You tried your best to protect my important girl. Thanks, bro.”


  “…!”


  At that moment, I hastily blanketed my eyes with my sleeves.


  …Crap, …I didn’t expect to really cry at this moment. I can feel my sleeves getting wet immediately, and I’m soon in my 3rd year of high school. How embarrassing…!


  “Oh, …how should I put it?”


  It looks like Uehara-kun realized my state as well.


  “…Uh, right, instead of Amano, Aguri, I want to hear your apology more!”


  “Eh!? Why!?”


  They naturally removed the topic away from me and started chatting. I guess the two are giving me time to adjust my emotions.


  “Don’t say why! Even though I understand that you are not introducing me honestly, you shouldn’t make Amano do all the work! That supernatural onee-san and Amano are like oil and water!”


  E-Even so, no one can deal with that Main-nee-san!”


  “Ugh…! …H-How about Kase-senpai?”


  “That fake boyfriend’s choice is too shocking, right!? I don’t know that person at all!”


  “Agu-nee, Agu-nee, I think Kousei-kun’s a good choice!”


  “That’s another confusing choice! If he gets along with Main-san, the ‘bad personality concentration’ in the room will be too high! It will upset me!”


  “Aguri-san, I recommend Mizumi-kun. I bet he can turn the entire thing around.”


  “I don’t want anything to be turned around at all! Moreover, I have no connection with him, alright!?”


  After that, the Game Hobby Club started chatting about Aguri-san’s “what should I do” loudly.


  So, I appreciated everyone and cleared my mind in around 2 minutes.


  I finally rejoined the conversation when they’re talking about, “So, how did the duel go?”


  *


  “Oh, come to think of it, I didn’t get to explain the duel and the result.”


  After I threw that out, Chiaki leaned forward and glared at me a bit angrily. “Yeah, yeah.”


  “Sheesh, stop leaving us in a cliffhanger, Keita! Are you that Urasawa-san from somewhere!?” [Note: Naoki Urasawa, a master mangaka that’s famous for creating cliffhangers.]


  “No, I don’t remember dragging out the story like the plot of revealing Friend’s true identity…” [Note: Friend is a cult leader and the antagonist in Urasawa’s <20th Century Boys>.]


  “That’s how much I’m looking forward to it! K-Keep going!”


  “Alright. …Sheesh, I got it. Well, I’ll start from the conclusion-“


  I scratched my head and tried to progress the story casually. Right here.


  “STOOOOOP!”


  “?”


  Uehara-kun, Tendou-san, and Chiaki immediately stopped me there.


  The three of them got close to me angrily, and their face is overflowing with stress.


  “W-What are you thinking, Amano-kun!?”


  “Uh, no, w-what’s wrong, Tendou-san? What do you mean? I’m just trying to talk about the story’s ending…”


  “Hoho, that’s why you’re a twisted, non-mainstream idiot boy!”


  “Tendou-san!?”


  Why did my ex-girlfriend get really mad at me? Seriously, I don’t understand what’s happening at all. …But, when I looked around, I realized Chiaki and Uehara-kun agreed with Tendou-san too.


  They spoke up as if they’re scolding me.


  “Keita is still that degenerate among creators!”


  “I’m not even a creator, alright…”


  “But, you should’ve learned it as an otaku, right! A story arc should be complete!”


  “NOBE is the last person I want to hear this from!”


  This girl doesn’t just ignore the story arc. She even threw away all of the existing concepts of a story and went on her own journey. This Miss Modernly Artistic Game Creator actually dares to teach me the importance of a story arc.


  “Sigh…” I sighed. As for Uehara-kun, he summarized the two girls’ opinions in a short sentence.


  “In other words, Amano, we’re seeking entertainment from your last weekend’s story!”


  “What are you even requesting of a loner that’s bad with words, my friend?”


  I’m the guy that lived his “times I spoke today at school = 0” life plainly before meeting with everyone in the Game Hobby Club. What are you even talking about…


  However, Uehara-kun ignored my dumbfounded expression and continued.


  “At least, what we want to say is that you shouldn’t start from the conclusion. It’s the same logic as no detective novel tells you who the criminal is right away.”


  “Actually, there are quite a lot. I often bump into this kind of novel.”


  Suddenly, the original literature gal next to him, Aguri-san, came with an on-point rebuttal.


  But, Uehara-kun ignored his ex-girlfriend’s unwise betrayal and cleared his throat.


  “A-Anyway. To us, this story, …<Keita Amano and Demon King Subjugation> is the hottest comedy right now.”


  “Can you not treat someone’s lift as a comedy so casually and even giving it a weird subtitle?”


  This is the first time that someone added a subtitle to me in my life. …It’s the first time, right?


  Just as I’m falling into confusion when people are giving me weird looks, Uehara-kun continued.


  “It’s impossible for us to not be excited. It’s because…this story is about the ‘Keita Amano’ that we’re familiar with. He’s going to use his weakest power for Aguri and face a terrible and vicious enemy, right? Of course, this only makes us look forward to it!”


  “What do you mean by terrible and vicious? What do you mean by weakest?”


  “Right now, we can’t wait for the next episode’s story the most. You actually tried to start from the conclusion directly…! For example, if Jungi Inagawa started his story with ‘this is a ghost tale in the end,’ what would you think!?” [Note: Jungi Inagawa, a director of scary movies.]


  “Ugh…!?”


  This is somehow really convincing to me. Indeed, …a story’s “essence” is slowly pushing towards the end. I have to think about this.


  …………


  …Wait, does a guy living an everyday life need this ability? Isn’t it far more critical to grasp the skill of talking effectively?


  However, Tendou-san, Chiaki, and Uehara-kun look like they are kids from the Showa period looking forward to a serialized play. Their eyes are glowing brightly. Well, I can’t really reject them…


  “…Fine. I’ll go from the start. …Well, I may as well try to make the story sound more interesting in my own way.”


  “Alright, Amano-ya!”


  “…………”


  I didn’t expect a guy like me to feel that my treasured friends are annoying one day. I glanced at Aguri-san. She, the girl who knows the entire story, shrugged frustratedly before yawning. After that, she started playing on her phone lazily…


  (…Hey, everyone, the “main heroine” of my following story is acting like that. …Do you guys really not care about that?)


  Even though I really wanted to say that, the three of them will just complain, “How disappointing do you have to be?” So, I kept it inside my heart.


  Then…


  “Uh, …well, Main-san and I are in the final game duel that wagers <Aguri-san’s ownership> started like that…”


  (Gulp…)


  All of my friends are looking at me.


  I started talking about my ridiculous experience- Also, I’m giving a speech passionately in front of the gal that’s still the main heroine-


  -It’s a hellish memory, and it just started reluctantly like that.


  *


  “So? Which game are you going to win against me, Amako?”


  After we argued with each other at the door, all of us returned to the living room to battle. Then, without waiting for me to take off my coat, the demon king- Main Fushiguro-san said that.


  She’s still that absolute beauty with platinum hair. Initially, a lonely otaku like me will never be involved with a woman like this. …However, she’s shooting me a passionate and competitive look right now.


  “…………”


  However, I didn’t immediately take her bait. Instead, I took off my coat casually and folded them neatly. Then, I answered her after putting my bag in the corner of the room.


  “…Let’s fight with the <Customized Mecha> I saw in the game catalog.”


  “Hey, <CM> is really…”


  Main-san mumbled the abbreviation of the game as she started searching for the game in the menu joyfully. Also, I think this game doesn’t belong to Aguri-san’s house. Instead, Main-san brought it over. With that alone…


  (Well, I bet she already played the game to its fullest…)


  Although we don’t know each other for long, I already have a grasp of Main-san’s personality.


  Main-san, a beautiful flight attendant, she’s the original genius of the old Game Club. …She’s a being infinitely close to Tendou-san’s level. In other words, her attitude towards things that interests her is way different than when it’s not appealing to her. She’ll finish everything once she started playing.


  So, when I saw she owns the game, I didn’t expect her to be a newbie at all. I bet she’s not the type to buy a game because of memories or collection purposes.


  (…But, I’m already mentally prepared for that.)


  I sighed and made up my mind. After that, I stood next to her to face our match-


  “Wait, Amanocchi, Amanocchi!”


  “What?”


  -Someone pulled my sleeves as soon as I tried to move.


  I was pulled to the corner of the room. After we got far enough from Main-san, she- the main heroine gal of this match, Aguri-san glared at me fiercely.


  “What the hell are you thinking!?”


  “Uh, what do you mean by what I’m thinking? -Of course, I’m thinking about your love!”


  “Huh, -why are you saying that with a serious face!? I, Aguri, already have a brilliant boyfriend that’s Tasuku…”


  Aguri-san got flustered after hearing my line. …Ugh.


  “Hey, can you not brew this atmosphere like I’m loving Aguri-san as a girl? It’s disgusting, and most importantly, it’s pissing me off.”


  “Okay, Amanocchi, come here and grit your teeth!”


  After the warning, she immediately slapped me on the face- no, instead, she stomped my feet brutally. I moaned in pain after taking an unexpected attack before curling up like I’m a comedy manga character. After that, I protested with tears in my eyes.


  “What’s the point of you telling me to grit my teeth!?”


  “No, I just wanted to attack somewhere you didn’t expect.”


  “Is this how you treat a guy that’s wagering you!? You bitch gal!” [Note: I didn’t exaggerate his tone here. That’s what he said.]


  “That’s my line, alright!? Is a young man supposed to say that after he wagered the main heroine, Aguri!? You…<Betrayer Amano>!”


  “Oh, it feels like a classic novel, <Betrayer Amano>. It sounds nice.”


  “No, I’m not praising you at all, okay!? By the way, Amanocchi, why do you always leap before you think!?”


  “Ah, it’s because that’s me.”


  “Look, this is <Betrayer Amano>!”


  Aguri-san looks pretty upset. “Calm down.” I calmed down and continued.


  “I’ll be the only victim even if I lose. Aguri-san, you don’t need to worry about this too much.”


  After she heard what I said, Aguri-san stopped joking around. Instead, she plopped her head down and said this sincerely and regretfully.


  “…Bakanocchi. You really think…I won’t worry?”


  “…No. I’m…really, really sorry about that.”


  “Exactly…”


  If I’m her, …if Aguri-san will lose something important because of me, I’m guaranteed to feel pain. It’s going to be regretful and enraging.


  “…………”


  A suffocating silence radiated between her and me. However, Aguri-san quickly raised her embarrassed face. “B-But…” She mumbled and looked away from me before continuing.


  “How should I say this…? You being pissed for me as a friend…makes me feel really happy. Thank you, Amanocchi.”


  “…Oh, it’s okay. …Well, …you don’t need to thank me.”


  We smiled at each other embarrassingly. Then-


  “Sorry for intruding you two, Keita-nii-chan, Aguri-nee-chan.”


  -Suddenly, a voice from below freaked both of us out. We can’t help but take a step back.


  We hastily looked down and saw a little girl with a goth loli dress.


  “M-Mii-chan…”


  I can feel her dissatisfaction from her pure eyes. So, I immediately called her name with a head full of sweat.


  Mii Fushiguro, she’s the little sister of Main-san. This little girl treats Main-san as “mom” respectfully. So, that’s why her appearance looks a bit different than other same-age girls. Well, if I have to point out their difference…


  “Can you two flirt later?”


  “Where did you learn that word from?”


  …This. Instead of saying she’s growing up faster, it’s more like her words are really biased. However, that’s because of her primary guardian right now. So…


  Aguri-san and I shrugged our shoulders. Mii-chan pressed on.


  “Mom already prepared the game, and she wanted me to call you two.”


  “Oh, uh, really. Thanks, I’m going.”


  I answered and patted Mii-chan’s head gently. This time, …she got uncharacteristically obedient and looked at my eyes.


  “…Keita-nii-chan, are you seriously trying to defeat Mom?”


  To that, I answered with a bitter smile.


  “I guess so.”


  “…Mii thinks that this is called ‘recklessness.’ …You still have time to apologize now…”


  Mii’s looking at me worriedly.


  I patted her head again and replied to her with a confident smile.


  “Thank you, Mii-chan. But, this is the only time where I don’t plan to back down.”


  “…I see. …Sheesh, Keita-nii-chan is really an idiot.”


  “People often say that to me these days.”


  “Isn’t it a fact?”


  “Ugh.”


  “Well, Mii will leave first.”


  Mii-chan dashed towards Main-san after saying that.


  I looked at her innocent back. Then, Aguri-san stood next to me and asked.


  “So? Seriously, Amanocchi, do you really think you have a chance?”


  “…Uh, …sigh, …how should I say this…? I think I have?”


  “No, I’m the main heroine in this duel. I do hope that you can guarantee ‘yes’ like a man.”


  Aguri-san felt a bit deflated. It can’t be helped. I changed my mind to cheer her up.


  “…I do, I do.”


  “No, no, no, ‘have’ and ‘yes’ are the same thing. You can just say it once! I feel like you’re just being flippant right now!”


  “I’m sorry. It looks like I feel a bit deflated after thinking that this is a duel where Aguri-san is the main heroine. …I think I’m only at 70% of my true power…”


  “Get your damn powers out! T-Think about it, I’ll give you a prize if you win! Alright!?”


  “Eh? Hmm, it can’t be helped even if Aguri-san said that. My ‘power switch’ can only be turned on by Tendou-san…”


  “What’s wrong with you!?”


  “Oh, right, but there’s something I want you to help before the battle.”


  “W-What? Oh, do I have to kiss your face to cheer you up? It’s a bit too-“


  “No, can you please not give me that ‘main heroine’ face?”


  “Are you really fighting for me!?”


  “Especially that passionate ‘GOOOOOO! AMANOCCHI!!!’ scream, I’ll die from embarrassment if you suddenly yelled that. Please don’t do that.”


  “You’re limiting an ally’s support when facing the final boss. What kind of protagonist are you!?”


  “Alright, …it’s time for me to go.”


  “Right now!? Wait, please, Amanocchi, we can go after coming up with a better mood-“


  She suddenly stopped in the middle of her speech. I was curious about what’s wrong with her. So, I turned around. She seems to be…looking at the tip of my finger-


  “--!”


  “…Amanocchi, your hands are shivering…”


  She’s looking at me extremely worriedly. I hastily turned around and blocked my hands with my body as I said.


  “L-Look, this is what I’m talking about! Didn’t I say this before? Don’t act like a real main heroine. S-Sheesh, this isn’t like you-“


  She’s staring at me from behind as I’m mumbling.


  Aguri-san suddenly…punched me from behind.


  After that, she said something, …not as the main heroine.


  Instead, she’s the usual Aguri-san, who’s my terrible friend, as she cheered me up.


  “-Go do your thing, Amanocchi.”


  “-Yes.”


  Simple, straightforward, it’s a pretty mundane conversation.


  However, …frustratingly, this gave me full power.


  “…Sorry for the wait. Well, let’s start, Main-san.”


  “Oho, …let’s go, Amako.”


  Finally, I sat next to the demon king for the epic finale.


  *


  <Customized Mecha>, it’s just like its name. The famous action game allows you to battle with your customized mecha.


  Everything in this game can be interchanged, body parts, leg parts, special secondary weapons, not to mention the main gun. You can assemble a stylish mecha to fight with CPUs or other players.


  …This game sounds difficult when I’m just listing the major features. However, in reality, it’s a quick-paced action game for all players.


  The mecha in this game’s world is just a small mechanic toy that exploded between kids. Also, the game’s plot is only about a kid that got a mecha from his parents. He started winning his way from the local competition all the way to the national level. Sometimes, he’ll fight against organizations that misuse mechas. …It’s a classical shonen manga plot.


  In other words, this game is designed for children with very low bars.


  However, there’s a shared feature for all famous games. -They take care of both low-skilled and expert players at the same time.


  This game is no exception, especially when it comes to player vs. player. From tactics, controls to parts structure, there’s a lot worth going into in this masterpiece.


  This is precisely the game that the original Otobuki High School Game Club president would love.


  But, at the same time…


  “Hey, Amako.”


  Main-san looked at the screen and chose “battle” as she spoke to me. I’m trying to familiarize myself with the 2P controls as I answered, “What?”


  “I bet you chose this game because you’re confident, right?”


  “…Who knows? I’m not sure.”


  The screen switched as I replied. It split into the top and bottom customization screen.


  Main-san shrugged her shoulders exaggeratedly next to me.


  “Hey, hey, please, Amako? Don’t disappoint me with the ending if you escalated this so much?”


  “I couldn’t care less about that. Well, ..it’s just that.”


  “It’s just what?”


  After I confirmed the default basic mecha that showed before changing the parts-


  -I pressed the confirm button and smiled at Main-san.


  “I’m going with the default one on the first battle. You can continue customizing if you want.”


  “What-“


  Two shocking voices can be heard from Aguri-san and Mii-chan, who’re the audience.


  “Hey, what are you doing, Amanocchi!? The title said it’s <Customized Mecha>. Aren’t you going to customize it!?”


  “(gulp) …Is this the so-called…sandbagging…?”


  Mii-chan continued using words that never come out from a little girl’s mouth.


  I ignored their insults and remained focused on the screen.


  During this time, -Main-san glared at me as she curled up her lips.


  “You’re good, Amako. I like that. Well, I’ll- go with this too.”


  She pressed the confirm button without making any changes after saying that.


  Aguri-san and Mii-chan immediately began complaining behind us.


  “No, customize your mechas, you two!”


  Their complaint couldn’t be more reasonable.


  Main-san started laughing. After I saw her, I gave up and turned back to explain.


  “Uh, according to the setting, whoever won 2 matches first gains victory in this game. So, we’ll have 3 matches at most. So, the two of us will customize it in the next round…”


  Just as I’m trying to smooth things over, Main-san said something unnecessary.


  “3? No, no, if I’m playing 2 wins in 3 games against Amako, there’ll only be 2 matches at most.”


  Main-san smiled ferociously after saying that.


  …Sheesh, this person is still the same. I would’ve freaked out and started shivering in the past. However, it looks like I won’t be afraid of someone once I identify him/her as an enemy.


  I looked at the screen again and said this calmly.


  “Well, this can be interpreted as I’ll win twice in a row.”


  “Oh, Amako can joke around as well, even though it’s boring.”


  “…………”


  It looks like the two behind me are really scared to taunt Main-san. They remained speechless, not even trying to cheer around.


  The TV showed the battleground selection screen.


  “You want to choose one, Amako?”


  “No, let’s go random- even though I want to say that, this is a rare basic mecha duel. Why don’t we just go with the simple and plain ‘Default’ battleground?”


  “Okay. But, are you sure, Amako?”


  “Hmm? What do you mean?”


  The selection is finished, and the screen is finally turned to the battle phase. The TV is playing the introduction of the course. Main-san showed me a provocative smile.


  “If we’re going with the default mecha and course, …our skill difference will be revealed entirely in the first battle?”


  “…Oh, yes. Indeed, this is the worst option when the enemy’s better. There’s no counter between mechas, and the victory completely depends on the player’s control. In other words, this condition doesn’t allow a low-skilled player to win.”


  The countdown started on the screen already.


  “Oh, you’re still going despite knowing that. You’re quite manly, Amako.”


  Main-san whistled like she just changed her mind towards me.


  “No, no, that’s not the case.” I smiled bitterly and answered her.


  “I’m just-“


  The countdown is over, and the match started-


  “-I’m just better than you at this game.”


  -I flashed a lightspeed combo and chipped away 1/3 of Main-san’s HP.


  “----“


  It’s only been one second since the match started.


  Main-san’s mecha fell to the ground and entered the invincibility period. At the same time, I immediately distanced myself away with an impressive jump and propel control.


  “…Hey.”


  Main-san licked her lips next to me as her aura slowly switched towards “beast” mode. …It looks like she was completely triggered.


  At this moment, Aguri-san can’t hide her questions anymore behind me.


  “Uh, that combo just then was from Amanocchi, not Main-san?”


  “…Yes.”


  After I answered her in short, I dodged Main-san’s attacks after she stood up.


  Then, when there’s a window in the battle, I decided to answer her upcoming question first.


  “I’m pretty good at this game.”


  “Good, …you?”


  “Yes, me.”


  I caught a break in Main-san’s control as I said that. I started damaging her little by little with my secondary weapon.


  “…Ha, don’t be so cheap, Amako. …Sure. I feel good.”


  Main-san licked her lips as she let out excited moans that’s pretty easy for others to misunderstand. Even though I already gave up being polite to her, I still can’t help but shiver.


  I continued explaining to Aguri-san to eradicate this weird atmosphere.


  “This is no talent. It’s just that…even for a guy like me, if I play this game every day with my little brother for 3 years, this level can be reached.”


  “Playing the same game every day for 3 years…”


  Aguri-san is shocked. I beautifully slipped through Main-san’s violent attacks as I continued.


  “Kousei and I didn’t fight each other during training. We’re just…”


  “Just?”


  Facing Aguri-san’s question, I- even though I'm in such a fierce battle, I can’t help but smile.


  “It’s just that I feel the happiest when the two of us are playing this game. That’s all.”


  After that, my attacks hit Main-san’s mecha repeatedly. Once I snapped out of it, her HP is already at 20%. In comparison, I haven’t even taken a scratch.


  Aguri-san and Mii-chan held their breaths as their eyes locked onto the screen. I bet they are not listening to me at all.


  However, even so, I switched my mood and continued.


  “So, I’m not saying that I’m the best in the world of this game…”


  I continued locking down Main-san’s movement with my secondary weapon. So, I created a situation where she can’t dodge at all. Also-


  “…However, if I’m fighting against an empty-brained hardcore player that thinks she’s the top when she barely played it, -I don’t think I’ll lose.”


  -I launched a repeated strike at her with my main weapon.


  “…………”


  The room is filled with an overwhelming silence.


  The screen is showing…something that no one other than me can imagine.


  It’s Keita Amano’s perfect game.


  It’s Main Fushiguro’s absolute defeat.


  The situation that my familiars can’t imagine is right here.


  At this point, the screen returned to the mecha customization screen. When the game BGM is already playing in my brain subconsciously, my rival, who has been silent -Main-san, finally spoke.


  “…You’re good, Amako.”


  “…Thanks.”


  I didn’t brag about my victory. Instead, I quickly started choosing parts for the second battle.


  “…?”


  Even though I just got a miraculous giant-killing, I wasn’t too excited. …Everyone around is dumbfounded by my calm attitude.


  However, to me, this calm attitude of mine is guaranteed.


  (I was already confident with my first win after I baited Main-san into a basic mecha fight. However, the real problem…is after this.)


  Although I just talked about my 3 years’ worth of training, on the other hand, to Main-san, …the value of “one battle” to a genius hardcore player can’t be underestimated.


  I don’t even need to list Mizumi-kun as an example. This type of person’s learning speed far exceeds filthy casuals like Kousei and me.


  In reality, the same goes for the first battle as well. …Even though it’s my perfect game, in the end, she could turn the entire thing around if I made a single mistake. -This type of hostility is the most apparent at the final game.


  …I don’t need to care about what happens next.


  Even though it’s embarrassing for me to say this, a plain guy like me doesn’t have the protagonist’s “getting stronger in battle” skill.


  So, my power is static. As for Main-san, her skill is growing at an alarming rate.


  This way, there’s only one tactic that I can use.


  -I have to win before this genius catches up to a normal brothers’ “3 years.”


  “I SEE. It looks like you weren’t just fooling around when you said you’ll win twice.”


  Main-san started choosing her mecha as well. I feel like she already exposed all of my strategies from her mumble.


  “It’s more like there’s no way for you to win aside from this, right, Amako.”


  “…Who knows.”


  Although I answered her emotionlessly, her accusation is way too accurate.


  This is the same logic as a race where a regular car started far ahead of an F1 race car. Even though you had the lead first, the race is already over once the F1 overtakes you. It’s because it can’t be reverted anymore.


  From this meaning, this duel- the next second match is the most formidable challenge. Everything is decided on whether I can make it through.


  “…………”


  This time, it’s completely different from the default mecha battle. We carefully assembled the body and parts.


  The assembly is basically two people split between the top and bottom screen. So, you can choose a more effective strategy based on the opponent’s build.


  However, the same thing goes for your enemy as well. At least, from my little brother and my experience, if we spend too much time calculating at this part, in the end, we can’t finish assembling before the time ends. The resulting match will be horrid.


  Well, …I only have one strategy for building my mecha.


  “Hoho, a mecha leaning toward mobility with a sniper, right. Your meta build is quite interesting, Amako. But, are you sure about it? I admit that this weapon and mecha are relatively easy to use. However, it’s too far-fetched to call it a strong weapon and part, right?”


  “…It’s fine. This suits me.”


  “I see. Well, whatever.”


  After that, Main-san started assembling her’s around the first-class equipment. …A bunch of hardcore players in this world will avoid using a strong character. It looks like this person isn’t that type. She doesn’t care whether it’s unbalanced or a bug. As long as it gets her “up,” she’ll do it. This is also a respectable and thorough tactic, …if she’s not my enemy.


  (Even though I already anticipated this, …this person is indeed scary.)


  Of course, a mecha like this is a monster filled with overpowered parts. The design is entirely different than my basic build that emphasizes mobility and ease of control.


  The customization stage is over. We entered the battleground selection screen. -Right here.


  “Oh, which one do you want this time, Amako?”


  “Let’s see. Well, let’s go with random for fairness.”


  “Okay.”


  Main-san chose random after saying that. After that, the system’s short selection screen was over. The course is…


  “A sports arena…”


  “How regrettable, Amako. This course is filled with obstacles.”


  I made a subtle reaction while Main-san looked at me compassionately.


  Then, I explained the situation to the two behind.


  “My sniper rifle is a weapon that shoots the enemy in a straight line from afar. So, it’s going to be tough in an environment filled with obstacles or covers…”


  “…Crap.”


  Aguri-san said this regrettably. After that, Mii-chan asked next to her.


  “What about Mom’s weapon?”


  “Oh, my weapon is <Beelzebub’s Gun>.”


  “It sounds strong, and the name matches with Mom as well!”


  “Let’s ignore why it matches with me first. In reality, this is one of the strong weapons in this game. A swarm of <Fly Bullets> will be fired in a shotgun-like wave. Although the speed is a bit slow, it has a homing ability. That’s all.”


  “Ohh! Such wretched style suits Mom as well!”


  “…Mii. You’re getting the ‘belly button tickling’ punishment tonight.”


  “Huh! B-B…belly…t…tickling, …ah.”


  For some reason, Mii-chan’s face turned pale and immediately darkened. …B-Belly button tickling, what the hell is… Even though this is unrelated to the match at all, I can’t let it go. Tickling the belly button…


  …N-No, now’s not the time for this.


  The battleground selection screen is over. Finally, the countdown of the match started.


  “…………”


  Suddenly, the once relaxed atmosphere disappeared. All of us entered the game world, and two players’ expressions even vanished.


  …This is different than the first round. It’s just not me. Main-san’s going serious all-out mode right away as well.


  As the number on the countdown reduced, my mind slowly dived into the deep end.


  After that, -the match started.


  “…………”


  Both of us nearly finished adjusting our mecha’s mode at the same time. Then, we dashed towards each other with fast propulsion. We’re facing each other at the center of the course. Simultaneously, we raised our guns to each other. Then-


  -The two of us didn’t fire anything as we touched each other by the shoulder.


  “Eh, why…?”


  The audience Mii-chan got a reasonable question. Then, Aguri-san’s the one to answer her even though she’s not familiar with games.


  “Although I don’t really understand either, …I feel like it’s that, right? Whoever fired first will lose, right?”


  “R-Really. It feels like a professional sports team competition.”


  “Hmm, it’s actually like that, right? Look, isn’t there a thing that calls games a sport, well. Uh, what was that again? E…e…”


  “…………”


  “…E, …uh. ….Whatever.”


  “E-sports!”


  Main-san and I impatiently yelled as we fought each other. “Oh.” Aguri-san seems to have understood and clapped her hands.


  “Yeah, it’s close.”


  “No, it’s not close. This is the correct answer!”


  “Really? …By the way, you two can really talk while having such a fierce battle.”


  “We didn’t say it because we wanted to!”


  Main-san and I are getting incredibly frustrated as we continue attacking back-and-forth. …Damn, whether we’re seriously fighting or not, as long as someone’s not getting the gamer jargons properly, we can’t help but interrupt. This is the pathetic side of gamers.


  Aguri-san looked at the two of us and sighed.


  “Come to think of it, you two do look like a pair of good friends enjoying gaming together-“


  “Ha!?”


  “-No. I’m sorry. I’m getting too full of myself. Please let me apologize.”


  In the end, our extremely annoyed aura exploded on Aguri-san’s face. She freaked out and immediately apologized before shutting up.


  Our ferocious attack-and-defend situation came to an end. Then, when I caught a break as we distanced ourselves, I can’t help but complain.


  “Sheesh, who do you think I’m fighting for…”


  Just as I’m negging about it, Main-san…said this with an unprecedented gentle voice that I’ve never heard before.


  “Agu’s surely blessed. She can be- loved by a weak idiot like you.”


  “…Big talk from a person that lost once to a weak idiot.”


  “Ho, you’re right.”


  “…………”


  On the surface, I still replied to her arrogantly. -In reality, I was a bit moved inside a corner of my heart.


  (What just…happened? …Although she’s still despising me, …well…)


  I feel like her voice has a warmth of humanity- love inside.


  “…………”


  I tried to give myself time to think. So, I dragged her feet with my secondary weapon and explosives from afar as I thought about who Main Fushiguro really is.


  (Let’s forget how she did it first. Is she trying to use her way to consider Aguri-san’s love?)


  In other words, …she’s not robbing a relative’s ownership because of her violent attitude?


  I slipped off for a moment. However, I threw this out of my mind immediately.


  (No, even if that’s the case, Aguri-san’s still really sheepish these days. Also, there’s her reaction when she took her Labears away. Right now, she’s clearly making Aguri-san suffer. This is an undeniable fact.)


  -It’s already a reason for me to fight with that reason alone.


  So, I shouldn’t distract myself and focus on the match right now.


  I made up my mind and continued chipping away Main-san’s HP little by little with my refined attacks-


  “Got you.”


  “!?”


  -However, I suddenly took a massive blow from Main-san and fell onto the ground. I immediately stood up and distanced ourselves with the invincibility frame.


  Main-san laughed out loud and mumbled.


  “It’s getting interesting, right, Amako?”


  “…No, unfortunately, I’m a guy that loves to be invincible in front of weak enemies.”


  “Ha, you sure feel like a pawn. It’s more interesting when you go around.”


  “This is all because of- thanks!”


  After I said that, I greeted her with a wave of bullets from my main and secondary weapon. However, Main-san clutched it through and took a couple hits only. Her controls are already the same as when my little brother and I are playing these days.


  (…Damn, she’s already getting the hang of it…!)


  Her unbelievable learning speed sent chills down my spine. Right now, Main-san’s mecha still has 60% HP remaining. It looks like it’s already pretty difficult to corner her before she overtakes me.


  However, the one thing I can do didn’t change. I need to use the experience of battling against Kousei and acclimate the damage solidly and refinedly. The dumbest thing I can do is to get nervous and make a massive attack. My opponent won’t let this chance go.


  “…………”


  The attacks between Main-san and I are already reaching the climax. Both of us don’t have the time to speak.


  When Aguri-san and Mii-chan are holding their breaths from behind, our HPs are slowly decreasing as we move closer to victory.


  Main-san still has 50%. I have 70%


  Main-san still has 40%. I have 50%


  Main-san still has 30%. I have- 30%.


  (Crap, …she’s chasing after me way too quickly!)


  This is just not just a simple “fast learning speed” issue. It’s like she’s using a different person’s control every second.


  The 3 years between Kousei and I were devastated within seconds. …I’m about to collapse.


  However, there’s no way for me to back down here. I can’t let her win the second round.


  “…AHHH!”


  I’m already so immersed in the game that I yelled to cheer myself up. You can say that it’s my first time since I treat games as entertainment. The desire for victory is already overflowing crazily inside my chest. Perhaps it’s thanks to this. I’m at the peak of my game today. I tried my best to resist Main-san’s chase.


  Main-san still has 20%. I have 20%


  “Nice, Amako! You’re incredible!”


  Main-san yelled cheerfully during this intense battle. It’s a match between a lonely guy trying his hardest and a woman enjoying the game with a cheerful face. I don’t even know who’s the hardcore player here.


  Main-san still has 10%. I have 10%


  It’s already a “one-hit” battle at this point. You lose after taking a hit, whether from the main or secondary weapon.


  I used 3 years while Main-san used 2 battles. It’s not just our own mecha’s capabilities. She even grasped the opponent’s ability and the course mechanics entirely.


  You can’t win with luck in times like this. It’s simply- the stronger side will win.


  However-


  “Ugh…!”


  -During this time, Main-san’s controls advanced another level again. This can only be pulled off by someone who knows all of the top-tier parts’ abilities. In other words, it’s the limit of this game.


  As for my default mecha, the defeat awaits even if my inner power has awoken to her level.


  “Amanocchi…!”


  Main-san’s “planning” for her last hit with her secondary weapon. It’s slowly cutting off my escape. All I can do is to prevent myself from dying accidentally and try to escape.


  However, this is futile resistance no matter in who’s eyes.


  The atmosphere is slowly getting heavier.


  Then, -the last moment is here.


  “It’s over, Amako. I enjoyed this.”


  After cutting off all of my escape routes and pointed the gun at me, Main-san said this in satisfaction. Just as she’s about to press the trigger, -however.


  “-!?”


  She can feel a sense of danger from me as she suddenly tries to switch controls.


  However, I’m not letting this opportunity go away. I inputted the commands as fast as possible, and I yelled at the top of my lungs.


  “TOO LATE!”


  “!”


  -At the next moment, Main-san’s bullet- disappeared.


  This is my final trick up my sleeve that can’t really be called one.


  I’m afraid that only Kousei and I know in this world -the miraculous <Disappearing Bullet Bug> that can only occur with an extremely low probability.


  The attack that’s supposed to go off from the main weapon will vanish, and only the defenseless mecha remains.


  I guess this strategy is banned in official rules.


  However, for today’s victory, -I’m using it even if it’s a bug!


  “You…!”


  Main-san switched from her attacks and showed me her defenseless mecha.


  However, -on the other side, I can’t act immediately as well. It’s because this bug can only be triggered when both of us are in low HP, super close to each other, and using that particular main weapon.


  So, to trigger this bug, I attacked with my main weapon in the wrong direction. -I’m also at my stunned time too.


  In other words, this competition’s result is already pretty simple.


  -Whoever presses the trigger first after the stun is over wins.


  “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


  “HEYAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!”


  The screams of Main-san and I are echoing around the room as we pressed the attack button ferociously!


  The button, the tip of my finger, my arm, and my shoulder- no, my entire body is about collapse. Main-san and I are fighting with each other wholeheartedly.


  The muscles on my hands are screaming painfully.


  It’s already an understatement to call this a duel. -This is a real deathmatch.


  Then, at the end of the finale, the one that’s deciding the result of this extreme battle-


  “GOOOOOOOO! AMANOCCHI! AHHHHHHHHH!”


  -The young girl is the main heroine of this story. She’s praying and screaming at the same time.
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  “…………”


  The after-school 2F classroom is enveloped in an overwhelming silence.


  -During this time, I suddenly realized…it’s not just the Game Hobby Club members here. 7 classmates that are unrelated to the story at all came into the room. They are awaiting my last weekend’s story while gulping heavily. …Uh, what’s happening?


  Facing my confusion, one of the girls cheered out loud and asked me with a slightly nervous and shivering voice.


  “…T-Then? What happened to Amano-kun and Aguri-san afterward…?”


  “Uh, well, who are you…?”


  “I’m Nishimura. I’m in the same class as you.”


  “Oh, okay. I guess so…”


  I’ve never talked to you, right?


  Amid my confusion, another guy that I’ve never talked to roared in anger.


  “This is nothing compared to the ending! The ending! Amako-kun!”


  “No, Amako is how Main-san calls me. I’m Amano-“


  “Can you speed it up? I still have some stuff to do.”


  “No, who the hell are you-“


  “Alright, alright, I, the master of rom-com, already have the answer. …It should be kissing next, right!”


  “Kya!”


  “That’s why I’m asking where the hell did you guys come from!?”


  “MOVE ON!”


  “Ugh…!”


  Ignoring my complaint, Uehara-kun, Tendou-san, Chiaki, and the classmates, 10 people in total, are giving me some intense stress.


  After I accepted everyone’s passionate look, I took a couple deep breaths and made up my mind.


  Aguri-san and I exchanged looks as our faces turned red.


  Just as I’m about to reveal the result of this duel that wagered everything-


  “Hey, Amako, we’re going shopping.”


  -During this time, I suddenly received the demon king’s order, who appeared in front of the classroom, Main Fushiguro-sama. I immediately straightened my back and saluted her!


  “Yes, Main-sama! I’m glad to accompany you! (humorous)” [Note: The (humorous) is a tone or “word habit” here. It’s mostly used during the late Edo and early Meiji periods by artists, craftsmen, or playboys. You will see this a lot in the next chapter.]


  After I said that, I packed all of my belongings at lightspeed. Then, I just dropped a “bye” to everyone, who all fell speechless. After that, I walked out of the classroom with Main-san- Main-sama. I kept bowing down to her as I smiled humbly and apologized.


  “Hehe, I’m so sorry for making you wait for a guy like me, Main-sama. (humorous)”


  “…Don’t talk. It’s disgusting. Just shut up and carry my luggage.”


  “Hey, sure! I got it!”


  I squeezed myself to dirt level as I walked next to her.


  So, the Game Hobby Club of today ended successfully as well-


  “YOU--- LOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOSSSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTT!?”


  -Suddenly, a deafening roar or cry from the 2F classroom echoed throughout the entire school.


  …………


  …Hmm. Uh, well, …what.


  Including this pathetic and miserable ending-


  This is me, a lonely and twisted gamer, Keita Amano.


  …………


  I’ll be looking forward to- no, please don’t. I’m really sorry. I’M REALLY SORRY, EVERYONE!


  Chapter 2: Main Fushiguro and Underling Training


  What in the world is everyone looking for in a story’s protagonist?


  Is it resonance? Belief? Strength? Or the narrative ability?


  I guess all of us have different standards for a protagonist. However, I, Keita Amano, feel like the most important thing is “yearning.”


  I don’t need to describe external factors like being popular with girls or having insane abilities.


  The protagonists’ beliefs or reserved inner attractiveness make me respect them from the bottom of my heart.


  In summary, to me, a so-called protagonist is a person that I would “yearn” for.


  At least, what I can be sure is that-


  “Hehehe! Hiya, Main-sama looks good in everything! Hehe!”


  -That’s not a wretched high school year 2 guy that ditches his lover on the weekend near Valentine’s Day to flatter a beautiful flight attendant.


  It’s been nearly a week since I’m owned by Main-san.


  I’m giving my all in being Main-san’s underling today as well.


  “By the way, what’s with this festive aura everywhere? Hey.”


  Main-san glared ferociously at the afternoon shopping street flooded in Valentine’s Day’s sales. She’s still grumbling as usual.


  Right next to her, I’m carrying numerous paper bags with both of my hands. Then, I sighed and agreed with her, “Yeah… (humorous)”


  “This idea always shows up in my head every year I see this scene. -It would be great if all chocolate exchanged between boys and girls is mixed with horse shit during this period.”


  “Amako, you’re so stylishly disgusting.”


  “I’ll get embarrassed if you praise me like that. (humorous).”


  “You’re really disgusting.”


  Main-san fell a bit speechless. …Even the craziest person I know is done with me. This hurts me quite a lot.


  When my eyes turned dark, Main-san smacked her tongue before continuing.


  “By the way, Amako, when can you return to normal?”


  “What are you talking about? (humorous)”


  “Your way of talking. I told you to stop adding weird attributes onto yourself.”


  “Eh. But, this is how I always talk, my lord...”


  “Don’t tell me a bold-faced lie.”


  “Ow, ow, it hurts! (humorous)”


  Main-san didn’t even care we’re on the main street. She pinched my cheeks and started pulling them. …Why is she messing with me in the same way as Aguri-san does? Perhaps I should say they are really relatives, right…


  She saw that I didn't intend on changing my tone and sighed. …However, at the next second, she looked at me cheerfully for some reason.


  “You’re really sly, Amako.”


  “…Really? (humorous)”


  I still put up my insane tone to avoid any internal communication with her as I looked away.


  -Even when my ownership was robbed away, I still can’t take my hate off a terrible person. This can’t be helped.


  Of course, I’ll abide by the promise and listen to all of her orders. As long as she said I’m going shopping with her, even though I was planning to search for a game controller that day, I’d drop everything and rush to her and become a slave. I guess I’ll immediately lie down and lick her shoes without hesitation if she ordered me.


  -At least that’s what it’s like on the surface.


  “Well, where are we going next, Main-sama?”


  I turned back to Main-san’s direction and showed her a delinquent underling’s smile.


  Honestly, this attitude is a bit too perverse. It’s normal for her to feel pissed. But…


  “Hmm, let me think. …Well, let’s go to the mall there. We’re moving, Amako.”


  “…Okay.”


  Main-san isn’t especially mad at me. She just walked first and made the order calmly. I followed her as I remembered the “underling life” I’ve had for this week.


  (…Honestly, …it’s a bit different from my imagination…)


  I secretly glanced at the silver-haired woman that’s humming a song as she walked on the street. She’s not wearing her flight attendant suit today. Instead, it’s a wine-red jacket that can emphasize her height. She looks even slimmer now.


  “By the way, that staff member is such a piece of trash. It’s already not the problem of whether she suits being in the service industry, alright. You can sometimes find those people that are useless at everything, just like Amako.”


  Also, it’s just like this. She never minces her words. Instead, she’ll cut other people’s hearts into pieces with a dagger called logic. However…


  “…Ah. Wait here, Amako.”


  “Hmm? Sure…”


  I suddenly received Main-san’s order and stopped at the side of the road. I was thinking about whether she’s going to the bathroom, so I looked in her direction dazedly. After that, I saw her running to the shopping street just then. Then…


  “…Eh?”


  …She started chatting with a muscular and bald foreigner that doesn’t look like her friend at all. Even if I’m looking from afar, I can see that guy’s dreadlocks and tattoos. Moreover, he’s holding a solid black Boston bag that can almost contain a person-


  (…Hmm? Ah, based on his amount of luggage, I guess he’s a tourist, right?)


  -I finally made a normal assumption at this point.


  In reality, his face looks pretty gentle when talking to Main-san. At last, he even asked for a handshake with her.


  Main-san greeted the man with a smile before turning around. Then, she gave me a poker face and waved at me to get me there. Her former attitude disappeared to nowhere. …Why can’t she keep her smile for just a bit longer? It’s not going to hurt, right…


  I quickly dashed to her. Main-san then turned around and walked again as nothing happened.


  “Let’s go.”


  “Eh? N-No, no, no, no, no. You don’t need to explain what happened just then…?”


  “Explain? I just showed him the way, right. What do I need to explain?”


  “Uh? Ah, …that’s not what I…”


  I still followed Main-san a bit confusedly. …Yes, I only understood this after being with her for a week. This person seems to be-


  “Wait, yes, that’s you! Hey, the beautiful girl over there!”


  “…?”


  -During this time, an old lady carrying her shopping bag suddenly talked to us from in front. …I should say Main-san’s the one she wants to talk to.


  The old lady fearlessly smiled as she kept patting Main-san’s shoulders.


  “You’re amazing! It’s that guy, right! You showed that strong overseas man his way, right! That’s incredible! Right!?”


  The old lady is smacking Main-san’s shoulders crazily. For some reason, there are a lot of these cheerful old ladies in the north. You can find at least five within my relatives. However-


  (AH, …AHHHHH!)


  -I know how violent Main-san is. So, I’m terrified of her friendly attitude.


  It’s only a matter of time before this shopping street is stained with red if this continues. Just as I’m taking a step back…


  Main-san, she answered the old lady with a gentle smile that I’ve never seen before.


  “Hiya, you just saw that, old lady! It’s so embarrassing. I actually know a little bit of English despite how I look. So, I just did something extra without knowing it…”


  “----“


  W-WHO THE HELL ARE YOU!?


  Main-san put her hand near her mouth elegantly and chuckled. I stood behind her, speechless.


  The old lady looks attracted by her smile for a moment. After that, she smacked Main-san’s shoulders loudly and laughed before leaving.


  “You’re incredible, no matter what! Here, take some candies!”


  “Wow, thank you! I really love sweets!”


  Main-san looks like she’s sincerely happy when she gets the lollipop from the old lady’s bag…


  “Well, take care!”


  “You too. I hope you can have a cheerful weekend, old lady.”


  Main-san still laughed as she waved and greeted the old lady. Then, after the old lady got out of sight…


  “Alright…”


  She put out that original vicious expression again as if nothing had happened. After that, the woman just started putting the old lady’s lollipop in her mouth violently as she walked.


  “N-No, no, no, no, no, no!”


  I even forgot to keep my humorous character setting after seeing that. I grabbed her shoulder to make her turn to me and questioned!


  “T-This is too weird!”


  “You mean Amako’s brain?”


  “This insult came just as quickly as usual! No, I’m saying this is weird!”


  “Where?”


  “You’re still asking that!? W-W-Why did you…”


  I paused for a moment here before yelling at the top of my lungs.


  “Why did you show that mature woman’s look!?”


  “This is the first time that I really don’t understand why someone’s mad.”


  Main-san licked the lollipop as she stared at me, speechless. …Ugh! What’s with this development that’s making me look like I’m the weird one!?


  “No, but! Aren’t you Main-san!? Aren’t you Main-san from the Fushiguro residence!?”


  “What do you know about my home?”


  “Aren’t you Main the Demon King!?”


  “Hell no. I don’t have a retarded alias like that. I’m just your average flight attendant, Main-san.”


  “Yet, you…! You just acted like that…! It almost feels like you’re a conscientious and mature woman…!”


  “…Hey, Amako. I bet you want to have round 2 with me then, right? Alright, if you’re asking for it-“


  “Oh! Yes! This is the pressure I’m asking for! Ah, what a relief!”


  “…You’re way too crazy. It’s disgusting.”


  Main-san seems to be really dumbfounded, and her pressure disappears. She scratched her head impatiently before letting out a slight “ah.”


  “…Is it because of that? Don’t tell me you always think that ‘I’ am always myself?”


  “O-Of course. In reality, you’re always ‘I,’ right. You’ve been acting like this since we met when Mii-chan lost her way…”


  “…Ah, …I see. Really. That’s why.”


  She pulled out the lollipop from her mouth and pointed it at me.


  “That’s just because the way I met you guys is too terrible.”


  “…The way you met us?”


  “Yeah. It’s because when I first saw you guys, weren't all of you just gathering around to prank a little girl?”


  “That’s too biased, right!”


  After she saw me complaining angrily, Main-san started licking the lollipop again and apologized to me casually like a child. “Don’t mind it.”


  “Yeah, actually, I quickly understood that’s a misunderstanding. However, the problem is that you already saw my undisguised form for the first time.”


  “Uh, …so, in other words, Main-san…normally treats someone that’s not especially close or hostile to you with…”


  After she heard me mumbling, Main-san coughed. …After that, she faced me with the fake smile used on the old lady.


  “Haha, Amano, you’re surely interesting.”


  “-Bleugh, you disgust me.”


  “I’ll kill you.”


  Main-san immediately returned to her usual attitude and choked me. I returned to the living room after having a small talk with my deceased grandma as I coughed. Then, I faced Main-san again.


  “But, I guess I understood. Indeed, after we met like that, you’ll just make us confused if you put out that fake ‘gentle’ attitude again.”


  “Right?”


  Main-san said that as she licked the lollipop violently again. …For some reason, I get the impression that she’s smoking right now.


  She started stepping towards the mall again as she continued with a bored voice.


  “However, did you really think that I don’t even put on a disguise while working?”


  “Yeah. I thought you would yell, ‘Catch, this is your god damn rice’ and throw the meals to the airline passengers.”


  “What kind of flight attendant is that?”


  “Then, you’ll throw the troublesome people down from the skies.”


  “Doesn't my image as a human look terrible in your eyes?”


  “A-Also, when your addiction to Ace Combat kicks in, you’ll rob the joystick from the pilot and start flying it yourself, …or something like that.”


  “…………”


  “Uh, wait, why aren’t you retorting this time?”


  “…I think I made the passengers enjoy a very cheerful and exciting journey.”


  “Main-san!?”


  Yep, this person is always terrible. Why does she put up that gentle face usually?


  After I fell silent, Main-san chuckled a bit happily for some reason.


  “You’re the one to talk, Amako. Aren’t you talking normally now?”


  “Ugh. …N-No, this is…”


  “This is more like you, after all. I love the original you more.”


  “…Eh?


  I felt confused when the demon king could say the word “love” so quickly. No, although I understand she’s not loving me the real way, …I never thought that she can say the word “love” so easily to someone. Even if it’s a simple interpersonal relationship…


  (I can’t get her at all…)


  I scratched my head silently next to her.


  …After I became her underling, everything in the week has always been like this. She never treats me well, and her violence/insults keep piling on. …However, I feel like that “stingy” attitude in the past was gone, or should I say pressure?


  No, even though it’s probably because I have nothing to lose, she…


  “Right, we got to buy clothes for Mii as well.”


  “…………”


  …Perhaps she’s really a caring person to people that she has ownership of -which the people that she’s comfortable with. A lot of recent scenes made me have this idea-


  “After all, my best entertainment is forcing her to wear different clothes.”


  -Of course, sometimes I feel like that’s not true at all.


  “So, prepare yourself to carry things until your hands break, Amako. However, I’ll kill you if you dropped something on the ground.”


  Yep, I’m sorry. Pretend I haven’t said anything. Sorry, I just made everyone read something utterly trash.


  Main-san entered the mall’s automatic door energetically with me, who’s dead exhausted.


  -At this moment.


  “Oh, that’s…”


  “Hmm? What’s wrong, Main-san?”


  Main-san squinted her eyes like she discovered something in front of her. I followed her gaze as well. Then, I saw the food court on the first floor. It’s a weekend afternoon, after all. It’s packed with families. Among them…


  “…Ah.”


  When I looked at the area closely, I saw two people that Main-san and I both know. Also, they just have to be…


  “Hey, hey, Amako, now this is getting interesting. Hey.”


  “Huh!?”


  Main-san’s looking at my shocked face with a mischievous smile.


  After all, the “state” of those two friends in the food court ahead is…


  (Aguri-san’s feeding fries to Uehara-kun…!?)


  I fell speechless with this untimely scene. Main-san saw that and started messing with me.


  “Ara, ara? Hey, Amako? Isn’t my- no, aren’t you Agu’s dearest boyfriend?”


  “Ugh…! Hmm, yeah. …I guess…so, right.”


  I started profusely sweating as I looked away. …Indeed, I think everyone knows this already. The setting of “I’m Aguri-san’s boyfriend” still hasn’t been revealed to Main-san yet. …No, I should say that there’s no reason for me to tell her.


  People always say, “Accompany the Buddha to the west.” She robbed my ownership, anyway. Why don’t I just keep making Main-san think that I’m Aguri-san’s boyfriend? This can further reduce Uehara-kun’s loss as well. [Note: It’s an idiom that means if you’re going to help, you might as well give it everything you got.]


  So, this isn’t because Aguri-san’s too selfish or that I’m willing to sacrifice myself so much. It’s simply because that is the most reasonable solution. That’s why we’re keeping the lie as long as possible…


  “Hiya, your girlfriend looks all lovey-dovey with another man.”


  “Ugh, …I think so.”


  “It’s literally like that guy is the real boyfriend, Amako.”


  “Indeed, …you can’t say that’s not the case.”


  Uehara-kun’s the same. He’s usually too embarrassed to do stuff like this. Yet, he just had to feed Aguri-san fries at a time like this. …W-What’s with this feeling? This anger is entirely different from jealousy. It really pisses me off when my friends show their love off while I’m in a troubling situation!


  Main-san saw my expression and instigated me further.


  “Oh, are you going to fight, Amako? Is this a battle? Battle?”


  “…Why are you so happy?”


  “Oh, it’s normal to feel happy, right? I love to see idiotic peasants messing up like this.”


  “And you dare to oppose being called a demon king with your attitude?”


  I can’t believe she can sincerely enjoy a violent drama between her cousin and boyfriend. What’s wrong with this person?


  Main-san’s observing the entire thing excitedly. However, after she saw me stalling since I didn't know what to do, she shrugged her shoulders helplessly. After that…


  “You’re loading too long, Amako. This is boring. Here, how about I call them instead?”


  “Eh? Wait-“


  “Hey, Agu, and that wild man over there!”


  “Are your ability to read the mood utterly broken!?”


  What’s wrong with this person? When the boyfriend’s freaking up since he saw his girlfriend cheating -at least that’s what it looks like now. How can she just talk to them without thinking about anything else?


  That couple bulged their eyes after seeing Main-san yelling and waving her hands as she dashed to them. I can even feel that exclamation marks popped out of their heads.


  “Ah, …sheesh…!”


  I quickly chased after her. Uehara-kun and Aguri-san were shocked again after noticing my presence.


  “Amanocchi, why are you…”


  “No, even if you ask me…”


  Aren’t you supposed to be the one that knows where Main-san and I are going to avoid us? I complained to her with my eyes. However, Aguri-san looks really surprised. She kept glancing over Main-san and me.


  (Ah, it looks like Main-san tricked her…)


  I guess I understood what’s happening. It’s just like that, anyway. Main-san told Aguri-san, “where she’s going to with Amako” today, and it’s nowhere near here at all. I think this is precisely what Main-san would do.


  So, that strategist demon king turned around and looked at me before smiling.


  “Alright, you can wrestle all you want now, Amako. …Fight.”


  “Wrestle what? I don’t know how to fight.”


  “I see. You’re not fighting. -Then, what are you going to do?”


  “Eh?”


  I was unsure after- feeling the “pressure” suddenly released by Main-san, which I haven’t experienced lately.


  Aguri-san and Uehara-kun are holding their breaths as well. At the same time, Main-san glared at me like she already knew everything and further questioned.


  “Are you going to pretend you didn’t see anything? Or would you try to cover it up with a bunch of stupid interactions? No, that’s fine. Don’t tell me you’re trying to smile and say ‘go ahead’ while lending Agu to somebody else? Ah?”


  “M-Main-san?”


  I was overwhelmed by her half characteristic, half unusual stingy attitude.


  During this time, the person who has the highest tolerance to Main-san, Aguri-san, spoke up.


  “N-N-No, it’s not like that, Main-nee-san. We weren’t cheating or anything. …It’s just a punishment-like game between friends. That’s why we’re feeding fries. Right, Tasuku- Uehara-kun?”


  “Huh! O-Ohh, of course, Aguri…-san.”


  Uehara-kun seems to have immediately understood what’s happening and went along with Aguri-san. After that, he secretly glanced at me and asked for my approval with his eyes. “Is this okay?” So, I nodded repeatedly behind Main-san.


  “I see. It’s a game.”


  Main-san said that she didn’t accept their explanation at all. Then, she suddenly turned to me and asked.


  “What do you think?”


  “Uh, I…I choose to believe her. Also, I trust my friend Uehara-kun.”


  “Really. That Uehara-kun guy over there is Amako’s friend too. …Come to think of it, I did remember seeing this face somewhere.”


  Uehara-kun faked a smile at Main-san, who’s staring at him.


  “Ah, it’s me! I let Mii-chan rode on my shoulder…”


  “Oh, the main suspect.”


  “That’s way too biased, right!”


  Uehara-kun yelled something I seemed to have heard before.


  Main-san put out a poker face before saying, “It’s just a joke.” Her voice doesn’t sound like she’s joking at all. After that, she asked.


  “Well, let me ask you this, the Uehara-kun guy.”


  “S-Sure, what is your inquiry?”


  “It’s okay for my Agu and her boyfriend Amako to do the same thing, …which is feeding fries to each other, right?”


  Main-san showed a mischievous smile and asked.


  “…Uh, …o-of course, it’s entirely alright. Yes.”


  Uehara-kun started sweating as he looked away and gave a weird reply. At the same time, Aguri-san and I are both furious.


  (How can this person always mess with others in the most accurate spots…!?)


  For what? Can you actually tell other people’s weak spots when you reached a certain level in gaming?


  Honestly, whether it’s Aguri-san or me, feeding each other fries in front of Uehara-kun is the worst thing we can do. We absolutely don’t want to do it. Even though we don’t want to, …Uehara-kun already sacrificed himself so much to hide the lie. So, we can only abandon our lives and accompany him.


  “C-Come here, Amanocchi. I’m feeding you fries.”


  “W-Wow, I’m so blessed to have my dear girlfriend feeding fries to me!”


  “S-Sheesh, don’t be like that, Amanocchi. …Here, say ah.”


  “Ahaha, this is embarrassing, Aguri. …Ah.”


  Although we act all lovey-dovey on the mouth, the two of us managed to finish feeding each other fries like we completed a quest. I bit into the fries that Aguri-san’s holding-


  “Ah, wait, Amako, Agu. Now that we have the opportunity, why don’t you two feed each other with your mouths?”


  Facing this sudden yet evil proposal, the three of us blushed in anger or something else.


  “Hmm? What’s wrong? Aren’t Amako and Agu couples? Even though this is a bit embarrassing, you two don’t need to be that hesitant…”


  “Ugh.”


  “…Ah, but everything can be explained if you two are just pretending to be couples?”


  “THIS EVIL GOD!”


  What the hell? Is this person a more supreme being than the demon king? Is she a player that can observe our story and have the power to intervene freely?


  Main-san looked at our reaction with a mischievous smile as she urged us.


  “Hiya, you guys aren’t doing it? No? Really, that’s regrettable. In other words, this is concrete evidence that all of you are banding together and lying to me. Ouch, I’m hurt. This is too much. Well, …I guess I can only look forward to a little bit of COMPENSATION, right?”


  Aguri-san and I can’t help but shiver since we know how risky it is for Main-san to ask for compensation.


  However, at the next second, a hero slammed the table and rose up!


  When Aguri-san and I are admiring him, the man- the hope of humanity, Tasuku Uehara, showed us the most refreshing smile we’ve ever seen.


  “D-Do it, you two! I’m just you guys’ friend. It’s absolutely fine!”


  (U-UEHARA-KUN!) (TASUKU!)


  Have we seen a person trying his best to fake a refreshing smile? Nope, we haven’t.


  (…Gulp.)


  Aguri-san and I looked at each other with solemn determination. Then, we nodded.


  -After that, we made up our mind and faced the glorious battle.


  “Hiya, a-a lot of people are looking at us. I’m getting embarrassed, darling.”


  Aguri-san said as she’s holding the end of the piece of fries with her mouth.


  “Y-Yeah. But, …it’s just something that normal couples do, anyway. We can just do it, sweetheart.”


  With that, I leaned forward and got my face close to the other side of the fries.


  “Y-Yeah. We often do this alone, after all.”


  “Yeah, yeah.


  We looked like a lovely couple. However, actually, the dangling piece of fries on Aguri-san’s mouth is shivering, Uehara-kun’s smiling as blood is dripping off his fist, while Tendou-san’s smile appeared in my brain. …To put it simply, this is hell.


  “Hey, hey, Amako, Agu, did you notice? …Right now, the entire food court is looking at you.”


  (Ugh!)


  “This is getting exciting. Valentine’s Eve is surely amazing. …It would be even better if someone you guys know showed up in the mall as well.”


  (She’s saying something very likely to happen again!)


  How can this person just start setting up flags everywhere? Can we be sure that she’s an ascended being now?


  Anyway, at this point, we can only pray that it’s over soon.


  I got close to Aguri-san’s face and sheepishly bit the other side.


  “………….”


  Even though there’s still some distance between face-to-face, I’m getting really uncomfortable from facing this composition and the shiver sent from that piece of fries. Also, not to mention that I’m freaking out from Uehara-kun’s unusual aura.


  We have to end this as soon as possible. After I got a hold with my lips, I urged Aguri-san to release it. She didn’t plan for us to eat half of it like a Pocky game. It would be over as long as I caught the piece of fries. So-


  “Ah, right, Amako, Agu, now that we have the chance, why don’t we play the Pocky-“


  “UGH!”


  -So, I pulled the piece of fries over with my lips before Main-san said anything else. After that, I looked up and sent it into my mouth before chewing it.


  (Phew…)


  A “successful smile” appeared on Aguri-san and my face. Although this is a lot of experience, Uehara-kun didn’t need to be tortured inside any longer. We turned to Uehara-kun and smiled to try and calm him down-


  “This is amazing, Amako. You two are really a couple. -You can even eat a piece of fries filled with Agu’s saliva without hesitation. Hiya, that’s incredible.”


  “…UWAH!”


  -After taking another stab from Main-san, the three of us spat blood and fell down (on the inside).


  *


  “Please just forgive me…”


  “Hiya, that was super fun.”


  A minute after we bid farewell to Uehara-kun and Aguri-san, I took the escalator with Main-san with an exhausted face.


  Main-san, who’s standing two steps higher, laughed and turned around.


  “I didn’t expect you to go this far, Amako.”


  “Didn’t you tell us to do it?”


  Main-san continued right away after seeing me glaring at her angrily.


  “That’s right. But, I still feel like you guys are already amazing for a fake couple.”


  “Yeah. From that perspective, Aguri-san, Uehara-kun, and I are really-“


  I froze at this point.


  Main-san continued looking at me from above with a mischievous smile.


  “…Did you really think that I can’t tell you guys are making up that poor lie?”


  “…Uh, …w-when did you realize it?”


  “When? Ah, let me think…”


  Main-san walked to the other side of the escalator as she mumbled. …After that, she gave a shocking answer like it’s nothing.


  “I think it’s when you showed up- as Agu’s boyfriend in my house.”


  “I-Isn’t that at the very beginning!?”


  My back is shivering from shock. …This is the first time I experienced how a criminal feels when he’s targeted by a famous detective.


  I asked the famous detective sheepishly.


  “C-Can I ask the reason? Which part did Aguri-san and I miss…”


  “Everything.”


  “You aren’t mincing your words at all!”


  What’s with this instant conclusion? Main-san answered me with a bitter smile.


  “It’s more like I’m surprised that you guys think that I still don’t know anything. Don’t underestimate me, Main Fushiguro, alright? Naturally, I would want to mess with all of you a bit, right?”


  A bit?


  “…Well, so, you made us do all of that when you know everything already?”


  “Yeah. Also, that ‘Uehara’ is Agu’s real boyfriend, am I correct?”


  “Ugh…”


  A famous detective is way too scary. …It’s really not funny when someone you know is good at inference.


  “That’s why I’m sincerely admiring. …I can’t believe you guys actually pulled that off.”


  “D-Didn’t you ask us to do it!?”


  “Hiya, you’re really interesting, Amako.”


  Main-san said that as she chuckled. W-Who the hell is she!? I won’t be surprised if she’s becoming an SSR+ character in a gacha mobile game the next day.


  “♪”


  Main-san’s humming a song cheerfully as she walked in front of me. I think she got a bit too happy if it’s just because she pranked Aguri-san and me.


  (I still don’t understand this person…)


  Even though she only plays by her own rules, I don’t know what those “rules” are when I think about them. All I know is that-


  “However, based on what I’ve seen, Agu and that Uehara are sailing smoothly on the surface. But, actually, I get that ‘just need one more push’ feeling. Hmm, …although they both love each other, perhaps they are trying to keep everything peaceful by temporarily maintaining the distance?”


  “…………”


  -All I know is that she’s a shockingly intelligent detective. Also…


  “I bet that Uehara guy’s source of trouble is from you, Amako. You and Agu look a bit too close, even from an outsider’s standard like me. Also, Amako, you’re giving me a feeling that you have your loved one too-“


  “No, please, seriously, forgive me, my lord.”


  After my sincere request, Main-san smiled and said.


  “Well, tell me everything then.”


  She pointed her chin at the café on the 4th floor.


  I sighed deeply. …At this point, I think instead of raising her interest even further, I should just tell her the truth usually. So…


  “You’re paying for the coffee.”


  “Sure, …even though I might not.”


  “Give up and pay for it!”


  …I told her everything happened this year in this 10-minute cup of coffee.


  “Hahaha, hiya, your experience’s straight out of a trash light novel.”


  Main-san said that at the moment I’m finished.


  I stood up angrily and helped to take Main-san’s coffee cup away as well. After that, she waited for me at the entrance with a mischievous grin. We entered the mall again.


  “Forget the trash light novel part, Amako. Your experience is more interesting than I thought. Hmm, I’ll pay for your coffee since it entertains me.”


  “…Thanks.”


  I answered casually. Main-san patted my head violently and complained, “An underling should be more adorable.” She smiled and continued.


  “However, in reality, the biggest problem is that there’s no sexual description in your one-year high school love story at all. I’m kind of surprised.”


  “No, it’s a bigger problem if a high school student is drinking coffee as he’s describing his sex life vividly, right.”


  “Hmm? Well, did you do it?”


  “…No, …actually, …I haven’t…”


  “You useless virgin.”


  “That hurts a lot!”


  I glared at Main-san speechlessly.


  “Well, I bet Main-san has a very mature and adult-like love experience, right?”


  “…Hmph. Sheesh, don’t ask such a stupid question, Amako. Isn’t it obvious? Right?”


  “Ugh…”


  Main-san helplessly shrugged as she looked at me with bright eyes.


  I freaked out since she looks so flirtatious that it makes me associate her with a snake. …At the same time, Main-san licked her lips and told me.


  “Did you really think there’s a man that matches me in this world?”


  “This is the coolest and most unpopular speech I’ve ever heard!”


  It looks like a glorious battle between a demon king and the hero. However, in the end, it’s just an ugly debate between a hikineet and an old virgin.


  After seeing me dropping my shoulders depressingly, Main-san opened her arms greatly as if she’s a real demon king without any embarrassment.


  “Hey, Amako, a 3* character that finally can be used in battle after much grinding and the strongest 5* pure white character that’s a guaranteed victory, which one is worth more?”


  “This is also the first time that I’ve seen a person that tries to normalize her unpopularity!”


  “Hmph, look at how dumb you are. I’m not unpopular. Instead, I won't let myself become popular.”


  “I have lived for 17 years, yet this is the first time I’ve heard something like this!”


  “If a guy shows even just a slight interest in me, I’ll first try my best to destroy his soul.”


  “Are you the evil version of tsundere?”


  “I can’t believe you’re asking whether I’ve dated someone- hmph, you’re utterly stupid.”


  “Stop it, alright!? I feel like I’m the one getting upset now!”


  Even though I really want to know Main-san’s weak spot, this isn’t what I’m looking for. It’s more like I’m getting emptier the more I attack this weakness.


  “What? I don’t really get it, …whatever.”


  Then, Main-san really started walking forward like nothing happened as she changed the topic calmly.


  “Anyway, I count as an exception. But, it’s a fact that your relationship isn’t going well at all, right?”


  “…Well, …I can’t deny that.”


  “So, what do you think the main reason is?”


  “Eh? Are you asking that? …Well, of course, it’s because of all kinds of misunderstandings…”


  “I see. -I’m so disappointed in you.”


  “-Uh?”


  Main-san suddenly turned around. -She reminded me of the one we saw in the beginning. That stressful, overwhelming, disgusted look made me stop.


  (What’s wrong with her…)


  I started gulping into my dry throat before facing her sudden change in attitude with a question.


  “What does…that mean…?”


  “…………”


  “Ah.”


  However, Main-san didn’t answer my question. She just took a step higher onto the escalator angrily as if she’s trying to lose me.


  I fell a bit speechless to her violent attitude. …But, I snapped out of it and chased after her.


  (W-What’s with that attitude? …Well, even though she's usually pretty selfish and violent.)


  Until now, I always answered her violence with, “Alright, alright, alright.” However, this time, …ripples keep appearing in my heart. …That must be because I’m not satisfied with my answer either.


  “…Eh?”


  I don’t know whether it’s because I’m thinking about that on the escalator. But, when I arrived at the 5th floor with all the daily necessities, kids’ clothing, and toys, I already lost Main-san entirely.


  “Ah, …I think she said she wants to buy clothes for Mii-chan…”


  I remembered what Main-san said, so I looked around as I walked to the kids’ clothing area.


  In the midst of this, I took a detour through the toy sales area. Then, I looked at the goods on the shelf aimlessly. After that-


  “…Ah.”


  -After that, I saw the special game controller that’s supposed to be sold out right now and stopped.


  (S-Seriously! Its price on Amazon is skyrocketing…!)


  That’s a special game controller. It really makes a difference in experience when you’re playing that popular party game on console.


  Of course, the game itself also includes a controller bundle because of that. However, there’s only one in the package. …Even though this is a mostly offline party game, there’s only one special controller in the box. …This is already weird enough. But, the even more unfortunate fact is that this game’s already reached popularity beyond the developers’ imagination.


  In the end, the demand for special controllers that wasn’t abundant to begin with skyrocketed. Also, the wheeler-dealers tried to benefit from this. Therefore, this controller can already be called a sought-after item for everyone who bought the game.


  …Of course, I’m one of them too.


  (I can finally fight fair-and-square with Kousei this way!)


  I’m really excited about this miraculous encounter. So, I quickly forgot about Main-san and walked toward the sales area. After that, I grabbed the controller box that was casually placed on the shelf.


  (This is the advantage of a toy sales area in a small department store!)


  This is one of the few advantages of a small-time gamer. Goods that are always sold out in big cities will appear here. …However, even so, it looks like this is the last one too.


  I grinned as I opened my bag and checked the cash in my wallet. …Very well, this controller costs 2,980 yen. I have enough money. Yes.


  I took 3,000 yen out of my wallet and stepped cheerfully to the cashier. At that moment-


  “Ah…”


  “?”


  -I saw a child looking at my controller sadly. His hand has the 3,000 yen that he hastily asked from his parents.


  “Oh, Amako, you’re slow.”


  “Sigh, …I’m sorry.”


  I regrouped with Main-san in the kids’ clothing area. Then, I stood next to her, who’s picking out cute girl clothes, a bit awkwardly.


  Main-san didn’t look at me as she searched in the hangers before asking me.


  “So, did you buy the controller you want, Amako?”


  “Are you really a god or something?”


  I never said one word about the controller to this person.


  Main-san smiled bitterly and answered after seeing me getting this shocked.


  “Although I appreciated your overly-high evaluation, this is just a common conclusion. I saw that controller on the way too. Even though I didn’t buy it because I’m not interested at all, …I can see peasants like you love that.”


  “I feel like you can already become a god with inference skills like that.”


  I fell speechless. Then, the god in front of me immediately continued.


  “Off-topic. In other words, you couldn’t buy it. …No, you didn’t buy it, right?”


  “…Yeah.”


  I feel like she’ll force the truth out of me no matter how long I keep silent. So, I explained to her that I gave the controller to the child before sighing.


  “I feel like my compatibility with this department store isn’t too good. Something like this also happened with <Kurikure> as well…”


  “Huh, compatibility, right.”


  “…………”


  She’s doing it again. …I hate it. Although I always hate Main-san, I can sometimes feel genuine contempt from her words, just like right now.


  I fell silent. Main-san seems to be finished with getting Mii-chan’s clothes. She still said naturally impolite stuff like, “It’s filled with boring things here.” Then, she walked away. …Luckily, there are no staff members around.


  Main-san suddenly stopped after getting out of the kids’ clothing area. I thought about what’s wrong as I looked in her direction. After that, I saw the bare arcade area in the department store…


  …………


  Main-san turned to me with a demon king’s face as I started shivering due to the bad feeling.


  “Hey, Amako. In other words, -you have an extra 3,000 yen right now, am I correct?”


  “…Mom, I think I got blackmailed for the first time in my life.”


  “Hey, hey, don’t put it in such a bad way, Amako. …Let’s have a match?”


  “…………”


  In conclusion, I got blackmailed for the first time in my life.


  “Ahaha, I’m sorry, Amako. I feel like I just blackmailed you!”


  “…………”


  I looked at my crippled wallet depressedly. What a nightmare. …No, I already lost my ownership. It should be a miracle that I wasn’t blackmailed until now. Even so…


  “Well, let’s go somewhere else, Amako!”


  “…Alright…”


  …It’s pointless to complain about it now. Although I said it’s blackmail, actually, she didn’t take my money away directly. Main-san won’t do unlawful things like that. Well, if I had to say what she even did…


  (I didn’t expect her to really spend 3,000 yen playing those coin games with me in an arcade for children…)


  …She just played 3,000 yen worth of games with me. In some cases, such action can be called a date. However, of course, I lost everything. So, it’s not really good. …Ah, come to think of it, I feel like the same thing happened when I’m playing with Tendou-san,  but that’s definitely a date. It’s a “beautiful memory” that is entirely in contrast to this. …Indeed, it’s crucial to choose the person you’re with…


  “…Ha.”


  Main-san and I stepped on the escalator going down. We went through the game sales area again. I can’t help but look at where that last controller once was. Then…


  “…………”


  I saw a depressed female seaweed.


  “…………”


  Honestly, …I’m really familiar with that person. I don't know whether I should say she’s my acquaintance, friend, a girl I care about, partner, or rival…


  Well, it’s just Chiaki Hoshinomori wearing her casual clothes during the weekend. I can’t miss her. However…


  “…………”


  Yet, I didn’t say anything. Instead, I hid behind Main-san and walked over.


  Well, the reason is…


  (I don’t want Chiaki to meet Main-san…!)


  Right now, I finally understood how a protagonist feels when he’s sacrificing himself to challenge a giant, evil power. I’m not trying to act cool. Something like this is really unacceptable. Instead of letting my dear friend getting involved with an evil spirit, I should just take it alone-


  “…………”


  -During this time, Main-san suddenly stopped. Then, she turned around and thought for a second. Suddenly, she said this to me loudly.


  “Hiya, that game was pretty interesting! Keita Amano!”


  “HEY-“


  Why is she using my full name instead of my alias right now!? If she yelled like that, undoubtedly-


  “Eh, Keita?”


  “Uh…”


  -Chiaki will definitely notice and turn around, isn’t it!?


  “Chiaki, …g-good afternoon.”


  I smiled at Chiaki awkwardly as I glared at Main-san.


  She mischievously smiled as she got her lips close to my ears.


  (Did you really think I can’t tell what’s going on from your breathing and pace?)


  (Can you please stop doing stuff that easily exceeds human limits this casually!?)


  However, come to think of it, a quickly-hatched plan never works on this person. Even so, …I didn’t expect her to go this far.


  Although I’m in a complicated web of emotions right now, Chiaki still feels innocently cheerful for the fact that she met me. She dashed to me without hiding her joy in the slightest.


  “Wow, what a coincidence, Keita! Uh, are you looking for that controller as well?”


  (Ugh…)


  I’m a bit embarrassed at her evident kindness. …At the same time, I’m petrified to spill the beans to the demon king next to me. Anyway, I can’t remain calm.


  My entire body is sweating from nervousness and shock as I answered Chiaki.


  “Yeah, uh, that’s close, yep.”


  “I see! …Hmm? …Well, by the way, Keita, who’s this…?”


  At this point, Chiaki noticed that there’s a weird stranger next to me. She pulled my sleeves a bit worriedly. Facing her, Main-san kicked my heel lightly from behind too.


  Regrettably, I can only give up and introduce this evil being to Chiaki under their urges.


  “Chiaki, …this is the…Main Fushiguro I talked to you a bit about before…”


  “Huh! S-She’s the evil being you said…!”


  “HEY!”


  What the hell did this seaweed just say!? Well, even though Aguri-san and I were describing Main-san as a vicious villain usually!


  After I fell silent, Chiaki seems to have noticed her mistake as well. She covered her mouth. …As for Main-san, she smiled and answered Chiaki.


  “Thanks for taking care of Keita. I’m the owner of Keita Amano, Main Fushiguro.”


  Owner. She suddenly spewed that ultra-impactful word out politely.


  Then, she pretended to be a mature woman and chuckled. Although Chiaki looked a bit shocked, she still greeted her humbly.


  “Ah, well, I’m Chiaki Hoshinomori! Uh, …I’m friends with Kei- Amano-kun…”


  “Ah, it’s Hoshinomori! I’ve been looking forward to meeting you! Haha, you’re just as beautiful as Keita said!”


  “Eh?”


  “Oi.”


  What the hell did she just say? Didn’t I just say Chiaki looks “objectively quite beautiful” when I’m talking about her? I can’t believe her…!


  “…Hehe, Keita does have some lovable parts too…!”


  “Ugh…!”


  Look, this rival is completely over her head and started treating me like a tsundere, right!? Doesn’t this mean that I’m a guy who says rival but actually praises her as a beautiful girl to others!? The most problematic part is that this isn’t too far from the truth!


  Main-san seems to be satisfied after seeing me blushing really hard. She ended the topic quickly by greeting Chiaki.


  “Well, we’ll be leaving.”


  “Eh, r-really? Well, …can I ask where you two are going…?”


  Chiaki’s clearly clinging to me. Main-san poked her head out next to me when I failed to answer.


  “Ah, Keita’s coming to my house later. …Then, as his owner, I’ll let him release the things he has built up during the day since I kept my distance with him.”


  “Eh?”


  “Why can’t you just release me from my luggage-carrying duties like a normal person!?”


  My face went pale as I immediately yelled to solve Chiaki’s misunderstanding.


  (Nope, this person’s influencing Chiaki too much!)


  It’s okay for strong girls like Tendou-san or Konoha-san. However, this person’s words and actions are too exciting for Chiaki. …It’s like how I felt before fighting with her.


  “However, we really need to go somewhere else. So, I’ll see you later, Chiaki.”


  I bid farewell to Chiaki a bit forcefully to separate them as soon as possible.


  “Uh, ah, o-okay. …I understand, ..but…”


  Chiaki accepted it for a moment. However, she grabbed my sleeves tightly at the next second.


  “Uh, Keita, I…”


  Chiaki’s trying her best to muster up her courage to stop me gently. I made up my mind in pain and said, “I’m sorry!”


  “I really have to stay with Main-san today! See you at school, Chiaki!”


  “B-B-But, Keita, she didn’t do anything weird to you, right…!”


  “S-She won’t do it, relax!”


  …No, the premise is that blackmailing me and making my friend’s girlfriend scream don’t count as weird things.


  I smiled to comfort Chiaki as I prepared to leave. …At that moment-


  “Alright, let’s go, Keita.”


  “Wait-“


  Even though she has never done this before, Main-san suddenly hugged my arms tightly. Her hourglass figure is tangling my entire arm up erotically.


  “…………”


  Ugh, the girl behind is staring daggers into my back! Although it hurts, …I can’t turn back because of the pain!


  Main-san hastily dragged me up to the escalator. After that, she finally released me and returned to her usual mischievous smile.


  “I see, Chiaki Hoshinomori. …Hmm, interesting.”


  “It’s not interesting!”


  “No, it’s interesting. That’s a beautiful gamer with the same soul as Amako, and she has feelings for you as well, right? She’s overly interesting to me.”


  She turned around at the escalator and showed a fearless smile.


  “I have to own her as-“


  “I’m not going to let that happen.”


  At that moment, I changed my attitude and showed real anger. When Main-san saw that-


  “…Haha.”


  “?”


  -I thought she would be pissed at me, or her competitiveness will be aroused. …However, unexpectedly, she looks sincerely happy. …At the same time, I can feel loneliness from her as she smiles at me.


  “Indeed, …I envy you.”


  “Huh? W-What?”


  I’m shocked by this unexpected response as I questioned. The escalator’s heading to the 4th floor. So, naturally, we’re taking the one that heads towards the 3rd floor…


  “Hey? Main-san?”


  Main-san stopped at the 4th floor as she looked above. …After that, she seems to have thought of something and suggested it to me.


  “Hey, Amako, why don’t we take a break at the benches next to the bookstore?”


  “Ha? No, we were literally drinking coffee and playing games just then. That’s enough rest, right?”


  “It’s only going to take 5 minutes. I’ll teach you some life experience, you weak lover.”


  “Big talk from a person that’s even weaker at love than me. Alright, stop saying stupid things and-“


  “-You can reference Mii and my hopeless mother’s story.”


  “…Eh?”


  Main-san’s eyes looked unprecedentedly helpless as she said that. In other words…


  “Well, even though it’s not an interesting story.”


  …At that second, she looks literally just like a normal girl.


  *


  “Even so, you don’t need to prepare yourself for a tragic story, right? So, please don’t put weird expectations on me. Although I’m sorry for this, no zombies are going to appear.”


  “No, I didn’t even expect things like that at all.”


  Main-san said that with her usual tone once we took a seat. In reality, her tone doesn’t sound tragic at all. It really sounds like we’re just having a casual conversation. …However, that’s why I feel that this isn’t going to be a simple chitchat.


  The bookstore and the corridor walls are right behind the benches. I think the corner in front of me has some game strategy magazines as well. …So, as a gamer, I can't help but look behind Main-san…


  “Hey, are you more interested in game magazines than my story? You’re surely underestimating me, Amako.”


  “Sorry.”


  I immediately turned to her like a puppet after hearing that. …Recently, I think I can tell whether Main-san’s being serious or joking. According to my feelings, …that was a pretty severe warning. I should just listen to her.


  Main-san confirmed my attitude and started explaining after a pause.


  “My mother left home shortly after Mii’s birth. I was still a student back then.”


  “What student?”


  “A female student.”


  “No, I mean, are you a university or high school-“


  “The direct cause of the divorce is my mother cheated.”


  She ignored that!? Also, her face showed genuine sadness to seal away my complaint! H-How cunning can she be!?


  It really hurts when you can’t say something you want. But, Main-san continued talking about her own story.


  “Forget Mii for a moment. You can already tell from me, right?”


  “I can tell that your mother didn’t teach you well?”


  “No, my mother is pretty beautiful.”


  “…………”


  Does this person always have to show her superiority or she would feel uncomfortable? Please, you’re just making me not want to hear you out seriously.


  “Anyway, my mother’s a beauty, …and a pretty shy person.”


  “This is a lie.”


  “Hey, don’t stare at me this intensely, you brat.”


  Main-san bumped me with her elbow. She sighed and continued.


  “If you want to describe my mother in 3 words, it’s attractive, kind, and fragile.”


  “I decided to not trust genetics anymore.”


  “Very well, let’s have some fun with onee-san at home, Amako.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  I immediately bowed down and apologized. There’s already no self-esteem to talk about.


  Main-san shrugged helplessly. …Then, she suddenly smiled for a second.


  “She’s a person that likes to take care of others sincerely. She always hums songs while sweeping the floor, and she’ll comfort Mii when she’s crying at midnight. Also, she’ll smile at my weird words- my sarcasm. She also irons my father’s shirts diligently while sweating…”


  “…………”


  “So, she’s a pretty good mother in the end, right. …Mii still really loved her.”


  “…………”


  The fact that she added Mii at the last part stopped me from joking with her, even though we’re hostile.


  Main-san continued.


  “Then, in comparison, my father is an easy-to-understand working class. Of course, he’s not at home usually. Even when he is, he doesn’t show any interest in his daughters. He’s the type that focuses more on logic than emotions.”


  “Ah, I believe in the father’s genetics side more.”


  “You’re annoying, …whatever. Anyway, my father’s a robotic human that’s entirely different from my mother. It’s right on both the good and bad sides. He cares about logic more than emotions. However, that’s why he’ll never do dangerous things like cheating or crimes. So, -for example, instead of playing with the kids on holiday, he’ll choose to give more money to the kids and get them out. He’s that kind of person who lives by his own principles. …So, he’s not bad as a parent, right?”


  “…………”


  I answered the question with silence. …Honestly, I even feel like this father is a bit pathetic. However, Main-san doesn’t sound like she hates him at all. So, perhaps this is one kind of family too. …My father isn’t the most incredible person on Earth as well.


  “Well, here comes the question.” Main-san smiled calmly and changed the topic.


  “My mother’s gentle, warm, lovable, and shy. However, that’s why she was half-forced to cheat behind my father. That was the only mistake she made. Yet, she just had to confess to my father honestly. As for the father, he’s a coldhearted and laissez-faire person. …If parents like this are trying to make the daughters live with one side during the divorce, what do you think the result would be?”


  “Well…”


  “Hint 1: The daughters both voted for the same person. …Sigh, Mii was still pretty young back then and didn’t understand. However, she clearly chose the side with the kinder appearance.”


  “…………”


  “Hint 2: With my talents, I can basically earn as much money as I want.”


  “…………”


  “Alright, time’s up. Well, I’ll announce the correct answer.”


  Main-san pressed on with a slightly joking attitude as if she’s not letting me answer in the first place. After that, …she told me the correct answer.


  “Mii and my vote were invalidated. The ‘logical’ result is for our father to take care of us.”


  “…………”


  At this point, the cheerful children in the mall sound especially noisy.


  I fell silent. Main-san continued with a bitter smile.


  “Moreover, I’ll tell you what my cowardly and kind mother said that decided everything while making me appreciate her a lot.”


  After a moment of pause, …Main-san laughed emotionlessly.


  “It’s- this is for everyone’s sake.”


  “…………”


  I already can’t face Main-san directly anymore. …It’s not because she looks really sad.


  …Instead, at the same time that I understood her ‘reason’ behind this, I also noticed that an ordinary passerby like me can’t retort.


  Main-san stared at the ceiling dazedly and continued.


  “Hey, Amako, is ‘for someone’s sake’ and ‘lending something out’ really that admirable and beautiful? Is ‘for my own sake’ and ‘robbing something away’ really that stupid and selfish?”


  “Well…”


  I feel speechless for the moment. Main-san looks like a girl that’s about to disappear as she said that to me.


  “-At least, I really hope that the person I love will rob my rights away, even if it means violence.”


  “…………”


  Main-san sighed after not getting an answer from me as she continued.


  “However, I learned a lesson from this.”


  “…What?”


  “A logical and legitimate principle is extremely powerful. …At least, it’s way stronger than vented emotional instincts based on illegitimate reasons.”


  …I think I can see where this person’s near-violence “correctness” comes from.


  Main-san closed her palms lightly as I’m swept up in the complicated wave of emotions. She concluded.


  “…It’s easy for a powerless person to destroy his/her own happiness when he/she does something for someone’s sake. So, I’m going to use my own powers for the things that I truly value only- and gather the happiness together bit by bit.”


  “…You’re such a selfish person.”


  “Yeah, I think so too.”


  Main-san smiled at me. …I can’t help but reply to her with a smile as well.


  So, Main-san stood up from the bench after explaining everything.


  “So, you, being a cowardly and kind gaming otaku, if there’s something really important to you that you don’t want to lend away…”


  Main-san looked at me as I hastily grabbed her paper bag’s luggage. She told me that shallow…yet sincere suggestion with a solemn face.


  “Go rob it. Don’t back down.”


  “…………”


  “Alright, it’s time to go, Amako. …It should already be here.”


  “Hmm? Here?”


  I have no idea what Main-san is talking about. However, she walked away without explaining anything. So, I can only stand up quickly and chase behind her.


  At that time-


  (Eh? Why did I feel like I just saw a seaweed-like head in the bookstore…?)


  But, I think I saw that over the bookshelves. I didn’t know the face, so I’m not sure. However, I guess it’s not weird to see her if we’re in the same mall. However…


  “Hey, Amako, you’re too slow! I’ll punch a hole in your skull if you don’t speed up!”


  “That punishment is too much, right!?”


  I hastily chased after Main-san after hearing her terrifying urges. Whatever, I guess I don’t really need to force a greeting with Chiaki. I don’t want her to get involved with Main-san.


  I caught up to her at the escalator and asked.


  “So, what did you mean when you said it’s here?”


  “Hmm? Oh, I just asked one of my underlings to buy something.”


  “…How many ‘underlings’ do you have aside from me…?”


  “What? Amako, are you jealous?”


  “No, it’s boring for an underling to be jealous of another.”


  “Relax. You’re my favorite one.”


  “No, no, we didn’t know each other for long. Please don’t joke with me.”


  “Joke? No, I’m really-“


  Main-san suddenly noticed something in the middle of her sentence. She grabbed her phone out of the pocket.


  “Oh, that thing’s already in the lockers near the mall’s entrance. That person went back because he still has something to do.”


  “Uh, I think you shouldn’t have told me that, right? This feels terrible!”


  “Relax, that guy’s a cop.”


  “Why!? Now it’s even worse!”


  I’m shivering as I try to slow down. However, of course, Main-san won’t allow me to do that. She grabbed my arms and dragged me forward.


  So, …we finally arrived at the coin locker area on the mall’s 1st floor.


  “Let me see, …it’s no.89…”


  (Even the number is terrible!) [Note: I think the joke is about the number 893. The pronunciation of it is the same as “mafia” in Japanese.]


  She opened the locker door designated by the underling cop and finally took that thing out.


  I tried my best to not look at it. However, I can’t believe she-


  “Catch it, Amako. It’s for you.”


  “Hey-“


  She shoved this “plastic bag”- a bag from a game store to me very casually.


  “Hmm? Eh? Shouldn’t this be a heavy brown paper bag…?” [Note: This is probably referencing the news about discovering corpses, drugs, weapons, or even erotic books in the lockers. They show up from time to time in Japan.]


  “What are you talking about?”


  Main-san stared at me dumbfoundedly. Following that, she urged me to open the bag to see what’s inside.


  As for me, …I’m still suspicious as I try to confirm what’s inside tremblingly. Then-


  “Eh-“


  -I really didn’t expect this to show up. I’m more shocked than seeing drugs or a pistol.


  It’s because this is exactly-


  “It’s good now, right, Amako. This is the special controller you ‘gave’ to that kid.”


  “Oh, …uh, even though i-it’s, well…”


  -That’s the controller I didn’t buy.


  Main-san showed me a refreshing smile as I just stood there.


  “That’s good. Well, I didn’t call that home electronics underling keeping the goods and cop underling to bring it here for nothing.”


  “Uh? W-W-W-Well, t-thank you…? Oh, w-well, I-I’ll pay you.”


  “Hmm? Didn’t you already give me the money in the arcade?”


  “Eh…?”


  I was shocked. Eh, …isn’t that…supposed to be blackmailing…?


  I stood right there dazedly. Then, Main-san casually mumbled, “Let’s go somewhere else, then.” She walked away.


  “…N-No, no, no, no!”


  I quickly chased Main-san, who had already passed the automatic doors and was heading towards the shopping street. I asked her loudly while holding the controller in my chest.


  “Why!? Why are you…doing…something like this for a person…like me…?”


  “Hmm? Uh, what do you mean by why? Didn’t I already say this before? I really love you.”


  “S-So, that’s why I asked why! We didn’t know each other for a long time. Also, I even went full berserk mode and retorted you very impolitely-“


  “Sigh, it’s exactly because of that.”


  “-Eh?”


  I felt dazed since I don’t know what she’s talking about. As for Main-san, she explained slowly with a cheerful smile.


  “Even though you don’t have the power or right to do so, you remained unreasonable and followed your own beliefs and desires. You never feared an overwhelmingly stronger opponent and kept biting her down. You betted your entire life to rob something important to you. This is…”


  At this point, Main-san paused for a moment and looked at me sincerely lovingly before smiling.


  “…This is everything that I hoped my mother could’ve done back then.”


  “…!”


  Her utterly sad smile sent a tinge of pain to my heart. How should I put this? This is almost the first time that I realized what a beauty she is after meeting her.


  However, it looks like Main-san didn’t expect to show this expression of her as well. She quickly cleared her throat and changed the words.


  “N-No, Mii hoped for it. Yes.”


  “R-Really. Mii hoped for it.”


  “…Yes.”


  Main-san looked away from me and started walking forward.


  I carried the luggage again as I walked next to her.


  (…Ah, come to think of it, I felt the same way briefly when I was dueling with her.)


  Right now, I can slightly understand the emotions contained in her words back then.


  
    
      

      
    

  


  “Agu’s surely blessed. She’s loved by- an idiot like you.”


  That’s not sarcasm. Instead, she just sincerely and purely expressed her enviousness.


  “…………”


  We’re walking silently on the bustling main street during Valentine’s Day sales.


  A while ago, Main-san should’ve said some violent stuff on her own. However, she’s not doing that now. …In the end, both of us are a bit embarrassed.


  Then, Main-san’s actually the one that can’t tolerate this atmosphere first.


  She cleared her throat without looking at me.


  Once again, …she told me today’s conclusion.


  “…Don’t give something you truly want to others. You have to rob it even if it means violence. Get it, Amako?”


  “…Yes.”


  This is the first time that I…sincerely accepted a suggestion from a person I hate the most- no, a person that I used to hate the most.


  …………


  However…


  “Oh, but it’s hard to say. Even if I encountered what happened today a couple more times, I feel like I will still give the controller to the child.”


  “Ha, you’re not backing down on this one. What a terrible guy, Amako.”


  “…Thanks.”


  “You’re really not cute at all.”


  Main-san rubbed my hair violently after saying that.


  While I twisted my body and tried to resist ferociously…


  (You have to rob it, even if it means violence, right…)


  I thought about what I lack the most in the past year’s relationships.


  As for me, I finally…realized what’s missing with the help of this demon king.


  Chapter 3: Gamers and Valentine’s Day


  I never acknowledge the passerby characters in rom-coms at all.


  Although I, Keita Amano, am definitely closer to these passerby characters than a popular harem protagonist, I’m absolutely leaning toward being a commoner.


  Well, if you’re asking me whether I’ll be engulfed in a flame of jealousy like those characters, it’s not to that point yet.


  The most significant example is Valentine’s Day.


  Guys that no one loves will always shed angry and bloody tears because the harem protagonist receives a boatload of chocolates from the pretty girls. …Although you see that plot really often in rom-coms, in reality, I always watched handsome boys in my class getting chocolates left and right. Yet, I just thought, “Oh.” Then, I immediately lowered my head and back to my mobile game.


  It’s because that happened in a world entirely parallel to mine.


  It’s like watching an unknown protagonist getting shot by the criminal in a detective show when you accidentally switched the channel. You won’t think about him.


  Even if someone’s popular in a parallel world to mine, I won’t feel jealous. The same goes for games as well. Emotions like “upset” can only appear between same-level contestants.


  …So, to me, Valentine’s Day is just a typical day where the surroundings get a bit more festive.


  …………


  That was the case for last year.


  (V-VALENTINE’S DAY IS SCARY!!!)


  It’s 13th February, just a day before Valentine’s.


  I’m wrapping my hands around my head on the table as I sweated profusely during the break.


  (W-What’s happening!? I thought I could look forward to Valentine’s Day a little after meeting a couple girls this year. …I didn’t expect this to go the complete opposite way! My stomach’s starting to hurt really bad since yesterday!)


  N-No, in reality, I didn’t think about Valentine’s Day at all until a couple days ago. After all, this festival has nothing to do with me. However, …come to think of it…


  (…Not getting any chocolate hurts way harder than last year!)


  I’m not getting any chocolate despite knowing more than one girl. …Doesn’t this show how worthless I am as a person!?


  Compared to not getting chocolate because girls hate me, not getting chocolate because I’m a loner is much better!


  I hugged my head alone as I remembered the excuse I mumbled to myself many times since yesterday.


  (I-It’s okay. No matter what, it’s a trend for people to get obligatory chocolate these days. I’m sure that even a guy like me can-)


  “Hey, Uehara. Here’s your early obligatory chocolate this year.”


  “Oh, thanks, Mika!”


  “…………”


  I can’t help but raise my head after hearing the cheerful chatter that echoed across the classroom. -Mika-san, one of the girls in Uehara-kun’s circles, is right in front of me. She handed him a self-made chocolate waffle. Also…


  “Hey, here, Inamoto, Kitami. Also, …Kimura. Here’s your chocolate!”


  “Oh, coming!”


  Mika-san’s gathered the boys in the class quickly as she chuckled while handing out the waffles. After that…


  “Alright, there goes my investment for this year! It’ll be you guys’ turn on White Day!”


  The peaceful chocolate gifting ceremony ended with the laughter and booing of the boys.


  …Sigh, how should I say this? 90% of the guys in-class got their obligatory gifts. Yep…


  -Aside from a guy that’s coincidentally taking a break today, which is me.


  …………


  (…Hiya, I’m so nervous, …hmm…)


  I’m trying my best to suppress the warmth that’s about to overflow in my eyeballs as I stared at the chilly winter view outside the window.


  …Recently, I got to know a lot of people and made communications with games. Subconsciously, I already forgot…that I’m still the loner that no one likes. Perhaps the player of this “Cultivate Keita Amano!” game is an idiot- actually, that’s me.


  “Ah, well, I’m giving Uehara this as well.”


  “Oh, thanks, Reina. It’s going to be a pain in White Day.”


  “Hehe, I’ll look forward to it.”


  …I glanced at Uehara-kun getting another chocolate. …I take back what I said. Right now, I feel like I’m entirely synced with those passersby dripping bloody tears when they see a popular protagonist!


  (N-No! That’s not it! Keita Amano, don’t be fooled!)


  I looked away from him and cheered myself up again.


  (This isn’t the end! Valentine's chocolate will still end up, …yes, the quality is way more important than quantity! It’s because that’s how rom-coms work! Yes! Yep, this is it!)


  I threw away the reality of rom-coms that I was bitching about away wholly. Then, I started to search for comfort with a rom-com’s mindset.


  I became the eye of the “obligatory chocolate” hurricane on the surroundings. Well, then I started imagining the great plot twist that’s about to happen.


  (Y-Yes, this…is it! Right, according to the story, this must be the final hold-off before the big squeeze! If I keep accumulating the pressure of not getting what I want, …Tendou-san will give me a lovely serving of chocolate that sends me flying! Look, this is awesome! This must be it! It has to be!)


  So, it’s correct not to receive any obligatory chocolate. It’s incredibly valid.


  It’s more like I should prevent someone from giving me obligatory chocolate. That will reduce the value of chocolate in my high school life! In other words!


  (Naturally, I’ll look forward to tomorrow’s Valentine’s Day and face my true angel girl- Tendou-san. This is my <GLORIOUS ROAD>!) [Note: The singer of <GLORIOUS ROAD> is also named Tendou.]


  After I made up my mind, I’m getting proud of not receiving any obligatory chocolate. So, …I spent the eve of Valentine without speaking to anyone, just as usual.


  …………


  -Until I’m rushing to meet Aguri-san in the family restaurant after school like an idiot.


  “Here, Amanocchi, Black Thunder chocolate.” [Note: It’s a bar of 30-yen chocolate that’s 1/3 the size of Kitkat.]


  The first Valentine’s chocolate in my high school life formally became a shitty convenience store snack. It was given by a gal with a boyfriend (I guess).


  “…………”


  “Take it.”


  The first Valentine’s chocolate in my high school life was thrown onto the family restaurant’s table incredibly casually.


  …I took the chocolate and stared at Aguri-san’s eyes directly. Then, I spoke up with an incredibly refreshing smile.


  “I’ll murder you.”


  “Is that how you react to a girl that just gave you chocolate!?”


  Aguri-san leaned forward and tried to take back the chocolate.


  “I-If you’re reacting like that, I’m taking back the Black Thunder!”


  “Nope, I’m taking it.”


  I took the Black Thunder and stared at the package.


  “…Actually, I do love it.”


  “Eh, you mean me?”


  “Hoho.”


  “Amanocchi, you’re really sly these days!”


  “Aguri-san, you’re having too much fun pretending to be the main heroine!”


  We started bickering with each other furiously. It’s so violent that you won’t think that she just gave me chocolate.


  …Sheesh, the first chocolate in my high school is way too depressing.


  …But, whatever. …Sigh.


  After I’m done yelling, I turned my head away and answered her.


  “…How should I say this? Thanks…for giving me chocolate. …I’m relieved.”


  “Relieved? Well, even though I don’t really understand, whatever. …It’s fine if you’re happy.”


  Aguri-san finally cooled down after that.


  I took a sip of coffee and suddenly snapped out of it as I asked.


  “Ah, right, Uehara-kun’s chocolate-“


  “Of course, I’ll spend the whole night making one filled with love for him!”


  “…E-Eh, what’s happening? I feel so irritated right now!”


  No, Black Thunder’s pretty tasty. It’s okay! I think it’s a million times better than Aguri-san’s clumsy handmade chocolate!


  Aguri-san laughed naughtily after seeing my reaction.’


  “Hiya, Amanocchi, are you getting jealous again?”


  “Uh, I guess it’s jealousy…! …How should I put it? Well, Aguri-san, if I gave Tendou-san and Chiaki each a VR headset, but I gave you a paper cannon only, what would you feel?”


  “T-This is pissing me off! Well, even though I’ll never use VR! It’s more like, I think paper cannons are way better to play! But, isn’t your difference in treatment too much?”


  “See!? I feel that as well!”


  “Ugh, you can’t be helped. Well, I’ll give you a little bit of the chocolate’s corner I made for Tasuku-“


  “Ah, no thanks. My stomach can’t take it.”


  “What do you mean!?”


  So, we started arguing pointlessly again. …This is weird. Words like “Valentine’s Day,” “girls I know,” and “getting chocolate” are far beyond my expectation of rom-com events.


  After we’re done dissing each other, both of us felt pretty exhausted from how pointless this is. Finally, we began today’s real topic.


  “So? Amanocchi, why did you want to hold a family restaurant meeting with me again? Aren’t you trying to stay away from anything that can affect your relationship with Tendou-san?”


  “Oh, about that.”


  I answered casually after hearing her logical question.


  “I already gave up the moment that I started fighting Main-san.”


  “…I think so.”


  Aguri-san continued drinking orange juice calmly like this has nothing to do with her. It’s like she already knew my answer from the start.


  I continued with a bitter smile.


  “So, I’m not saying that…let’s hold even more family restaurant meetings with you, Aguri-san. However, I think the least we can do is don’t avoid it explicitly. …What do you think?”


  “How should I answer you…?”


  After she heard that, Aguri-san looked away a bit embarrassingly. She blew a bunch of bubbles on her orange juices violently before answering quietly.


  “…It’s fine as long as Amanocchi pays for it.”


  “Ah, then I guess we should really stop doing this.”


  “Amanocchi, you’re getting really sly these days!”


  “Isn’t it because a particular gal’s getting too disgusting these days!?”


  We started the 3rd round of the pointless argument of today again. However, both of us just lack the energy for another one. So, we immediately ended it and plopped our heads down.


  “Well, Aguri-san, we can come to this family restaurant once in a while.”


  “Sure.”


  The gal raised her hand casually and answered. …I feel like she’s so quick to respond that it made me a bit uncomfortable. Well, I think this works since we’re not a divorced couple trying to get back together, anyway.


  So, we finally returned to our usual attitude. Aguri-san immediately said this.


  “Ah, right, I forgot to tell you what happened to Main-nee-san.”


  “Uh, what’s wrong? Ah, d-don’t tell me you’re getting bullied even harder because I lost…”


  “N-No, it’s not that. Please relax about that. It’s more like this is the exact opposite.”


  “The opposite?”


  I expressed my confusion after not understanding what she said. Aguri-san searched in her bag and said, “Look at this.” After that, she showed me something familiar.


  “…The Labears? Oh, come to think of it, didn’t Main-san take that away from you after I lost that day?”


  “Yeah, Main-nee-san said we’re only wagering our ownerships. I’ll forget about the bear’s ownership.”


  “Oh, that does sound like what Main-san would say- no, it doesn’t really sound like her…”


  “Right?”


  “Yes.”


  I nodded at Aguri-san. No, how should I say this? Even though Main-san emphasizes logic, the Labears doesn’t really have to do with the duel in reality. That’s supposed to be the punishment of Aguri-san letting me off without a proper greeting.


  So, it’s okay if I won at that time and got Aguri-san’s everything. However, if I didn’t pull that off, I can’t complain if the Labears are taken away by Main-san.


  However, Main-san let this teddy bear couple go away. This…isn’t like her.


  Aguri-san fiddled with the Labears in her hand and scratched her cheeks. “But.”


  “Although I’m a bit sorry for you to fight Main-nee-san for me, …despite Main-nee-san’s look, she’s not really a bad person.”


  “Well, …sigh, how should I put this? I, …even though I hate to say this either, I can’t disagree with you.”


  Even if you ask me whether she’s a good person right now, I can definitely answer, “She’s absolutely not.” However, if you’re asking me whether she’s a bad person, I’ll hesitate for a bit as well.


  Aguri-san’s swinging the hoop of the keychain with her finger as she continued.


  “Amanocchi was angry at that time. I think Main-nee-san must know how much more important this is to me than she thinks. No, perhaps she already knew everything.”


  “…I think so. She has godlike senses, after all.”


  “Yes. So, she used that duel as an excuse to shirk the bear thing away. From this perspective, I have to thank Amanocchi and Main-nee-san for putting up a good fight.”


  “Sigh, …I’m relieved to know that duel is meaningful more or less.”


  “Hahaha, yeah, thank you, Amanocchi. Also, …I can’t believe Main-nee-san can hold herself back even when she likes cute dolls like this-“


  “-Hmm?”


  -I think I just heard something I can’t miss.


  Aguri-san sipped the remaining juice with her straw when she saw me blinking shockingly.


  “Eh, did I not tell you this before? Despite Main-nee-san’s look, her hobbies are really girly. Her room is filled with dolls.”


  “Ehh…? Are you sure they’re not dolls with their heads ripped off?”


  “Amanocchi, aren’t you too scared of Main-nee-san? No, it’s just a regular room with a lot of adorable dolls. I think she has to hug something fluffy while sleeping. …When I’m waking her up, she’ll throw it aside and try to make an excuse.”


  For a moment, I seem to have understood what Main-san’s really like. However…


  I spoke up dazedly.


  “I can’t believe that Main-san will- …but her hairstyle and clothing doesn’t…”


  “Oh, she understands that she doesn’t fit with those things. So, Mii’s the one wearing it for her?”


  “Huh! I see!”


  I finally managed to solve some of the questions in my heart. I see. …Come to think of it, she took the Labears out of Aguri-san’s room chicly. That’s not just because she hates us. …Hmm, she simply could have only seen something cute and feel excited about it. …I-I feel a bit sorry for bickering with her angrily now…


  …But…I can’t believe…Main-san actually likes cute things.


  “Next time, …I’ll definitely torment her with this.”


  I smiled evilly and mumbled. Aguri-san looked at me a bit dumbfoundedly.


  “Wow, I didn’t expect Main-nee-san and Amanocchi to become such good friends after a short time.”


  “A-Aguri-san, don’t tell me you can’t see…?”


  “No, I’m not blind. At least, I feel like Main-nee-san rarely loves someone other than her family so much.”


  “…I feel like she just found a new toy.”


  “Sigh, that could be the case. Anyway, thanks to you, Mii and I are a lot less stressed now. Think about it, didn’t Main-nee-san always look for Amanocchi in the holidays or after school? You really caught us a break there.”


  “Don’t treat me as a nursery, please…”


  If this continues, perhaps I’ll really become the one that has to take care of Main-san exclusively soon. That’s too scary. No, I have to get away from this…


  After seeing my depressed face, Aguri-san stared at me worriedly and said.


  “…Ah, …sorry, Amanocchi.”


  “Ah? No, why is Aguri-san apologizing? This is completely my fault, right.”


  “Hmm, I guess so. …But, do tell me if you need any help.”


  “Oh, so, for example, can you help me look after Main-san for 3 hours when I’m dating Tendou-san?”


  “No, please don’t treat me as a nursery…”


  …I think the people hearing this won’t know we’re talking about an adult lady.


  So, we ended the Main-san topic. “Phew.” Aguri-san straightened her back and moved on.


  “By the way, Amanocchi, tomorrow- on Valentine’s Day, how are you going to spend it with Tendou-san? Did you make a promise with her?”


  “No, …I didn’t.”


  “Ehh? You are kidding me!?”


  Aguri-san showed me an “unbelievable” face as she glared at me. …It looks like Uehara-kun and her already planned what to do on Valentine’s Day. Sigh, it’s hard to blame her. After all, this is what a couple with a normal relationship should do. However…


  I scratched the back of my head and spoke up quietly.


  “How should I put it? …It’s more like Tendou-san and me…didn’t say anything about Valentine’s Day this week…”


  “What!? Why!? I’m asking you this. Can a loving couple talk about anything else in this one week!?”


  “Uh, we did talk about how incredible the third PV of the new RPG is.”


  “That’s why I hate gamer couples like you two! W-Well, how about Hoshino!?”


  “Uh, we talked about how incredible the 4th PV of the new RPG is.”


  “This company is spending way too much effort in PVs!”


  Aguri-san’s running out of breath from yelling. I answered with a bitter smile.


  “It’s kind of hard when the only good thing is the PV.”


  “No, you guys are the one making this hard, alright!? Don’t avoid the chocolate!”


  “How can you blame someone that didn’t even get chocolate in the first place?”


  “This is the first time I’m getting so pissed as well!”


  Bam, Aguri-san slammed her hand onto the table. Klink, the ice cubes in the glass bumped each other.


  “Anyway, the three of you better not avoid chocolate anymore!”


  “Your line is like the climax of an imaginary movie called <Scary! The Attack of the Chocolate Monster!>.”


  “This is what I’m talking about! I’m saying that this is how you’re avoiding it!”


  “Ugh…”


  The weakling in relationships can only cover his brain to the overwhelmingly stronger opponent.


  The feisty gal continued arrogantly on the sofa in the family restaurant.


  “I don’t really want to say this. Amanocchi, all of you are too indecisive!”


  “…Big talk from one of the most indecisive couples I know-“


  “What did you say!?”


  “I’m sorry.”


  She exploded for a moment. It made me feel like Main-san and Aguri-san are indeed cousins. Their type of “stress” is entirely identical.


  I was freaking out. “Whatever.” Aguri-san sighed and continued.


  “Even though I feel like I shouldn’t take my anger on you.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “It just disgusts me when Amanocchi’s the only one preparing for Valentine’s Day happily.”


  “Hey.”


  “So, Tendou-san or Hoshino should make the first move, …but they didn’t do anything, right?”


  “Yes.”


  That’s why I’m really restless. Although I already think that some girls are interested in me, now I just feel like a ridiculously wrong clown. Also, you have to include my lack of confidence as well. This is literally…!


  Aguri-san sighed.


  “…I wonder what those girls are doing now.”


  “…Yeah, what are they doing…?”


  We stared out into the street a day before Valentine’s. Then, we can’t but sigh together when we think of those two confusing gamer girls that don’t understand love.


  


  Karen Tendou


  Let’s skip to the conclusion.


  I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED. I FAILED.


  -I have to rely on a <Steins;Gates> reference to escape reality.


  13th February, 5:30 PM.


  I’m paralyzed on the ground lonely in the kitchen under the white ceiling lights of my house.


  “…………”


  I’m dazing out with my weary eyes as if someone just raped me a while ago.


  Melted chocolate can be found everywhere on the ground. My favorite apron is a bit burnt up—the oven’s oozing with “brown marshmallow,” giving out a black fume. The pot, which caught on fire a while ago, is now overflowing with a soup-like scent. The three cats in the living room are meowing as they cheerfully pulled the cotton out of the cushions and threw them everywhere.


  …………


  How did this happen?


  Let’s answer- sorry, I don’t want to say it. Yes, I don’t want to.


  Actually, my emotions and brain can’t follow up as well.


  It’s just that, no matter what, let’s skip to the conclusion.


  I, Karen Tendou, failed to make chocolate.


  “…Sigh.”


  I pulled myself up with the help of the desk. Then, I glanced at this tragic scene detailedly again. …My parents are spending the night outside. Should I say this is the silver lining? After all, the house isn’t burnt up. It’s fine as long as I clean everything up.


  The problem is that the failure just then hit me hard…


  “Hiya.”


  At this moment, my phone on the glass table started ringing. I went around the chocolate on the ground and trimmed the three cats’ fur laying on my legs. After that, I grabbed the phone. I freaked out when I saw the screen.


  “A-Amano-kun!?”


  I thought it was my parents. I trembled as I tidied my hair and skirt meaninglessly.


  Then, I took a deep breath…and pulled up the <Karen Tendou: Ultra Calm> armor and equipped it in my <Soul Inventory>. I picked up the call.


  


  
    
      

      
    

  


  



  “Hey, hello. I’m the perfectly fine Karen Tendou without any problems at all.” 

  


  “Why are you making such a worrisome introduction!? I-I’m Amano…”


  “Oh, Amano-kun. Hello.”


  “H-Hi…”


  Amano-kun sounds really dumbfounded on the other side of the phone. …T-This is weird. I have to smooth things over.


  I cleared my throat and urged him to continue.


  “So, Amano-kun, what’s wrong? It’s rare for you to call me at this time. Don’t tell me you’re asking me for money?”


  “Why am I suddenly the cheap ex-boyfriend in your eyes!?”


  “Ah, no, I didn’t mean anything bad. It’s just that the only reason I can think of for Amano-kun to call me in the evening is asking me for money.”


  “The relationship between my ex-girlfriend and I is too terrible! No, I’m not here for money…”


  “Eh, really? Well, so, why are you…”


  I’m perplexed. After Amano-kun paused for a moment, he hesitated…before making up his mind and spoke up.


  “H-Hey! About Valentine’s Day tomorrow-“


  “Oh, I know. I’m trying my best right now. Please wait.”


  “No, why are you acting like a writer with an impending deadline!? No, I’m trying to say-“


  “It’s just that my work speed won’t increase no matter how much you urged me!”


  “No, that’s why I’m asking why are you like a fearless writer that doesn’t care about the deadline anymore!? No, I’m not here to urge you anything! It’s just that, tomorrow-“


  “Yes, tomorrow’s the deadline, right? I understand. Tomorrow’s the deadline’s…start?”


  “Start!? No, there’s no ‘start’ for Valentine’s Day!”


  “B-But, think about it, isn’t there like- for example, Christmas is on the 25th, but the eve is on the 24th. These two days aren’t that different, right?”


  “Why are you talking about Christmas!? No, Valentine’s Day only lasts for tomorrow! A-Also, if it’s possible, can you please spend-“


  “-Spend the day together cheerfully with you, right? I think so, too, until 5 minutes ago.”


  “What happened in these 5 minutes!?”


  “I have no idea already. Whether it’s my power, …or the definition of chocolate…”


  “The definition of chocolate as well!? Uh, chocolate’s made from cocoa…”


  “…Is that really the case? Come to think of it, doesn’t soup count as a kind of chocolate too?”


  “What happened in these 5 minutes to make you reach that level!?”


  Amano-kun kept on yelling on the other side since he has no idea what’s going on.


  I feel sorry for his reaction. However, I can’t just tell how exhausting chocolate-making is to the person I’m giving it to.


  It can’t be helped. I can only end the conversation with the initial promise.


  “…Amano-kun, about tomorrow’s promise, there’s only one thing I can say to you right now.”


  “W-What?”


  “…Let us live to see each other.”


  “Tendou-san!? No, wait, I’m just trying to spend tomorrow with-“


  Amano-kun’s still trying to say something. However, I hung up the call extremely depressingly.


  (…Making a promise with my lover without preparing the chocolate is like entering a concert without a ticket!)


  I, Karen Tendou, am a person that has to make perfect preparation before playing a game. This kind of mistake is a literal insult to me.


  It’s because I…I’m insanely in love with him.


  So, on such a critical day like Valentine’s, I want to puff up my chest confidently and face Amano-kun in my best game.


  That’s why…!


  “…Okay!”


  I made up my mind to try to make the best chocolate again. Let’s start by cleaning the room first.


  


  Chiaki Hoshinomori


  “Onee-chan, is this chocolate really okay?”


  “It’s fine. No problem.”


  It’s 6 PM on 13th February. I’m looking at this glimpse of hope I found in the chaos with sparkling eyes.


  However, the high school girl standing next to me- my little sister, Konoha Hoshinomori, is warning me with suspicious eyes.


  “…I think the God of Love is saying that you can’t die here yet.”


  “It’s okay. A little sister shouldn’t worry about this. It’s the best one.”


  “Really…”


  Konoha gave the chocolate I chose an unconvinced look.


  Also, Konoha got a delivery when she was about to head out in the morning. It looks like Valentine’s chocolate. I talked to her when she opened the package, and she got jumpscared. Then, she shoved it into her bag as if she’s hiding it away from me. After that, she didn’t answer no matter what questions I asked her. “Who are you giving it to?” “What does the chocolate look like?” …Sigh, I guess it must be the obligatory chocolate for the student council members in Hekiyou. Yes. …Whatever, let’s move on.


  “Hello, I want to buy this!”


  I ignored Konoha’s suspicious glare and gave the goods to the cashier.


  Konoha asked me again when we’re waiting for the package.


  “…Onee-chan, are you sure you’re not handing out a handmade one?”


  This is already the billionth time that my little sister told me this. I nodded confidently and said yes.


  “I’ll definitely make something terrible if I try it myself!”


  “Why can my onee-chan expose how unvirtuous she is so confidently?”


  “Well, if onee-chan made chocolate, would you eat them?”


  “…I’m sorry, onee-chan. This is entirely my fault.”


  “Ehh, this is strange! Why am I feeling so sulky even though I just retorted to you so brilliantly!?”


  “But, actually, boys don’t really care about the taste or whether it’s poisonous. I think they are already happy with the fact that it’s handmade.”


  “No, I think they still care whether it’s poisonous. Also, even though I understand what you mean, I feel like handmade chocolate isn’t the only thing to send out your feelings!”


  “…Sigh, so, …in the end, you bought that?”


  After that, my little sister looked at the packaged thing behind the cashier. I nodded confidently and said yes again.


  “I’m a loner and hikineet, after all. The polluted atmosphere released out by normie girls that love relationships terrifies me. I barely had the will to give it my all to find chocolate before Valentine’s Day. In a sense, it contains even more feelings than a handmade one!”


  “Indeed, my stupid onee-chan’s seaweed brain is struggling within a sparkling wave of Ols and JKs. As your little sister, I’m really about to cry. Do you really think that Amano-senpai will know how you feel?”


  “I believe that Keita will understand me!”


  “What’s with this trust between useless people? I’m getting envious for some reason.


  Konoha answered helplessly. The packaging is done at this point. So, I quickly fetched the paper bag from the cashier. After that, I hugged it outside my coat and started walking.


  We got over the crowd and took the escalator before walking out of the store. …During this time, Konoha looked at me, who’s hugging the chocolate tightly, with helpless eyes.


  “…Onee-chan, how much do you love that chocolate? Your body temperature will melt it.”


  “T-That’s okay. The chocolate’s taste isn’t the most important part here!”


  “Sheesh, my onee-chan’s taste of chocolates is too unique…”


  Konoha mumbled dumbfoundedly. Then, she added something else quietly.


  “…This is why I can never win against you.”


  “Hmm? I feel like you’re better than me in every way, right?”


  “You even heard that too. Sigh, whatever, you’re the same as a certain person.”


  Konoha walked in front of me after saying something baffling. I guess she doesn’t want me to see her face.


  My little sister and I are walking unwillingly on the street filled with red hearts icons without saying anything.


  …In the past, I never treated this Valentine’s mood seriously.


  However, this year, …I can’t help but admire those high school couples walking together lovingly. I don’t really understand myself either. Since when did I imagine myself in their place? The sweet dreams and the bitter reality taste like chocolate in my heart.


  Konoha seems to have noticed that I’m looking at her. She asked me without turning around.


  “…Onee-chan, when are you giving that to Amano-senpai tomorrow?”


  “Uh, when will I give it? Well…”


  I fell silent for a moment and hugged the chocolate in front of my chest even more tightly. I answered.


  “…I’ll find a good time.”


  “…I see.”


  Konoha’s a bit unsatisfied. I plopped my head down as if I’m avoiding her.


  …Actually, I can feel what Konoha’s trying to say.


  “Well, …Konoha, I, …well, …how should I say this…?”


  I’m stuttering, not being able to speak out the following words. To that, Konoha turned around with a frustrated face and said.


  “Hey, onee-chan. You should understand this, right. How can you look forward to chances and fates-“


  “…Hmm? Konoha?”


  Konoha suddenly stopped as she looked in a particular direction. I followed her confusedly. Then, right in front of me…


  “…Ah.”


  It’s a lonely high school boy. He’s walking within this Valentine’s atmosphere depressingly, just like me before. In other words…


  “…Keita.”


  Just as I’m mumbling his name, he seems to have heard what I said within this crowd and looked at us. Then, he immediately brightened up and dashed to us.


  My little sister looked at Keita…and sighed lonely. Then, she spoke up angrily.


  “Sigh, this is why I hate fateful love like this…!”


  


  Keita Amano


  “Chiaki, Konoha-san, what a coincidence. Are you two going home right now?”


  After I bid farewell to Aguri-san in the family restaurant, I’m walking toward the station. Suddenly, I bumped into the Hoshinomori sisters. So, I smiled carefreely and started talking to them. After this eventful year, I can at least say hi to my friends casually. However-


  “…………”


  “…What’s wrong?”


  -The Hoshinomori sisters gave me a subtle reaction as if they’re denying my growth. …Hiya, a loner finally managed to open up his heart and try to talk to others enthusiastically. Yet, they immediately say, “No, we’re not that close.” It really hurts me!


  I’m profusely sweating as I tried my best to change up the mood.


  “U-Uh, this is embarrassing. Aguri-san just forced me to call Tendou-san, and it ended in a mess…”


  “…R-Really…?”


  “Y-Yeah…”


  Very well, that’s everything I can talk about today. …What the hell is this? Even Konoha-san got uncharacteristically quiet, as for Chiaki-


  “…Hiya! Hey…!”


  “?”


  -She suddenly seems to have remembered something. Then, as if she’s trying to cover up her plumpy chest, she hugged herself in a wildly exaggerated manner.


  “…Huh!?”


  I’m pretty shocked when I saw her- clearly sexually harassed reaction.


  (Do I stare at Chiaki’s chest all the time!?)


  I-I’m not thinking about the girl that way. …But, if you ask me whether I’m sure that I didn’t look, …I guess not. …Hmm, …crap.


  C-Crap, I’m getting less confident the more I think about it. Also, my mind is filled with close-ups of Chiaki’s chest in my memories. In the end, it just further progressed the hate I have for myself. …This is a vicious cycle!


  “…………”


  In the end, the three of us remained speechless as we froze there. …This is weird. This is not how I hope…a rom-com style Valentine’s Day would go.


  So, finally, …I hate myself so much. I plopped my head down to them as tears flooded my eyes.


  “…I understand. …I’ll surrender myself to the police.”


  “WHAT’S WRONG WITH YOU!?”


  The two girls immediately freaked out and got close to me.


  After that, we spent 3 minutes communicating with each other and solved the misunderstanding. I sighed in relief and mumbled.


  “Oh, I didn’t know Chiaki’s hugging herself because it’s cold.”


  “Y-Yes…”


  The Hoshinomori sisters nodded at the same time. I continued.


  “But, if that’s the case, why didn’t Chiaki continue doing that? I think your hands are empty after shoving something into your bag behind me…”


  “Huh! I-I’m okay! Well, …right, I just took a handy warmer out of my bag! So, I’m pretty warm right now. So warm! Look, look!”


  “Uh, ah, hmm, yes.”


  For some reason, Chiaki started sending me her body temperature innocently this time. I’m in a pretty awkward situation. Uh, uh, I can feel your chest when you’re so close. Also, your seaweed smell- no, your shampoo smells really nice…!


  “A-Ahem!”


  At this point, Konoha-san cleared her throat loudly and stopped her onee-chan.


  Chiaki freaked out and let me go. Konoha-san smiled as she suggested.


  “Senpai, let’s not stand around while talking. Let’s walk to the station.”


  “Uh, ah, hmm, sure.”


  “(nodded repeatedly)”


  Chiaki nodded as she’s blushing. The three of us took a step forward. …Moreover, under Konoha-san’s subtle persuasion, I’m now walking between the Hoshinomori sisters. …In other words, it’s a trap of harem. …Usually, it’s depressing to walk on the streets alone. Even though this has always been the case since I was dating Tendou-san, this time, that “who the hell do you think you are” pressure is much stronger. Sigh, it would be at least better if I’m as tall as Uehara-kun…!


  I’m being tortured with jealousy and embarrassment. Then, as if she’s trying to make me feel even worse, Konoha-san asked.


  “By the way, senpai, what are you planning to do for tomorrow?”


  “You’re asking a lonely gamer what he’s planning to do on Valentine’s Day?”


  “Senpai, you don’t need to act humble. I bet there are a bunch of naked girls pouring chocolate onto themselves for you since you’re so popular. That’s nice. Can you invite me too?”


  “Invite your ass. I wasn’t planning to do that as well. Sheesh, you’re playing too many hentai-“


  “SENPAI?”


  “Ugh…”


  Konoha-san smiled and warned me. …R-Right, she didn’t tell Chiaki her interests in hentai games yet.


  Chiaki’s the only one tilting her head in confusion. I cleared my throat.


  “Anyway, regrettably, there’s no plan.”


  “Really?”


  Konoha-san’s voice looks really energetic after hearing my lonely expectation. Then, she suggested this as if it’s nothing.


  “Well, why don’t you come to play at our house, senpai?”


  “Eh?”


  After hearing that, it’s not just me. Even Chiaki freaked out too.


  Then, Konoha-san seduced me with a devilish smile.


  “Onee-chan and I can pour chocolate all over ourselves for you to lick us.”


  “Hey, Konoha!”


  Chiaki immediately stopped her little sister. For a moment, I imagined that scene as well, and my face flared up. …At the same time, I think that Konoha-san feels a bit different today.


  (It’s fine to turn on her “hentai game lover” mode when we’re alone, …but she’s doing that in front of Chiaki now. Isn’t she a bit too carefree now?)


  In reality, Chiaki also seems to have noticed her little sister’s unusual behavior. She restrained Konoha-san to stop her from rampaging. At the same time, she spoke up worriedly.


  “Konoha, what’s wrong with you? …Are you getting a fever?”


  “Fever? Ah, fever. Well, in that meaning, I guess I’m burning now?”


  Yet, Konoha-san replied to her onee-chan’s worry very casually.


  Chiaki and I can only look at each other. For some reason, …she gave us an annoyed look.


  “…Senpai, onee-chan, how should I say this…? You two are really kind.”


  “…………”


  Even Chiaki and I know that she’s definitely not praising us with that.


  Konoha-san continued with a slightly gloomy look.


  “I’m not saying that’s a bad thing. Instead, that’s why I really love you two. It’s just that…”


  “It’s just?”


  “…………”


  Konoha-san didn’t answer my question.


  Instead, she stood still and searched in her bag. After that…


  “…Senpai, this is for you.”


  She forcefully pressed a paper bag to my chest.


  “…Eh?”


  I didn’t understand, so I can only take it. Chiaki’s also blinking her eyes confusedly next to me.


  “…Sigh.”


  Konoha-san looked at us and took a deep sigh.


  Then, at the next moment, she glared at me directly- and said.


  “I love senpai.”


  “…Uh.”


  Her expression doesn’t allow any room for misunderstandings, and her eyes are shining in determination. …I froze after looking at that.


  …Even a guy like me deeply understands that Konoha-san isn’t joking around.


  …Even a guy like me knows the weight of Konoha-san’s feelings.


  “…Kono…ha?”


  Chiaki fell silent in shock.


  However, Konoha-san continued calmly in contrast to our emotions.


  “I think you understand this already. This is Valentine’s chocolate. Even though I bought it instead of making it myself, this is my only honmei chocolate.”


  “Uh, ah, how should I say this? Thank…you.”


  I have no idea how to answer her, but I still thanked the girl first as I lowered my head.


  “Also,” Konoha-san asked me again


  “Senpai, …this year, did you already receive any Valentine’s chocolate aside from me?”


  “Eh? A-Ah, …uh, Aguri-san did give me the most obligatory of obligatory chocolate just then. I don’t even know if it counts as Valentine’s chocolate…”


  “Tck, you already lost your chocolate virginity…!”


  “K-Konoha-san?”


  Your onee-chan can hear that as well, you know? Sigh, Chiaki already lost her soul after your confession just then.


  Then, Konoha-san cleared her throat. “Whatever, but, if that’s the case…” She slightly blushed and looked at me with watery eyes.


  “…This is your first honmei chocolate, right, senpai?”


  “Eh? Ah, hmm, yes. It’s more like this is my first honmei chocolate…”


  I scratched my cheeks and continued a bit embarrassingly.


  “…It’s not just this year. It’s the first in my life…”


  “!”


  Chiaki suddenly pressed her chest painfully after hearing that.


  Konoha-san glanced at her onee-chan before immediately looking at me again.


  She showed me a sincere smile.


  “I’m really happy. It’s worth it for me to muster up my courage this way.”


  Konoha-san’s face looks prettier and more tragic than I’ve ever seen.


  “………..”


  However, that’s why I- plopped my head down painfully. Then, …no, even so, I have to answer what she said.


  “…Thanks. But, well, …I…”


  
    
      

      
    

  


  


  “I know. I’m not attractive enough for you, right.”


  “T-That’s not the case-“


  I hastily raised my head after hearing her over-denial. -Konoha-san’s face is already right in front of me. Our noses are practically touching each other.


  She stared at me with her clean, big eyes and continued.


  “However, right now -at the moment that I mustered up all my courage, senpai, you’re impressed by me, right?”


  “W-Well…”


  Just as I’m struggling to come up with an answer, Konoha-san smiled naughtily and moved away. Then, she put her hands behind her and showed me her tongue.


  “This is already enough. One day, I’ll turn this feeling of yours into something that lasts more than one second.”


  “Konoha-san, well, but I really…”


  “Hahaha, I know. You don’t need to draw your line this clearly. I get it. But, this loyalty or coldness of senpai really feels like you.”


  “…I’m sorry.”


  “That’s sudden. I should be the one saying sorry, whether it’s to senpai, …or onee-chan.”


  “Konoha…”


  Chiaki clenched her fist tightly in front of her chest as she called her little sister’s name depressedly.


  Konoha-san turned around and started walking to the station.


  “However, I’m not tolerant enough to look at my rival’s face while in a relationship.”


  “…!”


  Chiaki and I froze after hearing that.


  Konoha-san turned her head around slightly and waved with a bitter smile.


  “We shouldn’t walk to the station together, right. Well, see you, senpai. …Onee-chan, I’ll see you later.”


  “…………”


  Chiaki and I can only wave back at Konoha-san silently.


  So, …she took a turn and disappeared.


  For some reason, …Chiaki held her bag tightly in front of her chest and stuttered to me.


  “Keita. …Well, …I, …let’s, …tomorrow…”


  “…………”


  “…N-Nevermind. W-Well, come to think of it, Konoha said you’re coming to our house tomorrow…”


  “No, …well, …that’s too…”


  Although Chiaki’s trying her best to talk to me, ..right now, my brain’s in a mess. I already spent all of my energy trying to answer her with a bitter smile.


  “R-Right.” Chiaki answered me depressingly. She bit her lips and lowered her head.


  “Well, I need to think about something myself as well. I’ll be leaving!”


  “Uh, ah, uh, sure. I’m…just the same. Well, …see you tomorrow.”


  “Yes, how should I say this? Well, …well, …see you tomorrow.”


  “Yes, …see you tomorrow.”


  So, Chiaki and I bid farewell to each other stiffly.


  We took a step forward to our respective stations. After I walked alone for a while, …I sighed and stared at the sky before mumbling.


  “…Look at my rival’s face while in a relationship, …ah…”


  The weather on Valentine’s eve is a cloudy sky that’s about to snow.


  


  Tasuku Uehara


  The weather on Valentine’s Day is so sunny that I hate it.


  I glanced at the snow in the fields reflecting the sunlight. A wave of tiredness hits me as I try to suppress my yawn when I’m on the way to school. …Actually, I didn’t really sleep well yesterday. After all…


  (Aguri’s chocolate, …ah.)


  …At this point, I won’t suspect where my girlfriend’s going. Unlike those twisted souls like Amano, Aguri already declared this to me a while ago.


  “Tasuku, you better look forward to Valentine’s Day! I’m really worked up!”


  Of course, I can only feel happiness from that.


  So, what is the troublesome thing that hindered my sleep yesterday? That would be-


  “Good morning, Uehara-kun.”


  Suddenly, someone talked to me from behind. I turned around, and it’s the usual humpbacked little boy- However, for some reason, my friend looks a bit taller today.


  “Oh, good morning, Amano. It’s rare for you to walk to school instead of taking the bus.”


  I asked. He came next to me and answered with a bitter smile.


  “Yeah, sometimes. I have some stuff…to think about.”


  “You too?”


  “That means Uehara-kun’s troubled by something too?”


  “Yes, I guess so. …I’m getting restless since my dear ex-girlfriend is giving me chocolate today.”


  “Hmm, I could be innocent even if I punched you right now, as long as the jurors are guys.”


  “Isn’t that the same for you? You’re walking to school today because of chocolate, right?”


  “…Ugh, …I guess so.”


  Amano looked away a bit awkwardly. He sighed heavily and confessed.


  “How should I say this? Right now, a girl ‘could be’ giving me non-obligatory chocolate. Actually, it hurts my stomach way more than not getting any at all last year…”


  “What you’re thinking isn’t much better either. Aren’t you in your popular phase?”


  “I won’t be afraid of not getting chocolate if I’m really in my popular phase, …sigh.”


  Amano pressed his stomach. It looks like he’s really troubled by this. Indeed, I also know that he’s afraid of the girl that’s giving him chocolate. Especially Tendou, she’ll hesitate and hesitate and end up with a twisted ending. “After heavy consideration, I still decided that it’s better to not give you any chocolate.” That’s too usual.


  I laughed loudly and patted Amano’s back over his coat.


  “Sigh, there’s nothing for you to worry about, even if that’s the case. You can beat yourself over it when you’re actually not getting any.”


  “Uh? Ah, …yes, …I guess you’re right.”


  It’s hard for Amano to say his troubles out loud, after all. I can’t help but look away and scratch my head.


  After he stared up at me for a while, he said this with a gentle smile.


  “…I love Uehara-kun.”


  “W-Why did you say that? It’s disgusting.”


  I didn’t expect my first rom-com Valentine’s event to be with a guy.


  I stopped, and Amano chuckled as he walked forward.


  “Nothing, I just want to say it. It’s Valentine’s Day, after all.”


  “Hey, are you serious? Ah, well, then give me chocolate.”


  “Sorry, I didn’t prepare that at all.”


  “What the hell? This main heroine can’t be helped. Sheesh.”


  “Hahaha, you’re right.”


  Amano smiled and continued walking. The snow is rustling under his feet. I glanced at his back. …Then, I thanked the boy silently for avoiding him from hearing.


  “…Thank you, Amano.”


  -However, at the next moment, Amano immediately turned around and broke the mood without hesitation.


  “Ah, no problem.”


  “How did you hear it!?”


  “No, no, keep it in your heart if you don’t want people to hear it! Come to think of it, why are you guys always mad at me when I hear your mumblings!? Isn’t the person speaking at fault here!?”


  “Shut up! Quick, stop squabbling. Let’s go to school! Although I don’t really want them, a lot of obligatory chocolate is waiting for me!”


  “Hiya, you just offended both boys and girls at the same time! That’s why I hate normies…”


  “Big talk from a brat that’s probably going to get two beautiful girls’ honmei chocolate!”


  “Tck, I already got a honmei chocolate yesterday! …Even though it’s a very wretched and disgusting one.”


  “A very wretched and disgusting honmei chocolate!? WHAT IS THAT!? Spill the beans-“


  So, we chatted with each other happily and threw all the troubles behind-


  -This marks the ordinary start of this important day.


  


  Karen Tendou

  


  14th February, the morning of Valentine’s Day.


  I, Karen Tendou, arrived at the school pretty early. Then, I headed straight to the Game Club room. After I locked the door, I sat on my seat and put my handmade chocolate package in the front. -I wrapped my hands around my head tightly!


  (I shouldn’t give this out!)


  I have already tangled myself again and again since yesterday, not to mention this morning. I don’t even understand the final conclusion I got.


  Why am I being so miserable right now? It’s a long story. …Anyway, first of all, the most unforgivable part is this scent.


  Yes, the handmade chocolate that took me a night to make has a very thick-


  (WHY DOES MY CHOCOLATE SMELL LIKE BOOKS!?)


  -It smells like printed paper! This strong scent of books makes people think that it’s cooked with ink and paper before drying! This doesn’t taste like food at all!


  I’m pretty sure that I didn’t add a single drop of ink into my chocolate, but why is it so pungent?


  During this time, I can hear girls talking outside the room after their morning training.


  “Eh, is there a library inside the clubroom?”


  “Uh, I don’t think so. …It’s unbelievable. I think there’s a library as well!”


  “I bet there’s a library as well!”


  “Yeah! Although I have no idea at all, I think there’s possibly a library!”


  The girls’ chatter faded away as they were talking nonsense.


  I sighed deeply- and started hesitating on my own.


  (Should I give the person I love library-like chocolate!?)


  This problem is way too advanced for humanity.


  Also, -this isn’t the only issue.


  I slowly unwrapped the package as I observed my handmade chocolate model. -I hugged my head once again!


  (Why did I make such an exquisite <Keita Amano 1/10>!?)


  The “chocolate Amano-kun” is standing in front of me majestically. It’s so realistic that I don’t even know whether I should praise myself.


  This is already the countless time that I’m trapped in this vortex of regret and excuses.


  (I-It’s because of those books and online blogs I found. They always say the biggest secret to making Valentine’s chocolate is “your feelings to him.” So, I keep thinking about Amano-kun. …Then, it turned into this because I’m not getting enough sleep as I was working on this!)


  My handmade chocolate looks so much like Amano-kun. It’s to the point that as if the boy is covered in chocolate. Should I say you’re amazing, Karen Tendou? Such details, even I’m so attracted to it.


  …Indeed, you can really feel the feelings inside it, and it looks nice too. I agree with that. However…


  (I’m letting Amano-kun eat this himself!? Letting him taste this potent library smell!?)


  Although I managed to take it to school, I’m very hesitant to give it to him.


  …No, this isn’t because…of my usual hardcore gamer side, and I’m not hoping for him to be happy either.


  It’s simply because of this.


  (This thing- it looks like his affection meter for me will collapse if I send this out, right!?)


  Let’s think about this logically. In the end, it’s way better to not give it out!


  “…………”


  I slowly stood up and walked around the Keita Amano that’s releasing an ink-like smell. This is really tormenting my brain.


  (Uh, no, but, Chiaki-san will definitely give him chocolate. It would be a fatal mistake in this competition of love…if I don’t give anything!)


  No main heroine will ignore Valentine’s Day. However…


  (I’ve never heard of a main heroine that gives the guy she loves- library-like chocolate in his shape!)


  At least I can’t imagine a good development after this at all. It’s more like it’s easier to imagine Amano-kun smiling bitterly before leaving with a “GAME OVER” text.


  …!


  “Uh, …r-right! Let’s not give this out. I’ll just buy chocolate at the store for him!”


  I stopped and raised my index finger. This is such a good solution. Even if I didn’t make it myself, it’s better than not giving anything or letting him eat a library version of himself.


  “Yes, yes, this will work…! That’s it. Now, let’s deal with this…”


  After I thought of an easy solution, I hummed while grabbing my handmade Amano-kun chocolate. After that-


  -I collapsed onto the ground powerlessly.


  (How can I throw such a beautiful Amano-kun away!?)


  This is the first time I know how those underground Christians feel when their Jesus statues are stomped on.


  But, well, what should I do?


  (..R-Right. Actually, I don’t have to throw this away. I’ll bring it home and worship it…)


  Turning my room into a library? Putting a realistic Amano-kun out? Staring at him until he starts melting and changes color a couple days later? Start fighting with my parents when they entered the room?


  …I-It’s a bit hard. Well…


  (…I-I’ll eat it, yes.)


  I gulped and looked at the Amano-kun-shaped chocolate. …Y-Yes, I made this thing myself. I should be responsible for dealing with it. Yes, that’s it.


  I slowly reached my hand out to the Amano-kun chocolate. Just as I’m unwrapping the transparent plastic packaging around him-


  <Ring! Ring!>


  -Someone called me while I’m tearing the wrappers apart. However, I feel like I’ll be scared again if I stop right here.


  So, I answered the call with my left hand while peeling off the wrappers with my right.


  “Hey, hello.”


  “W-Well, how should I say this? Let me think. I-I’m, uh, well-“


  “I know. You’re Chiaki-san, right?”


  “I-I see. That’s great. …Ah, so, Karen-san, where are you right now?”


  “What’s wrong?”


  I quickly untied the ribbon sealing the package as I replied.


  Chiaki-san continued a bit worriedly.


  “Uh, the morning assembly’s about to start, and your bag isn’t at the seat yet. Think about it, Karen-san normally arrives pretty early. Everyone in the class is a bit nervous…”


  “Oh, it’s okay. I’m already here and will be going to the classroom soon.”


  “Ah, I see. Glad to hear that. I thought you caught a cold…”


  I can’t help but smile after hearing Chiaki-san’s sincerely relieved voice.


  “Sheesh, you’re even nice on a day like this.”


  She’s worrying her friend over paying attention to her rival in love. That’s why I love Chiaki Hoshinomori as a person. …At the same time, that’s why I’m terrified of her.


  When I’m flooded with a complicated wave of emotions, Chiaki-san spoke up. “By the way.”


  “Honestly, Karen-san, where and what are you doing now…?”


  “Eh? Oh, well. You’re asking me where and what I’m doing…?”


  Eating chocolate, Chiaki-san, going to school, all of these processes filled up my RAM. In the end, I don’t have enough left to deal with the phone call. So-


  “I’m peeling Amano-kun off in the clubroom.”


  “HUH!?”


  -I can only tell her the truth like I’m live streaming after snapping out of it.


  However, I overlooked the underlying issue and continued talking to Chiaki-san while working.


  “Ah, I finally untied the ribbon on him.”


  “T-This play is way too difficult, right! Have you two’s relationship gone this far…?”


  “Alright, what should I do next…?”


  “Don’t ask me! H-Honestly, I’m about to cry. I’m hanging up.”


  “Ah, I’m less nervous if someone’s talking to me. Please don’t hang up.”


  “Are you a ghost!?”


  I requested Chiaki-san since I don’t like eating library-like chocolate on my own. For some reason, even though she let out an unwilling voice, the girl didn’t end the call. So, I treated this as a yes and continued.


  “Ugh, …yeah, I still don’t like suddenly twisting off my lover’s head…”


  “No, isn’t that guaranteed!? Uh, how difficult are you two’s relationship!?”


  “…Okay! I made up my mind! I should start by licking his entire body!”


  “What’s with the sudden erotic description!? I-I still don’t want to hear things like-“


  “Eh, Amano-kun’s fingers are about to fall.”


  “KEITAAAAAAA!? S-STOP IT! Why is there weird violence included sometimes!? Karen-san, what are you doing to Keita-“


  “Hiya, crap, now that I’m looking, isn’t Amano-kun’s shoes about to melt!?”


  “WHERE ARE YOU!? Did you put Keita in a monster’s stomach!?”


  “…Ah, but it’s good. Amano-kun himself…is still pretty h a r d. ♪”


  “What’s with the sudden erotic description again!? I-I’m hanging up! There’s no way for me to hear things like-“


  “By the way, is it because it’s melting? Amano-kun’s smell is getting more disgusting.”


  “HE’S DEAD!? Wait, don’t tell me Keita already died!?”


  “…Hmm, okay, but Amano-kun is still very hard as a whole.”


  “Rigor mortis!? Hey, that’s rigor mortis, right!?”


  “…Hiya, Chiaki-san, what should I do? How did this happen…?”


  “Y-You finally regained your senses, Karen-san! Well, let’s call the ambulance first-“


  “I already don’t know where I should start eating Amano-kun first!”


  “You’re eating him! Y-You’re horrible!”


  “It can’t be helped. I won’t make it to class at this rate. I’ll just leave Amano-kun here first.”


  “Y-You can’t do that to Keita! You’re insane!”


  “So, Chiaki-san, …I’m going to the classroom now. Please wait…”


  “Eek!? NO! How can you do that!? You can’t do that! When did I fall into a scary and bloody world like this!? Is this the punishment of my vile imagination of Valentine’s Day despite being a lonely gaming otaku!? Is this the case!?”


  “Hmm? …I’m sorry, Chiaki-san. I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


  “That’s totally my line, alright!?”


  Chiaki-san suddenly started crying on the other side of the phone for some reason. I freaked out as I wrapped the chocolate Amano-kun again. After packing up my things, I came to the corridor.


  I realized Chiaki-san misunderstood something when I’m dashing toward the classroom as I’m talking to her. She finally calmed down after I explained everything again. Then, she suggested to me warmly.


  “Hmm, even though I can understand how Karen=san feels, …I feel like it’s best for you to not destroy that chocolate.”


  “Yes, Chiaki-san, you calculated this, right. I can’t believe you’re trying to lower Amano-kun’s affection towards me…”


  “N-No, no, I’m not thinking about that at all! Yes!”


  “Haha, it’s just a joke. You won’t be smart enough to do that.”


  “Uh, ugh. …A-Anyway, no matter what Karen-san made, I don’t think Keita will not be excited over a thing you made yourself.”


  “I get what you mean, …but this tastes like a library?”


  “Uh, uh, this taste is way too original. I don’t even know what I should suggest anymore.”


  “Also, it’s a super realistic version of Amano-kun. For example, what would you think if Amano-kun gave you a super realistic Chiaki-san chocolate?”


  “It’s disgusting, of course.”


  “Right!?”


  “S-So, the feelings are the most important! I think the most important fact is that you made chocolate sincerely!”


  “Chiaki-san…”


  I’m deeply throbbed with her sincere kindness. A wave of warmth flooded my heart as I asked my dear friend.


  “Also, …Chiaki-san, …how strange is your chocolate then?”


  “Ah, I just bought one in the store.”


  “YOU TRAITOR!”


  “EHH!?”


  “How could you be so vicious!? Even though you’re giving proper chocolate, you’re asking me to play dumb and give out a <Realistc Amano-kun: Library Taste>!? How much embarrassment do you want from me!?”


  “EHH!? But, isn’t this Karen-san’s fault for making a library-tasted Keita?”


  “Fault! You’re finally treating my chocolate as a fault, right! You evil woman!”


  “EHHHHH!? T-This is the first time that I experienced such an unreasonable drop in my affection meter! Y-You’re so mean, Karen-san!”


  I finally woke up after hearing that.


  I cleared my throat and plopped my head down to the other side of the phone.


  “I’m really sorry, Chiaki-san. …It looks like I was possessed by Valentine’s ghost.”


  “S-Sigh, that’s the first time I’ve heard a ghost like that. It’s fine. I’m not that angry, anyways. …By the way, forget about that.”


  “…Okay.”


  We stopped talking after that. I’m already in front of the 2A classroom.


  Chiaki-san put her phone inside her suit jacket’s pocket and looked at me.


  I greeted my classmates and headed to Chiaki-san’s seat before mine. Then, …both of us stare at each other and asked each other’s friend and rival at the same time.


  “How should we hand out Valentine’s chocolate…!?”


  -It looks like our relationship skills haven’t improved by a bit.


  



  Tasuku Uehara


  “Here, Tasuku, your honmei chocolate!”


  “Uh!? Oh, sure…?”


  14th February, lunch break.


  Since my friends keep taunting me, “you two should eat alone sometimes, both of us came to the stair platforms in the old school building. …Things were fine until now.


  After I casually grabbed the sweet bread out of my bag, …which is an entirely dull moment, my cute ex-girlfriend just handed me chocolate super directly.


  I put the chocolate on my bread speechlessly. …This is such a weird time for you to give me this. I can’t react at all, crap.


  Aguri laughed naughtily while I fell silent.


  “Success!”


  “Huh? This is a success? Uh, what’s happening?”


  I don’t understand what’s going on. So, I just stood at the center of the resting platform with my bread and chocolate in hand idiotically.


  Aguri turned away and looked at the snow outside the small window.


  “After all, if I handed Tasuku chocolate respectfully and sincerely, …you won’t take it as fast as you just did, right?”


  (Huh!?)


  My heart skipped a beat after hearing that. It’s because…she’s right.


  Aguri continued looking outside.


  “A while ago, when Tasuku rejected my Labear- …no, my gift, I think I can tell what you’re thinking recently.”


  “…What am I thinking?”


  I asked tremblingly while Aguri answered with a bitter smile.


  “Amano can do everything for Aguri’s sake, but look at me right now. I’m so useless. Do I really have the right to take this honmei chocolate? Is this correct?”


  “!”


  “Hehehe, don’t underestimate how observant Aguri-san can be.”


  I almost dropped the bread and chocolate on the ground because her words are so on-point. I quickly balanced myself and put the bread back into the package. During this time, Aguri turned around and tongued out with a smile.


  “That’s a lie. Actually, half of this is thanks to Amanocchi.”


  “Amano?”


  “Yes, but I did more or less know what Tasuku’s thinking. So, Amanocchi called me in the morning and told me what you said to me. This just proves that I’m right.”


  “…What did he say?”


  “He said I’ll get a good result with a blitzkrieg. My lucky item is orichalcum.”


  “Why is he fortune-telling? Also, the latter suggestion wasn’t for people at all!”


  “So, I decided to give you chocolate when you’re least expecting it.”


  “Aguri…”


  “I prepared the orichalcum as well.”


  “Huh!? Seriously!? H-Hey, please let me see the metal that only exists in legends-“


  “Ah, here, Tasuku. Eat it, eat it, quick!”


  “Uh, ah, hmm, uh…”


  Eh, what’s happening? I can’t say that I’m more interested in the orichalcum now. …Goodbye, the entrance to a fantastical world.


  Aguri urged me to open the chocolate. I peeled off the package and opened the box. Then, I grabbed a piece of chocolate truffle inside that looked really tasty…


  “…………”


  “…Tasuku?”


  Aguri looked at me helplessly when I stopped.


  “…Don’t tell me you’re still dragging over whether you have the right to take the chocolate?”


  After hearing that question, I…nodded determinedly and made her feel even more speechless.


  “Yes, …even though you guys think that I’m being indecisive, I don’t think so. Think about it. It’s a bit uncomfortable when you got the strongest gear in an RPG for no reason, right?”


  “That should only come out of Amanocchi’s mouth. Can’t you just treat it as you’re lucky?”


  “No, it’s okay if it’s a gacha mobile game! I don’t want to rely on bugs and secret tricks this much. All I hope is to conquer the level by myself!”


  “How indecisive! My boyfriend’s really dragging things out!”


  “Yes! What’s the problem!? This is me, after all!”


  “Do boys really like flipping their attitudes these days!? You’re about to annoy me to death!”


  “That’s right. I’ll return this honmei chocolate-“


  “DON’T YOU DARE!”


  At the moment that I’m handing her the chocolate, Aguri robbed the box away from me. Then, she grabbed the chocolate truffle and-


  “…Eat this!”


  “Uwah!?”


  -She shoved it into my mouth forcefully. A couple chocolate truffles were stuck in my mouth, and a lot of cocoa powder came out.


  “-Cough, cough, cough!”


  The powder invaded my trachea, and I started choking. However, Aguri didn’t put away her hand that shoved chocolate down in my throat. -Honestly, this is the most painful moment in my life.


  Aguri finally released her hand when I was thinking whether I’ll die this way.


  I tried my best to chew the chocolate to survive. Using all of my meager saliva, I spent nearly a minute swallowing all that.


  ‘…Cough, cough, …p-phew…”


  I rubbed my lips and took a couple difficult deep breaths. Aguri laughed.


  “Excellent, it’s a success! My Valentine’s Day is a huge success!”


  “It’s not at all! It’s not successful if you use violence-“


  I started complaining angrily.


  “After all, this way, I conveyed all of my feelings to Tasuku entirely!”


  “…………”


  “Even though this may upset Tasuku, perhaps you’re not willing to take it too, my plan is undoubtedly a success. It’s because I-“


  Her face blushed slightly and showed an embarrassed smile.


  “-I let my favorite person know how I feel. This is the best Valentine’s Day ever.”


  “…Sheesh.”


  I rubbed my lips, which’s stained with chocolate and cocoa powder. After that, I straightened my back and looked at Aguri again. I answered with a provocative smile. “Hmph, hmph.”


  “You’re really selfish and stubborn, Aguri.”


  “Hehe, thanks to a certain ex-boyfriend.”


  “…Just you wait. …I’ll return all of these to you with interest on White Day.”


  “…Sure, I’ll be looking forward to it, Tasuku.”


  “Yes.”


  We smiled at each other like a good pair of rivals and lovers. However, at the next moment, we pretended nothing happened and continued our lunch.


  The two of us took out our respective bread and bento. Aguri mumbled quietly.


  “…I hope Amanocchi’s Valentine’s Day will be okay.”


  “No, I mean, …that’s impossible.”


  “I guess so…”


  We looked outside the window. The melting snow is sliding down from the white zinc house’s ceiling into the bicycle park. Both of us sighed at the same time.


  



  Keita Amano


  <I’ll be waiting for you in <Challenger’s Arena> at 4 PM.>


  30 minutes after school, I received a rude message from my ex-girlfriend that doesn’t sound like a Valentine’s Day invitation at all.


  I sat alone at the corner of the classroom. I read the text on my screen again and again. After that, I clenched my fist tightly and screamed.


  “…YES!”


  The other classmates in the room gave me a surprised look, but I didn’t care.


  After all, I really looked forward to Tendou-san contacting me until this very moment.


  …No, if I have to be honest.


  It’s because I can’t accept the shocking fact that the person I love hasn’t contacted me after school on this crucial Valentine’s Day. So, I’m praying to my phone alone in the classroom meaninglessly.


  Therefore, I almost jumped from excitement when I saw Tendou-san’s message. …Well, I’ll ignore the weird content first.


  I grabbed my bag excitedly and dashed out of the classroom.


  “By the way, she really chose <Challenger’s Arena>. …It really fits her.”


  I ran across the hallway as I can’t help but smile bitterly.


  <Challenger’s Arena> is on the 4th floor of the arcade. It’s at the corner of the digital games area. The arena is stacked full of all sorts of fighting games since antiquity. The players around here always treat it as a place where hardcore gamers fight each other every night. So, they called it <Challenger’s Arena> out of their respect and a slight sense of sarcasm.


  Although a casual console gamer like me is utterly irrelevant to this place, I accompanied Tendou-san, Uehara-kun, and the Game Club members into that place multiple times. It’s only a 15-minute walk from the school.


  I walked towards the school entrance. On my way, when I’m turning in the corridor, I glanced at the 2A classroom where Tendou-san is. My heart feels a bit sad.


  (…In the end, I didn’t go there by myself.)


  I didn’t receive Tendou-san’s invitation until today.


  However, if I really wanted to meet her on Valentine’s Day, I should’ve ignored her hesitation. I could’ve just dashed to class A without caring anything else.


  In reality, I almost made up my mind about it. Also, I really understand how inappropriate it is for me to urge chocolate.


  However, in the end, I gave up. One of the biggest reasons is that…


  (Chiaki, …she’s in class A too…)


  I’m terrified of asking Tendou-san for chocolate when Chiaki seems to have feelings for me (which I’m incredibly honored).


  So, I ended up staring at my phone in the classroom uselessly.


  “…Sigh.”


  I sighed deeply and walked to the shoe shelves next to the entrance.


  (I see…)


  This is the core part of my consciousness that I’m trying to improve. …I don’t want to explain in detail right now. However, in a negative sense, I should try to change this style of mine-


  “…Eh?”


  I opened my shoe locker as I’m thinking that.


  -I saw something strange on top of my shoes.


  Honestly, it looks like Valentine’s chocolate…


  “…………”


  I immediately squinted my eyes and observed that thing suspiciously. Then, I looked around with a vicious face. After all…


  “…Eh, there’s no audience…?”


  …A guy like me can only associate with what I just encountered as a prank.


  However, I don’t hear anyone saying, “Haha, you took it! What were you looking forward to? You’re disgusting!” The students aren’t laughing out loud either. It’s more like everyone turned away from me, bulging my eyes.


  “…Ahem.”


  I snapped out of it and gave up observing. After that, I reached my hand out…to that chocolate-like package again.


  However, I, Keita Amano, cannot let my guard down yet!


  (Ah, this must be a fake confession!)


  The girl tells you to go somewhere in the letter and make fun of you! I was already pranked twice in this way, and I want to cry!


  I grabbed the box tremblingly as I looked at this cutely-packaged thing. …Then, I saw a letter wrapped in ribbons behind it. I yelled.


  “Uwah, here comes my mental trauma.”


  Even though these pranks are annoying, my personality still thinks, “it would be sorry for the person waiting for me if it’s real.” There’s a 90% chance that this is a trap. But I’ll still go with it knowing that it’ll probably hurt my heart! Ah, sheesh, this is annoying.


  However, even if I said that Keita Amano’s still Keita Amano. Keita Amano already understood after what happened to Main-san. Honestly, I didn’t improve by one bit. So, …there’s only one thing I can do.


  “…Sigh.”


  I made up my mind and pulled the letter out of the box. After that, I unfolded the paper and looked at the text.


  <To Keita:>


  “Wow, you’re calling my name right away?”


  I started complaining in detail as if a mental barrier has just been constructed in my heart.


  <By the time you read this letter, I’ve already passed on from this world.>


  “Uwah, what a sudden death. You’re watching too many dramas-“


  <It’s because the evolution of VR is too incredible.>


  “Aren’t you just running home to play VR games!?>


  <Ah, speaking of VR, Keita, did you play <Shoot Hearts> as well? That’s a hidden gem! After all, the developers are from that famous->


  “Why did you just start going off-topic and talk about VR!?”


  I heard that phishing letters these days are written pretty well, but I didn’t expect they can attract a game lover like me to this point.


  I admired the person for a bit with some excitement as I read her VR games recommendation. However, the author seems to have realized it midway and changed the topic.


  <I’m sorry. I think I went off-track. Now that I’m looking, what I wrote doesn’t really make sense.>


  “You know it.”


  <However, regrettably, I ran out of spare letter papers. So, I’ll just continue using this one.>


  “That’s not romantic at all! What are you hesitating about!? Isn’t this letter important!? You spent 90% of the page talking about VR games. Are you fine with it!?”


  <Let’s get to the point. I love you. Here’s your chocolate. That’s all.>


  “I knew it! That’s what you get! This is the worst confession I’ve seen in my life!”


  I take back what I said. This phishing letter sucks all the way to Earth’s core.


  I shrugged speechlessly. Finally, I saw who’s sending me this boring prank letter.


  The name that’s written with the most tiny font possible is-


  <Chi Hoshinomori>


  “I see.”


  It looks like this “Chi Hoshinomori-san” just made her first appearance in my story. I think a friend of mine has a really similar name to hers. But I guess they are different persons. Yes, …sigh.


  “-You couldn’t write ‘aki’ down, right, Chiaki-san!”


  Although I figured out that this isn’t a prank, I can’t still wipe the regret off my heart. I see. …This is just an ordinary Valentine’s chocolate. Ah…


  I’m really dumbfounded and sighed. However, I can’t help but read that letter silently again. After that…


  “…Haha, …what am I supposed to do with you…”


  I can’t help but laugh out loud. …Then, I read that letter again and again.


  Finally, I raised my head and reached my hand onto the chocolate silently before mumbling.


  “…It really feels like Chiaki.”


  Right now, I can deeply feel her nervousness, anxiety, …and kindness when she put the chocolate here.


  (She’s just the same as me…)


  I bet…she couldn’t bring herself to hand me this in front of Tendou-san. But she couldn’t think of a better method either. …In the end, she rushed to write this clumsy letter and included it in the box before going home. …If that’s the case, why didn’t you just hand me this when we met yesterday?


  …It really feels like Chiaki’s style. …She’s dumb, timid, and boring.


  “…I’ll have to thank her later.”


  I suddenly realized I haven’t checked what’s in the box yet when I’m mumbling.


  I put the letter inside the bag on my shoulder. Next, I carefully opened the package without tearing the paper.


  Then, I saw the chocolate that nearly took me a minute to unwrap before laughing idiotically countless times today.


  “Haha, …will a girl really hand out a bar of chocolate for a mobile game character crossover event on Valentine’s Day? It doesn’t look tasty, and it’s cheap too. …Sheesh, Chiaki, …Chiaki, you-“


  -Chiaki, you really just gave me a mobile game character-shaped chocolate that symbolized the memories I have with Mono. She’s smart.


  …………


  …I tried my best to suppress this feeling in my heart and mumbled.


  “I really appreciated it, Chiaki.”


  Finally, I started praying and remembering the cheerful times I had with Mono.


  …A good 10 seconds passed after that.


  “Yes, …let’s go.”


  I put Chiaki’s chocolate into my bag respectfully and finally changed my shoes. Then-


  “…I have to go face a person that I truly love as well.”


  -I started walking next to Tendou-san again.


  *


  The 4th floor of the arcade is still just as unsettling as usual.


  The cigarette smell lingering on the walls is stimulating my nose. I can’t help but rub it.


  (Indeed, this floor is a bit too tall-ordered for a guy like me.)


  A multi-stories arcade has a different mood for every floor. However, this space- <Challenger’s Arena> feels significantly different.


  From a positive aspect, it’s a holy world made by rivaling experts. From a bad point, it doesn’t welcome outsiders very much. …But that’s just what we “self-proclaimed outsiders” think. It seems that experts like Tendou-san and Nina Oiso-senpai often say that, “No, no, newbies are welcomed everywhere.”


  From my impression, I think experts are more caring to newbies in online games. …Sigh.


  “Hey, hey, I thought a bean sprout just appeared out of nowhere. Isn’t this Amako? You’ve got to be kidding me. A small-time pawn like you actually dared to show your face here blatantly. Hiya, ‘impudent’ and ‘overconfident’ is exactly for you, right!”


  Sometimes, there are super impolite pricks like this.


  I sighed heavily and called the name of this terrible person. …Regrettably, she’s my acquaintance.


  “…Main-san.”


  “Hey, Amako. Happy Valentine’s. Well, where’s my chocolate?”


  “…Sigh.”


  Bumping into Main-san on Valentine’s Day when I’m looking for Tendou-san, I’m really depressed with hellish encounters like this. I sighed once again.


  However, the demon- no, Main-san patted my shoulder cheerfully and wrapped her arms around my neck.


  “Alright, Amako. Did you find me because you’re a loyal dog?”


  “…Shush.”


  I answered emotionlessly. “Haha.” After Main-san laughed, she got her mouth close to my ears- and mumbled something in her see-through-everything voice.


  “By the way -did you know that I already devoured your dear blonde girl?”


  “Tck!”


  I immediately shook away Main-san’s hand violently and glared at her. After that, a dangerous atmosphere that worried the other customers suddenly radiated between us.


  Main-san glanced at me with her usual sincerely sympathetic eyes. “…Sigh.” Then, she smiled and relieved the mood.


  “I’m only half-joking this time. Don’t glare at me this fiercely, Amako. I already want to hug you.”


  “Please don’t expose your crazy sexual fetishes this suddenly.”


  “How cold-hearted. Sigh, but I’ll really kill you if you’re thinking anything funny.”


  “At least leave me alive. However, that’s already unreasonable enough. What’s wrong with you?”


  “Hmph, you can treat this as my usual expression of love. Whatever, I don’t care. I’m in a good mood today, so I’ll spare your body, Amako.”


  You’ll hug me if you’re in a bad mood, right. It’s terrible to have your ownership robbed away.


  At this point, I realized again how twisted and risky it is for my ownership to be taken away. However, I think Main-san’s not really trying to bug me today. She walked right next to me quickly.


  Then, when we’re crossing paths, Main-san put her hand on my shoulder and whispered.


  “Don’t think that you can be with her by relying on fate alone.”


  “…I know.”


  I answered. Main-san just said “right” before going down the stairs. I looked at her back dazedly and readjusted my breaths before continuing deep into the floor.


  (Relying on fate, …ah.)


  I hate to admit this, but what Main-san said is so on-point that I’m angry about it.


  In reality, I would be lying if I say I didn’t look forward to that recently.


  Perhaps I can suddenly bump into Tendou-san.


  Perhaps the gods will grant me the time to talk to Tendou-san alone.


  Perhaps- there’s suddenly a good timing for Tendou-san and me to get back together.


  However, in the end, it’s like what everyone can see. Recently, we didn’t have any point of contact until Tendou-san called me out.


  (This can’t continue…)


  I decided to start changing how I think after the fight I had with Main-san. However, it’s meaningless if I’m not strong-willed enough to do something. I know it. I really understand it. But…


  (Well, what is the thing that I should muster up my courage to do…?)


  In the end, I didn’t get a grasp on the answer. This is how I’ve been recently.


  Although this sounds like an excuse, when I acquired this answer in my heart, I have to be prepared to take it and move forward…


  -Right at this moment.


  “Oh, Amano-kun, I’m here.”


  “Ah, Tendou-san.”


  I think I already entered the abyss of the digital game area when I’m lost in thought, <Challenger’s Arena>. When I snapped out of it, I can see a beautiful blonde high school girl surrounded by a lot of audiences as she’s playing- my cute ex-girlfriend.


  “E-Excuse me, excuse me…”


  I squeezed myself between the hardcore residents of <Challenger’s Arena> that are glaring at me. It took me a while to get behind Tendou-san.


  After that, I bent my waist down as much as possible to avoid obstructing other people. Tendou-san turned her head around and glanced at me before immediately paying her attention back to the screen. She said this with a bitter smile.


  “Amano-kun, even though I feel really sorry when I’m the one calling you out, can you wait for me to finish this?”


  “Ah, of course. Enjoy it to the fullest.”


  “Thank you very much.”


  Tendou-san answered obediently before moving back to the game.


  Then, she battled for around 5 minutes. Regrettably, Tendou-san was promptly defeated as she stood up. After that, she went around and greeted the person on the opposite seat before leaving. “Thank you very much.”


  The surrounding players admired her smile and politeness. She grabbed her bag and walked next to me. Then, she casually held my hand and said, “Amano-kun, let’s go.”


  “Ah, s-sure.”


  I followed her. …I can feel people staring daggers behind me. Although I got used to it whenever I’m with Tendou-san, they are professional fighting game experts this time. I can feel a menacing aura. …It’s terrifying. Don’t tell me you have an even more exalted position here than you’re in school, Tendou-san?


  So, Tendou-san brought me to an area with few people and sighed. She leaned on the wall. I followed her and leaned next to her. The fighting game’s screen that Tendou-san just played is right in front of me. It looks like the audience and challengers are all looking for Tendou-san. Right now, all of them disbanded to play their own games.


  Tendou-san looked at this slightly lonely scenery. Suddenly, -she said this with unexpected honesty.


  “I just…had a match with that Main Fushiguro-san.”


  “…I see.”


  I already know this was probably the case when I heard Main-san’s tone today. So, this isn’t surprising to me. The problem is…


  “…Did you battle Main-san- because you bumped into her by chance?”


  Tendou-san hesitated for a moment after hearing my question. …After that, she gave up and shook her head. “No.”


  “I heard this from my fellow gaming friends. Recently, …there’s a woman with a distinctive hair color coming here at this time.”


  “Really?”


  “…Yes.”


  We didn’t look at each other.


  …I bet Tendou-san realized this too.


  I’m- a bit angry at her.


  “…Are you trying to get my ownership back when you’re preparing to fight her?”


  “It’s not entirely correct. …It’s not preparing. We already…fought each other.”


  Tendou-san grabbed the bag in front of her skirt tightly.


  I looked at her…and sighed deeply.


  “I can finally understand why Aguri-san was so pissed with me at that time.”


  “That’s…great.”


  “Great?”


  I understand that she did this for her lover. Yet, I can’t hold back my anger.


  “It’s not great! How can you be so rash-“


  I can’t help but yell as I stared at her. However, …she isn’t scared of my rage. Even more, she puffed up her chest and announced proudly.


  “However, this is how Karen Tendou does things, right?”


  “----“


  I fell speechless. Tendou-san continued with an embarrassed smile.


  “Y-Yes, I get it. This…isn’t cute at all. I’m doing too much. The relationship between the protagonist and the main heroine is entirely reverted. Amano-kun’s self-esteem is also destroyed-“


  At this point, Tendou-san seems to have realized it herself, and bits of tears came up from her eyes.


  “…Y-Yes, I get it! This is dumb! No, even if we take a hundred steps back, this is definitely not what I should do on Valentine’s Day! Yes! But I can’t help it! I knew she’s showing up here today! I was so focused on it that I sent creepy messages to Amano-kun too! (cries)”


  “O-Oh…”


  “Yes, you’re right, Karen Tendou always has been a clown! Yes! Laugh all you want! I know this more than anyone. As a girl in love, this is entirely incorrect, and only a clown would do that! Hiya, sheesh!”


  My ex-girlfriend finally let anxiety get the better of her and started pulling her blonde hair. Crap, this is the first time that I saw someone going so hard on herself…


  My anger already disappeared. So, I can only say this to her dumbfoundedly.


  “N-No, then why did you-“


  “Why!? Isn’t this obvious!? It’s like what I said!”


  Tendou-san went all-out and yelled. She pressed her chest politely and announced.


  “No matter how humorous I am, this is me- the real Karen Tendou!”


  “…………”


  However, just as I’m thinking “really” inside, Tendou-san immediately withered away again.


  “Hiya, sheesh. …How terrible can this Valentine’s Day be? Soup, getting no sleep at all, library, and Amano-kun’s fingers fell as well…”


  Her words are really alarming. I want her to clarify everything she just said.


  However…


  “Tendou-san…”


  “…What?”


  I held myself back and said the thing I should tell her the most here…


  Even though it’s a bit late, I still sincerely told her the first thing I should say first.


  “Tendou-san.”


  “That’s why I asked what, Amano-kun. Alright, if you’re going to tease me-“


  “Thanks.”


  I bowed down profoundly and appreciated her. She immediately froze as I continued.


  “Sorry, I think I should’ve said that first before getting mad at you. I’m really useless, …and really far away from Aguri-san. I don’t know how to handle these situations at all.”


  “Amano-kun…”


  “Let me say this once again. Tendou-san, I appreciated you for fighting for me. I’m…insanely excited with this love of yours.”


  “Uh, h-how should I answer? …R-Really? Well, …let me think, uh, …ah.”


  She tried to get her hair down and do the standard Karen Tendou pose. However, she screwed it up and lowered her head with a serious blush.


  She’s adorable. I thought. On the other hand, I didn’t want her to be humiliated anymore. So, I changed the topic calmly.


  “By the way, how did the battle go? According to Main-san’s suspicious reaction, I don’t think she took anyone’s ownership…”


  “Oh, about that. Well, …regrettably, this match is invalidated.”


  “Invalidated?”


  “Yes, we each won once in a two-wins-in-three match. The audiences are pretty hyped up.”


  “O-Oh…”


  It’s almost too easy to imagine. After all, it’s <Karen Tendou VS Main Fushiguro>, right? An exciting and skillful match like this is a rare sight.


  “In the end, we even affected the customers that are just here to play casually. …At that moment, she- Main Fushiguro-san said, ‘Hmph, even if I have the overwhelmingly upper hand, you’re not qualified to fight with me on equal grounds yet.’ She suddenly left after that.”


  “…Oh.”


  That’s how she does things. I smiled bitterly. Tendou-san looked at the machine she sat on and mumbled with lonely eyes.


  “She’s far more mature…and ruthless than you described.”


  “…Ruthless, I see.”


  “Yes. …After all, what she said was brutally correct. Even though it’s 1:1 at that time, …she just went easy on me to know my level.”


  “…………”


  “I admit defeat. Right now, I’m far beneath Main Fushiguro-san.”


  After that,  Tendou-san’s eyes- brightened up like a blossoming flower.


  I can’t help but smile when I saw Tendou-san like that.


  “Yep, this is why I- love Tendou-san.”


  “Hiya!? W-W-W-What did you just say…!? W-We’re at a place like this. How shameful…!”


  “Shameful? You told me to meet here, Tendou-san.”


  “Q-Quiet!”


  “Quiet…”


  


  
    
      

      
    

  


  


  


  


  This is the first time someone yelled at me like that. I didn’t believe anyone would say “quiet” nowadays.


  Tendou-san mumbled, “S-Sheesh, that’s why I…” She waved her hands to cool down her face. After that, she saw me chuckling at her. So, …she quickly searched her bag to change the topic.


  Then-


  “H-Here, Amano-kun, your chocolate. Chocolate. That’s all!”


  “NO, that’s too half-assed! This isn’t romantic enough for you to give me chocolate, right!?”


  My lover suddenly handed me chocolate at a smelly arcade because she wanted to change the topic.


  …Sigh, I also feel that I’m not a normie that cares about the romantic atmosphere. …But, once I experienced it for myself, yep, I do care whether it’s romantic or not!


  “T-The mood doesn’t really matter all that much! After all, the thing inside is pretty half-assed!’


  “It’s half-assed!?”


  “No, I made it myself.”


  “I can’t believe it’s a half-assed Valentine’s chocolate. Isn’t that an item for people you hate!?”


  “…Sigh, I feel like it’s not a health regeneration item. It’s more like a damaging item.”


  “Ehh…?”


  “Even so, …I still decided to give you this!”


  “Ehh…?”


  Tendou-san’s making some worrisome declarations as she handed me a horrifyingly heavy package.


  Uh, …what is this? …Is this filled with cheap chocolate?


  …………


  …Eh? By the way…


  “Hmm? Tendou-san? Is there an air cleaner in this arcade?”


  “Huh? Why did you ask that? I don’t think so…”


  “No, …I can’t smell the cigarettes anymore. In the end, there’s like a bookstore scent-“


  “I think there is! Yes! I think there’s an air cleaner!”


  “W-Why are you so worked up? …Whatever, anyway, I feel really secure when I smell this.”


  “Eh?”


  “Hmm? I really like a bookstore-like smell like this…”


  “S-SHUT UP, Amano-kun! Don’t say that here! Sheesh! You’re just as sly…”


  “Uh, why are you embarrassed!? W-Whatever, let’s move on. …Anyway, just let me open it to see what’s inside…”


  “Wait, don’t open it here, Amano-kun! You’ll be embarrassed!”


  “You gave me a chocolate that’s embarrassing to open!?”


  “It’s okay if it’s only embarrassing! Depending on the situation, it can be classified as a terrorist attack! You have to use it carefully! I just realized that its power is slowly increasing!”


  “No, what did you just say!? Is this another misunderstanding like we used to have again!?”


  “No! I’m really talking about Valentine’s chocolate! Yes!”


  “My god! This is the first time that I really hope that this is just a misunderstanding!”


  “A-Anyway! Y-You should, how should I say this, you should open it alone in your house. …Then, you’ll fall speechless!”


  “This is a chocolate that will make me speechless. …I-I understand. I’ll enjoy it by myself.”


  “Very well, Amano-kun, let’s go home. I’ll walk with you. …As the creator of this negative relic, I have the responsibility to see it to the last.”


  “D-Did you just say negative relic…?”


  Seriously, what did my ex-girlfriend give me…? I’m already afraid to open it alone…


  I’m pretty deflated. However, Tendou-san’s face looked relieved as she showed a satisfied smile before moving forward.


  “…………”


  So, I looked at her handmade chocolate package. …Although she said it’s pretty half-assed, I can see she put a lot of effort into the wrapping paper. I started to smile.


  Then-


  “Tendou-san…”


  “Hmm? What’s wrong?”


  I called her. …Then, naturally, I smiled and said what I honestly thought.


  “This is- the best Valentine’s Day in my life.”


  Chapter 4: Aguri and Aftermath Report


  Valentine's Day is over. It’s a Sunday in the middle of February.


  I, Aguri, am now on a date with Tasuku. …Regrettably, I’m not.


  Right now, I’m sitting in a waiting room intimately with my 7-year-old cousin- Mii Fushiguro.


  Mii’s swinging her legs that are unable to touch the ground carefreely. Then, she looked in front of her dazedly and spoke to me.


  “Hey, hey, Aguri-nee-chan.”


  “What’s wrong, Mii?”


  “Aguri-nee-chan, you’re just ‘accompanying’ me today, …right?”


  “Y-Yeah? What can I do otherwise?”


  “I see. …But, if that’s the case, why…”


  During this time, Mii slowly pointed to the reception and got me at my weak point triumphantly. Her innocent yet piercing words really make me feel that she’s related to Main-nee-san.


  “Why did onee-chan give the registration card to the dentist too?”


  “Ugh…!”


  I can’t help but mumble. …Indeed, right now, …we’re at the nearby dentist.


  Mii rolled her watery eyes and looked up at me.


  “I’m here to do my routine check-up. Is that the same for Aguri-nee-chan too?”


  “Ugh, ys. I guess…so.”


  I looked away and answered with a face full of sweat. Then, Mii continued her interrogation. She’s really Main-nee-chan’s sister.


  “Well, well, I saw Aguri-nee-chan opening your mouth in front of the mirror for a long time. I can hear your sighs too. Is that irrelevant to what’s happening now?”


  “I…I don’t think so.”


  “Really. …Well, Aguri-nee-chan tried a bunch of chocolate because you want to ‘make’ them. Is that irrelevant too?”


  “…Yes.”


  “…Really? …………”


  ‘…Sorry, I have a tooth decay.”


  I revealed the truth before plopping my head down and apologizing to a 7-year-old child.


  I started making excuses to Mii, who fell speechless.


  “B-But, it’s not that big of a deal! Even though it’s tooth decay, I don’t feel pain at all. This can be treated once, and it’ll be good-“


  “Watch out for sweet stuff.”


  “Yes, I’m really sorry.”


  A high school girl is apologizing to a 7-year-old child. …Sigh, this is embarrassing. The children and their parents in the waiting room are hiding their laughter too. …I’m really going to cry?


  Mii shot me a sympathetic look that doesn’t resemble a face that a 7-year-old can make at all. Then, she changed the topic with her more-than-7-year-old wit.


  “By the way, Aguri-nee-chan, don’t you have plans today?”


  “Eh? Oh, hmm, sigh, I wanted to go on a date today.”


  Mii asked a bit confusedly after hearing my answer.


  “A date? With Keita-nii-chan? Or with your prince?”


  “Ugh…!?”


  I was pretty shocked when I heard her unexpected question. “I got a bit of intel from Mom.” She explained. After that, I sighed and mumbled.


  “Sigh, …you already know that, Mii. Well, I also know that Main-nee-san knows because of Amanocchi…”


  I can’t help but wrap my hands around my head. As for Mii, she continued her innocent questioning.


  “Well, don’t tell me that Keita-nii-chan and Aguri-nee-chan only have a ‘sexual’ relationship?”


  “A-Ahem! Hey, …where did you learn that word from, Mii?”


  “It’s from the TV show that Aguri-nee-chan was watching in the living room while scratching your belly.”


  “Oh, I’m really sorry.”


  I didn’t expect it was my fault. …Main-nee-san’ll kill me if this gets out.


  I cleared my throat.


  “Amanocchi and I are just normal friends.”


  “I see, normal, sexual friends, right?”


  “No, can you stop saying sexual?”


  “I know. Aguri-nee-chan and Keita-nii-chan have something more than a sexual relationship, right?”


  “Why do I feel like the suspicions keep adding on? No, we don’t have a sexual nor a mental relationship.”


  “…Uh, does this count as friendship?”


  “Ugh, …I take that back. We have a mental relationship.”


  “I got it. Your body belongs to your boyfriend, but your heart belongs to Keita-nii-chan, right?”


  “I don’t like where this conversation is going! Amanocchi and I are really just friends!”


  “They say that, but they will kiss 5 minutes later.”


  “That’s what I was watching on the TV, right!?”


  “You scratched your belly as you’re watching that.”


  “Do we really have to focus on that part!? Anyway, there’s nothing between Amanocchi and me!”


  “Really?”


  “Yes!”


  A high school girl is bickering with a little girl in the waiting room. Luckily, the BGM in the room is pretty loud for relaxation purposes. Our conversation didn’t have much of an effect. …Well, even though I can hear people snickering.


  “…No! I’m not going in! LET ME GO HOME!”


  “Be good, Yuiko, don’t throw a tantrum now. …I’ll let you play games once we’re home.”


  A child is being flighty inside the treatment room. …It looks like it’ll be a while before us.


  Right at that moment-


  “By the way, I played games yesterday.”


  Mii seems to have remembered something from the conversation in the treatment room. Honestly, thanks to a certain family restaurant partner, I’m already fed up with gaming topics. But, we’re doing nothing now, anyway. So, I said “really” to Mii and continued the chatter.


  “I had to work yesterday because I spent too much money on making chocolate, so I didn’t see you. Main-nee-chan took care of you, right?”


  “Uh…”


  Mii seems to be struggling to answer. I can’t help but ask with a baffled look.


  “Hmm? No one in the family was free aside from her, right?”


  “…I guess so. But, our holidays often go beyond our expectations.”


  “What’s with that idiom-like sentence? Oh, but, speaking of expectations, I think the same is for Amanocchi too. I just heard this, but I believe Tendou-san tried to go out with him. In the end, he couldn’t go because something happened…”


  “…………”


  Mii looked away for some reason. …Don’t tell me.


  “…Uh, …where and who are you playing games with yesterday, Mii?”


  “Well, …uh…”


  Mii moved her hand a bit awkwardly and lowered her head.


  …Then, as if she’s confessing a prank she made, the little girl revealed what she did yesterday.


  “Mom put me in Keita-nii-chan’s care yesterday. I had fun for the entire day.”


  “Amanocchi turned into a nursery!”


  I’m frightened by my family’s selfishness. Sigh, but Main-nee-san has always been like this. However, come to think of it…


  “Main-nee-san’s actually letting someone else take care of Mii, …that’s new, right?”


  “Yeah, I’m surprised too.”


  “Of course.”


  “As for Keita-nii-chan, who was yawning before suddenly forced to take care of me in the morning, he’s even more surprised than I do.”


  “Of course!”


  This really feels like what Main-nee-san would do. I can’t help but cover my forehead and sighed.


  “Sheesh, why is my relative always like this…? …By the way, why did Main-nee-san do that?”


  “Who knows. …But, I think she was mumbling, ‘I’m getting restless because it wasn’t fun’ before dashing out like a beast.”


  “Her working switch is just as violent as it is.”


  Main-nee-san often gets promoted because of her unexpected responses as a flight attendant. I don’t understand how this world works.


  After I complained about Main-nee-san, I urged Mii to continue.


  “Then? Did Mii just play games with Amanocchi for the whole day?”


  “Yes, we played a lot of games together. Then, I won 90% of the time.”


  “90% of the time…”


  I don’t know whether I should praise Mii or tease Amanocchi.


  I shrugged and asked Mii.


  “Then, did you cause any trouble to Amanocchi? Were you good?”


  “Of course. Did I ever cause troubles for Keita-nii-chan?”


  “I feel like the Fushiguro sisters only caused him troubles ever since you guys met…”


  “That’s impolite. This time, I really just wrecked Keita-nii-chan in games and nearly made him cry.”


  “Let’s not mention whether you’re being honest or not. At least you didn’t do anything weird.”


  “Yes…”


  “…………”


  “…Aside from almost eating onii-chan’s important chocolate.”


  “That’s really bad! What you did was directly spearing at Amanocchi’s biggest weakness! W-What the hell did you do!?”


  “I-It’s all because of Aguri-nee-chan’s fault, okay? You didn’t give me any chocolate…”


  “I’m the indirect cause!?”


  I didn’t expect this. My important friend’s honmei chocolate had an existential crisis because I didn’t give my cousin chocolate.


  I urged her to continue with a face full of sweat.


  “T-Then? How did it go? Did you return the chocolate?”


  “…No, I did a little prank at that time.”


  “…What do you mean?”


  “I took that chocolate and ran around onii-chan’s house a couple times.”


  “That’s a tragedy! Didn’t I tell you to be honest!?”


  “It’s okay. I didn’t say much. I just ran away quietly.”


  “Weren’t you just being sneaky!? That’s even worse! Weren’t you the real chocolate thief!?”


  “I didn’t steal it. I salvaged it up from onii-chan’s table.”


  “Your Aguri-nee-chan feels like it’s not salvaging if it’s on the table!”


  “…It can’t be helped. At that time, …I didn’t have fun, so I’m pretty restless…”


  “Why are you sisters restless on holiday!?”


  Sheesh, my head’s getting dizzy. Although I feel like the central issue of the Fushiguro sisters has to do with the onee-san, she indeed inherited the bloodline.


  After I snapped out of it, Mii looked pretty depressed due to my anger. I hastily try to smooth things over.


  “Sigh, but it’s okay. Mii just said you ‘wanted’ to eat it, right? Which means that you didn’t really eat it, right?”


  “…Yes.”


  “Well, uh, then it’s not really a big problem…”


  “…Really?”


  “Yes.”


  I nodded. “Right!” Mii immediately brightened up and continued.


  “Well, it’s also not a big problem when Mii robbed Keita-nii-chan’s phone and video-called someone I didn’t know, right!”


  “You keep committing crimes that I’ve first heard of! Hey, what were you even doing!? Why did you rob his phone!?”


  “…I wanted to ask for help.”


  “You’re the thief here, right!?”


  “I feel like Mom will stand on my side, no matter what.”


  “Yes, your judgment is correct! It’s just that your education is entirely wrong!”


  “But, I didn’t know how to call Mom, so I just randomly picked one on the contacts…”


  “D-Don’t just do whatever you want. What if you called someone you weren’t supposed to!?”


  “Oh, it’s okay. Onii-chan’s contacts are nearly empty.”


  “Don’t expose how pathetic Amanocchi is!”


  “So, I felt that there was a high chance to call Mom or Aguri-nee-chan.”


  “You’re quite smart, Mii!”


  “However, I lost. In the end, …I called someone I didn’t know.”


  “Hmm, Mii doesn’t know that person while Amanocchi does. Hmm, who could it be…?”


  “I don’t know, but she’s a beautiful girl.”


  “Hmm…”


  Even though Amanocchi’s a loner, he managed to know a couple of beautiful girls. Well, I still can’t say who it is from this alone-


  “It’s just that I suddenly wanted to eat seaweed miso soup after the phone call.”


  “It’s Hoshino.”


  I’m sorry, Hoshino. I really am. It’s about how I know you’re the one. …How should I say this? I’m really sorry.


  I cleared my throat and asked Mii.


  “Well, what did you say to Hoshino- her?”


  “Nothing. I won’t talk to someone I don’t know.”


  “That’s true. Well, it’s good that this call didn’t cause that much trouble-“


  “So, I didn’t end the call as I ran away from onii-chan. I was having so much fun screaming. It’s like something terrible just happened.”


  “THAT’S A DISASTER!”


  Sheesh, what’s wrong with this child? How much does she want to ruin Amanocchi’s happiness in a single day!?


  As for Mii, she continued mumbling to me, who doesn’t even want to hear anymore.


  “Hiya, Keita-nii-chan was super fun to watch at that time. He said a whole bunch of things to the onee-chan, who was trying to call the cops.”


  “I’m now certain! You’re really Main-nee-san’s little sister!”


  “Hehehe.”


  “I’m not praising you! Sheesh, I can’t deal with this pair of sisters!”


  “Hey, that onee-chan didn’t call the cops in the end.”


  “Oh, that’s good to hear. …Really.”


  I’m relieved. “Then?” I urged her to tell me what happened in the end.


  “Mii, you returned the chocolate and the phone, right?”


  “Of course, who do you think I am?”


  “A mini Main-nee-san.”


  “I won’t give you anything even if you praise me like that.”


  “…………”


  “Anyway, I returned the phone and chocolate…after 2 hours.”


  “2 HOURS!?”


  Nope, this child can’t be helped. Main-nee-san’s education…is indeed scary.


  Just as I’m trembling, Mii swung her legs cheerfully and stared at the ceiling.


  “I had so much fun yesterday! Really!”


  “…I see.”


  …Let’s forget it took a guy 2 hours to seriously try and catch a 7-year-old child. It’s weird no matter how you think about it. Well, indeed, …it’s Amanocchi’s problem, right. No, I should say it’s both Amanocchi and Hoshino.


  As if she’s trying to prove my thoughts are correct, Mii continued.


  “I also gave some love suggestions to Keita-nii-chan!”


  “Love suggestions? What did you say?”


  “You don’t need to spend so much effort for a bar of chocolate. This just proves how insecure you are. Things like that…”


  “Stop it! A 7-year-old child like you shouldn’t keep attacking Amanochci’s weak spots!”


  “Finally, Keita-nii-chan even started saying stuff like he doesn’t know how to convey his ‘love’ feelings. It was really embarrassing.”


  “Is Amanocchi this self-abased!? What was he discussing with a little girl!?”


  “So, I suggested this to him! It’s easy to convey your feelings. Just-“


  “That’s enough! I don’t want to hear about a high school guy asking a little girl for love advice!”


  “Oh, right, when I was bullying Keita-nii-chan, for some reason, the onee-chan also started moaning.”


  “What a miserable hit, Hoshino! I’m really sorry for you!”


  “However, this way, I think Keita-nii-chan learned something too.”


  “No, what were your love advice even based on…?”


  “The TV shows that Aguri-nee-chan’s watching while scratching your belly.”


  “It’s my fault again!?”


  Amanocchi, Hoshino, I’m really sorry. Please forgive me. I mean, this poor girl can’t deal with the Fushiguro sisters…!


  Just as I’m hugging my head, the door to the treatment room opened. That child walked out with her mother. It looks like the treatment’s already over.


  I think it’s almost our turn. …Then, my cousin was called.


  “Mii-chan. Mii Fushiguro-chan.”


  “Yes!”


  Mii raised her hand energetically and got off the chair. I patted her head and asked.


  “Aren’t you afraid? You want me to go with you?”


  Mii shook her head and rejected my worries.


  “It’s fine. It’s more like you should be good in your treatment, Aguri-nee-chan.”


  “Ugh, …you’re right.”


  Mii said that as she walked to the room. I faced her back. Then, suddenly, I realized I didn’t ask the one last thing during the conversation. …However, this is an essential piece of information in Amanocchi’s love.


  I saw that some other patients are walking out of the room. So, I patted Mii’s shoulder gently to make her turn around. After that, I smiled mischievously and gossiped.


  “Let me ask you this, Mii. By the way, what does Amanocchi’s important chocolate look like? Is it big and handmade? Or is it like an in-game character? Oh, or is it pretty erotic- weird?”


  Aguri listed out all the chocolate's features I heard from Amanocchi calmly. I really want to get information out of Mii’s mouth. This is because…


  (Hehe! Now I can know who Amanocchi cares about the most!)


  Now I can know who’s the main heroine of this twisted rom-com! I’m hyped!


  -However, Mii looked surprised as she answered me. “Well...”


  “I took that in the first place because I didn’t think it’s an ‘important’ chocolate at the start…”


  “…Uh, …what does that mean?”


  “…Hmm, so-“


  Mii wanted to continue.


  “Sakurano-san! Aguri Sakurano-san!”


  “Oh, y-yes!”


  I quickly stood up upon hearing my name.


  Mii showed me a mischievous smile.


  “Don’t cry, Aguri-nee-chan? It’ll be embarrassing for me, as your accompany.”


  “W-Why would I cry!? Don’t underestimate me! Sheesh…!”


  As a role-model for Mii, I angrily dashed into the treatment room before her.


  …At the same time, I forgot about the chocolate thing entirely.


  



  Mii Fushiguro


  “Sheesh…!”


  Aguri-nee-chan’s walking in front of me like a child.


  I started laughing on my own since I found this funny.


  Then, I walked into the room and separated from Aguri-nee-chan. I sat on the chair.


  Suddenly, I remembered the question. So, I pouted and mumbled quietly.


  “Why was he getting so worked up? It’s just a Black Thunder.” [Note: Aguri gave Amano that, in case you forgot.]


  Chapter 5: Lonely Gamer and Slashed Love


  Mid-February, Saturday, a little bit past 12 PM.


  “Oh, this is the legendary <Around 1>, right!? I didn’t expect it to be this big!”


  “Right! Tasuku, this feels fun!”


  I saw this vast entertainment facility after getting off the bus. The normie couple immediately started getting excited about it.


  The snow in the parking lot is reflecting the winter’s sunlight. My eyes hurt from looking at it. So, I turned around and asked the seaweed girl in front of me.


  “…What is this? A guy like me can’t possibly mix in a normie group playing at a huge entertainment complex…”


  “Yes, I think so too, Keita. In my humble opinion, we can’t really turn into normies even if we have many guys and girls. So, this isn’t different from sitting alone in school.”


  “I get it.”


  “Yeah.”


  Just as we’re agreeing to each other’s shallow opinions, someone suddenly smacked our heads at the same time from behind.


  I turned back and saw my speechless hentai gamer kouhai.


  “Can you two please stop? Seriously, it’s really disgusting.”


  “…Ugh.”


  “Sigh, even so, it’s pretty disgusting if Amano-senpai and onee-chan are the only ones having fun.”


  “What should we do then?”


  “Who knows? Oh, anyway, senpai can start with holding hands with me.”


  With that, Konoha-san squeezed herself between Chiaki and me and hugged my arm. In times like this, my first response is always complaining before escaping. …However, Konoha-san’s confession on Valentine’s Day appeared in my mind, and I didn’t react appropriately.


  Konoha-san seems to have noticed what I’m thinking, so she mumbled next to my ears.


  “Hey, senpai, you don’t need to mind it so much. My usual attacks are way more exciting than that, right?”


  “Sigh, even so, that’s…”


  “No, I’m serious. You don’t need to draw the line. Also, I’m not M enough to hear an answer that’ll one-hit KO me. Please forgive me.”


  Konoha-san said that unwillingly.


  As for me, …even though I didn’t entirely agree with her, I still reluctantly accepted her suggestion.


  However…


  “Oh, but about the chocolate, can I please say something about it, Konoha-san?”


  “Shut up, senpai! Sheesh! Actually, I didn’t want to say it. That chocolate’s supposed to motivate onee-chan-“


  “Thank you. I’m cheered up thanks to that Konoha-san-styled chocolate.”


  “…Eh, oh, …r-really.”


  “Hmm? Konoha-san?”


  She suddenly released me. Her face is much redder than when she’s hugging me.


  I wanted to ask her if I said something wrong-


  “-Ouch!”


  In the end, someone smacked Konoha-san’s back brutally from behind.


  “What are you doing!?”


  She looked back with teary eyes. As for the person standing in front of her…


  “That’s my line. What the hell are you doing to my onii-san?”


  …He’s my little brother that still hates Konoha-san for some reason, Kousei Amano.


  Konoha-san immediately retorted.


  “By the way, why the hell are you here today!? The main goal of today’s activity is going to <Around 1> with everyone in Otobuki High School’s Game Hobby Club, right! You’re not invited!”


  “Right back at you.”


  “It’s fine for me, okay!? I’m a relative of the participants!”


  “Right back at you.”


  “You’re always so arrogant. Who do you think you are? You’re a complete nuisance.”


  “Right back at-“


  “Stop saying that!”


  “-Shut up, cockroach. I’m about to vomit.”


  “You could’ve just said right back at you!”


  I feel like Konoha-san and Kousei are having fun. Let’s forget whether they’re having fun, at least it’s really lively. So, Chiaki and I walked away secretly.


  Finally, the last participant- my ex-girlfriend, Karen Tendou, got off the bus.


  “Sorry to make everyone wait. I just dropped my lipstick on the bus…”


  I hastily shook my hands to her and replied, “It’s okay!”


  “It’s fine! It’s more like I admire that you can hide lipstick in your pocket!”


  “Hiya, Keita, that’s a bit much…”


  “Meanwhile, the seaweed girl here doesn’t even know what lipstick is!”


  “I-I know it, okay!? It’s just lipstick. I brought it today too! Look!”


  “Wha- Did I just see something other than light novels, phone, and consoles in Chiaki’s bag!? …Can you believe this!?”


  “I’m pretty shocked with how shocked you are, alright!?”


  “S-Stay calm, you two. At least don’t fight like usual today…”


  “…Hmph!”


  Chiaki and I looked away from each other. During this time, Uehara-kun, Aguri-san, Konoha-san, and Kousei gathered around us.


  After everyone got here, Tendou-san cleared her throat and said.


  “Uh, well, let us remind ourselves why we’re here today.”


  “Yes, yes! We’re here to have fun with our loved ones! That’s all!”


  Aguri-san immediately raised her hand and yelled. Uehara-kun scratched his cheeks next to her.


  Tendou-san turned to Aguri-san and smiled.


  “Aguri-san?”


  “…! …M-My bad, right. Ha, ahaha…”


  After she said that, it’s not just Aguri-san. Everyone started trembling from fear. …That’s scary. Tendou-san is in serious mode today. I should say it’s like Tendou-san in the Game Club.


  This is because…


  “Ahem. Indeed, I’m fine with everyone enjoying the entertainment facilities here in <Around 1>. However, …don’t tell me everyone forgot the main goal?”


  “…………”


  …Oh my god. Tendou-san’s pressure is even stiffing Kousei and Konoha-san, who aren’t afraid of anything. It’s hard to blame them. It’s because the so-called “main goal” is…


  “…We have to think of a way to defeat the last Game Club president, Main Fushiguro.”


  “Very well! Let’s go then! Oh!”


  …………


  My hardcore gamer main heroine-san combined the goal of taking her ex-boyfriend back and challenging an expert gamer together.


  “Let’s go! …Yes, I, Karen Tendou, have to do it…!”


  She’s so energetic that I can’t deal with her.


  *


  So, it’s been around 2 hours since we dashed into <Around 1>


  “Hey, Amano-kun, Chiaki-san! Move up! Here, here!”


  “…Alright.”


  Right now, …Tendou-san’s transversing the arcade area energetically. The two hikkineets are chasing behind her exhaustedly.


  “Phew, …phew…”


  We nearly ran out of our breaths and finally caught on to Tendou-san. As for Tendou-san, she’s clearly in contrast to us. Her eyes brimmed with energy as she spoke up.


  “I’m sorry, you two. This game looks like a single-player one! But I think we can still fight with our scores. Can I try it first?”


  “Go ahead.”


  “Thanks! Well, I’ll go for it!”


  At that point, Tendou-san immediately inserted a coin and sunk herself into the game.


  We sat on a bench farther away to avoid blocking others as we watched Tendou-san.


  “…Phew.”


  Both of us sighed deeply right after sitting down. We exchanged looks before smiling bitterly.


  “We finally managed to take a break 2 hours after we disbanded at the entrance, Chiaki.”


  “Yeah, I really didn’t expect the ‘gung-ho’ Tendou-san to have an infinite amount of stamina…”


  Indeed, …we entered <Around 1> 2 hours ago. Tendou-san suggested her high-efficiency “finding ways to defeat Main-san” method. We’re separated into “3-2-2” groups with a lot-drawing mobile app. …There’s no problem up to this point.


  Also, Tendou-san is just as “energetic” as Chiaki said. A girl with unlimited stamina just had to be grouped with Chiaki and me, who are proud of our meager strength. This is unfortunate.


  Thanks to that, Tendou-san’s dashing around at a shocking speed while making us lose with new games. The cycle repeated for 2 hours. Our bodies have already reached their limits.


  Chiaki rubbed her shoulders helplessly and mumbled.


  “It’s lucky that this is a single-player game…”


  “Right…”


  I answered Chiaki as I looked at Tendou-san. In contrast to our exhausted body and low morale, she’s still playing games non-stop…


  (…Haha. She already played it countless times. How is Tendou-san still so strong, beautiful, and energetic…?)


  I can’t but be attracted to hardcore gamers- no, Karen Tendou, the girl that loves gaming so much. She’s still a completely different person than me.


  However, …that’s why I-


  “…Hey, …how are things for the other two groups?”


  Suddenly, Chiaki talked to me. I quickly looked away from Tendou-san.


  “Eh? Oh, well, h-how did things go…”


  “…………”


  I’m a bit afraid to look at Chiaki’s eyes directly. …Come to think of it, I’m just looking at a girl that confessed her love to me before. There’s no need for me to feel guilty. …Yes.


  (This is…the problem, …right.)


  I realized what I’ve been doing wrong again as I adjusted my mind. I chatted with Chiaki.


  “I feel like the other groups are just as bad, but with a different meaning. I mean, …look at our groups.”


  “Right…”


  Chiaki bitterly smiled after hearing my answer. …It’s hard to blame her. It’s because the other 4 people are…


  “I can’t believe Konoha’s with Agu-nee and Uehara-kun’s with Kousei-kun. These pairs really have an unstable relationship at best…”


  “Yep, especially for Aguri-san and Uehara-kun. I bet they’re disappointed.”


  Seriously, I feel so sorry for them. So, I suggested to Tendou-san, “Just let them be together…” However, she didn’t even accept it.


  “To be fair, it’s very possible to put ‘entertainment’ in the first place if people with good relationships got into the same group. That’s why we’re drawing lots, right. In the end, all of this is meaningless if we just regroup because someone’s not satisfied. Don’t you think so?”


  That’s right. We felt speechless with her incredibly correct answer. …So, all of us ended up like this. Everyone aside from Tendou-san isn’t satisfied with the result.


  “Hiya, Karen-san’s really the Game Club president. She’s amazing.”


  Perhaps Chiaki’s just remembering what happened 2 hours ago like I am. She bitterly smiled and said, “Right.” I answered.


  “A place like this can really make us associate with the original president, Main-san…”


  “Really? From what I can see, she looks like a serious person….”


  “No, the true Main-san will arm herself with relentless logic and correct answers.”


  “Ugh, t-this is pretty hard to defeat.”


  “Yes, …that’s why.”’


  I can’t help but frown when I remembered Main-san’s overwhelming strength. As for Chiaki, she watched Tendou-san playing the game. “Actually…” She spoke up.


  “…Hey, Keita, do you think that Karen-san can defeat Main-san?”


  “Uh, well…”


  I fell silent. Chiaki already knew the answer from my reaction alone. “I see…” She plopped her head down for a moment. Then, she immediately looked at Tendou-san, trying her best to play the game again with a smile.


  “I think Karen-san knows this too since she has already fought her once.”


  “…I guess so.”


  “However, Karen-san didn’t even complain for a second today. …She’s just playing games cheerfully, energetically, and seriously.”


  “Yeah.”


  “I feel like this must be because she believes this is Keita’s happiness on the line. That’s why she’s doing this. Karen-san only uses her maximum power when it’s related to Keita, right.”


  “…Really?”


  “Yes, …Karen-san’s really charming. I mean it.”


  “…Yes, too charming. I mean it.”


  “…………”


  “…………”


  The conversation suddenly stopped. Strangely, I don’t dislike this silence.


  Chiaki started playing with her fingers on her skirt embarrassingly. For a moment, I can’t help but watch her. …Then, I realized her skirt is really short today. So, I quickly looked away. At the next moment-


  “Thanks for the wait, Amano-kun, Chiaki-san!”


  “I’m really sorry, sir!”


  -Tendou-san already finished her game and came to us. As for me, I stood up, straightened my back, and saluted her.


  Chiaki was pretty shocked. Meanwhile, …Tendou-san dropped her jaws for a moment. After that, she laughed out sincerely.


  “Sheesh, …why are you always talking to me like that every time we’re at <Around 1>?”


  “Every time? Eh? Uh, o-oh, …come to think of it, the same thing happened in the pool too.”


  “Right, You remembered it?”


  “Yeah. …Sigh, that was nearly half years ago. I haven’t changed by a single bit.”


  “Haha, right. Amano-kun has never changed at all.”


  “…No, I think it’s a bit much to use at all, right?”


  “It’s not. This is a fact. It can’t be helped. You never changed who you really are. …That’s why I love you the most.”


  “Uh, hey, no, why are you saying that in front of Chiaki-“


  I tried to cover my embarrassment while blushing. As for Tendou-san, she turned around and urged me. “Let’s go.”


  “Forget it, let’s go to the next place, you two!  We have to meet with the others in an hour! There are only so many places we can research on! Quick, I’ll leave you two behind!”


  “I can’t forget it…”


  She has always been a person that goes all out on something she likes. I thought she was looking at me properly for a second. In the end, she returned to her world of gaming again.


  …………


  …However, that’s why I really love this girl.


  (Yes, …this is it. Well, I should…muster up my courage and confess my feelings…!)


  Just as I’m about to make an important decision-


  “…Hey, no, wait, Tendou-san!? Don’t just leave us behind, okay!?”


  When I snapped out of it, Tendou-san’s really leaving us behind for the next game without hesitation. I realized I’ll lose her if this continues. So, I freaked out and looked at the other person.


  “Chiaki, let’s- hey, why are you just sitting over there!?”


  “…Eh?”


  “Don’t ‘eh’ me! We’re really going to lose her! Alright, stand up now! We’re moving, Chiaki.”


  Chiaki was still dilly dallying around. I’m a bit in a hurry, so I grabbed her hands and walked.


  As for Chiaki, she said this to me nervously from behind.


  “Uh, h-hey, Keita, I…!”


  “What’s wrong!?”


  “…How should I say it…? I’m sorry. I think now’s not the time yet.”


  “My God, what are you talking about!? Alright, Chiaki, let’s catch up to Tendou-san!”


  “O-Okay! U-Uh, …t-the guys seem to be turning around and looking at something, Keita!”


  “That’s it! We’re running in their direction, Chiaki!”


  “Yes!”


  So, Chiaki and I started hastily chasing Tendou-san again.


  After that, we went through another exhausting hour until meeting up with everyone.


  *


  “Wow, this is beautiful!”


  “Yeah!”


  When we entered the meeting place, which is <Twilight Platform>, Tendou-san and Chiaki looked at the giant glass window with bright eyes.


  “Look, Chiaki-san! The building over there, …isn’t that Otobuki?”


  “Eh, really? Which one?”


  The two girls are yelling around like children. They’re looking at the beautiful scenery cheerfully.


  I stood next to Tendou-san and praised this incredible scenery beyond expectation.


  “Oh, this is amazing. I thought there’s nothing to see on the 5th floor. …Come to think of it, this place is already the highest in the countryside.”


  “Yes, that’s it. This place was still under construction when Amano-kun and I came here last time. I heard that it’s finally open this year, and I looked forward to it secretly. This panoramic glass platform leads to the food court too!”


  “It’s really amazing. If only it was open last time…”


  “Yeah, but even if it’s not a date, I…”


  During this time, Tendou-san gave me an angelic smile.


  “…I’m already pretty happy to come here with you today.”


  “…Uh.”


  I can’t help but scratch my cheeks in embarrassment after hearing her overwhelming amount of love. At the next moment, -Tendou-san seems to have realized it and started making excuses.


  “N-No! Oh, no, it’s actually not wrong! I’m not saying that I’m already happy with staying next to Amano-kun! How should I say this? I’m just touched by this scenery! D-Don’t misunderstand it, okay?”


  “Eh, oh, sigh, I’m sorry. Honestly, I misunderstood a bit just then as well….”


  “Huh!? Oh, no, not all of it is your misunderstanding! Yes! C-Can you not agree that you got the wrong idea before I said it’s a misunderstanding!?”


  “I’m sorry, Tendou-san. Can you say what you’re feeling again!? I have no idea how to answer you right now!”


  “I love you, Amano-kun!”


  “Uwah, I can’t catch it when you’re going for the straight ball.”


  Tendou-san and I plopped our heads while blushing intensely.


  Suddenly, someone pinched my sleeves on the left. I was thinking what’s wrong…


  Chiaki, who’s supposed to be on Tendou-san’s side, dashed next to me for some reason. …She’s even sticking really close to me.


  “I-I’m just trying to look at the scenery from here!” Chiaki continued a bit angrily. “Forget that.”


  “Look below you too, Keita.”


  “Hmm? Below?”


  I looked below me after she urged me. Oh…


  “Oh, I can see the pool from here.”


  “Yes. …Keita helped me in the past there.”


  “Helped you? …Uh, oh, come to think of it, some guy tried to talk to you before. Uh, but he doesn’t look like a bad person too…”


  “Even so.”


  At that moment, Chiaki looked at my eyes directly.


  She sincerely appreciated me in a very embarrassing way. There’s no way for me in the past to imagine that.


  “At that time, I’m really, really relieved to meet and touch Keita.”


  “Uh, …oh, r-really…?”


  “Yes, even though it’s a bit late, …Keita, uh, thank you very much for what you did.”


  “Oh, hmm…”


  …It’s because Chiaki never thanked me in person. My heart’s getting restless as I fell silent.


  -At the next moment, Tendou-san…mumbled lonely on my right.


  “…This feels a bit lonely.”


  “Eh!?”


  I freaked out because I don’t know whether what Chiaki and I talked about hurt Tendou-san.


  When Tendou-san saw my face, she hastily smiled bitterly. “Oh, this doesn’t mean anything else!” Then, …she said what she was really thinking a bit embarrassedly.


  “I had a lot of fun today.”


  “Oh, uh, …that’s good.”


  “Yes, really. However, …that’s why I feel, how should I say this…?”


  “Hmm? What is it?”


  During this time, Tendou-san stood in front of the sunset. Then, she said this to me with an incredibly charming yet lonely smile.


  “The memories I made with you on our first date will be slightly covered with what happened today. …I feel a bit lonely because of that.”


  “----“


  The moment that I saw her face and listened to what she said-


  I finally- made up my mind.


  Right at this moment-


  “Hey, Amano!”


  -I can hear Uehara-kun from behind. When I turned back, everyone’s already standing on this <Twilight Platform>.


  Tendou-san waved at them and suggested to us.


  “Well, let’s get some snacks-“


  However, I-


  “Tendou-san.”


  “Eh?”


  -I grabbed Tendou-san’s hand and made her stay.


  “W…What’s wrong, Amano-kun?”


  Tendou-san was shocked at what I just suddenly did. Her eyes are rolling around.


  I stared at her dreamy iris directly-


  -Then, I took a step forward forcefully.


  “Eh…”


  Tendou-san’s trembling because I suddenly got closer. At this point, Uehara-kun and the other three also started noticing the unusual mood between us.


  …………


  (…But I don’t care.)


  Usually, I would feel nervous, and my face would be all red. Perhaps I’ll just back down and apologize in the end.


  However, right now, my heart-


  (Main-san, …Konoha-san, …Mii-chan.)


  -My heart is filled with the “lessons” I took from the people I met recently.


  Yes, …lessons.


  I learned how to grasp my own happiness from Main-san.


  I learned how important it is to be cheeky sometimes from Konoha-san.


  Finally, I learned how to- express my love and feelings from Mii-chan.


  The biggest thing to take away from them- is something that they said. That sentence is revolving around my brain right now.


  “Go rob it. Don’t back down.”


  “However, I’m not tolerant enough to look at my rival’s face while in a relationship.”


  “It’s easy to prove your own feelings. Just-“


  At this point, I opened my eyes again and got even closer to Tendou-san’s face.


  “Tendou-san…”


  “A-Amano-kun…?”


  So, even though Tendou-san’s still confused, …she finally realized what’s about to happen and looked into my eyes. Then, she slowly closed hers.


  I finally made up my mind when I saw her reaction.


  Who cares whether everyone’s watching me? Who cares whether I’m in front of my friends? …More importantly, who cares if I’m in front of another girl that loves me?


  Fearless. Ignorant. That’s how I’ll prove my feelings.


  I thought I can at least “cover” our first date’s memories with an even happier one. So, I got close to her lips-


  “Keita.”


  -Someone called my name right before I’m taking her lips.


  Initially, I would’ve just ignored things like this and continued kissing. However-


  “Eh?”


  -I can hear this voice right after I decided to do something. So, I answered this voice with unexpected sincerity. I turned back as if my brain forced me to.


  At the same time, -suddenly, a certain “fatal mistake” ran across my brain like electricity.


  -Come to think of it.


  Three suggestions influenced me a lot recently.


  All of these are valuable and irreplaceable lessons.


  Is there another person- that heard all of this at the same time as I do?


  I’m afraid that person listened to what Main-san and I talked about in the bookstore.


  “Go rob it. Don’t back down.”


  She was here when Konoha-san gave me chocolate. That girl is even more impressed with Konoha-san’s courage than I do.


  “However, I’m not tolerant enough to look at my rival’s face while in a relationship.”


  Then, finally, …that girl also heard Mii-chan’s lesson on how to prove your feelings on the other side of the phone.


  “It’s easy to prove your own feelings. Just- kiss her.”


  Then, that girl- is already commented as having an identical soul as I do.


  In other words-


  Right now, at this moment-


  That girl experienced the same determination as I do. It’s incredibly possible for her to reach the same conclusion as I do.


  That girl, she’s right next to me-


  “Oh…”


  -I finally thought of this horrifying possibility. At the same time-


  When everyone- when Tendou-san’s watching me dazedly-


  
    
      

      
    

  


  “Uh, ugh…!?”


  -Chiaki Hoshinomori brilliantly sealed my lips with hers.


  [End of Vol.10]


  



  



  GAMERS (ゲーマーズ) Magazine Special - Chapter 1: Aguri and Reset Marathon


  


  



  “Hey, Amanocchi. What’s with this ‘RM’ thing you’re doing?”


  Aguri-san threw this question when we’re in a family restaurant meeting.


  I temporarily put my phone aside and took a sip of hot coffee. I answered.


  “What does Aguri-san think it is?”


  “Uh, …a veteran football player that just retired?”


  “No, this isn’t the abbreviation of Diego Maradona. It’s the abbreviation of reset marathon.” [This joke doesn’t work in English.]


  “It sounds really exhausting. I think I can imagine an old man with a 300-yen daily wage pressing the reset button for the whole night in a gloomy room with a table and foldable chairs only.”


  “No, no, it’s not a physical patience experiment like that. Well, I guess you can say it’s disgusting. To be put simply, you just keep resetting and playing the first part of the game.”


  “Eh, why are you doing that? Did someone bully you?”


  “Please don’t give me such a sympathetic look, okay? This isn’t bullying. I’m doing it because I want to.”


  “The kid forced to buy bread for all of his friends says that too.”


  “W-Well, uh, it’s just a reroll of the 10 free gachas in a mobile game-“


  “?”


  “Oh, …Aguri-san, if you can exchange the cards in your hands as much as you want at the start in poker, what would you do?”


  “I’ll obviously keep exchanging cards until I get good ones.”


  “See? What would you do if you had to pay 100 yen to exchange again after the game started?”


  “I’ll just exchange them at the start! Until I’m satisfied with the cards!”


  “Yes, that’s it. That’s why I’m doing this RM thing. I’ll keep rerolling until I get a strong character as a great start.”


  “I see!”


  Aguri-san understood and started drinking her melon juice.


  As for me, I grabbed my phone again and restarted my RM process. So, around 10 seconds later, Aguri-san continued. “But.”


  “…Amanocchi, do you think this is fun?”


  “Ugh.”


  This gal always gets me on my weak spot. I skipped the mobile game’s tutorial as I answered.


  “Well, I think it’s fun if you ask me. Look, it’s like playing the lottery every 5 minutes, right?”


  “But the lottery isn’t fun as a game, right?”


  “Ugh…! B-But, look, didn’t we talk about poker before? This is important for a better gaming experience later…”


  “What do you mean by important? If this is poker, isn’t the game already over when I just exchanged my cards to a royal flush? If I’m you, I would just leave the game in satisfaction.”


  “Uwah!”


  I can’t retort against this gal, who’s always so on-point.


  Moreover, Aguri-san stared at me as she continued calmly.


  “It’s called an RM when you get a great start with a strong character. …Oh.”


  She seems to have noticed something. …After that, she gave me an unexpected attack, who’s still pretty confused.


  “In other words, Amanocchi, God didn’t reset you in an RM, right?”


  “WHAT THE HELL DOES THAT MEAN!?”


  Even a guy like me is pissed. I can’t help but stand up.


  However, Aguri-san…showed me a kind and refreshing smile.


  “However, this way, I still don’t think we need RMs, right?”


  “…? No, of course. You don’t play mobile games, Aguri-san.”


  I answered her with a baffled look. As for her, she gave me a relentless look like I’m a pathetic person.


  “…Amanocchi, Tendou-san will eventually RMs you sooner or later.”


  “Huh! You’re the one that should watch out. Uehara-kun will RMs you someday!”


  “W-WHAT DID YOU SAY!?”


  So, our family restaurant meeting continued lively and chaotically today.


  -Until the waitress cleared her throat loudly.


  



  



  GAMERS (ゲーマーズ) Magazine Special - Chapter 2: Chiaki Hoshinomori and Next Level


  



  “Yes, yes! Hiya, it’s really like that, Keita!”


  Chiaki walked next to me as she nodded repeatedly. Her face is about to sink into her scarf.


  I nodded like her and said yes. We stepped on the snow as we walked to the station.


  It’s a day after school in winter.


  I suddenly bumped into Chiaki in the city- it’s more like we saw each other in the game store. So, we walked home together. Of course, all of our topics are related to games.


  Chiaki’s eyes brightened up as she moved to the next topic.


  “Well, well, Keita, …what do you like the most in open-world games?”


  “Oh, this one. How should I put it? I’m a bit different than everyone.”


  “M-Me too, me too. Well, let’s say it on the count to three!”


  “Alright, let’s say it together. …3, 2, 1!”


  “Grinding!”


  For a moment, our voices and looks overlapped each other. Both of us stopped as we smiled at each other. Our hands and feet flailed around in excitement as we started talking about it.


  “Yeah, Chiaki! A free open-world game with sophisticated graphics always gets a good reputation. As for me, I really like clearing the side quests one by one on the world map. It feels like I’m popping bubble wraps!”


  “Me too, me too! Those Ubisoft games are really refreshing to play!”


  “Right!?”


  We chatted for a while after that before starting to walk again. Both of us made countless talks since we left the game store. Thanks to that, none of us know if we’re even at the station yet. However, it’s truly a blessing for me when I get to talk to my gaming partner like this.


  We walked on the snow path as we searched for the next topic excitedly. Suddenly, Chiaki started chuckling next to me. She started explaining after seeing my confusion.


  “How should I say this? …Come to think of it, we don’t really get into an argument anymore.”


  “Oh, it’s true when you said it.”


  Even though it’s not zero, we yelled at each other way less frequently.


  I looked at the station that finally appeared in front of us as I continued.


  “It’s because we’re different than when I just met you. Both of us know the things we can’t back down on, right.”


  “Yes, recently, we’re just normally close gaming partners.”


  “No, you’re wrong.”


  “Eh?”


  “It’s not normal. We’re a pair of very close gaming partners.”


  I smiled and said that. Chiaki blushed really hard and plopped her head down. “Y-Yes…”


  …………


  …Ah, eh, what’s with this embarrassing atmosphere? I just corrected her based on facts. …U-Uh, did I say something wrong?


  “…………”


  We strolled on the path silently. That excitement when we’re talking about games flew away.


  So, after an unknown amount of time-


  Chiaki suddenly started chuckling again.


  She carried a…timid expression that doesn’t look like a gaming partner at all. The girl mumbled to herself.


  “Well, …what’s the next level for a pair of very close gaming partners?”


  “…………”


  Is this the question for me? Uh, even if that’s the case, …all I can do is to scratch my cheeks silently.


  I cleared my throat loudly and dragged ourselves back to games, even though I understand that this is really cunning.


  “B-By the way, Chiaki, did you play the latest one in the <For Crisis> series?”


  After that, Chiaki immediately returned to normal and took the bait.


  “Yes! Of course! Did Keita play it as well!? This one’s pretty good!”


  I was relieved when I saw her face. So, I participated in the discussion too.


  “Yes, indeed! The bar is suddenly lowered in this version…”


  “It’s not just that. The plot for the side quests is pretty polished too…”


  So, once we started talking about games, we forgot the question-and-answer part of a proper conversation.


  “The one thing that they exceeded my expectation is-“


  “But, the only part that I think they did worse is-“


  However, our conversation- suddenly fused into one point.


  “-The girls are all in a Japanese moe style!”


  Suddenly, the two otakus stopped walking. After that-


  “…What the hell did you just say?”


  -Our eyes immediately sharpened. The embarrassing atmosphere just then was thrown to nowhere.


  “That’s why I hate fake otakus…”


  At the next moment, we just started screaming at each other viciously. It’s even worse than when we just met each other.


  Afterword


  Hello, I’m the hikkineet who’s always worried by the delivery man because I was out a couple days, Sekina Aoi. …Sigh, I’m an insignificant dot in his casual clothes 99% of the day, after all. It’s reasonable to suspect whether I’ve died when they didn’t see me for days!


  Ah, sorry, this is meant to be a casual greeting. But then I suddenly started talking about a wealthy author-sama that lives on book tax’s elegant daily lives. I’m just showing off now.


  Sigh, but please be generous and forgive me, everyone.


  It’s because there are 14 pages in the afterword this time.


  …………


  [bookmark: more]

  


  Alright, let’s gather up, everyone. The traditionally twisted readers that checked the afterword’s pages before reading the main story can sit at the front. Everyone else can just sit wherever you want, as long as you can see the whiteboard.


  Did you get it? Well, let’s start by learning from the past, okay?


  Hey, those of you sitting in front! Don’t yawn! Even though I think you guys are already pretty fed up with me! But, don’t forget I, Sekina Aoi, have to do the most work here!


  Did you hear me? Well, let’s start, okay? Very good, so let’s begin by looking at this string of numbers.


  17, 13, 10, 18, 12.


  Here, the people who understand what this means- hey, don’t raise your hands so fast, the people sitting in front! Sheesh, don’t just come to me with an excited face! All of you stand behind this white line! HEY!


  Hmph, well, let’s continue. Yes, yes, indeed. These are the afterword page numbers of my novel series before the last one, including the short stories.


  What do you think, everyone? Alright, that new guy sitting at the back, say it.


  …Hmm, I guess so.


  It’s really dumbfounding, right.


  No, it’s okay. Don’t mind it. You’re not being impolite to me. It’s more like the author is the most dumbfounded one here. You can just leave those sitting in the front, who’s having the most fun of their lives, alone.


  People call me the “afterword author” for a reason. I can say there are enough successes, right. Let’s not mention whether this counts as an honor.


  Alright, based on that, take a look at this string of numbers.


  9, 6, 3, 3, 13, 12, 2, 3, 2, 9, 14.


  Alright, those who know what it means- hey, the people in front, don’t just spoil it without raising your hands! Where are the manners in this classroom!?


  Whatever. Indeed, these are the afterword page numbers of <Gamers!>. This includes the pages of this volume and the short stories.


  Well, what do you think, everyone? Hmm, the one sitting in the middle, say it.


  …Hmm, yes.


  It’s a bit hard to meme these numbers.


  There are consecutive huge numbers, though. However, the rest have really few pages.


  If that’s not the case, I don’t know how the author or the readers react. What’s with this mixed string of huge and tiny numbers? It’s not fun…


  Alright, anyway, there are suddenly 14 pages.


  …Everyone, can you understand how troubled I am here?


  The readers are already fed up with me complaining about the page numbers.


  But people won’t be satisfied if I write a short one.


  So, I tried to make everyone smile by recalling the history of the past afterwords. However, once I checked it, I realized <Gamers!>’s afterword page numbers are way too weird.


  It would be better if I can write 2-3 pages 5 times in a row. That way, I can compare to the last series I made to show how useless I am. In the end, this included a situation where I can suddenly remember everything and write 14 pages.


  Most importantly-


  I’m already a bit tired of writing this like I’m a teacher.


  Can everyone really understand my frustration!?


  Especially the ones in the front! D-Damn, why are your eyes so bright right now!? You dared to force me in a way I can’t reject!? How impressive! This pisses me off. I’ll never hate your disgusting smiles! N E V E R!


  That’s all. The lesson’s over. I’ll clean up the whiteboard.


  Well, let’s start the main afterword. I feel sorry for readers that want to see a proper story evaluation in the afterword. I’ll write it seriously after this. …I guess.


  S-So, let’s analyze this volume!


  Here’s the 10th volume of <Gamers!> - Karen Tendou and Surprise Update!


  The content follows Vol.9. I think Amano still plays a significant part here. Hmm, but not much of the story is from his perspective. However, strictly speaking, there’s an “inner protagonist” mission here. I’ll leave the readers to look forward to it in the main story. (I think the people who finished reading it understood already.)


  Also, there’s a certain onee-san from the Fushiguro family. People hated her in the last volume due to her stance. In this volume, she goes off wild, including the illustrations. I hope everyone liked it. But, Amano did suffer even more because of this.


  Aside from that, I casually revealed a piece of information about Aguri. Well, please check it out yourself if you expected or cared about it.


  Then, Tendou-san got on to the title. In a way, this is an “unusual Tendou-san” in the story. Hiya, I feel like Tendou-san isn’t really like Tendou-san this time.


  Finally, as a whole, I think Vol.10 has a straightforward and fast-paced story. Amano revolutionized his mind in the last volume. Thanks to that, the novel itself went back to a Vol.2-like pace. The subtitle also returned to its 2nd counterpart too.


  Moreover, I think the readers will find the titles and subtitles more appropriate after reading the story. Well, that’s true every time.


  Oh, but <Gamers!> is already in its 10th volume. The world is already saved in Vol.8 of my last novel, <My Hero>. However, look at what these people have done after 10 volumes! However, once I remembered <My Hero> spent 8 books to progress 2mm (100 km for the friendship and games between men), I guess this is a kind of balance. Anyway, I hope everyone can pay attention to their relationships passionately for a couple more volumes. I think they are about to save the world as well.


  Think about it. Perhaps this can really happen. A bouncy ball flying towards Chiaki and Amano hit Tendou-san and Uehara’s heads. Then, it fell onto the ground and started spinning. Coincidentally, Aguri kicked it and shot a mosquito that carried a mutated virus with humanity-ending powers. Finally, the ball was sent into the incinerator.


  These people are often pranked by fate, after all. …Sigh, but even if something likes this were to happen, I won’t write it because it’s not related to the rom-com story at all.


  …………


  …Alright, that’s all I have to talk about <Gamers!>. Well, even though there are still 7 pages left for the afterword.


  Ah, right, speaking of my last novel, there’s one more thing. I’ll talk about my previous book then. Even though it’s just an explicit notice.


  Actually, in this year’s summer (2018),  the novel that’s a bit related to <Gamers!>, <Student Council’s Discretion>, is about to get a new book.


  The novel’s title is <Student Council’s Anniversary>. It’s because <Student Council’s Discretion> was released in 2008, making this the 10th anniversary. This is also to celebrate the 30th anniversary of <Dragon Magazine>.


  So, if you have already read <Student Council’s Discretion>, please check it out with this opportunity. There should be some new stories. (I’ll start writing them now!)


  Alright, that’s all for work. …Now, let’s talk about games.


  <Monster Hunter> got a new game when I started writing the draft of Vol.10.


  I’m still a player. So, of course, I had my fair share of fun as well. …O-Of course, I played it after I finished the draft! I played it after finishing the draft! (It’s important, so I said it twice, but I think the editor’s getting suspicious too.)


  I hunted alone while finishing quests with my little brother. Hunted alone, finished quests with my little brother.


  …………


  Someone’s thinking, “Eh, where are your other friends?” I guess you don’t understand. I’m an aloof hunter. Why would I entrust my back to someone not related to me?


  So, I’m definitely not friendless.


  “I’ve seen a lot of light novel authors tweeting that they play <Monster Hunter> too. Why didn’t you join in the fun with them?”


  The one who asked me with an innocent face, you’re great.


  Didn’t I already say I’m an aloof hunter? Why would I entrust my back to my rivals? …If I even let my guard down slightly, my job will be hunted instead of monsters.


  Whatever, let’s not joke around. I’m just playing it with my little brother leisurely at our own pace. That was already pretty interesting. This is also the advantage of <Monster Hunter>. (It’s definitely not because we can’t play it without 4 people.)


  Alright, most online games have some balance-breaking weapons or tactics at launch.


  It’s no different for <Monster Hunter> as well. However, it’s not like bugs or something. It’s just a strategy that’s way better than others.


  As for me, I really like the weapons involved in this strategy.


  …………


  However, I’m still me.


  An aloof hunter.


  No matter how powerful the strategy or the weapon, I won’t just give my pride away-


  -But I’ll do it. Strength is the best! It’s because I’m an aloof hunter! No one hunts with me because of my trashy personality. I’m a cold hunter that relies on my little brother!


  So, I made preparations with an evil smile after knowing that powerful strategy. It’s because this game requires you to get materials from monsters to make weapons and armor. You need a specific weapon to use that tactic effectively.


  I made all kinds of effort with determined eyes.


  I spent a lot of time defeating tough monsters to make a strong weapon.


  The aloof hunter is thinking, “Something’s not right.” “No, wait, do I really need to press O on this one?” I’m giving my best despite not knowing the results. The hunter is working diligently to cheat.


  So, I grasped the little playtime I got after finishing my drafts. Finally, I made that OP weapon and finished the preparations.


  Just as I’m about to open the game and do the actual hunting, …I see a new patch that’s being installed.


  Yes.


  The patch nerfed that strategy.


  …………


  I smiled depressingly after seeing that in the game. So, I returned to my routine before making this gear. I assembled the set, …got my usual gears on, and started a new adventure.


  Yes, …that’s how people call me.


  -A lonely hunter (laughs).


  The end.


  I encountered something that often happens in online games.


  I should smooth things over a little bit. In reality, this patch is correct. Thanks to that, there’s not only one meta with weapons and strategy. It added more variety and buffed other weak weapons.


  It’s just that this made me reconsider a lot of things.


  For example, when I’m writing, I often think, “Ah, come to think of it, I really want to rewrite that part.” Whether it’s about the setting or the opening of the story. I feel like it’s a good thing to edit it with a republication. …However, that’s not true sometimes.


  Very well, I’ll start deleting the “Tendou-san is everyone’s idol” setting at the start of <Gamers!> in secret. Eh, even if I don’t, everyone already forgot about this setting, right? Ah, really. …Well, I feel bad for her. Hmm, let’s keep everything unchanged. Yep.


  Whatever, let’s not joke around. In reality, a nerf in the game makes people sad. What’s with this feeling? Does it feel like when the stocks you bought keep freefalling? Huh, even though I don’t understand it.


  …Eh? Tendou-san? Tendou-san isn’t “nerfed” at all. You’re impolite.


  Well, although she wasn’t nerfed, people feel sorry for her for some reason. …It’s more like she’s a regrettable person. It’s okay. Tendou-san can withstand adversity!


  Anyway, even though I don’t want to, let’s end the nerfing topic here.


  Here’s the appreciation speech.


  First of all, Cactus-san has continually adorned the story with brilliant illustrations. Thanks for your beautiful drawings in this volume. Please continue to take care of me.


  Then, it’s the editor. Thanks for letting me have fun in <Monster Hunter>- eh, you don’t remember allowing me to play it? Ah, r-really? …Thanks for taking care of my draft that I wrote without playing any <Monster Hunter> at all! Hiya.


  Finally, it’s the readers that supported me to Vol.10. Hiya, I finally got something when I spent all my time writing the draft instead of playing games! Yay!


  Finally, it’s the reader that supported me to Vol.10.


  Starting from the next volume, this will be my longest novel in terms of the main story. However, the characters will never stop moving forward. Please continue to support them!


  I think everyone knows this after realizing the time passed in the story.


  Well, let us meet on Vol.11, which will be released in autumn. Otherwise, we’ll see each other in the summer at the release of <Student Council’s Anniversary>! See you!


  



  Sekina Aoi
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