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  [Volume 01] Nishino – the boy at the bottom of the school caste and also at the top of the underground
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  Nishino


  School caste: Lowest


  The main character of this work. Average-looking. Class 2-A at Tsunuma highschool. He’s a skilled agent with an overwhelmingly different abilities and a strong mentality. Through the preparations for the school festival, he realizes the preciousness of youth and the importance of interaction with the opposite sex. He tries hard to get a nice girlfriend and enjoy his school life, but the more he tries, the less people goes around and appreciate him, because he likes to say and do things, that don’t match, with his deviating face.


  “Saying I don’t want to have sex would be a lie, but I want something more than that, right now at this moment, to enjoy my youth with someone of the opposite sex. That is something irreplaceable.”
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  Rose Rebmann


  Measurement: 62/47/63
 School caste: Highest


  A beautiful girl who transferred to the school a few months ago. A Loli. Class 2-B at Tsunuma highschool. A mid-level agent with an immortal body. She works with Francisca to get some job done. She becomes interested in Nishino after he helps her with a mistake in her work. She has an idol-like position at school. Some of the girls are jealous of her beauty and position, and call her the blonde loli.


  “To think that I’d hear the word youth come out of your mouth.”
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  Takeuchi-kun


  School caste: High


  Nishino’s classmate. Good-looking. Class 2-A at Tsunuma highschool. He always ranks high in regular exams, and is the ace of the soccer team in club activities. His parents are medical practitioners and his family is rich, so he is always crowed by the girls in his class. But he only has his eye on Rose.


  “I, did it with Rose-chan.”
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  Shimizu (Class Rep)


  Measurement: 80/58/81
 School caste: High


  Nishino’s classmate. The class representative. Class 2-A at Tsunuma highschool. She often leads her classmates in school events, and is highly trusted by those around her. She has a strong sense of justice, and often goes out of control because of her hasty decisions. She wants to go on to higher education, and has been studying English in order to enter Tokyo University of Foreign Studies.


  “In that case, If there’s any cool guys that want to help, please raise your hand!”
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  Matsuura-san


  Measurement: 85/57/88
 School caste: Middle


  Nishino’s classmate. A quiet girl who shines when she’s polished. Class 2-A at Tsunuma highschool. In the classroom, she spends her days peacefully in a small group with other girls who are inferior in looks or who are plump. After school, she fits into the princess position in the cultural club activities. Her surroundings change drastically when she is spotted as a potential girlfriend by the youthful Nishino.


  “Um, Nishino-kun. Thank you for saving me yesterday. But, um, I’d like it, if you don’t associate with me any longer.”
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  Tarousuke


  Social class: Winning cultural worker


  Guitarist of a famous rock band. Mature and handsome. After being rescued by Nishino from an attempt on his life by scary people, he is inspired, for better or worse. He is a good-looking young man who speaks to everyone as if he’s looking down on them, but is surprisingly caring once you get to know him.


  “…I thought, I’d at least give my thanks. Th, thank you.”
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  Marquis


  Social class: Underworld organizer


  The bartender and owner of the bar that Nishino patronizes. On the surface, he runs the restaurant, but on the other hand, he handles all general affairs such as managing the requests of the agents and handing over the rewards. He has known Nishino for several years.


  “Did something happened in school?”
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  Francisca


  Measurement: 91/57/89
 Social class: Elite civil servant of a large country


  Rose’s boss. A beautiful, glamorous blonde. She is busy traveling around the world to serve the national interests of her country. She is visiting Japan with Rose for business reasons, and is looking for an opportunity to make contact with Nishino, her agent. Recently, she has been worried about the smell of her crotch.


  “For those type of youngsters, if they try it out a bit then they’d get addicted.”


  The Boy called Nishino Gokyou


  


  Just a bit past midnight around the time the last train departs. Inside the basement of a building positioned in the outskirts of the busy streets of Roppongi, a narrow bar of about 20 tsubo[1] was prepared.


  There were 3 guest within the establishment.


  One is a man in his latter twenties. Long hair that doesn’t reach his shoulders, dyed light brown, and a light beige suit that boasts its value along with a purple knit tie with the light blue shirt. Along with a watch from a high class brand on his wrist. He might be the son of a rich man, or perhaps he might be the talented young president of a company.


  And in the seat next to him is a woman who appears to be in her mid twenties is seducing him. An office lady in a suit. Whether it’s from the strict culture of her company, or if it’s her nature, she has a modest amount of makeup and her hair is in a plain chignon that shows no sign of collapsing.


  They talk with each other in the innermost seat at the counter.


  Then the last person, a boy in a school uniform sitting four seats away in the center of that same counter. Compared to the bartender that was standing there as if it was an interview, the boy had his legs crossed in an exaggerated manner, as if they’ve been friends for a decade, asks in a cold tone.


  “…So where’s the payment?”


  He appears to be in the middle of his teens.


  His outfit is that of an extremely ordinary Japanese person. It’s a uniform belonging to a high school in the Tokyo area. He had single edged eyelids, uneven teeth, and cheek bones that are slightly pushed out. His hair style is as if a boy of his age went to the beauty parlor or barber shop, and asked for nothing other then to keep the length.


  It can’t be said that he is cool by any means. But he isn’t ugly enough to have fingers pointed at him. He’d simply be another person among the middle of the pack in the school caste. A person who nobody would remember after graduation.


  But even then, if there were something remarkable about this situation, it’d be the existence with whom he is exchanging words.


  “It was deposited in the same place as always.”


  The one who answered was the man that stands across the counter, the owner of the establishment.


  It may be because it’s Roppongi[2], but he isn’t a Japanese man. He’s a self-proclaimed black american man, with a giant body about 2 meters tall. His muscular build can be seen through the black suit vest he wears.


  His upper arm is thicker than the boy’s thigh. A laceration runs through the right eye on his face. And it reaches up to his cleanly shaven head. An appearance like that of a western action movie.
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  “Fine.”


  “About the next request…”


  “I want to rest for a bit. Give it to someone else.”


  “…I see.”


  A terribly imbalanced pair, like this, even from across the counter you’d feel a great discomfort. Especially for an asian boy with a medium build to take such a curt attitude with a stern faced black man, anyone who sees it would get chills down their spines.


  In truth, the man and woman who were once speaking are now watching over them in terror. Every now and then the man and woman took glances, worried that the boy would be hit by the bartender. It was as if they were saying, Is this kid really all right?


  However, even with the worry of the other guest, the person himself showed no concern.


  Without any restraint, the boy recomposes his legs and continues talking.


  “Give me another of the same.”


  “Should you have another? You have school tomorrow don’t you?”


  “Don’t mind it, since I’ll just be sleeping.”


  “…I see.”


  In accordance with the boys order, the bartender makes a new drink.


  With skilled movements he uses the ice pick to cut the round ice. He pours it into the newly prepared glass and grabs a bottle from the shelf behind the counter.  Without saying a word, he pours in a double.


  A bittersweet scent tickles the boys nose at the time the drink was passed over.


  “It’s about time to replace this…”


  The bartender mutters while looking at the small amount remaining in the bottle.


  As he had said, only a quarter of the contents remain. The amber contents of the bottle sway along with the movements of his arm. Shined on by the refraction of the dim lighting, the bottle emits a light sparkle.


  Looking at that, the boy took a somewhat strong tone.


  “Don’t run out.”


  “…It’s a particularly rare sake. So I have to deal with it properly.”


  “If you run out of that, then I won’t take any jobs from you.”


  “I, I understand. I’ll prepare it without fail. I have an acquaintance that likes it.”


  “Then it’s fine.”


  The boy drinks the freshly made sake.


  The chain of events here were completely mismatched. If only the boy had a remarkable appearance, then it’d be more easy to accept. However, he is ordinary. Exceedingly ordinary. Single edged eyelids and crooked teeth, and cheekbones that stick out a bit.


  It can’t be said that he is cool by any means. But he isn’t ugly enough to have fingers pointed at him. He’d simply be another person among the middle of the pack in the school caste. Exceedingly ordinary, and extremely asian. It’s because of this that he does not fit into the current situation.


  The figure of him drinking sake with his elbow on the counter is comedic. The person himself might be feeling good, but the ones watching from the side can’t help but feel irritation, anger, and embarrassment. A type of scene that would become part of one’s dark history.


  But even then, if there was an extraordinary point about him, it is the existence with whom he is exchanging words.


  “Come again next week.”


  The motherly bartender says it as if worried about the boy.


  “…If I feel like it.”


  The average looking guy gave a curt answer.


  That last behavior was exactly that of a middle schooler during their school festival.


  It does not suit him in the least.


  “Oi, I’m counting on you, really.”


  He looked at him with a face as if he had a bad sake, and the bartender muttered in a state of defeat.


  The name of this bad boy is, Nishino Gokyou.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The Tsunuma Highschool , is an exceeding ordinary high school within the Tokyo metropolitan area. The students are ordinary and thus their scores are also ordinary. There are also no clubs with achievements that stand out in particular. The amount of students that choose to go to university are about 50 percent, and the other 50 percent look for employment. So the amount of students that went to a prestigious private institute or nation universities are only a handful in the whole history of the school.


  Of course, the amount of students that doze off during class are many. But today, that is prevented by a small test, and so the students are zealously staring at their test papers. They frantically fill in the answers as they face their answer sheets.


  But, If there is any students that would be dozing off during this, then it could only be Nishino.


  He’s currently sleeping on his desk.


  Kin-kon kan-kon, soon enough, the sound that marks the end of class rang.


  The answer sheets were collected, the order to stand and bow are given, and school hours end.


  “Then that’s all for today.”


  The teacher quickly gathers the materials and leaves the classroom.


  With that, the students quickly begin moving. That was just the 4th class. Now that their lunch break is starting. Everyone goes to get their lunch, some go with others to the cafeteria, some are rushing to buy their food, and some people gather their desks and spread out their bentos.


  Then as the surroundings get lively, Nishino wakes up.


  “……”


  If there is anything that wasn’t ordinary, be it his appearance or his grades, it would be the small amount of relationships he has. For example, he has no friends to eat with during the break.


  Thus he slowly wakes up, and heads to the cafeteria by himself.


  But so, someone approaches him from behind.


  “Oi, Nishino.”


  “…What is it Ootake-sensei?”


  He’s the teacher in charge of Nishino’s homeroom, Ootake Kiyoshi. A veteran of 45 years of age, and in charge of mathematics. He also serves as the head teacher in the school. Among the students, he has a reputation of being helpful and reliable.


  But if he were to have some flaw, then it’d be the fact that his hair had been falling out recently. Due to this, the female students sometimes ask, Sensei isn’t your head in trouble? Out of worry. But the amount of times of that has increased, and the stress must’ve increased too.


  “I heard from Yamada-sensei in charge of history, you shouldn’t sleep during exams.”


  “Sorry.”


  Yamada-sensei is the teacher who was in charge of the class before.


  It seems he reported Nishino’s habitual sleeping to his superior.


  “The one who’ll be in trouble later is you, since exams start next year.”


  “No, I’m going to find a job.”


  “Still, as a teacher I can’t allow you to sleep during classes.”


  “…Sorry.”


  “It’s fine, just be careful from now on.”


  “Yes.”


  Ootake-sensei takes his leave after scolding him a bit.


  That is the extent of his concern. For a single student among the many enrolled, he completed his duty as a teacher. Ootake himself knows of Nishino’s attitude, so it was an exchange mixed with sighs.


  With this ending safely, Nishino once again begins to walk to the cafeteria.


  The bustling corridor during the lunch break.


  Suta suta, a sound of quick footsteps.


  As he turns the corner, he suddenly bumps into someone.


  “Te…”


  “Kyaa…”


  The one he hit is a schoolgirl. Nishino immediately tried to step aside, but it was unavoidable and their bodies hit. It looks like the girl was running, so the impact causes her to lose her balance and fall down.


  In comparison Nishino’s body only slightly shook.


  “I’m sorry.”


  Words of apology were said in a panic.


  “…Are you fine?”


  The tone of speaking was a bit off, but it’s because his sense of values is quite different from others. It looks like he thinks it’s cool to have a bit of cynicism[3] mixed in. In reality that isn’t the case, but he still earns an evaluation from his classmates that think it wasn’t even a bit cool.


  But, that truth does not reach his ears. His anxieties from middle school have followed him to his entry to highschool, so was the evaluation from the classmates staring at him.


  “I’m the one who should be sorry. I’m in a bit of an hurry.”


  The school girl looks up to him while still sitting on the ground.


  She’s the beautiful girl from the class next door. Her name is Rose Rebmann. If you were to search for a student who wasn’t ordinary in this extremely ordinary school, then she’d be the first one to be mentioned.


  She was admitted a few months back and according to the person herself, she is of a pure British background. Her age is 16, the same as Nishino. Compared to those of her age, not to mention other foreign students, her height is exceedingly small, about 130cm. Along with that was the impressive straight blonde hair that extends past her waist.


  She has childlike features that matches her height. She would stand out even among other people with fair skin. Even if it wasn’t intentional, when you look at her big, round, and blue eyes you would naturally start feeling calm. She’s a very lovely girl.


  Thanks to that, the group of girls that hate her call her the Blonde loli behind her back.


  Because of that, a group of lolicons have shown a rare interest in her.


  “No, I’m the one who should sorry.”


  Nishino speaks in as gentle a tone as possible.


  Then so, she extends her right arm towards him.


  “Would you lend me a hand? Nishino-kun.”


  Pachin, Rose gives a light wink. If any other students saw it, then they would surely punch him. However, together with her lovely outer appearance, it somehow felt natural, and he obediently nods to her.


  “A, ah…”


  While being timid, he extends his hand to her.


  So, with a forceful pull, she is raised up.


  “Thank you.”


  “No…”


  “Then I’ll excuse myself.”


  As soon as she gets back up, Rose quickly heads down the hall.


  While staring at her back for no particular reason, Nishino mutters.


  “…We’ve bumped into each other many times since last month.”


  Last week was by the stairs.


  The one who barely avoided falling down was him.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  On the same unchanging scenery on his way home. Nishino who is part of the go home club leaves the classroom after the sixth period bell. The sounds of yells from the sports clubs, and the music of the concert band echo throughout the school buildings.


  It was then, an event that happened on the way home.


  A car was stopped on the side of the sidewalk on his school route. It was a coupe from overseas. A luxury car worth tens of millions of yen. Anyone who saw it would want to take a photo with the car that most likely isn’t sold anymore. However, to him, this is something he has no business knowing of.


  “Hi~, are you heading home?”


  The driver stuck her head out of the car and asked.


  “…What’s your business?”


  Nishino asks in an ill tone without trying to hide it.


  They are both acquainted with each other.


  “You refused the request from Marquis, so I came directly to you.”


  From her face she appears to be caucasian. A beautiful woman that appears to be in her twenties with impressive platinum blonde hair that reaches her waist. Because of the suit and short skirt she was wearing, the lines of her well styled body were clearly visible.


  The owner of huge breasts that would make any man turn back. In reality, everyone who is passing by is turning back to look at her, the young mens in particular, their attention was taken by the cleavage that peeks out between the gap in her shirt.


  If there was an exception to this, then it would be Nishino.


  “If it’s a request then pass it through Marquis, otherwise I won’t accept it.”


  “Ara, it’s unexpected for you trust him that much.”


  “…I hate that part of you, and everything else.”


  “You seem to hate me quite a lot.”


  “Your face is one I hate more than anything. If you want to bring a request, then first get run over by a dump truck and break that uselessly high nose of yours. That way you’d surely become a beautiful woman.”


  “How cold…”


  Nishino ignore that and continues walking.


  The beautiful woman slowly continues in her car. She has her face pointed to the sidewalk with a single hand on the wheel and the elbow of her other arm placed on the window.


  It isn’t a road with many cars and it also has a good amount of space, so if anyone were to come, they wouldn’t be a hindrance. But nonetheless, If you look at the car’s license plate, it’s blue.


  All of the cars slow down as they quietly pass in the opposite lane.


  “Is it pointless no matter what?”


  “It’s pointless.”


  “But if you accept it, then I’ll attach a wonderful bonus.”


  She suddenly stops the car and stands in front of Nishino.


  Then overbearingly blocks the path of the average man.


  While spreading the opening of her shirt, she uses her index finger to point at the exposed valley of her breast.


  To this, Nishino responds with some irritation mixed into his words.
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  “A single piece of advice. It’d be best to drill this through those ears of yours.”


  “Ara, that’d be wonderful. What is it?”


  “I hate people like you. If I were to be more specific, I hate humans that have nothing but their outward pride. I’d sooner become the protege for the police than take your request.”


  Words that did not fit in at all.


  If there was something that didn’t fit in, then it’d be because of a loss of points due to his face.


  If you were to ask about his face, then it’d be something that had an overwhelming baggage.


  “Ara, were you the owner of such a strong sense of justice?”


  “Saying such dull jokes when desperate? You’re the same as ever, hurry and go back.”


  “…!”


  After receiving Nishino’s words, the face of beauty warps in irritation for an instant.


  It is a natural response. On one hand is a caucasian woman of unrivaled beauty, and on the other is an average asian guy. If you take into account the universal caste of humanity, then it is clear as day who the superior one is.


  “I, It seems like you’re in a bad mood today, so I’ll come back another time.”


  The beautiful woman pull out in an adult like way.


  And Nishino speaks as if to attack an already defeated enemy.


  “Francisca, your face is the fifth most face I hate in the whole world. And the one who has the sixth position is the portrait of George Brummell. That thing’s looking down on people.”


  Speaking while putting on airs, he continued to strike the woman’s nevers.


  Coincidentally, the ones passing by were also getting irritated.


  “Then sorry for disturbing you. See you later!”


  She gets on the car through the door she left open as if running away.


  At the same time she steps into the car, she departs from the average looking guy.


  The sound of the tires cutting into the asphalt resound in the surroundings.


  The car quickly makes space from the sidewalk and goes into the road ahead. After making a turn, it could no longer be seen. The pedestrians are forced to smell the bitter scent of the cars exhaust.


  Nishino who takes in that aroma mutters.


  “Really, a woman who never ges tired of it.”


  Although he says that, he too was a highschooler, never gets tired of it.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The evening of that day, the figure of a beautiful woman was grumbling in a bar in Roppongi, and it was the bartender’s job to serve her. The former was the one who just got the cold shoulder from Nishino, and the latter is Marquis, the owner of the establishment who exchanged words with Nishino last night.


  “It was useless, Marquis.”


  “That’s why I told you many times. Your compatibility with him is bad.”


  The owner returned appropriate responses to the complaints of Francisca.


  “My beauty must’ve fallen. Is it my age?”


  “That’s the worst thing about you. If you want him to accept your requests, then you have to change that part of you. His current evaluation of you is the worst, at least that’s what I think.”


  “How could this happen? In my country they would have accepted even without showing my cleavage, to not even be able to get that dirty yellow monkey[4], I’ve had enough of this.”


  “It’s the same for me. Don’t worry about it.”


  “Fuun? So you say?”


  “What do you mean by that?”


  “Should I tell him?”


  “I don’t mind, but if you tell him then he’ll never accept your request, no matter what.”


  “I know. It was a joke, just a joke.”


  “I hate those worthless jokes.”


  “Ara, did his influence rub off on you?”


  “If that’s the case, then there won’t be any sake for you next time, do you want to continue?”


  “I know. Just a complaint. Sorry.”


  “Throw away that useless pride of yours. That is the most important technique in negotiating.”


  “Negotiating, huh? With that uncool asian”


  “As long as you talk like that, he won’t accept your request. It’s not as if he’s looking for anyone else, and he isn’t the type to boast to others. To put it in another way, he could do everything by himsel.f”


  “…I see. What a boring man.”


  “However, that seems to be popular in this country.”


  “Where’s that information from?”


  “It was written in a book he read before.”


  “Ara, what book was it? It’s on my mind now.”


  “It was an entertainment novel aimed at the youths of this country.”


  “Hee, it’s unexpected for him to read something like that.”


  “He forgot about it. If you want to read it, then I’ll lend you it.”


  “Giving it out, what a bad person.”


  “It’s something that was forgotten.”


  “Then send it to the same place as always. I’ll check it then.”


  “Got it.”


  While exchanging words, the bartender and the woman on the counter takes out a sake. The round ice floating in the rock glass was enveloped by the amber liquid. The sweet scent of vanilla drifts about.


  There were no signs of other customers.


  As midnight passes, only the figure of the two were there.


  “Drink that and return.”


  “Thank you. I’ll be doing just that.”


  Francisca takes the presented glass and drinks it in one gulp.


  “By the way, what will you do with that problematic request?”


  “If he’s not doing it then I have to look around for someone else.”


  “Do you have anyone in mind?”


  “…None.”


  “If not, then you wouldn’t have headed to the person himself, is it?”


  “Really, what should I do?”


  Francisca begins grumbling with her head down. It must be quite a big problem they have, and because of what happened, they are at wit’s end. Then she eventually slams the glass onto the counter, as if to confirm it.


  It helps that there aren’t any other customers.


  Then yells in a loud voice.


  “I’ve had enough! It’s because of that yellow monkey that my future prospects are completely black!”


  “Don’t yell like that. We don’t know if there’s someone else listening.”


  “What? Do his ears reach up to here?”


  “I never said that. However, the possibility isn’t zero.”


  “Really, what an irritating talent, that damned brat!”


  “Your true colors are coming out.”


  The bartender looks at the wild woman who was influenced by the sake with a troubled expression. It looked like he wanted to say, Hurry and go back. While bothered by his partner, he takes a single dishcloth and began to polish the glass piled by the sink.


  “How annoying! Shouldn’t that kid feel good about himself if I treat him well? Aah, I’m the one that wants to kill him. Really, I can’t tell you how irritating he is. Someday I’ll definitely kill him.”


  “Well, if you have that much energy then you should be fine.”


  The beautiful blonde woman complained over her drinks.


  As the bartender continued to respond to her.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Nishino’s home is an apartment building in the residential area intended for a single person.


  In other words, he lived by himself.


  After living away from his parents for several years, cooking, laundry and cleaning, he is now used to all of this, it’s been a while since he stopped thinking of these things as troublesome, and he’s still able to maintain his daily life of being a student while working.


  He lives in a room of about 6 tatami mats.


  “……”


  The dinner for this evening is instant ramen with a packed salad. The former was already stocked, but the latter was a side dish bought at a convenience store on the way back. The seasoning is sesame seeds, ginger, and dressing.


  “……”


  It’s something he bought many times to eat, thus, he is already used to the flavor.


  Without thinking of anything, he fills his mouth with the lettuce, cabbage and corn. He begins to eat the dressing that was scattered on his face and it all quickly disappeared. Not enough. The amount wasn’t enough.


  “……”


  Nishino Gokyou, 16 years of age. Days passed as his sense of emptiness continued to grow.


  There wasn’t enough warmth.


  It was about time he got used to living alone, since it’s been several years since he left his parents to live on his own. But he couldn’t come to like the food, his daily food is a side dish from the nearby convenience store. He has enough income to buy it, but it will take time before he can get used to it.


  He doesn’t know how many times he has already got the 918 yen corn salad.


  While eating his food, a sound rang from a corner of the room, a rattling like sound.


  It was a hamster in a cage placed on the bottom of a steel rack that began to play on it’s equipment. It ran with all it’s might on the wheel shaped equipment. The rattling resounded in the room that had no other sound.


  “…Ah.”


  As if remembering something, he stands up and heads to the bottom of the cage.


  He takes out solid food from a plastic bag placed to the side.


  Then so, he replenishes the feed that is inside the cage.


  “……”


  A small smile rises on Nishino. Gently gazing inside the cage at the hamster who jumped at the moment it’s food was replenished. It may come across as somewhat disgusting, but it couldn’t be helped since he is an average looking guy.


  “I bought a strawberry today. I’ll also put this in.”


  He opens the cage a little bit and places the strawberry inside. The hamster quickly moves to it and begins to chew it. Nishino does nothing but gaze at that figure.


  He passes his night by cherishing his pet hamster.


  The Girl called Rose Rebmann


  


  After three days of holding it in, Rose Rebmann had finally finished excreting and she is now washing her hands in her bathroom.


  She meticulously applies the hand soap, and makes sure to wash everything from the gaps between her fingers to the crevice inside her nails. She washes her hands so that not even a single micron would be left behind. It was done with such force that it made it look like she was rubbing her parents enemy on a grater. That expression of hers was very grim.


  10 minutes passed.


  The gentle sound of the water flowing in the bathroom echoes.


  Finally being satisfied, she begins rinsing off the bubbles from her hand with the water flowing from the faucet, and her expression softens just a little.


  It was in the middle of that, the back of her hand touches the faucet. In an instant, her face changes to one that looks like the world had just ended.


  “……”


  Once again she pours soap onto the palm of her hand and bubbles begin to furiously come forth. She washes the hands that she had just finished washing with more force than before.


  Another 10 minutes passed.


  This time she carefully washes away the bubbles using the tap water. It looked like she was about to burst into tears as she had an expression that was a mix of both irritation and sadness.


  At last, she finished washing away the bubbles and grabs a towel.


  She wipes her finger tips with a branded towel. Painstakingly wiping from the tips of her fingers up to her wrist. The sleeves of her loungewear were soaked due to the way in which she washed her hands.


  “…Troublesome, how troublesome.”


  The location was a single room in a luxury apartment located in the Tokyo area.


  She exits the bathroom after finally getting rid of all the water on her hands.


  Dozens of minutes had passed in that way.


  The towel is immediately thrown into the laundry basket. If the laundry is placed in the basket made from the vines of a plant, then the next day it would return neatly folded up in the corner of the room . This flow of events is one of the cycles that have continued to repeat ever since she came here several months ago.


  “Haa…”


  She sits down on the living room sofa.


  At the same time, her phone begins ringing. It was making a chopping like sound as it came in contact with the glass of the table. The caller displayed on the screen was someone she met up with a few days ago.


  “Really, that woman.”


  Looking at the wall clock in the room, it was already well past midnight.


  “…Yes, this is Rose.”


  “Hi, it’s me.”


  “Of course. You’re the only one who’d call at this time. Francisca.”


  “I did wait a while, but I can’t anymore. It’s because that is starting tomorrow.”


  “Can I interpret that as being able to get his cooperation?”


  “No, he didn’t accept. Without an appointment he won’t take it. We can’t wait any longer than this. This isn’t a job we can do late, since there is a line for it.”


  “…You want me to die?”


  “Ara, will you die?”


  “……”


  Rose’s face hardens at the unconcerned voice. She tried to come up with a response, but she was unable to say anything. Her mouth opens and closes, twice, thrice, and during that, the one on the other side of the phone continues.


  “Let’s meet after school ends tomorrow. Is the usual coffee shop fine?


  “…Fine.”


  “In that case, good night.”


  “Eeh.”


  She was now completely detached from the conversation that had just occurred. After only several minutes since connecting, the line was cut by one of them. Rose stares at the name of the one she had just spoke with and time displayed on the phone, and becomes irritated.


  She then throws the phone at the sofa.


  Although it was violently thrown, it made a light sound as it fell in between the cushions.


  Then so, she too entrusts her body to it.


  “What was that, that woman. Just how much does she think I considered her, I thought she was approaching him. I waited for more than 3 months, and she couldn’t even get an appointment, just how incompetent can she be to get that result.”


  She leans her head back and gazes at the ceiling.


  A giant ceiling fan is slowly turning without a sound.


  “……”


  Blinking three times, her head swings to the right.


  Blinking three times, her head swings to the left.


  Blinking three times, her head swings to the right.


  Blinking three times, her head swings to the left.


  Blinking three times, her head swings to the right.
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  “…Haa, no more, wasn’t it an odd number?”


  What was muttered were ambiguous words.


  It was a complaint that no one but herself could understand.


  “Why did I make it three times? I have to do it over again.”


  While entrusting her body to the sofa, she continues staring at the ceiling, and while blinking, her head swings as she repeats the eccentric behavior. With an irritated face, the ×××× act continues.


  This ritual required nearly an hour.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The next day was the same as the last, classes were over for the day and it was now after school. The students in clubs or extracurricular activities rushed to their designated area. The ones who weren’t in those took their bag and returned home.


  Nishino Gokyou is in the latter group.


  “Te…”


  It was an incident that happened as he was leaving the classroom, right before he reached the entrance. His body suddenly received an impact. Someone was running and ended up hitting his shoulder. He didn’t fall down, but he did stumble from the surprise attack.


  “Ah, I’m sorry!”


  “……”


  As for what happened, he hears a voice to his side and turns to it, and there was Rose Rebmann. She too must be in the middle of returning home, since she is holding her school bag.


  The buttons and keychains that have recently become popular with high school girls were not on her bag. Since it doesn’t take long for those things to be bought and pollute bags, it looked nice.


  “I’m sorry, I was in a bit of a hurry.”


  “Aah, I don’t mind.”


  “Is that so? Thank you.”


  How many times was it?


  The number of times she bumped into him was on his mind. Several months back, the girl called Rose transferred to the adjacent class, and there were many chances to come in contact from break time to after school, or even when their classes were together for physical education.


  He was doubting as to whether these points where a coincidence.


  But even then, she became the school idol not even a week after transferring. It wasn’t as if he hesitated speaking to her, but while not knowing her true intentions, the time continued passing until today.


  However, even he didn’t want to leave this as it was, so he opens his mouth.


  “There’s something I’d like to ask…”


  This was his first aggressive action in these several months.


  Considering his circumstances, there is a need to think of everything. If his conjecture was correct, then even if she was the school idol, he’d have to appropriately deal with her.


  However, the question that he put his resolve into, it did not reach her.


  “Sorry. I’m really in a hurry, I don’t have time.”


  “…I see.”


  “If you want to talk then, umm… How about, tomorrow after school?”


  “Okay.”


  “Thank you. Then I’ll excuse myself.”


  To Nishino, Rose Rebmann would be an unobtainable flower. Elegant, intelligent, and even if she wasn’t lively, she’d still be the center of attention. Such an evaluation was held by not only the other students, but also the students of other schools.


  While having the loli body of an elementary schooler, her intelligence and the open mindedness from her daily school life charms everyone.  There were also many lolicons that were knocked out by the appearance of her in twintails during PE.


  Today too, the sight of a smile rising on her face, Nishino felt some goodwill towards her. However, that’s only as long as she doesn’t cross the line, it is a longing mixed with resignation. Just gazing from a distance was an appropriate distance.


  Even with the cynical attitude he usually has, in the end, he is just a boy of his age in the insides.


  “Aah, be careful on your way…”


  Nishino sees her off with his usual sour look.


  For that exchange of words was only a small incident.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  On the other hand, the one who was sent off heads to the entrance and quickly changes out of her indoor shoes. She leaves the school behind in a run and after running several dozens of meters from the entrance, a taxi picks her up. Conveying her destination to the driver, the taxi only moves several kilometers.


  The destination was the business district within Tokyo.


  At the end of that was a small building. Away from the main street, and in a ward with few pedestrians, that was Rose’s destination. She descends the taxi and after walking a few more meters, she enters a coffee shop that looks like a private house.


  Karan koron, a dry sound rang out. It was the sound of the bell that signals customers.


  Rose scans through the shop. She finds her acquaintance in the far back and quickly heads to that spot. The waitress who was about to meet her understood this and turned back to the kitchen.


  “Ara, that was fast.”


  “Weren’t you rushing me? You even sent me a message.”


  “I was just worried that Rose-chan might be late.”


  “…I wonder.”


  A table for two.


  Rose pulls the empty chair and sits down.


  “Did you find a way to deal with it?”


  “Rose-chan, what do you want to drink?”


  “…This woman.”


  Rose doesn’t bother hiding her irritation.


  The one sitting in front of her is the beautiful blonde woman that appeared in front of Nishino the other day, was now sitting in a coffee shop in the outskirts that she happened to pass. Her plump thighs escape from her mini skirt, and whether she wants it or not, it attracts the eyes of others. It was further pronounced as she boldly crossed her legs.


  Her womanliness was emphasized more when compared to the currently active high school girl that is just under 130 centimeters. While they are both caucasian, they are complete opposites. For an asian person that can’t differentiate the faces of those from abroad, they might think of them as siblings separated by years.


  “Would black tea be fine?”


  “Coffee, Expresso.”


  “Ara, you stopped drinking black tea, even thought you were so obsessed with it?”


  “What idiot would order their favorite from a shop that they know it’s bad in?”


  “Speaking of which, you did say that before.”


  “If you continue this pointless chatter any longer, I’ll go back.”


  The beautiful girl glares at the beautiful woman with irritation. After receiving such blunt hatred, Francisca finally answers the question.


  “The location is being covered. The start time will be exactly midnight, at the same time she carries it in.”


  “Is it a cute girl this time? The previous one was quite bad.”


  “Someone suitable to be a maid was prepared.”


  “Maid? Is it another one of those situations with your bad taste?”


  “Ara, it isn’t a bad choice when getting a lady to fall for you.”


  “Please don’t pair me up with some sexual deviant like you. I want to stay away from those things until I get married. While it might get premarital, don’t pair me up with some woman that would open her legs for anyone.”


  “For those type of youngsters, if they try it out a bit then they’d get addicted.”


  “Be quiet. If you continue this trivial talk, then I’ll abandon the request and leave.”


  “Ara, are you in a position that lets you take that choice?”


  “……”


  The beautiful girl couldn’t find the words to reply.


  Seeing that, the beautiful woman in the mini skirt smiles.


  “Do you understand? If you want to go now, then I’ll take you.”


  “No need. I’ll go after I change.”


  “Eeh, in that case I’m counting on you. Contact me once your preparations are done.”


  “…Understood.”


  The beautiful blonde woman stands as soon as they finished talking. She gulps down the coffee that has barely decreased and pays the bill that was on the table. At the same time she didn’t forget to include Rose’s order of black tea.


  “Thank you.”


  The one across the register who lowered their head was the manager.


  The manager across the register lowered his head.


  The black tea is bad. The coffee is also bad. There were no products that stood out. The locations wasn’t good either, and the interior is dull. Even people who are craving sweets at the moment skip this place. But the reason the shop hasn’t gone under is because it was solely the hobby of the land owner.


  “Really, I’m getting fed up from these troublesome jobs.”


  Muttering to no one in particular, Rose rises to leave her seat following the beautiful woman.


  She takes out a 500 yen coin from her purse to put on top of the table as a tip.


  She places it on the table, and strokes it with her index finger.


  Once, twice, thrice, she strokes it and for some reason sits back down.


  As if thinking, That’s right, she immediately stands back up and she strokes the coin with her middle finger.


  Once, twice, thrice, she strokes it and for some reason she sits back down.


  As if thinking, That’s right, she immediately stands back up and she strokes the coin with her ring finger.


  Once, twice, thrice, she strokes it and for some reason sits back down.


  During that process, her expression was extremely serious.


  After repeating this three times, she leaves her seat.


  With her strong will, the ritual was completed much more quickly than in her home. At home it’d take at least 20 sets, to finish it while it was still in the single digits, it is something extremely rare to the person in question.


  For 5 seconds, ×××× has been acknowledged.


  Before being seen by the manager, she tries to escape from her risky position.


  She forcefully opens the door and heads out.


  Karan koron.


  “Thank you.”


  The sound of the bell attached to the door rings along with the carefree voice of the manager.


  Once again, the store is empty.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That same day, Nishino walked through the streets at night in order to by some food for his pet.


  His destination is the 24 hour all purpose discount store. That is where he will get his hamster’s food, it’s the most important thing to him as of now. He’s been busy recently and as a result, he was now out of food that he had stocked up.


  He had used up the last food yesterday, so he was in trouble for today’s dinner.


  So because of that, he is now going out in order to buy the food for his beloved pet.


  “…It’d be good if they’re still selling the same product.”


  He muttered as he remembers the preferred product of his housemate. As a result of trying multiple products in the past, in the last few months he was able to find the preferred brand here. Even though his partner is a small animal, to Nishino, it is one of his few friends. He doesn’t plan on giving that up.


  But It was in the middle of that, the appearance of someone he recognizes entered his vision.


  “That is…”


  Rose Rebmann.


  A beautiful girl walking along the street with a very serious expression. She stands out even more due to the fact that she is a blonde caucasian. It’s been several years since the government took a stance on accepting immigrants. But even then, the majority of people that came were asian, so caucasians stands out.


  But even without considering that, she still attracts others attention.


  More than the color of her hair or skin, or even her pupil, the most conspicuous thing about her is the rubber suit on her body. There are various tears and frays on it, and beyond them her bare skin is exposed. She is walking all over the city in an appearance unbecoming of a girl her age. Around her waist is what looks like the remains of an apron.


  “…What is that?”


  The thoughts of the dinner for his pet were now turned to his classmate that is walking on the street.


  There are many others that are looking at her. A salary man rushing to catch the train, and a tourist who was caught by a sex shop. Woman dressed in showy clothes for clubs, and the crude looking men who were trying to get those women, and so on.


  Rose’s appearance was one that looks like a motorcyclist that fell onto the asphalt after having their motorcycle topple over, and thus there were people that called out to her. Those who were worried were approximately 30 percent, and the other 70 had ulterior motives. She ignores all of this as she continued walking with an upset look.


  She turns into a small alley in order to get away from the populated street.


  “……”


  He can just turn a blind eye to this.


  However, she was someone he had exchanged words with, and they are also from the same school. If by chance something were to happen tonight, and the following day they were offering a silent prayer at the school assembly, even he’d feel bad.


  “…Is she being followed?”


  Nishino thinks about what he should do.


  To him, getting the food for his housemate is a rather important mission. However, it isn’t as if he can’t let it be for one night. Because the food was eaten, he filled up the water tank plenty. It should hold out for two or three days.


  “……”


  As he reaches that conclusion Rose’s figure disappears into the shadow of a building.


  Nishino breaks into a run.


  The way he’s heading is the narrow space created from two tall buildings. Its width is about two meters, a passage that would be difficult for a car to enter. It’s doubtful as to whether it could even be called a road. By moving straight forward for another 50 meters, you’d find yourself in another big street.


  There were no other people as Nishino quickly looks for Rose.


  About 10 meters ahead.


  A frail girl was there, walking. It may be difficult for her to support her own weight as she placed her hand on the wall of a building by the road, she could barely stand. Although it’s very slow, she continues moving forward.


  “……”


  As soon as Nishino was about to open his mouth and call out, a figure appeared from a path on the opposite side.


  3 latin males with large builds in suits. All of them were equipped with small arms and they all pointed them towards Rose as soon as they appeared. Without wasting any time, they fired. A large noise usually accompanied by the shot was not heard, as a silencer was attached to the weapon.


  But in exchange, the sound of the bullet shell’s rolling on the ground resounded.


  The gun was fired twice, thrice. One shot hit Rose’s thigh. Along with a noise, her body fell to the ground. Her head hit the trash can next to her and the blue bucket tumbled over as the contents of the buckets scattered around.


  “…Looks like this became somewhat troublesome.”


  Nishino finally understood the situation.


  He instantly kicks the ground and goes to Rose’s side. He closed a distance of about 10 meters in the blink of an eye. Placing one knee on the ground, Nishino embraces her body by placing one arm on her back and the other under her knees. These actions only required several seconds.


  “Wha…?”


  As for the one being carried, she didn’t realized his existence until that very moment. Her eyes open wide due to the shock of suddenly seeing her classmate.


  “Wh, why are you here?”


  “I went shopping, and you were walking while beaten up.”


  “…That is, it’s quite a big coincidence.”


  “I didn’t think it was normal, and I turned out to be right.”


  “Y, yes… my bad.”


  “By the way, that is?”


  “Who knows? Isn’t it some type of bodyguard?”


  Muttering in a somewhat mumbled tone, Rose take out a handgun from her bosom. She points this towards the 3 men and fires. The first shot hits the thigh of the man running in the lead, and the second shot hits the head of the man behind the first. There was no sound of the shots.


  The latter died.


  The former collapsed on the spot and let out a groan as he grabbed his leg.


  The third man that was left ignores the other two and readies his pistol as he approaches her.


  “Your handling of a gun. It’s quite amazing.”


  “It isn’t that great.”


  Batsun, a light sound rang out, the bullet from the third man was heading to Rose’s head.


  It’s certain death if it hits.


  An unavoidable instant death.


  However, just a few centimeters from where it was aimed, it came to a stop mid-air.


  “—!”


  Rose was taken aback when she saw the bullet stop. A soundless scream caused by the threat that was stopped right in front of her. She could clearly see the warhead that would’ve cut off her remaining life.


  Rose was taken aback at the moment she witnessed the bullet stop. A soundless scream caused by the threat that was stopped right in front of her. She could clearly see the warhead that would’ve cut off her remaining life.


  “Don’t worry. There’s no problem.”


  “Eh? N, no way…?”


  It was as if she couldn’t believe what had just occurred in front of her.


  On the other hand, Nishino uninterestedly responded.


  “It ends with this.”


  He takes his left arm from the underside of her knee, and swings it in the direction of the third man. It was swung from the bottom to the top as if scooping up dirt, but something that couldn’t be seen with eyes flew out. Baan, a low sound echoes, and a deep sound is heard from the inside of his belly.


  In the next instant, the targets body split in half.


  The body was cleanly divided from the crotch and it split into two as if it were cut along the spine. Without any time to moan, the third man falls to the ground. Large amounts of blood spray out from the cut and dye the surroundings in red. It went far enough to reach their feet.


  It was as if a giant water balloon had popped.


  “—!”


  Rose let out a small breath at the gut-wrenching scene.


  On the other hand, the one who caused it continued his words with no signs of panic.


  “We’re leaving.”


  “Y, yes, it looks like that’d be best.”


  WIth that, Nishino places his hand under Rose’s knee.


  Then he stands up while holding her.


  “Wait, I, I’ll stand on my own!”


  “It’s faster like this.”


  Ignoring her objection and breaks into a run.


  Then so the average-looking guy soon left the area.
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  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  With Rose’s guidance, Nishino headed towards her house.


  The traces of a gun injury can be seen on the thigh under her skirt. It was something that happened in the midst of the battle, so they couldn’t use public transportation. Furthermore, there was a loaded pistol on her bosom. It’d all be over if someone managed to see it. Because of that, Nishino decided to carry her as he moved through the sky.


  He flew straight through the darkness of the night.


  You may ask, Why can he fly? but he himself does not know. In the same way a bird flies through the sky, the average looking guy also flies. It not like he grew wings, nor did he need to move his arms up and down. It was nimble. Calmly, without sound.


  They soon arrived to the single room of the apartment that was built last year and was intended for high class foreigners. It’s from the largest real estate brand within Tokyo. The monthly payment of the cheapest one room apartment would exceed 3 digits.


  It’s in there that he faced her.


  “I see, you have a regeneration ability.”


  “…It’s a trivial thing compared to yours.”


  “Is it called a regenerator?”


  “You can call it anything you want.”


  When pointed out, she answered in a self-deprecating way.


  It seems she doesn’t like it too much.


  “That in itself is quite amazing. There’s no need to be modest.”


  “Is that so? Then thank you.”


  At the time they arrived, Rose’s injury had completely healed. Even though the stains of blood remain, there is no sign of a gun wound. It was certainly there just a few minutes back. But for that to disappear, it was outside the average looking guys expectations.


  As a result, they had this exchange.


  “…One way or another, um, you really saved me.”


  Rose continues the conversation.


  She was sitting on the sofa in her living room. There was a low table made of glass in front of her, and Nishino was sitting on the other side of it. The room was able to fit three of those close together.


  It is such an extravagant place precisely because of the size of the living room.


  “No, I don’t mind.”


  In response to those words of thanks, he speaks in his usual uninterested tone.


  For Nishino, this wasn’t the first time he met someone with strange abilities like her. It’s because of this that he wasn’t surprised. He was able to gradually understand the situation, and had no need to further look into it. And he composed herself during their exchange.


  Rose on the other hand was unable to calm down.


  “Um…”


  With her body shaking, she rubs her thighs together. She must be feeling uncomfortable after being saved from such a pitiful situation. Her current embarrassed state is rarely different from how she is within the school.


  “Why did you save me?”


  “A coincidence. There was no other motive.”


  “I, is that so?”


  “Aah.”


  Compare to Nishino’s curt attitude, she was very unsteady.


  Rose timidly continues her words while trying to figure out his mood.


  “Your way of talking is different from school isn’t it? It feels a little rough.”


  “….This is for business.”


  “Business? What do you mean?”


  “In order to not be looked down on.”


  “A, ah….”


  Rose showed her understanding towards his words.


  For example, if you saw him in the classroom, then he’d be an ordinary student you’d see anywhere. For example, if you saw him in a yearbook, he’d be about 30 percent uglier than the rest. For example, if you saw his reflection in the mirror in a bath, you might think he’s a handsome man. But if you look at him under the sun, he’d turn out to be an average looking guy.


  No matter how you see it, he’s an average looking asian guy.


  “U, umm…”


  Rose was bewildered and didn’t know how to answer.


  That was the extent of how ordinary his face was. Single edged eyelids, uneven teeth, and cheek bones that stick out a bit. It can’t be said that he is cool. But he isn’t ugly enough that you’d point a finger at him. He is an average member of the school caste that could be found anywhere.


  At 20 he’d be called a young man, at 30 he’d be called a middle aged man, once he crosses 40 his head will start becoming lonely and he’d be called a disgusting old man. Eventually, at 50, 60 he’d be called an elderly person. An appearance that looks like he’d have an uneventful life.


  He’d worry about how other students view him, worry about how those of the opposite gender view him, worry about how society views him, about 6 percent of those people would experience love or sex. Eventually he’d become a marriageable average looking man. However, he’d neglect that period and eventually become a man that never had sex with anything other than sex workers.


  His appearance was that average. No matter how you look at it, he’s an average looking man.


  A face that the majority of the japanese have.


  It’s because of that, this situation makes his averageness stand out even more.


  This isn’t a situation that an average man should be able to challenge.


  Especially to be besides a beautiful girl like Rose, his existence is like a joke. For example, a genuine gun made of metal, you’d believe it was a plastic model the instant it is placed in his hand, that’s how average he was.


  That is the deviation of Nishino’s face.


  A face that belongs to an average life, and since it isn’t different from an average looking man, if you were to put it in these circumstances then only the bad points stick out and you’d get a strong sense of discomfort.


  “…I’ll excuse myself.”


  Furthermore he isn’t the type to care for appearances, nor the type to mind the opposite gender, and neither is he the type to care for society. Is it his origins, I am I, others are others, the owner of a personality that says such lines.


  He stands from the sofa without any hesitation.


  He wants to hurry and buy the feet for his pet that he originally failed in. For the self proclaimed lone wolf with no friends, if there was someone he could relax his heart around, it is the hamster inside the cage in his room.


  “W, wait!”


  In response, Rose lets out a loud voice.


  “…There’s school tomorrow. I want to hurry and sleep.”


  “Ah, um, un, but…”


  The beautiful girl opens her mouth in a very disorderly state.


  And so, after being troubled by it, these were the words she suddenly let out.


  “H, how about staying over?”


  “……”


  A very blunt proposal, that he cannot make any proper conclusion from it.


  It’s even more when the other side is in the same business.


  Nishino judged her question to be a joke. It was likely a lipservice in order for him to not leave due to her not having a topic.


  “Before you tease someone, you should properly pick your target. I also hate those type of jokes. If you still want to continue, then sorry but look for someone else.”


  He uninterestedly answers and begins moving.


  Suddenly, the appearance of Francisca who shows off her chest pops into his mind. This made his mood even worse. He understood that the one in front of him didn’t do anything wrong. But he couldn’t help but hate her.


  In the direction he’s walking is the living room door that connects to the corridor.


  “E, Ah! Wa, wait! You’re wrong! Wait!”


  What’s wrong? Nishino didn’t understand.


  However, this way of talking was a frequent thing. Being an extremely ordinary asian looking man on the outside, wherever he goes he is taken lightly. Thanks to that he is used to dealing with it.


  “Sorry but, I don’t take order from others.”


  With a curt rejection, the average man leaves Rose’s home.


  “Ah, wai…”


  The words of the house owner were in vain.


  A short sound rings out as the living room door is open and closed.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The next day, the class in the first hour was the combined physical education.


  Abiding to the school’s custom, the 4 classes of the same year are split into two for lessons. Today’s class had the options for soccer, basketball, volleyball, and table tennis. In other words, they are the designated ball games from the ministry of education.


  Many boys go for soccer or basketball.


  And the girls go to volleyball or table tennis.


  It was the principles intention to not split the boys from the girls.


  The man who currently works as the principle is a well educated rich kid that was at the bottom of the schools caste. After graduating from an average school with superior grades, he entered a famous national university in Tokyo and he had the chance to aim for a better career.


  Following Rose, that is another unordinary thing in the exceedingly ordinary school.


  Nevertheless, the vice-principal who knows of the circumstances restricted this information to only a few teachers. To the students he is just another bald old man. The principle may be somewhat young, but only the few students who know of society recognize this.


  So that principle said this.


  Whether you’re a boy or a girl, there are people that are bad at physical activities and there are people that are good at it. It’s fine if the former goes on to be the latter, and it’s fine if the latter takes it slowly. You should be able to make the choice. Go on and do your PE with that mentality.


  As a result, we now have these class choices.


  Then due to that, ever year, the weak girls, and the the weak boys who gave up on having relationships with girls, flow to table tennis. The latter group are especially enthusiastic about table tennis. Table tennis is the best, I love you table tennis. Table tennis is an easy victory. They are able to calm down because there are no riajuu.


  It’s like, table tennis is the oasis for losers.


  Then so, Nishino was also one of those losers.


  For PE, It wasn’t much of a choice for the average man with no ambition. There were no expectations for him to enter soccer or basketball. He wouldn’t even know the rules. He’d be a first class traveler. He had no margin to choose.


  It looks like he only stays at home, slouches, and does no exercise, in the future he will live as an undevelop snail. It’s a realistic thought that his organs will soon lose there place and he’ll end up with a poor body.


  “……”


  In the second gym, he aims for the corner where the table tennis racks are lined up.


  The tables are used for ping pong by different students.


  Two school boys who don’t know even know each other’s names.


  He looks at that while thinking, how soon till class ends, and he calmly passes the time. In the classroom he’d look at his textbooks to pass time. However, it is hard to do in PE since there is nothing else to do.


  For him, this is his average day.


  Entering the school the year before, this second year will be just another part of his school life. Last year he did the same by watching the ball games in august. Like the other students who are excited about soccer and basketball when they first enter, it wasn’t as if he didn’t think of it. His heart did waver.


  But after seeing how calm table tennis was, table tennis was the best.


  He was being swallowed up in the calming atmosphere of table tennis.


  “……”


  That is why today too, is the same as the week before, he sits in a corner of the second gymnasium. Calmly passing his time while waiting for the bell that marks the end of class.


  However, on that day, there was a person who called out to him.


  “Ara, you are here.”


  For some reason, a person wearing a training bib for basketball spoke to him.


  “To be sitting in that place, could it be your feeling bad?”


  “…No?”


  Nishino answered in amazement.


  Standing in front of him was the figure of a highschool girl wearing a training bib above her gym uniform.


  It was Rose.


  “As expected, that reaction is kind of lonely.”


  “……”


  The attention of everyone playing table tennis in the second gymnasium is diverted to the figure of her in a training bib. The blonde hair that reaches below her waist is in a twintail today. In order to witness this, students asked the teachers to go to the bathroom in order to appear.


  The sight of her hair swaying with her each and every moment is beautiful.


  Many male students were captivated by it.


  The female students had some jealousy. But even then, they yearned for her.


  Just after appearing, the beautiful girl had snatched away the surroundings. That is the what Rose Rebmann is within the school, and it seems that she has some business with Nishino. She speaks in a loud voice to the average guy that was sitting on the floor while holding his knees.


  “Do you want to play table tennis?”


  Those eyes look at Nishino without wavering.


  In her hands were two rackets.


  “You’re wearing a bib?”


  “I’ll take it off if it’s a hinderance.”


  “No, it’s not that…”


  She’s lively. Far more lively than he is.


  She immediately begins taking the bib off. If it was a big breasted female student, at the time the hem passed the breast then it would have surely swayed. However, she is the super highschool loli. Her flat chest would be buried under even a small piece of cloth.


  At the time the bib was pulled above her chest, her gym uniform moved up, and her belly button was right in front of him, if he extended his hand then he would touch it. The shape of the belly button in the center was beautiful. That tight abdomen of hers must be the result of daily exercise.


  After Rose takes off the bib, she throws it to the wall and challenges him.


  “Come on, let’s play table tennis.”


  “…What about basketball?”


  “I felt like playing table tennis today.”


  “……”


  Just how much does she want to play table tennis? these were Nishino’s inner thoughts.


  The girl called Rose, was the most famous person in the school. An existence that would be permitted to be called the school idol. Rather, she is already called that. Of course, the other students have started gathering. Nishino who hated this didn’t know what to do.


  “There’s a crowd of girls over there. Why don’t you ask them?”


  Nishino points with his gaze to a group of girls in table tennis that gathered. They noticed the Rose’s sudden appearance.


  But other than them were also the boys who noticed her.


  The school idol visited the social outcast, everyone was getting
 restless.


  “Oi, why is Rose-chan here?” “I thought she chose basketball?” “I once went to see her in the first gymnasium.” “She’s also cute in her bloomers.” “Rather, why is she talking with Nishino?” “Nishino, you mean him?” “Yeah, the one in class A.” “The guy who’s always sitting in a corner?”


  While looking at Nishino and Rose who is talking to each other, the whispers of the others were being spread. Most of them had doubts as to why the school Idol was talking to the dull male student.


  But on the other side, most of the female students were only thinking of Rose.


  “Rose-chan really is cute.” “I’m like, really jealous of that blonde hair.” “Right? It’s like the limits of the japanese, I totally get you.” “Eh-? Is that so? She’s certainly cute, but it isn’t that much.” “Don’t you want to touch those thighs?” “Am I not good with foreigners?” “I want a little sister like that.” “Ah, I also thought of that.”


  Most were talking about Rose. For the boys that were there, and the girls that are into human relationships, the thought that something might happened between Nishino and Rose had never crossed their mind.


  But, there was still some jealousy from those of the same sex.


  From the color of her hair, skin, and pupil, for better or for worse, it was completely different from the other students, and it’s because of that that everyone gathered. That is what the girl called Rose is.


  “…Sorry, but I’m going to the bathroom.”


  He must’ve decided that the situation wasn’t good as it was.


  Nishino starts moving immediately.


  He stands up in a cheerful manner and heads for the second gymnasiums exit.


  “Ah, wait!”


  Rose’s legs immediately moved after him.


  To this, Nishino whispers to her in a quiet voice.


  “…If you have any business then I’ll hear it after school.”


  “…”


  The tone of his voice dropped a bit. That was the voice he uses for business.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That day, in the ending home room.


  “We’ll start the culture festival preparations next week. You can make preparations after school, but don’t think of staying overnight. The teachers plan to make rounds at 9, as for handing tools, be careful with fire and chemical.”


  The words of the teacher as he leaves the classroom.


  Starting next week, Tsunuma Highschool will have the first two class periods to make preparations. Since the week before it was said that they’ll prepare for the culture festival starting next week after school. What every class and sport club will be doing is the usual.


  For an normal high school, this is one of the most popular events.


  “…Culture festival.”


  Nishino mutters.


  He had business the year before and was absent.


  Speaking of which, what will they do this year.


  When that question pops into mind, a students stands upon the teachers platform. A female student that studies under the same teacher. She is the heart of the class, and is also the class representative.


  Her name is Shimizu Chikako.


  “Can I have your attention!”


  She speaks to the students in the class that the teacher left.


  “Like sensei said, the preparations for the culture festival will start next week, but the program for this year will take some time preparing. So, if there are any volunteers then this weekend, in other words, I thought of starting the preparations this saturday!”


  The lively voice resounds in the classroom.
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  From her appearance she’d be among the top 5 beauties of her year. Medium straight black hair that many female high schoolers have. Long eyelashes with big pupils, and a firm body to match. Her extracurricular activity is the swimming club.


  “With that said, are there any boys that want to help out? I already gathered a number of girls, so now we need about, 3 to 4 boys to help with the work. Mainly to carry luggage, that’s all!”


  Shimizu excitedly continues her explanation.


  “Seriously, during our break!?”


  A boy raised his voice.


  “I’m serious!”


  She gives a reply full of spirit.


  “A cosplay tea house was it?”


  “That’s right! There’s a lot to think about isn’t there?”


  Shimizu enthusiastically replied to the voice.


  It must also be because of her lovely appearance, but the boys who stand up were the ones who couldn’t ignore what was being said. The girls on the other hand already knew about this, so they calmly look at the chain of events.


  “Cosplay teahouse…”


  Nishino grasped the program for this year from the conversation between Shimizu and the male students.


  A cosplay teahouse for the culture festival. This type of event is simple. This type of program is an excellent way to satisfy everyone, whether it’s those who are obsessed with craving attention, or those who have interest in the opposite sex.


  “In that case, any cool guys that want to help, raise your hand!”


  “Uwaa, raising the bet that high from the start?”


  “Seriously!? Rather, I’m not even a candidate!”


  “Ah, Tanabe and Suzuki will do it? Thank you.”


  The names that were said belong to two male students.


  The good looking men who are at the top of the school caste. The good looking men who acknowledge it themselves. It is because they know that they are good looking themselves that they can do such an action. By choosing these handsome men the girls can appeal themselves to them.


  Shimizu too, she writes down their names on the black board as if she got lucky.


  “Two isn’t enough, so are there two others that can please help!”


  She looks around the classroom with both hands in front of her face as if praying.


  That gaze keeps going past the area where the handsome boys are located. With glances, other than Tanabe and Suzuki, the two, three others she hopes for, she is indirectly directing the attention towards them.


  In that way, according to her intention they’d participate in the preparations along with the other girls.


  “……”


  To Nishino this was something he had no connection to.


  As soon as he realized her intention, his awareness moved from the classroom. He absentmindedly gazes out the window, and thinks about where to buy his dinner for the evening. He’s tired of the convenience store bentos, so he thought it was about time to look for something new.


  During that, the names of a few more assistants were chosen.


  “Then, Tanabe, Suzuki, Yamata, and Takeuchi-kun, thank you for helping! We’ll discuss the arrangements after this, so I’d be glad if you can come to the classroom after club activities. Ah, if it looks like you’re going to be late, then please contact me!”


  She must’ve successfully chosen the handsome boy she aimed for, as a smile rises on Shimizu’s face. There are also several other female students that make a guts pose. In fact, the female students had a secret plan unrelated to the culture festival, it was to make the target, Takeuchi-kun, fall in love.


  Takeuchi-kun is the number one good looking guy in the class.


  Medium bleached light brown hair with a wolf cut that was his trademark. Along with his well ordered face, a height that crosses over 180 centimeters, and an age that is greater than a second year high schooler, his dignity and intelligence appealed to them.


  He’s the most popular male student within this school year.


  Naturally, the girls who aim for him are many, and so, many girls have taken on the same hunting mission. Shimizu herself is at the top of the entrance list. There will be no hard feeling for whoever get him. With that secret agreement, many girls decided to take part in this last night.


  Even beyond the culture festival, this is the embodiment of the girls proposal to settle it without a quarrel. Takeuchi-kun isn’t your boyfriend. It’s the same for you. Then let’s settle it. Then there are no reservations on the culture festival. Such were the conditions.


  Then so, the unpopular boys of the class who are distant from the opposite sex didn’t notice the girls scheme. The ones who understood this were only the ones who were among the top of the caste. Really now, Takeuchi again, they look on with such a face, a few dissatisfied faces are shown. But the person himself seems to be feigning ignorance.


  The lively preparations for the culture festival continue advancing.


  But In the midst of that, the door at the back of the classroom is opened.


  “Ara…”


  The one who shows her face from the door is Rose.


  Gu-ra-ra, the door was opened, it’s already after school, so why is everyone in there seats, and also, the teacher isn’t seen either. Naturally many gazes gathered on her, now what is going to happen.


  She hesitates a bit after receiving the attention of the whole class.


  Naturally, Shimizu who is on the platform also looks at her. In the front and back of the classroom, their gazes mixed together. The one who opens her mouth is Shimizu. It must’ve been done to help Rose who wasn’t sure what was happening.


  “Are, Rose-san? Do you need something?”


  “Sorry, are you still having homeroom?”


  “Un, that isn’t quite right.”


  “Is that so? But somehow…”


  “It’s fine to ignore it, we were just talking a bit about the culture festival. The bell already rang and the teacher’s back at the staff room. So, what do you need? Can it be you have business with someone?”


  Shimizu asks Rose with a friendly attitude.


  Then so, she glances in Nishino’s direction.


  “I have some business with Nishino-kun.”


  “Eh?”


  Shimizu opened her mouth the moment that familiar name was mentioned.


  “He’s in this class isn’t he? Rather, he’s there.”


  Without any hesitation, she enters the classroom. Without worrying about anyone else she briskly walks between the gaps in the desks and heads to the person she was looking for, and so, Nishino who’s on his seat, faces Rose who is now standing besides him.


  The whole class tensed up.


  Everyone looking at this was astonished. Why does she have business with someone like Nishino? Without saying it, there expressions clearly showed it. This is the same for the handsome boys who were brought up before.


  “…What is it?”


  “Well, you’re the one who said after school.”


  “Aah…”


  Why now of all the times? the average man thought that in his heart.


  Nishino was feeling uncomfortable from all the attention gathered on him.


  The ones whose names Shimizu called. Tanabe, Yamata, and Suzuki would have been able to handle this situation in a more appropriate way. They are the second year A class students with communication skills that match their looks.


  However, this was unfortunately left to the average boy.


  “Is now okay?”


  “…It’s okay.”


  Nishino stands form his seat with a small nod.


  He decided it to be the option that would do the least damage. He takes his bag that’s on the side of his desk and leaves the classroom accompanied by Rose. Ga-ra ga-ra. The door was closed as they leave the classroom.


  Afterwards, there was a great ruckus in the class.


  “Wait, what did they mean by that?” “Why is Rose-chan with Nishino!?” “No way!?” “Do they have the same club?” “Nah, Nishino’s in the go home club.” “Yeah, and he always leaves without delay. I’m also in the go home club.” “Uwaa, I’m really interested in it though.”


  The situation in the class is different from the one from when they faced each other in the second gymnasium.  For her to go and call him in his class. Besides even the male students, even the female students begin to come up with many rumors.


  The boys and girls begin to imagine what is happening beyond the closed door.


  The boys and girls who are interested in love affairs try to understand what Rose’s intention was. The same sex were thinking that they looked better, and the girls took a secret pleasure from thinking their boyfriend was better. It was schadenfreude.


  The former who only think with their lower half were jealous. Especially the bashing from other average looking boys like Nishino. On the other side were the handsomes boys who were trying to keep their pride intact and showed nothing on the outside, but their mouths were still hung open.


  Apart from those boys and girls, there were others. The boys and girls who already gave up, continued playing their mobile games without caring. Some formed a party beyond the terminal, and others made hunting chats.


  For better or worse, tomorrow is saturday, a day of rest.


  Nishino and Rose


  


  Rose led the way as Nishino followed, the destination was a coffee shop right before the stop nearest to the school that many people use in order to ride the train. It’s an establishment on the first floor of a multi-tenant building, a normal looking place used to drink tea, one that could be found anywhere.


  Cafe, Komorebi.


  They sat at a table for two in the very back. After taking a seat, Rose stared at Nishino as if to not let a single one of his actions go unnoticed.


  “So, what business do you have?”


  Nishino asked in a very business like tone.


  To this she nervously answers back.


  “I, I knew that you were the agent with the code name ⟦Normal⟧ since I transfered… no, saying it like this would cause a misunderstanding. To begin with, the reason I transfered schools, was in order to come into contact with you.”


  Nishino indifferently responds.


  “So?”


  There was not a single bit of warmth in his gaze.


  A completely cold gaze.


  To Nishino, others attempting to entice[1] him is a daily occurance. Seeing the manner in which Rose flattered him, Aah, it’s that kind of thing, such was the conclusion he reached. He now understood why they have been constantly bumping into each other these past few months


  Otherwise, there’d be no reason a girl as beautiful as her would be drawn to him.


  With this he readjust himself.


  He helped her because they were students from the same school, but if she thought this would change anything, then she is wrong. School is school, and work is work. Drawing a fine line between those two was a result of the wisdom Nishino has acquired. If he didn’t, then he would’ve gone through many painful experiences.


  During their gym class, he had felt some of Rose’s intent when she purposefully approached him while standing out. That is why, as a warning, Nishino is now facing her with an exceedingly stubborn attitude.


  “That is, um…”


  “That is?”


  On a side note, ⟦Normal⟧ is the name Nishino uses for work whenever he needs it. There’s no way he’d write down his family name while doing illegal jobs. Therefore, he made use of such a cheap, mediocre nickname.


  The reason for that, is to not stand out in a bad way.


  However, even though he didn’t stand out in the beginning, by now his name has an influence that, if anyone from his business heard it, then not one, but they’d take many steps back, that was the result of a few years.


  This business is one where the turnover rate is fierce, and it continues moving forward disregarding a person’s fame or intent. The person at the top yesterday could be at the bottom today. However, there is a name that never wavers among them, ⟦Normal⟧.


  “I first want to give my thanks, thank you for yesterday, you really saved me.”


  Rose deeply lowered her head as she spoke.


  With a steam rising from the freshly poured cup of coffee.


  Across that white steam was a little girl of the same grade lowering her head.


  His company was the one called the school idol, the beautiful girl with the eternal loli body.


  It’s must be because of that.


  “…It wasn’t much, don’t mind it.”


  Nishino answered as normally as he could.


  It was still a complete business like tone. If he were to be humble here, then from the average man’s experience, nothing good would come from it in the future. He clearly understood what his company would say next, and his expression clouds.


  It wasn’t as if he didn’t have any expectations.


  But even then, his face is one that you could find anywhere, an average one.


  There’s no chance of it coming true. In the end it’s an illusion within a dream.


  “That is, um, I, it’s not only my thanks I want to say, but to you, ⟦Normal⟧, there is a request I’d like to ask for, can you at least listen to what I have to say? It’s shameless, and I realize that but…”


  “Sorry, but I won’t listen anymore.”


  Nishino quickly ended the conversation.


  “…Is it pointless?”


  “It’s pointless.”


  “I, I see…”


  Nishino bring the cup in his hand to his mouth.


  One mouthful, two mouthfuls, the coffee moistens his throat. It was at that moment, his expression warped at the unpleasant taste. An average man’s average movement. What is this? This bitter but sour drink with a strange scent. With an expression that looked like he’d complain. He immediately returns the cup to the saucer.


  “Is that all you wanted to say? In that case, I’ll excuse myself.”


  “Ah, wai…”


  The coffee was disgusting and the one who he’s talking to was disgusting as well.


  Deciding there’s no reason to stay any longer, he begins to get up from his seat.


  Kii, the sound of the chair being moved, Rose panics.


  “Umm!”


  “Do you still need something?”


  “No, um, rather than something…”


  She was being confused.


  The beautiful girl’s words showed her confused expression.


  Her confused appearance is also lovely.


  “……”


  That’s why it was easy for Nishino to imagine what she was thinking.


  No matter how much power he has, the average looking man is still a boy in his teens. If he is shown a worried face from a cute girl, then he’d easily accept. In reality that wasn’t too far off the mark.


  In truth, Nishino was like that in the past. However, as a result of countless failures in similar situations, he no longer expects anything. Even if his company was the school madonna[2], there is no need for him to lower his head.


  “What is it?”


  “Th, that is…”


  Unable to say something, the average looking man stands again, Rose sees this and immediately changes the course of the conversation. Her face hardens, and she fixes her posture, and so, she continues her words as earnestly as she can.


  “I’ll give some proper compensation, that’s why, may you please consider it?”


  A proper request free from any sexual favors.


  Nishino gives some thought to this.


  “……”


  It wasn’t as if he had money troubles, In a bank using another name he had money that almost reaches 10 digits. An amount that would allow him to do whatever he wants for the rest of his life. He manages it by splitting it in different banks, his plan was to start his neet life after he graduates high school.


  Eating and drinking, a happy lonely life.


  That’s why there’s no need to take on a troublesome request.


  That’s right, there should be no reason for it.


  However, he recalled the house that Rose led him to the other day, these were the thoughts he’s recently been having. There’s no need to have a shady looking house with his earnings. How about living in a somewhat better place?


  In that case the situation changes.


  Let’s try earning a bit more money, that was an ordinarily thought among ordinary people.


  After staying quiet for several minutes, he slowly nods.


  “…Fine. It’ll depend on the money.”


  “Really? Thank you!”


  Her expression was like that of an office lady working overtime right before getting a big pay.


  “The pay?”


  “I can only give this much.”


  Rose raises 8 fingers in response to his question. That was about 80 percent of the pay she received.


  Nishino showed a troubled expression. Whether he was satisfied with the pay or not, showing a troubled expression was for his and her sake, this was something he learned from experience in the past few years.


  “…It seems fine.”


  “Thank you, you’re really helping me.”


  A smile returns to Rose’s face.


  It seems that she was truly troubled from the bottom of her heart.


  “Then let’s change location. I’ll explain the details in my house.”


  “Understood.”


  After a short rest of about 10 minutes, they leave the coffee shop.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The two moved from the coffee shop to Rose’s house. They take a seat on the same sofa that was used last night. A width that could fit 3 people and a low table in front of it.


  Steam rises from the black tea that Rose put on the table. It was accompanied by cookies as snacks. From the shape of the chocolate it was clearly from a famous confectionery in Europe. A high item that would cost several hundred yen for one piece.


  “A drug cartel boss?”


  “That’s right, and we have to settle it on that day, he plans on taking a flight back to his country tomorrow, and if he manages to get away, then this will become something very troublesome. To fly to the spot and take him down, it would take some serious determination wouldn’t it?”


  “The time?”


  “Around midnight, we aim for when the target is returning to the hotel alone.”


  “I see.”


  Although he was responding to Rose, Nishino’s eyes wasn’t directed to their conversation, but to the rooms interior design. It was made as if it was a high class royal suite. It can’t be compared to the single person bedroom he lives in.


  Due to the circumstances of his work, he occasionally sees rooms with similar layouts. Nevertheless, he had not thought of living in a place of this grade. At the very least, he had not seriously considered it.


  It’s something from another world, that was all that he could think of it as.


  There are no elegant average men. They are all exceedingly ordinary.


  However, being in the home of a student that goes to his same school, In that case I can too, is what his greed was causing him to think, and so, he came here in order to fulfil that wish.


  Even though his wallet that was full of heart is just normal, that is what Nishino is experiencing right now.


  “But after yesterday, I’d think there security would increase.”


  “Probably.”


  “I don’t have enough force, that’s why I wanted your cooperation.”


  “Any concrete plan?”


  “Sorry, even though it’s like this I don’t have anything.”


  “I see.”


  There conversation slowly continued.


  Nishino felt that Rose’s atmosphere was different from how it is in school. Her tone is hard and her voice is a bit lower, this may be her true self, such pointless thoughts crossed the average boy’s mind.


  “In that case, I’ll handle the other details.”


  “Eh, is that fine? To rely on you for all of that is…”


  “You don’t have a plan, do you?”


  “Well, th, that is true but.”


  In other words, everything would be left to him.


  Rose naturally became flustered at that.


  However, Nishino indifferently continued.


  “It’d be easier like that, and we don’t have the time either.”


  “If you’re fine with it then, I can only be grateful for it.”


  “In that case then.”


  “…Eeh.”


  Nishino takes over and quickly finishes making the arrangements. Rose wasn’t fully satisfied with the arrangements, however, since she already failed once before, she could only obediently nod her head.


  Eventually, the average looking boy changes the topic.


  To him, it was something more important than the request.


  “By the way, are you the only one that lives here?”


  “Eeh, that’s right.”


  “Fuun…”


  “What? Did you think I lived with my parents?”


  “No, that’d be too much.”


  “With the target being who it is, I needed a location with strict security this time around. Thanks to that I managed to get this extravagant place, though last time I came, was in a cheaper place I believe.”


  “How much was it?”


  “This place is being rented, so it slightly lower than 2 million a month. If we go up a grade then it’d be 5 million for a room, that layer seems to be popular so getting in is difficult, is what the real estate agent said.”


  “There are much more rich people than I thought.”


  “Your the one saying this? You should be earning more than enough.”


  “Even then.”


  “And this is advertised for foreigners, so there are almost no japanese living here.”


  “By the way, are there any openings?”


  “Eh? Can it be you plan on moving here?”


  Rose’s shoulders twitch.


  “…Just for reference.”


  “Even I don’t have information on vacant rooms. Although it’s called an apartment complex, there’s an entrance and exit attached to every room, so in reality it’s more like a house. You’d understand if you contact the company.”


  “I see.”


  “There are also times they investigate the rooms, so if you are plan on living here, be careful.”


  “……”


  Nishino was suprised at the words Rose responded.


  It was a blind spot.


  “…That’s true.”


  “Ara, so even ⟦Normal⟧ can make that expression?”


  “Not really.”


  For he who left his parent to live alone, in truth his parents are currently divorced. He earns everything from his living expenses to his tuition himself. Naturally, there’s no one else he can rely on, to have a guarantor would be a dream within a dream.


  In the apartment he’s currently living in, he didn’t go through the proper procedure of using a realtor in order to rent it. As a child in his teens, there was no way for him to choose a location as he liked. Otherwise he’d have to go through the proper procedures.


  “I thought of getting dinner, is there anything you’d like?”


  “It doesn’t matter, do as you like”


  “Eeh, I understand. In that case it’s been a while but I’ll get sushi.”


  Rose reached for the phone in a better mood.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After having dinner at Rose’s home, the two left. They move to the vehicle that Rose had prepared beforehand. Arriving at a high class hotel in Tokyo, they move a narrow alley at the back of the hotel that had a good view of it.


  There were no one else in sight because it was midnight, thin wire poles surrounded the building making it a rather gloomy sight. It might not even be a suitable place for those who scheme evil things.


  “Is it really fine like this?”


  Rose asked with a suspicious expression.


  As usual, Rose changed into her rider like clothes for business along with a coat over it. There are small arms and weapons by her bosom. It was an appearance similar to the one last night, the tight suit clearly displayed her regrettable physique.


  As for Nishino, he was wearing his usual school uniform but with a single coat similar to the design of the one Rose had. Speaking of what he had, in his pants pocket he had his wallet and smartphone, but he was not carrying a gun nor a blade.


  The coat he’s wearing was something he asked for when they entered the car, as expected, it’d be bad to have his uniform exposed. Truthfully, it shouldn’t be fine that he’s wearing his uniform under it, but the average looking boy has confidence in himself.


  “You can wait here.”


  “Eh? Wait, what do you mean?”


  He turns to her and answers in his indifferent tone.


  “I’ve memorized the targets face. I’ll handle the rest.”


  “I, um, th, then I’ll…”


  “Wait here, if you follow me without caution, then you’ll only be a burden.”


  “A burden, wai, ah…”


  Nishino began walking as soon as he said that. With his pockets in his hands, he becomes more distant as he walks away while whistling. Some time later, his figure disappeared around a corner, and the sound of his footsteps ceased.


  Rose could only only watch on in a daze.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  It was after a good 10 minutes passed that Nishino returned.


  He didn’t appear to be injured, and there were no sign of tears or blood on his clothing. The buttons on his coat were still neatly ordered. His appearance when he returned was no different from the time he walked away.


  But, if there was one thing that differed, it would be the freshly severed head he held in his left hand.


  Gripping the hair, it insincerely hung down. It was as if the head was frozen as not a single drop of blood flowed down, and Nishino who was holding this had not even a drop blood on him.


  The head appeared to belong to a caucasian in the latter half of his forties. It had a fat chin with hair growing on it that connected to it’s mustache. But it had a very rough and frightening appearance. It was to the degree that if a small child saw it then they’d cry.
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  However, the expression on his face, it was one dyed in dread from seeing the end of their life. It violently cramped up from the chin to the eyes. It’s mouth was open far enough that the uvula was able to be seen, he was most likely killed as it was screaming.


  “You, that is…”


  “I brought it as a confirmation.”


  With that said, Nishino throws the severed head.


  It rolled in a circle as it landed by Rose’s feet.


  “Wa, wait, just what are you throwing!?”


  There was no chance of catching it as it landed on the ground with a thud. With a dry sound, as if there was water stuck to the bottom of his throat came out. The wide open eyes were shining within the darkness of the night, and they were looking at Rose as if glaring at her.


  “…Eeh, it certainly is.”


  “Then it’s done.”


  Nishino makes a small nod at her confirmation.


  “How did you do this? To begin with what is ⟦Normal⟧’s…”


  “In that case, I’ll excuse myself.”


  “Ah, wait a minute.”


  With his business done, he hurriedly began walking.


  He faces forward as he passes Rose.


  “Wait, ca, can’t you just wait a minute!?”


  “Give the money to a man called Marquis at Site Glass in Roppongi.”


  With their backs facing each other, he kept facing forward as he spoke to her. This was one of the thing the average looking boy do before dying. In his heart, there was some sense of accomplishment. It might have been good that I took this job, he thought.


  Being selfish was a hobby of him.


  “Wait…”


  On the other hand, Rose was troubled by his grandiose play. As expected, she didn’t have the determination to chase after him before dealing with the severed head. She has a duty to report the completion of this job afterwards and she can’t keep them waiting.


  And if someone happened to see it, then everything would be ruined.


  “…What should I do?”


  She lets out a large sigh as she looks at the head that was rolling around.


  Her mutters did not reach anyones ears.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  In a vicinity in tokyo by the office district, there is a multi tenant building at the end.


  Cafe, Komorebi.


  The tea was bad. The coffee was bad. They had no outstanding products. The location wasn’t good. To top if off, the interior was dull and the manger was uncool. Due to those factors, customers stayed away even if they’re craving sweets, and the store is once again empty as usual. The ones in the vicinity wonder why it hasn’t gone under yet, and several other shop owners whispered behind their backs.


  In the seat furthest in there were two women facing each other.


  “I see, you happened to get the assistance of ⟦Normal⟧ by coincidence.”


  “That’s right, it’s exactly as written in the report I sent last night.”


  “Really, what were all my troubles for?”


  I really can’t keep this up, such were the thoughts of the beautiful blond woman in the bright red dress, Francisca. It seems that her work dragged late into the night as there were dark circles under her eye, and In front of her was the appearance of a beautiful blonde girl in a white one piece, sitting there was Rose.


  “I don’t care about your troubles, rather than that, I want to hurry and finish the payment. It’s my duty to pay him, so I want to do it as soon as possible, and since I finally got some trust, and it’ll be important from now on.”


  “How about letting me handle it?”


  “No. If you want the connection that much, then why don’t you just spread those prided legs of yours?”


  “That boy is still a child. He doesn’t understand the charm of an adult. He’s the cheap type of man that would complain if along with alcohol he was given a high class cheese that was moldy or smelled strongly.”


  “That’s after you were given the cold shoulder, my condolences. However, no matter how much it is praised, wouldn’t it be hard to accept a smelly cheese? The general populace prefer a moderately delicious cheese with a normal smell.”


  “…It’s not like I smell?”


  “I don’t want to hear about how you lower half smells. It makes me sick.”


  She tried to joke, but before she knew it, it blew up in her face. It was something that happened often to the blonde haired woman. Her pointless banter and the other party turning it on her. It is something that is pointed out every month by her superiors in her home country.


  “Well that’s fine, nevertheless this times case has ended.”


  Francisca speaks as if changing the topic.


  “That’s true.”


  While holding the barely decreased coffee on the table, the two woman continue speaking in a plain fashion. It’s already been 10 minutes since the manager delivered it. Without the steam or it’s original shape intact, it was left barely decreased and is now cold.


  “And what’s the next job?”


  “Aah, about that, there’s nothing for now.”


  “Nothing?”


  “Although you finished it yesterday, there’s still many things I have to do. It’s just a part of the whole, and you just came to Japan, I don’t have the time to have you moving all over the place.”


  “Won’t it be fine as long as I handle that?”


  “Do you think it’s easy being a blue collar worker?”


  “How about you, isn’t your neck burnt red from driving in a convertible?”


  “Ara, really?”


  “…Not even being able to understand sarcasm? Not having an education really is frightening.”


  Rose lets out a sigh to Francisca who didn’t even answer.


  She couldn’t handle staying any longer and leaves her seat.


  “Then I’ll leave for today.”


  “Eeh, please give him my regards.”


  “I won’t promise that.”


  The beautiful girl stood before the beautiful woman.


  The manager sees her off with a sad expression. The reason being the coffee was left barely decreased. He understood that the reason they came the past few months was only due to its location, but it still hurted his heart.


  Ka-ran Ko-ron.


  Rose leaves the store without stopping at the register.


  “Securing ⟦Normal⟧ is also part of the job, what should I do?”


  Francisca’s words reached nobodies ears.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After leaving the coffee shop, Rose was walking on the street.


  It was time for lunch so she decides to eat. Taking two trains and goes to a neighborhood that is filled with restaurants. The station in shibuya was fuller than usual as a result of the holiday. She passes the Hachikou statue[3] and goes to cross the busy intersection.


  She still hadn’t decided on a destination. She was simply walking with an adventurous heart while looking for a suitable store. It must’ve been from the leeway born in her heart after finishing her job. Her steps were much lighter than they were a few days ago.


  But before crossing the white line, she saw someone she recognized passing by.


  “…Ah.”


  “Wa, wait, it’s Nishino-kun isn’t it!?”


  She quickens her pace as she follows after him.


  Since there wasn’t much distance separating them, she soon catches up.


  He stops and turns to her, and annoyingly grumbles.


  “…What?”


  Even though they coincidentally met in the crowds of Shibuya, there was no sign of him being shaken. There were no changes in his behavior even with it being Rose. It was no different from meeting in school, but only a complaint for calling out to him.


  Perhaps if they met before that event, then he might’ve been more tense. When meeting the schools top beauty, even if only a little, you heart should become restless. However, that is now all in the past as he now knows that she was in the same business.


  “What a coincidence, do you plan on going out?”


  “It’s nothing big, I’m just here to get lunch.”


  “Really? Then it’s the same as me.”


  “Is that so.”


  “Can it be you’re alone?”


  “Aah.”


  “If it’s fine, then, um, do you want to go together?”


  “Why?”


  “Even if you asked me why, I’m a bit troubled on how to answer…”


  To her it was just the natural flow of the conversation. However, it was reasonable for Nishino to be holding some suspicion towards her.


  “Ah, I’m not planning on pushing something troublesome on you, it’s nothing like that ok?”


  “I see.”


  “I’m also alone so, why don’t we use this chance to get something tasty to eat? I’m also in your debt so let me treat you for today, of course, there is no other deeper meaning in this.”


  “……”


  The crossing signal begins flickering as it changes.


  While looking at this from the corner of his eye, Nishino nods.


  “Fine, let’s go.”


  “Thanks for accepting my invitation.”


  A smile rises on the face of the girl.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The two were caught by a restaurant advertiser while they were walking. It seems that there is a new italian restaurant that just opened the other day. Right now, you can get all you can drink as a service.


  It looks like it’s a store directed to young people like them so there shouldn’t be anything in the restaurant that is particularly expensive. Going by the map they were given, it was just one street away from where they currently where.


  While looking at the business card they were given, Rose spoke in an astonished tone.


  “As expected this place isn’t good.”


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Ara, you like these cheap looking places?”


  “…It isn’t like that.”


  Rather than liking it, he remembers the countless times he went to major food chains to get food during holidays. However, he couldn’t say such things to a person in his business as it’d make him look weak.


  “If you say so, then let’s go check it out.”


  “Okay.”


  Then they head to the new restaurant with Rose leading the way.


  They arrive at their destination after only two minutes.


  Ka-ran Ko-ron, they opened the door and along with the sound, the nice fragrance of the interior blows on them, as a result of the restaurants efforts, about 90 percent of the seats were already taken, and there were only two seats open at the counter.


  No matter where you looked, the interior had the feeling of an italian restaurant.


  The wooden furniture, and the walls that are colored both brown and white. In the inside of the kitchen that was adjacent to the counter was a brick stove, and on the place where the pizza goes in and out was a margherita.


  A waitress quickly approaches and lead them to empty seats.


  It was then that the two discovered some unexpected acquaintance.


  To the side of the seats they were guided to was.


  “Ah…”


  An expected sound was raised by the person who was already seated. It was Nishino’s classmate, Shimizu Chikako.


  And the ones sitting with her were two girls that she got along with in class and the male student with the reputation as the number one ikeman in school.


  “Rose-chan, and, u, umm… Nishino-kun?”


  She couldn’t remember Nishino’s name right away, but that’s something that applies to the whole class.


  Since he’s the type of male student that doesn’t particularly stick out.


  “Ara, what a coincidence…”


  Being a bit surprised, Rose opened her mouth.


  “Are you two eating together? Ah, can it be a date?”


  Not seeing anyone else with them, Shimizu opens her mouth with her usual energy.


  The blonde girl answers to this with a light tone.


  “It isn’t something like dating, something just happened recently, and I’m now in his debt, so I invited him and saying this in order to give him my thanks. I’ll just say this, just in case, it wasn’t as this was prearranged, we just happened to meet.”


  “Ara, is that so? How disappointing.”


  Shimizu said with a grin. There isn’t much of a difference in her personality from her time at school, It feels like she is saying what is expected from her.


  The one to her side, Takeuchi-kun, takes the topic into his own hands.


  “In his debt? That’s interesting.”


  He spoke in a light tone as he looked at both Rose and Nishino.


  The two other girls had their attention completely devoted to the ikeman’s words.


  “It’s not something big.”


  “Is that so? No matter how much of a coincidence it is, for a cute girl as you to invite him to a meal on a holiday, isn’t that something? It seems like I missed the mark.”


  “That’s true, but it’s not something to worry about.”


  “Nee, how about we sit together? Since we’re fellow neighbors.”


  Proposed Shimizu.


  “I also agree.”


  Takeuchi-kun immediately nods in agreement.


  Unexpectedly meeting with friends from school during a holiday in Shibuya is a happy thing. The class representative’s tension rises at this thought. Without waiting for Rose’s consent, she pull the tables together to make it a 4 seater.


  However, this was actually done out of consideration.


  There was a single hypothesis Shimizu could think of the moment she saw the two together. Nishino must’ve invited Rose to eat. Then she hesitantly agrees due to owing him a favor, that must’ve been how this situation came to be, is was what she thought.


  Her proposal could be seen as an act of kindness.


  Although it’s something very rude to Nishino.


  “How about it, Nishino-kun?”


  “I don’t mind.”


  Nishino answers Rose. The school tone, or business tone, not having enough time to decide, what ended up coming out of his mouth was a questionable remark, and it also felt like he was in a bad mood.


  If they’d think about it, he hasn’t talked with others in school recently. The most he did was when his teacher scolded him. His throat moved in a way that was natural to him. At a glance it’d look like he was bad in communication.


  “Then I’ll take you up on that offer.”


  Rose answers after gathering the views of the two parties.


  In order to get this over with, Nishino goes to sit next to Takeuchi-kun.


  But after taking a step forward, the ikeman opens his mouth.


  “Here you go, Rose-chan.”


  He urges her on as he pulls out the seat next to him.


  On his face was a refreshing smile


  “Ara, how thoughtful, thank you.”


  Rose replies to this invitation by taking a seat.


  As a result, Nishino moves to the other side. Over there, was a female classmate that he had never exchanged even a single word with. It was the girl with the reputation of being cute in his class.


  Seeing this flow of events, the tension of the girls present hardened. They haven’t gathered here today for a result of trying to capture Takeuchi-kun, but as the continuation of the culture festival preparations from yesterday, but it was still connected to the ikeman conquest plan.


  “As expected of Takeuchi-kun, kinder than anyone else!”


  Shimizu immediately inserted a jab.


  “No, no, it’s special because Rose-chan is cute.”


  It was a direct hit, but the ikeman cleanly avoids it.


  On the other hand, the side that hit was now in disarray.


  “I, is that so!? Uwaa, can it be he just burned us?”


  Shimizu panicked.


  The other two female students agreed with her.


  “Did he also of burn[4] me?” “It’s fine, but next time I’ll have you pull my seat out got it? In the classroom.” “Wait a minute! Pulling out a seat in class, isn’t that’s too much!?” “That’s exactly why that’s what makes it so wonderful.”


  Panicked. Very panicked.


  In the moment, the girls worked together in order to wash this away. Up until Rose came, the three girls were violent towards each other in order to get the the ikeman. I’ll become Takeuchi-kun’s girlfriend, No, I’m the one who’s going to be his girlfriend, and so on.


  But there was now a mutual enemy in front of them, so in an instant, they banded together using expertly signals. This blonde haired loli is dangerous, an alarm bell rang between them. As for Nishino who happened to be here, he wasn’t happy with this uncomfortable atmosphere.


  It was in the middle of the uncomfortable air that a waitress appears from the side.


  “Excuse me, have you decided on your order?”


  “One daily special…”


  Nishino indifferently placed his order.


  Rose didn’t particularly mind what was happening.


  “Ara, I still haven’t decided.”


  “Rose-chan, I recommend this.”


  Takeuchi-kun immediately goes to assist her. This is the ikeman and the average man, the value they had from the face they were born with, and the difference in their human relationship skills from the way they were raised, an absolute gap made from the differences between them.


  “Is that so? Then I’ll have that.”


  They each place their orders and the lunch finally begins.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  “Hee, that’s amazing, other than japanese, you can also speak french?”


  Takeuchi-kun says in admiration.


  “Since it’s similar to english I managed to memorize it quite easily. Or rather, I had much more difficulty learning japanese. Especially these kanji, it was quite troublesome having to memorize them.”


  Rose answered in plain maner.


  “Eh? Rather, you can speak 3 languages?”


  “Eeh well, if it’s that then.”


  “Uwaa, amazing. That’s insane!”


  Takeuchi-kun was praising Rose.


  The conversation moved to the topics from overseas because they were in an italian restaurant, and the flow of the conversation naturally went to Rose, using this, Takeuchi-kun continued to speak with her for over 30 minutes.


  “……”


  On the other side of the blonde haired loli was the average man, Nishino, who was eating his food. Although this daily special would be cheap to Rose, it was more than enough for Nishino’s taste from his poor life style.


  But when he finished eating most of it, he decided it was about time as he was getting bored. With the amount of people here there’d be a lot of lost time until i would be able to get my dessert, such was his narrow minded way of thinking.


  It was his first time eating with classmates and it was impossible for him to enter the conversation. Thus he devoted himself to his food in order to avoid getting bored. It would’ve been better to not accept the invitation if it’d end like this.


  “Speaking of english, isn’t Takeuchi-kun also good with it? I’m pretty sure you were the top two in the school on the last test, didn’t you get a 98 on it?”


  Shimizu interjectects.


  Rose was first place in that test, and that was purposefully accepted.


  “Ah, I heard of that! That also impressed me.” “Right! Even though it wasn’t first, being second is pretty much the same as first!” “True, true, and the number one person got a full score, so it’s just like a one question difference!” “Isn’t that like, already a perfect score!?”


  The other two cooperated with this and attempt to change the conversation.


  “I, I, I want to hear Takeuchi-kun’s english!”


  Shimizu raised her voice as if this was a critical moment.


  Shimizu feels as if this situation is the result of her actions. Naturally, the gaze of the other two also concerned her. Right now they have her back, but they will surely speak bad about her afterwards, and there was the possibility that this will continue following her for the next few years.


  That is why this was critical.


  “Well, if it’s between a school test and a native like her, then isn’t it like the difference between the moon and a turtle[5]? I did think of leaving Japan at some point, but it’s still pretty difficult.”


  “You were thinking of those things? If it’s Takeuchi-kun then it’ll be super easy!” “That’s right, you also kind of give of a mixed feeling!” “Aah, I get ya!” “I want to go abroad with Takeuchi-kun.” “Ah, me too, me too!”


  The two girls spoke in a sugary tone. They managed to steer the conversation from it’s dangerous path, and Shimizu was making a guts pose from the bottom of her heart. The three made eye contact and gave a smile that said Good work. If they were somewhere else, then they would’ve high fived each other.


  However, although they were able to finally mount their counterattack, it would be crushed the next day.


  It was then that Rose nonchalantly asked the average man in front of her a question.


  “Nishino-kun, do you have any experience abroad?”


  It was simply asking if he had done any work abroad.


  If her information is right then she should be correct.


  In response to this, Nishino wanted to say You bastard, but he instead smiled, Shimizu and the other three direct their gazes to Rose. I don’t want to know about this average guy, so were the thoughts of Takeuchi-kun and the others.


  “…Well, a little.”


  “How about recently?”


  “Recently would be last month when I went to Naples, and also New York.”


  “…Fuun?”


  At the word, last month, Rose makes a loose smile as she remembers of the local newspapers of two cities, there was also the information from Francisca, since she had an interest in Nishino’s activities, that’s why she asked him.


  “Eh? Really?”


  Shimizu took interest in his casual statement.


  Since he’s plain.


  “Nishino-kun, you have experience abroad?”


  It seems that the fact that the average man had experience abroad was devastating to her. She herself vacationed with her family to Guam for 3 days and 4 nights. The other two didn’t even have a passport.


  And it wasn’t Guam or Hawaii, but New York. To female high schoolers there was no spot that was more popular than that one. Just being able to go there would increase you rank in the school caste.


  It’s because of that, that the stares naturally went to him.


  “…Well, as much as anyone else.”


  What came back was a subdued voice that sounded like it would disappear.


  A member of the opposite sex, and also a cute classmate, to be noticed by such a person was the first time in the average man’s life. His voice naturally stiffened, and the words he replied with where curt.


  He tried to look cool but ended up being awkward.


  “Rather, why’d you go? A trip? Sightseeing?”


  The dull average man in the middle of the school caste. For him to have an abundance of experience abroad, Shimizu was somewhat surprised and also a bit jealous. Her tone was strong as she questioned him.


  “Well, something like that.”


  Although it was really for work reasons.


  Nishino deceived them with a suitable lie.


  “Hee, amazing, my experience was going to Guam once when I was little.”


  “I didn’t even do it once!”


  “M, me too!”


  Men, trips, and style. Those were the three pillars of a girls conversation, grabbing ahold of one of those pillars, the three immediately became lively. It would be bad to let Rose stand out anymore than she did, they open their mouths and speak loudly in order to control the conversation.


  And then, in the middle of the three, Takeuchi-kun asks Nishino.


  “Hee, so Nishino has experience abroad, was it a tour?”


  Takeuchi-kun is now attacking Nishino.


  It was a straight hit from the left.


  However, this was easy to avoid, and instead went for the counter.


  “No, it wasn’t something as formal as that.”


  “Hee, is that so? Having parents that are good with going overseas, it’s quite enviable. My parents don’t really like going out of the country. Even if it’s a family trip, at most it’ll be a tour within the country.”


  It’s unfortunate, Takeuchi spoke in such a way as a bitter smile floated on his face.


  That face was as if it came out of a picture, and the three girls were writhing.


  “Aah, I get ya! My parents are also like that.” “Yeah, yeah, they need to have global views! global!” “Going on a domestic trip is just troublesome for me, so the chances to go on trips with my family are small.” “Uwaa, isn’t that like, pitiful?”


  The conversation had completely moved away from Rose.


  The two girls were excited.


  With a push on the back, Shimizu took the rest upon her own hands.


  “Nee, Takeuchi-kun. If you’d like, how about we plan to go abroad as a graduation trip? Rather than going on a school trip, we can plan it ourselves. Gathering friends, and going somewhere on the other side of the ocean. Is it no good?”


  At this time, as long as Rose isn’t involved than anything goes.


  “Ah, that’d be nice! Super nice!” “Then I have to get a passport! That’s kind of exciting!” “Where do you get a passport?” “Eh? Isn’t it from the embassy?” “Hee, so you get it from the embassy?”


  The two girls keep pushing at this critical moment.


  However, there effort went unnoticed by the person in question.


  “I see, that sounds good, how about it? Rose-chan too?”


  Takeuchi-kun looks at Rose with a smile.


  She quickly agrees with a nod.


  “Eeh, I’ll think about it once you come up with the plans.”


  “Then it’s decided. I’ll consult with my dad.”


  Takeuchi-kun was satisfied with the way the conversation was going. But, that smile of his stiffened at the next words of the blonde haired loli said. The ever changing conversation, has once again fallen onto the average man.


  “Nishino-kun, are you joining?”


  “…Why?”


  Not only Takeuchi-kun, but the three girls and even the person in question were doubtful. They were frantically trying to hide their expressions that said, Why did you say that? To begin with, today is the very first day that they ever spoke with him.


  Even though they’re classmates, they are not required to talk with each other if they don’t want to, and if the genders are different than the possibilities of that happening go even higher.


  “You don’t like it?”


  “No, it’s not that I don’t like it…”


  “Then let’s join, could it be that you’re busy?”


  “…Okay, thanks for inviting me.”


  Nishino lowered his head.


  Even thought it was against their expectations, they manage to adapt to the situation. They thought it’d be a bore to bully someone who was being humble, it is one of the qualities of the japanese.


  “It seems like it’ll be fun. I’ll be more serious in planning it.”


  Takeuchi-kun was excited at Rose’s consent.


  He has already forgotten of Nishino’s existence.


  “Right! I’ll also have fun!” “Aah, I have to buy a bag!” “Ah, that’s right! Clothes too, it has to match the climate over there!” “Then I want to go to a resort, like the mediterranean.” “Ah! I totally understand. I really wanna go to the mediterranean.”


  The two girls were the same once again.


  The topic of the trip then continued for nearly half an hour.


  Eventually they split up after exiting the restaurant. Along with Nishino and Rose, the girls meekly part with Takeuchi-kun. After remembering their original goal, they split up while being dissatisfied. See you at school, they say as they wave to each other.


  However, those three planned to meet in the neighboring cafe later in order come up with a plan to overtake Takeuchi-kun and defeat Rose.


  This current situation is extremely dangerous, such was the judgement of the three.


  School Life and Youth[1]


  


  The next day, after school hours finally ended.


  Exactly as the teacher said last week, the whole school began their preparations for the culture festival. The sound of hammers hitting nails, saws sawing wood, and above all, the sound of the energetic voices of the students.


  Nishino’s Cclassroom, Class 2-A was no exception.


  “Hey, you boys! Take this seriously!!”


  The class representative Shimizu yelled. In the direction she faced was an open space cleared of desks, and in the middle of it were several male students making signs for the coffee shop. That team was composed of the people with high communication skills within the army of futsumen.


  “No, no, we’re being serious! Look at this, Isn’t this super cool?”


  “It’s not cool at all! Why’d you even put those prohibited marks from the adult shops on them!? What do you plan on making us do!?”


  “Uh, were gonna get hit by the class representative holding a plywood!”


  “Aah, come on, I thought you could atleast handle this…”


  The classroom has become even livelier.


  Voices are flying left and right, it is the very picture of youth. If you’re able to blend into this, then at the time of your death you’d think, Aah, that happened, and it’d calm your heart as you look back on it as an exciting time.


  “……”


  And in the corner of the classroom was Nishino running a pen through an imitation vellum[2].


  What he is in charge of for today is writing the menus that will be hung on the wall. It was done in accordance to the instructions given by Shimizu, it’ll have the items being sold and the corresponding cost written in marker.


  “All right.”


  A smile rises on the futsumen’s face due to the satisfaction with his work


  It was a sense of accomplishment he rarely ever gains while in school.


  But that small sense of accomplishment he was granted, will be mercilessly stolen by Shimizu’s next orders.


  “Ah, Nishino-kun, can you do ten more just like that one? We’ll be putting them all over.”


  Writing one took about 12 minutes, and there are less than 2 hours remaining. And of course no machine that could copy this exists in the school.


  “…Okay.”


  With a solemn nod, he leaves the one he finished in a different place. And so, in order to make the next one he goes to grab a new piece.


  It was then that someone approached him from behind.


  “Nishino, do you have some time?”


  “…What is it?”


  It was Takeuchi-kun.


  He stopped right in front of Nishino in order to block his path.


  “There’s something I want to talk about, follow me.”


  “……”


  I don’t want to go since it’ll be troublesome, those were his real thoughts. However, his other classmates are watching. Since that’s the number one ikeman in school, there’s no way he could refuse him.


  “…Okay.”


  “Then, come here for a bit.”


  Urging Nishino, they leave through the classroom’s back door.


  Not sure of what’s going to happen, their classmates could only see them off.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The place they moved to, was the roof of the building that class 2-A belonged to.


  “What’s your relationship with Rose-chan, Nishino?”


  The two face each other before the fences that overlook the sports grounds. No other figures were in sight. A private talk between the two. Summer had quickly passed and it is now the middle of September. The temperature has stabilized and it’d be easy to pass the time outside.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  The strong red hue of the setting sun would cause anyone who stood there to narrow their eyes.


  “…Our, relationship?”


  Although he understood what those words meant, Nishino acted as thought he didn’t, since it’d be a bother. In contrast, Takeuchi-kun continued the conversation.


  “I, fell for Rose-chan.”


  “……”


  As if he had no embarrassment, it was said with confidence.


  Along with his refreshing way of speaking.


  “I made you come with me so that I could confirm if you have a special relationship with Rose-chan. Will you not tell me? How about it? About her?”


  “…What would you do after confirming it?”


  “It’s that, I won’t dumbly approach her and look like an idiot. I didn’t think it was so, but she was indifferent of the opposite sex during our lunch that day. I’m serious, although I said it like this, my feelings are real.”


  A clear declaration.


  And he had the leeway to smile.


  In Takeuchi-kun’s head, Rose’s capture plan was already in motion.


  As for Nishino, he had already figured it out at their lunch the other day. The reason Rose approached him yesterday was solely to maintain their business connection. If that wasn’t the case, then there’d be no meaning in approach him.


  In his business, the rate at which new people replace the old is fast. In order to continue in this line of business it’s important to have people you can rely on when you need them. As for him, he is the one who holds the position of the strongest in the country.


  “If you want that woman, then do as you like.”


  “…Eh?”


  For an instant, Takeuchi-kun couldn’t understand what Nishino had just said.


  To the ikeman, the futsumen is no different from those unattractive mobs of people. And for him to call the person he is seeking as, that woman, his thoughts couldn’t catch up. The one in front of him looks like someone who would end their school life without ever standing out.


  “Ah well, if Nishino says that, then I’ll do as I like.”


  “That’s fine.”


  “A, ah…”


  Takeuchi-kun nodded while still bewildered.


  However, along with that bewilderment, there was also some irritation mixed in.


  He’s an ikeman.


  To think that a futsumen would be cheeky to him, he couldn’t take it.


  “Rather, what’d you mean by that woman? Who do you think you are?”


  He took on a lower tone without attempting to hide his irritation.


  “I’ll apologize if it got on your nerves, my bad.”


  “No, wait, was that always your character, Nishino? Hey!”


  Takeuchi-kun narrowed his eyes while speaking. It wasn’t due to the setting sun, but for another reason. He wasn’t pleased with the way in which the futsumen spoke of the person he liked. Being kind to the opposite sex, and tough on the same sex, that is Takeuchi-kun.


  “Aah…”


  Nishino hadn’t realized his tone until it was pointed out.


  Nevertheless, what was said cannot be taken back.


  “This is for business after school.”


  For now he tried the usual excuse.


  However, it was unacceptable.


  “Hey, are you looking down on me?”


  “……”


  It ended up pouring fuel on the fire.


  That, fired him up more.


  Nishino felt that he shouldn’t say anything. Facing someone who is being completely serious, Nishino felt some embarrassment. Generally, when he faces Marquis and Francisca he’d just make a joke, but this was completely different.


  Today’s opponent is a classmate, and an ikeman to boot.


  “No, if you looked offended then I’ll apologize, sorry.”


  “Don’t joke around like that, or I’ll snap.”


  “Aah, sorry, I’m very sorry.”


  Woman elegantly avoid fights. Since before, since the time they were still monkeys, the human males were always getting serious about the females they wanted. Trivial misunderstandings could’ve ended up in bloodshed. It was the first stage of survival. The first round.


  “…Don’t act cocky.”


  “Sorry about that.”


  Takeuchi-kun licked his lips and spit.


  Nishino could only meekly lower his head.


  A Round one K.O.


  And it was only after he saw the miserable expression of his that he was finally satisfied.


  “Then, I’ll do as I like.”


  The ikeman muttered as he turned around.


  Without being able to say anything, the futsumen could only see him off.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That day, around 8 in the afternoon when the preparations for the culture festival reached a good stopping point.


  “Attention please! We’ll end with this for today!”


  Shimizu’s voice is hear from the stand that she usually goes to.


  The classmates who’ve been working up till this moment turn their attention to the words of the class representative. There were some who stretched their hands in the air, and there were other who wanted to continue and were dissatisfied.


  As for Nishino, he’d usually be in the former group, but strangely enough, he was in the latter group today.


  With only one more left to complete, he was close to completing his quota.


  “There are still classes tomorrow so we have to wrap up soon!”


  Shimizu spoke with her energetic voice.


  There were no students who opposed this.


  Their exhaustion had finally spread through.


  Each and every one of the students listened and made the preparations to end their work. As Shimizu said, classes are going on as normal the next day. It wouldn’t be good to leave the open space that was made by clearing the desks.


  If done poorly then it’s possible that the teachers would change how they handle the culture festival. And in order to avoid this the class began cleaning up. With her instruction the classroom was able to return to its original state in about 10 minutes.


  “Well then, good work today!”


  Shimizu spock after confirming that the classroom was clean.


  “Good job!” “Man, I’m really worn out!” “The materials should arrive tomorrow so we can start on the accessories, I’m looking forward to it!” “I’m feeling alot better about this year!” “That’s because the class representative is doing her best!” “You know, I’m getting fired up!” “How about going to a Karaoke?” “Eh, what’s with that? It sounds super fun!” “Ah, I’ll also go!” “Then let’s go to that new place by the station!”


  The students of class 2-A energetically moved to the entrance. But after crossing the entrance their differences started appeared. One group that formed headed towards the town, and there were others heading home by themselves. There were also people that ran back into the school.


  And in the middle of that, Nishino.


  “Ara, Nishino-kun?”


  He encountered Rose immediately after leaving the entrance.


  She was standing with her back on the fence to the side of the gate.


  “……”


  He ignored her and quickened his pace.


  Briskly passing by her.


  “Wa, wait, isn’t getting ignored a little too much?”


  “……”


  Rose protested his action.


  Nishino continued moving his legs while ignoring it.


  However, the hem of his shirt was grabbed and he came to a stop.


  “Wait!”


  “…What?”


  “Were you not listening to what I’ve been saying since the beginning?”


  “Did not.”


  “An immediate reply…”


  The gazes of the two meet. Because they were just leaving the school, the exchange between the two was exposed to the eyes of the class Nishino belonged to. Naturally, Takeuchi-kun was also in that group.


  As for his plans for the evening, it was to go to karaoke with the pretty girls of the class.


  “About the matter, I wanted to personally hand it to you.”


  “……”


  Without minding the gazes from the surroundings, Rose continued. For her, transferring to this school was the only way to get in contact with Nishino. As for the classmates watching, she felt nothing towards him.


  In the world that she belongs to, the existence of this school is not even a single bit important to her.


  “…I already gave the instructions though?”


  “That person has his hands full doesn’t he?”


  “……”


  Rose continued as she faced him with a strong gaze. As if he had forgotten how to blink, Nishino stared back at her. Within that gaze was an intent that said, I want to associate with you.


  It because of that. The futsumen nodded.


  “…Okay.”


  “Thank you, I’m happy.”


  A smile formed on Rose’s face.


  On the other hand, the one who did not find this interesting in the least was the number one ikeman in class 2-A, Takeuchi-kun.


  “Ah, Rose-chan!”


  He raised a forced voice as he rushed to the two.


  The girls who’ve been listening were now being left behind. He couldn’t prevent the looks of the other female students. His eyes lit up as he turned his feet, and beared the pain while looking forward.


  “…Ara, was it Takeuchi-kun?”


  “Ah, you remembered me? I’m honored.”


  “Although I’m like this I’m good at memorizing things.”


  The two begin talking in a nonchalant manner. It was a talk between the top boy and girl of the school. As as result the gazes from the surroundings gathered on them. Even the ones who were about to leave the gate, everyone had stopped. What’s going to happen, as they continued staring.


  “Rose-chan, how about going to a karaoke? My class was just talking about going. Ah, the one you met the other day is also going to be there, so I thought about getting more familiar with Rose-chan from the class next door.”


  With a quick introduction, Takeuchi-kun immediately went on the attack.


  That was how impressive his skills were. Even Nishino standing next to him let out an admiration. You wouldn’t be able to get women with only this. But, by making use of the appearance he was born with, he must’ve been able run his son through countless women.


  Made up of the best elements in this world, he was known as Takeuchi-kun.


  “I’ve never been to karaoke.”


  “Hee, is that so? Then how about trying it out? It’d be something like making memories in Japan.”


  “If you put it like that, then you make it sound like it’s already decided I’m leaving Japan.”


  “No, no, I just thought that Rose-chan isn’t the type of person that would stop at just this small island. If anything it’s strange that Rose-chan even came to a public high school such as this. You’re surely a woman who’ll accomplish great things in the future.”


  Takeuchi-kun spouted out pick up lines like a machine gun. It’s only allowed because he’s an ikeman. If Nishino was the one to do this, then the surrounding would be bursting in laughter.


  “Is that so? Thank you.”


  “With that said, what are you going to do?”


  He spoke with a self-satisfied smile.


  There was no woman who wouldn’t fall for this.


  It must be because of that, Rose nods her head.


  “Okay. If it isn’t a disturbance, then I’d like to go with you.”


  “Really? You’re more than welcomed.”


  Don’t come, such were the thoughts of all the girls other than Rose. However, there was no chance that they would say that and instead they piled on cheerful words with a smile. If they poorly handle it then they might be hated by him.


  “In that case let’s go.”


  Takeuchi walked on with a grin.


  But on the other hand, there was Nishino surprised that she easily gave up on ⟦Normal⟧.


  And like this, the first day of preparations for the culture festival ended.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The following day during lunch, Takeuchi called Nishino again to the rooftop.


  Across the fence is the first school grounds on the east side. The two male students face each other 3 meters apart. One side is the one who was called, and the other is the one who called.


  If this were a male and female, then it may have been something else. However, there was no bittersweet atmosphere between these two. In fact, it’d be more fitting to say that there was some killing intent.


  “…Did you need something from me?”


  Nishino asks.


  Without delay, Takeuchi answers.


  “I, did it with Rose-chan.”


  If a male student of this age says he did it, then it could only mean one thing.


  A declaration of sex.


  A declaration that he inserted his rod into a hole.


  The expression of Takeuchi-kun who said it was overflowing with self-confidence. At this instant, the world is turning around him, although unexpressed, he had an overwhelming feeling of supremacy. As if the whole world was his.


  “…So?”


  In regards to this Nishino indifferently responds.


  However, at the time he answered, a gap that was clear to anyone was seen, saying he had no interest was a lie. To think that she would spread her legs for the someone after just a day, it was out of Nishino’s expectations.


  Therefore the virgin was convinced.


  She’s a bitch, with a lose crotch.


  “Well, you know? I just thought I’d tell you.”


  “No, it’s unnecessary.”


  “Is that so? In that case thank goodness.”


  The ikeman that the futsumen spoke to looked very happy.


  At least, that was what was reflected in Nishino’s eyes.


  “But, it was unexpected that Rose-chan was a virgin. She was super cute, she was embarrassed in the beginning, but after getting our tongues and legs entangled, she was very rough. I turned out to be the one surprised.”


  “…How nice.”


  Nishino’s reply was poor.


  The ikeman’s playboy aura was pressing on him.


  It wasn’t a field that the futsumen could compete in.


  “Well, with that said. Enjoy yourself.”


  Having said what he wanted, Takeuchi-kun turns back.


  I have no more business with you, and he leaves the rooftop.


  The only one left there was Nishino.


  “……”


  Although it’s like this, it’s not like it would become a painful memory.


  However, the futsumen was experiencing a heart-rending feeling.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That day, they still had to prepare for the culture festival.


  Moving the desk and chairs to the back of the class, they worked in the open space. The enjoyable voices where echoing. Ton-ton, Ban-ban, the sound of hammers, Gi-ko gi-ko, and the sound of the saws cutting wood mixed together.


  “……”


  As for Nishino, he quickly finished the leftover work from yesterday.


  The one who was in charge of hanging the finished menus is another female student. Therefore, if there is no other job assigned, his work was done for the day.


  “……”


  With nothings to do, he ends up getting bored and looks through the classroom.


  Since the job he was entrusted with had ended, it might not be a problem to leave. But seeing the other students giving it their all, he was hesitating in leaving by himself. However, that small hesitation, will greatly change his fate.


  “……”


  While the futsumen looks at the classroom, it suddenly hits him.


  Nay, he was forced to realize.


  The students that are working are split into two groups.


  One is a group of boys and girls. There voices mix as they intimately work together. Something worth mentioning is that the majority have good faces, and perhaps they are owners of good communication skills.


  The other is made of only boys, or only girls. They don’t particularly mind the other group, and they continue enjoying themselves while working. However, the majority have inferior looks and are introverted, their bad communications ability can also be seen.


  These are the state of the groups.


  Whether it’s a group of two or five, a similar trend can be spotted.


  “……”


  Nishino then thought.


  Which do I belong to?


  Of course, the answer immediately came to him.


  Naturally, the latter.


  And he would also be in a lower position within that latter group.


  “…This isn’t good.”


  To the other classmates it’s just another day of culture festival preparations, another hour after school. However, in this very instant, inside of the boy called Nishino, a revolution had occured inside his head. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say he was enlightened.


  From the top of his head to the bottom of his feet, it was as if an electric current ran through him.


  A part of his personality, had made a sharp turn.


  “……”


  In other words, Staying like this is bad.


  That is for example, the declaration he received from Takeuchi-kun during lunch, I, did it with Rose-chan. That is for example, the male and female classmates he watched go to karaoke after school. That is, that is.


  Looking over it all, many things come to mind.


  A sense of crisis he recalled by looking at his classmates.


  “……”


  Nishino can imagine it. If he continues these self-conceited days of his, then what future will he have? A simulation of when he is 20, 30, 40 years old. The result, the future him would be very lonely, and extremely selfish, it’s a miserable life he’s walking down.


  In the ever changing scenery filled with bloodshed.


  The world that is free from it.


  His world that is now withering.


  In the end his last moment would be atop a hospital bed. Without anyone visiting, an end without happiness. At that moment, he would hold unbearable regret towards his past. Without any tears, without even being able to let out a satisfied sigh, he would move on from this world with unimaginable agony.


  “……”


  He fast forwarding through his life until the end. As the film finished it’s first showing, although it was late, Nishino received a shock. To think it progressed this far, with such thoughts he quivered, a shaking from the bottom of his heart. He wanted to avoid this as soon as possible.


  However, there was no fault in the simulation.


  Thus he could only mutter to himself.


  A whisper that only he could hear.


  “…This isn’t good.”


  It isn’t good as it is, it was at that instant he realized.


  I won’t be able to attain happiness like this, he had realized it.


  Therefore, there is no time like the present. He has to change himself. At this moment today, he will become a new Nishino. In order to attain a brighter future, a brighter day to day life, and in order to attain a brighter end, he must become a new him.


  To become a Riajuu or such.


  In order to join the former group from the ones he identified before.


  Yes, he has now from the bottom of his heart, resolved himself.


  “……”


  Deciding to take actions, that is one of the futsumen’s good points. Nishino quickly changes his actions. That ability to take action, in addition to the income from his business, are the high points that stand out for him.


  “…All right.”


  The hunter Nishino confirms the state of the classroom.


  His target is a female student that is working by herself.


  The futsumen’s eyes have locked-on.


  He walks up to her in a indifferent fashion, and speaks to her from the side.


  In order to become a new him.


  “…Is there something I can help in?”


  “Eh?”


  The one that was spoken to was surprised.


  With her shoulders greatly shaking she turns to Nishino, her name was Matsuura Kanako. Black hair in braids, and a full breast. During breaks she groups up with a fat girl and clumsy girl, she is the type to quietly pass her time.


  In class she is plain and doesn’t stand out, but if she is polished then she’d be bright literature girl. A grade that if she put on a makeup, then she’d be cuter than average. A late bloomer that would make her college debut by dying her hair and wearing showy clothes.


  “U, umm… Nishino-kun?”


  Even though they are now facing each other, Nishino had already made 3 big mistakes. The first is that he called out to her from behind. The second is that he attacked an opponent with a higher level of appearance than him. The latter is especially fatal.


  “If there’s anything I can help with, then please go ahead and say it…”


  Matsuura-san was squatting on the ground making the menu.


  He continued speaking due to the fact that they had that in common.


  “If it’s about the menu then I know how to do it. If you’d like, then we can split the rest of the work…”


  Nishino spoke in as gentle a tone as he could.


  However, his action filled with ulterior motive were soon crushed.


  “Eh? U, umm, I’m going to finish soon, so you don’t have to go out of your way to help. There should be busier people, so I think it’d be better to help those people than me? So, sorry.”


  “Really? It looks like there is still a good amount left.”


  “But it isn’t that hard, and look, boys should do jobs where they move their bodies, I think that’d be a better fit. Um<, u, ummm… Ah, you see, like that carpentry job over there!”


  “Is that so? …That’s a relief.”


  “U, un.”


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  It was a sinking ship.


  The third mistake was, his single-edged eyelids, and his unsociable expression. If he smiled a bit then, it’d still probably be futile, but he would’ve left a somewhat better impression. However, that sour look of his was a problem since before.


  Of course for the person himself it is something natural. However, that appearance that was seen on men and women in the shouwa era, it is something no longer permitted. That would be the moment that the futsumen is treated as the busamen.


  His thin eyes and the black pupils that are barely seen. An expression that can’t make a smile.


  Matsuura-san felt a sense of danger from this.


  Compared to americans and europeans, the eyelids of a japanese are rather thick, if we went by numbers, then about 70 percent of them have single-edged eyelids. Naturally many have thin eyes. This is the same for china and mongolia, the other asian countries.


  However, with the spread of eye putti5, over 60 percent of women now have double edged eyelids.


  The reason asians have single edged eyelids is because their origins are from siberia. In order to resist the cold, the people developed thicker eyelids. But, compared to two edged eyelids, single edged eyelids are inferior, and it is their fate to slowly decrease.


  Therefore the ones who evolved eat the ones who’ve been left behind, in this case it’s Nishino, and the other single edged eyelid classmates.


  The girls in class 2-A that have double edged eyelids are above 60 percent.


  “My bad, I’ve been nuisance.”


  “U, un. Thank you”


  Their conversation was only two minutes.


  With some awkward parting words, the first round has ended. If it was a normal futsumen then they’d think it really was impossible, and they’d immediately break, and they would then return to their ordinary everyday life.


  However, Nishino’s mind was needlessly tough. From his childhood to today, he hasn’t lived alone for nothing. He wouldn’t be perturbed by such events. He was not disheartened by any means, and he moved on to his next target.


  It was exactly like a machine.


  But so, in regards to his school life from now on, this would be a major choice.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The culture festival preparations ended around 8.


  Nishino goes on several trains, and heads to the bar in Roppongi. In the basement of a multi tenant building, in a narrow space of about 20 tsubo, and there were no customers due to the fact that it had just opened.


  There was only Nishino and the bar’s owner Marquis.


  From the name Marquis, he was not japanese. A man who was a self-proclaimed american. With a height of about 2 meters, and his muscular body was clearly visible across the black suit.


  His upper arm was bigger than Nishino’s thigh. A laceration runs through his right eye. It reaches up to his cleanly shaven head. It was as if he was an actor in a western action film.


  “So, the next job?”


  Compared to him, the one who asked in extremely blunt voice was Nishino. If you changed the perspective then you’d think he was being cold. However, that is his usual attitude inside this shop. There were no special emotions involved in it.


  “Aah, sorry that it’s as soon as you came, but look at this.”


  Marquis continues speaking without minding.


  He takes out a terminal from his chest and places it in front of Nishino.


  What appeared on the terminal was a newspaper from Milan that was in Italian. It was a single part of it. A face of a man who looked to be in the middle of his forties was positioned in the middle. It appears he was the leader of one of the Italian mafia’s.


  “……”


  “…How about it?”


  “You already prepared this much, then I’ll accept it.”


  With a mutter, Nishino raises four of his fingers.


  According to a well informed person of that business, that price would be extremely fair.


  “You’ll do it? That really helps.”


  “But, I won’t be able to move immediately just from looking at this.”


  “Aah, I’ll make sure of those things. But you’ll move in about a week.”


  “A week, is it?”


  It may be at the same time as the culture festival, such were the uneasy murmurs of his heart. It wouldn’t have mattered to the Nishino of before, but to the current NIshino the culture festival is a large event in high school that he wants to attend by any means.


  “They already killed five people, the protection is really tight.”


  “So what about it?”


  Being in a somewhat bad mood, he glared at his company.


  With a small shiver, Marquis fixes himself and opens his mouth


  “N, no, it’s an advice you shouldn’t worry about.”


  “……”


  The futsumen silently pushes the empty glass.


  This is now his third drink.


  It isn’t strong, but it also isn’t weak.


  “If you drink from such a young age, then it’ll become a habit when you grow up, It happened to my aniki. He was a heavy drinker since he was a kid, he kept drinking without being able to stop, and he is now a splendid alcoholist. Without being able to get a job he’ll end up rotting away.”


  “Don’t group your aniki with me, this amount is just right.”


  He made a bored expression as he felt this would turn into a lecture and spoke in an irritated tone. Somewhere in those words sounded somewhat sulky, it was unusually teen like, something appropriate for a boy. A state that is rarely shown in this bar.


  As a result, Marquis continued in a mother like way.


  “Did something happen in school?”


  “…Nothing much.”


  “Is that so? Then that’s good.”


  Nishino quietly looked at this across the counter. With an appropriate reply, he began making the drink.


  Ka-ran Ko-ron, at that time the sound of the bell that informs of customers rang out. Nishino didn’t react. Without turning from the counter, he knew from experience of the person’s presence from behind. The one who opens their mouth first is the one employed as a bartender, Marquis.


  “You’ve got a customer.”


  He said while pouring into the glass.


  A dry sound is heard as he puts the ice pick into the ice.


  “What are you saying? The customers yours.”


  Nishino muttered as if it was a bother.


  The one who sat in the seat next to his was Rose.


  “Ara, how unfriendly.”


  Her way of speaking was extremely natural, as if was just natural for her to sit in that seat. Placing her bag on the ground, she places her right elbow on the counter as she stares at him from the side.


  “I don’t have a hobby of biting on a hook without a bait.”


  “If there’s bait then are you biting?”


  “…Who knows?”


  She was likely let out late as a result of the culture festival preparations. In the same way as Nishino, Rose was in her school uniform. Marquis recognized that face, so it wasn’t as if this was her first time visiting.


  “What’s your business?”


  He asked without a sign of changing from his expression.


  No matter who it was, he’d probably be able to accustom himself.


  “I brought what we promised, I was asked to go to a karaoke with your classmates, so I missed the chance to hand it over didn’t I? I want to finish this as fast as possible.”


  “Aah, that was the case wasn’t it?”


  “Could it be you forgot? It is a big sum for me though?”


  “Pass that over.”


  It was then that Marquis who passed over the new glass.


  He points over with his chin.


  “What’s that? Something troublesome?”


  The one pointed at tilts her head.


  “Francisca’s request, I ended up helping.”


  “I see, your talking about the pay, In that case, make the deposit over here.”


  “You, do you work as his secretary?”


  Rose showed Marquis a suspicious expression.


  It seems that the two aren’t on such friendly terms.


  “Something similar. Because this guy finds everything bothersome.”


  “It’s reasonable.”


  Nishino takes the glass with a displeased expression. Taking a gulp from the fresh drink, a hot feeling rises from his stomach to his throat. The unchanging drink that he enjoys.


  While not minding him, Marquis turns to Rose.


  “So, where is it?”


  “Although it wasn’t handled well, here it is.”


  “…Wait, it’s a check?”


  She takes out a single paper from her uniform skirt pocket.


  Marquis made a bitter face after seeing this.


  “I thought I’d be handing it to him directly.”


  “Well it’s fine, I’ll deal with it properly. I’ll be pulling the process fee.”


  “Oi, Marquis.”


  “How do you plan on paying off the amount you keep on drinking?”


  “…The service here is bad.”


  “There’s no other place that’s quiet like this, and lets you drink such good drinks.”


  “You really said it.”


  The bartender take the check from Rose and casually puts it into his pocket.


  Seeing that from the side, she thought it was interesting, and Nishino once again takes a gulp form his glass. An attitude that put on airs, and the unchanging sour look on his face, it doesn’t fit him at all.


  “By the way, is it fine with that man for you to come at this time?”


  “Eh? What are you talking about?”


  Looking at Rose in the seat next to him, the words slipped out of Nishino’s mouth.


  By that man he doesn’t mean anyone else, the ikeman that class 2-A boasts of, Takeuchi-kun.


  “Though it seemed like you were quite enthusiastic.”


  “…I really don’t understand what you’re talking about?”


  “……”


  Rose looks at Nishino with a blank face.


  If her expression is true, then she really doesn’t know anything. However, for the futsumen that asked, the subtities of the opposite sex, and their behavior, he understands it.


  That’s why he was able to confirm it.


  This person is black.


  “…Well, it’s nothing.”


  With his communication skills, letting the conversation flow towards talking about sexual relations is impossible. Asking anymore than this would just show his patheticness. Clinging onto Rose’s chastity is sorrowful, and heartrending, he quickly averts his gaze.


  And not having anything else to do, his hand reaches to the glass for a third time, Gulp, he once again makes a sound with his throat. Amusing himself in this way, the third drink is already halfway gone. Ka-ron, the sound of the ice echoes, he lets out a tired breath along with a muddy smell.


  “Can I get the same as him?”


  Rose spoke to Marquis while looking at the futsumen from the side.


  Receiving this, Marquis first asks Nishino.


  “…Is it fine?”


  “Of course it isn’t, like I’d just nod my head. Getting an appropriate drink is your job.”


  “Aah…”


  You’ve gone and did it, Marquis’s experssion becomes a bit dark.


  “What a poor bartender, that’s why your useless.”


  “Eh? Wait, What did you mean by that?”


  Rose couldn’t understand the situation.


  She looks at the two with a bewildered expression.


  “The one who’s holding that bottle is quite stubborn.”


  “It’s my sake right? Why should I give it to someone else?”


  “Well, that’s how it works.”


  “…That’s somehow vexing.”


  “This twisted attitude of his isn’t something new. Well, there are several people like him, how about I pick you a suitable drink? You wouldn’t mind that would you?”


  “Eeh, thanks.”


  He reaches for a bottle that is lined up on the wall across the counter, he nimbly gets it, and the bartender begins making the drink.


  It was then, Ka-ron ko-ron, the sound of customers coming in the shop, other people began entering. It was a man who had seduced multiple woman, and a customer that Marquis hasn’t seen yet.


  Everyone who enters looked at the uniform of the two, and immediately stopped. However, seeing the delightful exchange between the two with the bartender, it’s this kind of shop, they thought and took a seat.


  The night in Roppongi quietly advances on.


  Bullying


  


  The following day, Nishino discovers something on his desk in class 2-A.


  “…What, is this?”


  The desk that he usually placed his bag on, now had letters carved in it. Pervert, Lecher, Philanderer, Enemy of women, Disgusting, and so on. They were all words meant to damage his character.


  At first, he was unsure of the meaning for it, but it didn’t take long before he understood what was happening. The failure from trying to talk to the girls in class yesterday, and the way he talked about Rose with Takeuchi-kun, it seems that this is the result of those actions.


  A year and several months after entering high school, his bullying had finally begun.


  For those in the same class, this should become one of the most impactful memories.


  “…Philanderer[1] is it.”


  But he has already misspoke, and there’s no longer anything that could be done. Nishino’s personality was formed by his work environment, and it was already far past the point of repairing. And the person himself moved without realizing that.


  “……”


  Nothing can be done since those words were carved in. So in his usual indifferent way, he places his bag on top of his desks and takes out his textbook and notebook for class.


  However, his morning preparations wouldn’t be allowed to go so smoothly.


  Peering inside his desk, he saw that it was filled with filth. To be exact, they were rags with feces of unknown origins. These things were letting out a strong stench as if asserting their presence. And now his desk was destroyed on the outside and inside. Nishino Gokyou, as his first experience being bullied in life, he smelled the scent of shit.


  “……”


  His classmates witnessing this kept their distance, but there were also some that were laughing. From that response, he immediately concluded the culprit was another student.


  “……”


  Carvings.


  Feces.


  Bad odor.


  Going over these problems, Nishino thinks.


  What he should prioritize for today is the morning homeroom that starts in 5 minutes. In order for it to proceed safely, I need a desk that doesn’t smell. In that case, where would a desk that doesn’t smell be? With a clear objective, he immediately takes action.


  “…There they are.”


  Looking around the classroom, there were many of what he was searching for.


  He could choose whichever he wanted.


  Nishino began walking.


  “Ehh…?”


  Some classmate lets out a voice


  About 80 percent of the students have already arrived at the school. But there were still students that didn’t arrive. For example, the seat next to him. Nishino zeroes in on it.


  All of a sudden he lifts his desk. He then switches his poop filled seat with the one next to him that belongs to a student whose name he doesn’t remember.


  It was done in just 3 minutes. There was something inside the desk, so he carefully takes it out, and places it on top of the poop desk. Mission Complete.


  In the place where the desk that didn’t smell was, Nishino placed his poop desk.


  And in the place where Nishino’s poop desk was, now had the desk that didn’t smell.


  “…All right”


  He looks at his new desk, and strokes it with his palm. Confirming it’s condition, he compares it to the desk he’s been using and finds it to be taller.


  “It’s not bad.”


  He mutters in satisfaction.


  “O, oi!”


  As for everyone around, to them it looked like he didn’t think it was a problem.


  It wasn’t as if they didn’t feel bad.


  But of course, objections were raised.


  The voice that was first raised was from a single classmate, Takeuchi-kun.


  “…What is it?”


  Nishino answered as if nothing happened.


  He sat on his chair with an air of composure, and his legs were also crossed.


  “No, what is it you say, you…”


  Because he reactively lashed out, Takeuchi-kun couldn’t find the words to continue. The situation being what it is, he couldn’t speak with his usual sharpness. If this were the result of Nishino reaping what he sowed then he could’ve said as much as he liked.


  “Well, you know, to just change your desk…”


  Takeuchi-kun was getting flustered. For the schools top ikeman, this is something he never experiences in the past.


  The actions taken were far too aggressive.


  “Putting shit in a classmates desk, it’s quite the terrible story.”


  Nishino spoke in a sad tone.


  As if he was a victim that would sue.


  “Th, that isn’t the problem is it!?”


  “Then what is the problem?”


  “Uu…”


  The futsmen was shameless.


  He had no signs of timidness.


  Takeuchi-kun couldn’t come up with a good reply.


  “That’s, i, if you tell the teacher, then you’d get a new one…”


  It was then, that the ikeman who answered Nishino’s question realized.


  “Then I’ll do just that, I also wanted a new desk.”


  “Uu…”


  Time continued passing.


  Kin-kon kan-kon, the chime rings and the teacher in charge of the class enters. Gara gara, the class door opens, and in the same way as yesterday, a sluggish voice is heard in the classroom.


  “You guys, it’s time.”


  The head teacher is strict with time, and as always he arrives with the sound of the bell.


  As would he be late for a poop desk.


  Nishino safely managed to get a desk that doesn’t smell of poop, and the morning homeroom proceeds.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  “Oi, doesn’t something smell?”


  It was in the middle of morning, the homeroom teacher asked.


  It seems that the student who sits next to Nishino is absent for the day due to bad health. As a result, the exchanged desk remained, and homeroom continued. It was only natural, as the scent of the desk was the scent of poop.


  The surrounding students grimace at the bad smell.


  Nishino was no exception.


  “Yo, you’re imagining things!”


  One of the students says.


  It was the class clown whose job is to make others laugh. The value of his looks weren’t high, but as a result of sacrificing his self-esteem for funny lines, he’s more or less in a position that let’s him speak to the class. He’s the type of student that holds the key to success that can be found in any school.


  But, right now that class clown jokes were gone, and instead he spoke with a serious expression.


  “Really? Well, it’s fine. In that case, a message for today…”


  Without being discouraged by the blatant stench of poop, the homeroom teacher continued with the message.


  As for the class, 70 percent of them were holding back a laugh, 10 percent had an expression that was a mix of both impatience and anger, and the other 20 were ignoring it. There is not enough evidence to find the culprit from this.


  However, Nishino was reaching the limits of his patience.


  The feces that was put in his desk smelled like the excretion of a person with a bad stomach condition. The teacher in the podium had suspicions, but Nishino wasn’t even a meter away from the source of the stench.


  “Uu…”


  He had enough as his expression warped.


  It’s then that Nishino takes a sheet of plastic from his bag, and fans the air.


  Thus, the disgusting scent of poop passed over the two desks next to him.


  “Uu!?”


  The one on the other side was Shimizu.


  She frowns at the sudden increase of the stench.


  At the same time she looks in the direction of where it came.


  And on the other side of the desk, wasn’t that Nishino fanning the air?


  “Wa, wait a minute…”


  In a hurry, she takes a sheet from her desk and starts fanning the air.


  Being fanned from left and right, the scent now went forward and backwards.


  “Uu!?”


  “Uuu!?”


  The students sitting in the front and back let out a groan.


  “Nn? What’s wrong?”


  The teacher raised his voice after hearing it. But, there was no way they could say the truth. They already came this far, or else the one who first raised his voice would be blamed for everything. That belief was shared among the whole class.


  “N, nothing at all!”


  The female student in front said.


  “Really?”


  Luckily, the teacher didn’t think much of it. He didn’t want anyone to get the wrong idea so he continued.


  As for the student in the back, he copies Nishino and Shimizu and uses a sheet to blow away the foul scent.


  On holidays he wears a plaid shirt with blue jeans and loiters around Akihabara, a male otaku. He belonged to the game creation club. His face was far uglier than Nishino’s.


  As a result, everything was directed forward.


  A single direction.


  The airflow sprung forth.


  “Wai…”


  The poop desk was too much for the student in the front.


  Looking back, she realizes what’s occurring and raises a scream. However, considering her position, there was no way she could start fanning. After all, the teacher would notice what was happening.


  Other than withstanding the scent, there was no other action she could take.


  She was also the first female student that Nishino called out to, Matsuura Kanako. With her braids held by the rubber waving in the air, she bears the scent with a frantic expression. She felt like throwing up at that very moment.


  “Matsuura, are you fine, you look pale?”


  “…Ye, yes, I’m, fine.”


  She answered the homeroom teachers question with a ghastly expression.


  “Really? If something really is wrong, then make sure to go to the infirmary.”


  “Yes…”


  She held her hand to her mouth, and was earnestly holding back the urge to vomit.


  But even after seeing that, the other three did not stop fanning. And in order for the teacher to not notice, they were disguising their movement with natural gestures. Pata pata pata pata, they continued fanning. It was something they wanted to avoid by all means.


  In the end, the scent that was drifting between the student continued for dozens of minutes through the homeroom period, a scene that felt like it would continue endlessly. For the students that the scent didn’t reach, they were desperately trying to hold back their laughter. There were also some that were covering their mouth as they glared in their direction.


  As for Matsuura Kanko, it was a victory by patience.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  First period was combined Phys ED with the other classes. In order to leave morning homeroom as soon as possible, they put the poop desk aside and head to the locker rooms, and so peace returns to class 2-A for a time.


  Since the subject selected is continued throughout the whole year, Nishino is still in table tennis in the second gymnasium.


  Since there is no teacher leading the class it ends up becoming a rather lazy sight. There aren’t enough tables for everyone thus it’s necessary to use a shift system. Furthermore, there were no clear groups made.


  The students that missed their chance at getting a table spread out and begin chatting with each other, which inturn makes the atmosphere even more lax. Since there aren’t many students actively trying to raise their table tennis skills, the time spent in class is not much different from a break.


  “……”


  As usual, Nishino heads to the corner of the room and does nothing but sit on the floor. There was no one by his side. I wish the class would finish fast, he absent mindedly looks on at the class. In the same way as before, and the time before that, and probably in the future too, class will probably end without even being able to get a racket, he was thinking of such pointless things.


  According to the plan he made last night, he was supposed to invite one of the girls in table tennis for a match. However, considering the disastrous desk in homeroom, he needs to have some self-restraint. After all, the others in his class treat him like a nuisance.This also applies to the students in other classes. The incident spread before he knew it.


  However, there was a single exception within the room.


  “What are you doing in such a place?”


  In the same way as last time, Rose had come again. With an innocent expression, she stands in front of Nishino as she looks down to him.


  It seems like she once again slipped away from basketball. There’s no doubt as she is wearing a bright yellow bib and basketball shoes.


  “What about you, what are you doing here?”


  “I’m taking a small break.”


  “Then so am I.”


  “Really? Then there’s no problem.”


  Muttering in a casual tone, Rose sits down at Nishino’s side.


  Seeing what just transpired, the surrounding students raise their voices.


  It’s the same as what happened the week before.


  “Why is Rose-chan here?” “Rather, didn’t she also come last week?” “She’s also cute in bloomers, can’t bite into her more.” “Why is she talking with that Nishino?” “You mean that Nishino?” “That’s right. The guy from class A.” “The guy who’s always sitting in the corner.” “It looks like the class was bullying that guy didn’t it?” “Eh? Seriously!?” “But, Rose-chan is super cute.” “That blonde hair is enviable.” “Right, it’s the limits of a japanese person isn’t it? I get you.” “Eh? You sure? Certainly she’s cute, but I don’t feel like it’s that much.” “I totally understand you, I must be bad with foreigners.” “I want a little sister like that.” “I’m gonna be lesbian.”


  The voices must’ve reached the two.


  But, without a concern of the surroundings, Rose speaks to Nishino.


  “Sorry for visiting without a warning.”


  “If you think that then don’t ever come again.”


  “Ara, how cold.”


  “Isn’t that expected if someone you don’t want to associate with comes to you.”


  “Then can I visit if I show you my enthusiasm?”


  “Who knows.”


  Takeuchi-kun’s declaration from him, was effective.


  It wasn’t as if Nishino had no expectations. He’s already aware of what the other party wants when they approach him. But even then, it was just a miniscule amount, but there may have been a warm feeling in his heart. He has the liberty to have some delusions. That was until the day before yesterday.


  “The job should already be done, Is there something else you need?”


  “Thank you for that matter, you really helped.”


  “Then that’s enough, don’t get close to me from now on.”


  He can no longer see the one in front of him as anything other than filthy.


  It’s because he’s a virgin with zero experience in romance that he has an image of a girl he can cherish. It’d be unpleasant to be with someone with such a background. He feels the same resistance towards Rose that he has towards Francisca. Spreading your legs for money and protection is an impermissible action.


  However, he did not know.


  That a number of his classmates had already experience in spreading their legs for money and protection.


  “Can you not approach me without an ulterior motive?”


  “I can see you going to a middle aged man in heat.”


  In that careless whisper, Nishino stands up.


  “A middle aged man in heat, I’ve heard the rumors.”


  “……”


  Nishino’s eyebrows tremble. He took a step forward to get away from her, however, he couldn’t take the second step. If this was another classmate he was with, then he may have been able to meekly leave, and if Takeuchi-kun threatened him then he’d lower his head.


  However, she’s different.


  You cannot look down on someone from the same business.


  That is something Nishino holds himself to, an important conviction.


  To him, this job is his only source of income, and when thinking in the long run, he can imagine he’ll be relying on it in the future. Because of that, if it’s threatened, then his income, daily life, and his future can also be endangered.


  Furthermore, in the past when he was working, seeing others lightly can be life threatening. If his reputation falls, then perhaps Marquis would take his business elsewhere, so were Nishino’s thoughts.


  Therefore, he couldn’t pull out from this spot. He couldn’t end it by looking down on Rose. This is the result of his experiences in the past. He is aware, Nishino Gokyou is aware, that such an attitude can put one in a dangerous spot.


  “…What a sharp eared woman.”


  He quietly whispered, and turns to Rose with a smile.


  A smile covered his face.


  The best smile he could make.


  “Ara, so you can make such an expression?”


  “Do you have some problem with me smiling?”


  “……”


  As expected, it wasn’t helping him, he thinks back to the blunders he experienced in the past. Especially in the business of his that covers his food, the women were tough, irrational, and cruel. It’s understandable for the asian futsumen.


  In order to act as a filter to his classmates, Nishino revises his posture.


  As for Rose, in front of the person whose atmosphere changed at once, she spoke with a stronger tone.


  “In that case, I believe I have a chance.”


  “Where have I heard those words before?”


  “Who knows? I’m quite interested in learning.”


  “How about asking your prince?”


  “Prince?”


  “If it was only having an empty head, then with some charm then it could’ve ended with a smile. However, having a loose groin is beyond saving. How about cooling down and looking back on your actions? You bitch.”


  “Aah, I see.”


  “If you understand then hurry and leave.”


  “That you look at me in the same way as her, how regrettable.”


  “……”


  However, Rose was not discouraged. While having a cramp in her cheek, she still managed to maintain her smile. She was speaking as if nothing happened. But the fact that her knees seemed to be shaking, couldn’t have been mistaken by Nishino.


  The futsumen was stumped at this.


  “…Do as you like.”


  With a short mutter, he turns around.


  Nay, it happened immediately after turning back.


  “Ah, there she is, Rose-chan.”


  The one who called her name was in the entrance of the table tennis gym. The origin of that voice was from a name that Nishino’s been hearing the past few days. The top ikeman in the same class with an adult like atmosphere, Takeuchi-kun.


  “……”


  “……”


  Nishino and Rose immediately shut their mouths upon seeing him.


  On the other hand, Takeuchi-kun energetically walks up to the two


  “I’ve been looking for you. I couldn’t find you even though we are both in basketball.”


  “We should be in the middle of our break now?”


  “Yeah, and because of that, I’ve also been wandering around.”


  “…Do you have some business with me?”


  “Aah, no, it’s not something stiff like business, but about that trip from before, I have some circumstances, so I thought of getting in contact with you. Since it’s Phys ED and where in the same class, I though meeting now would only be natural.”


  “Eeh, that’s true.”


  Rose was the only one in Takeuchi-kun’s eyes.


  Nishino who was standing close was just air to him.


  “So, a rough idea about the schedule, after the culture festival ends, how about going at the end of the month? We can take a three day break from school so we can have a longer break. Of course, that’s only if Rose-chan is okay with it.”


  “Eeh, I don’t mind.”


  “Really? Thanks.”


  Takeuchi-kun had a smile from beginning to end.


  He spoke to Rose with a grin covering his face.


  “With that said, how about Nishino’s circumstances?”


  “……”


  It was then that Rose abruptly shifted the topic to the futsumen.


  For an instant, Takeuchi-kun’s face became like that of a hannya[2]. However, it truly was only for an instant. With no one to witness it, his smile returns. Furthermore, my, you were in such a place, he speaks to Nishino with such an attitude.


  “Aah, speaking of which that’s true. How about you Nishino?”


  “No, well, there’s no problem…”


  For now I should nod, Nishino though.


  If girls other than Rose are participating, then it isn’t something bad to him. By avoiding the blonde loli that’s in front of him, he’d be able to be with the other female students in his class.


  Naturally, he had no plans on spending the rest of his time until graduation being bullied. In his mind, he is already making a plan to stop the bullying. And there arent’ many opportunities for that.


  “You sure? Then I’ll prepare the ticket. Aah, I’ll be able to do something about the expenses, so how about letting me treat you this time? Of course, that include the people other than Rose-chan.”


  “Is that fine? I’d imagine it to be quite a sum.”


  “Thought it really isn’t my money. But, after I consulted with my parents and told them I wanted to go on a trip to make highschool memories, it looks like I’ll be able to bring a number of people. Even though I’m like this, my house has some money. Of course, I won’t force it onto you, how about it? This proposal?”


  “Eeh, if it’s like that, then I’ll graciously accept your invitation.”


  “Really? Thank you, how exciting.”


  Takeuchi-kun’s pure white teeth sparkled.


  If this happened in the first gym where basketball is played, then the surrounding female students would have gathered to him. Aah, I also want to go, Then me too! They’d speak in such a way with some joking mixed in, such was the privilege of those at the top of the caste, and they’d be satisfied if they managed to be invited.


  However, this is the second gym is for table tennis, an oasis for loners. The female students here are all plain, fat, or have bad communication skills. It is the lower end of the caste that doesn’t believe they’ll move further up. They only went as far as sending jealous gazes.


  “Who are the others that is going?”


  “About that, I’ll be asking two others that I’m on good terms with. If Rose has any friends, then don’t hold back and tell me about them. I’ll cover their part.”


  “Thank you. But there isn’t anyone in particular.”


  “Really? Then with Rose-chan and me, and also him, then it’d be five?”


  He glanced at Nishino.


  In reality, the fact that this trip is only restricted to Nishino, is something that Takeuchi-kun is grateful for. Why? it’s naturally because all of his friends are ikemen. There were no unattractive people or futsumen.


  That’s why before he invited Rose, he was worried. If he carelessly invited his ikemen friends, then Rose may have taken an interest in them. And in the off chance, she spreads her legs for them. If they finish inside, and so on, those where the grave worries of his.


  However, it wasn’t as if he couldn’t not invite another male student.


  All the people he invited were female students, and they were all pretty too, but no matter if he is the number one ikeman in the school, such actions would be frowned upon. For that reason, it was necessary for him to invite at least one other male student.


  So the one who made their appearance was Nishino.


  If it’s someone with a face like that, then no matter how much of a bitch Rose is, she wouldn’t spread her legs for him in the week long trip. Such belief was inside of Takeuchi-kun’s head. Like this, he’d be able to take it easy while developing his relationship with Rose and the other girls. For that sake, he was ready to take on the futsumen’s expenses.


  “Nishino, are you fine with it?”


  Takeuchi-kun asked with a bright smile.


  “…Aah.”


  And so, with the riajuu’s ulterior motives, the opposite of a riajuu N8shino didn’t even realize. Why did Takeuchi-kun invite him on a trip with such a bright smile, a question raised in his head. But, he wasn’t planning on point it out, and so he could only nod his head.


  “By the way, what about you Nishino-kun?”


  “…About what?”


  “Nishino-kun, is there anyone you want to invite?”


  “Aah…”


  Don’t throw that onto me, Nishino formed a complaint inside of his heart.


  But, Wait a minute, he thought.


  In order to be a riajuu, to get a woman, to have a happy end, and another big possibility. During the highschool trip, he needs to get along with his female classmates. That is a big part of youth, and It will surely become a wonderful memory that won’t fade no matter how old he becomes.


  “In that case Matsuura-san or someone…”


  He mumbled.


  He liked plain people.


  He liked girls that didn’t stand out.


  Speaking of which, those who don’t mind faces.


  “Eh?”


  Takeuchi-kun made a surprised expression.


  “…Eh?”


  Rose did the same.


  To think that a name from the opposite sex would come out of his mouth. Furthermore, the person was a female student from his class and Furthermore, the person in question was in the same table tennis class, was standing just a few meters away, his voice reached her.


  “Fuee!?”


  Matsuura-san trembled.


  To think that her name would come up.


  “Does Nishino want to get along with her?”


  “No, we haven’t even talked much.”


  “…Eh?”


  “What?”


  “We, well then, let’s go together with her.”


  Realizing that Nishino’s thoughts were going to Matsuura-san, Takeuchi-kun’s was laughing in his mind. With this, there would be no obstacles. Naturally his mood became better, and with a smile even brighter than before, he went to Matsuura-san.


  “Matsuura-san, can I have a moment?”


  “Eh!? Ah, ye, yes! What is it!?”


  The ikeman soon began talking about the plans for the trip.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  What waited when the students returned to class after Phys ED was the furious homeroom teacher. It seems that the teacher discovered the desk filled with poop that was next to Nishino during their absence. It was likely the origin of that smell.


  Because the second class was held by the same teacher, that time was used in order to find the cause of the feces during homeroom.


  “I don’t plan on asking who did it here, and I won’t act like I’m investigating it. However, the fact that someone did do it won’t change. But, if this happens outside of school, the one who did this, and those who kept silent, they would certainly have to face consequences.”


  The homeroom teacher spoke.


  As for the class who was addressed, they all kept their mouths shut as they shivered. Only one person, Matsuura-san, had a small expression of relief. As expected, it seems that being on the receiving end of the scent was tough.


  “For example, if I got drunk and while walking down the street I threw poop on someone, even considering the circumstances, I’d certainly lose my job as a teacher, of course there’d also be criminal charges, a civil trial too, and the victim would likely demand several millions.”


  He looks at the students and continues.


  “This time, I don’t plan on looking for the culprit and for the people who are pretending they don’t know anything, I don’t plan on pressing it. After this lecture ends, I plan to continue on as normal. I don’t plan on extending this to the principal or vice principal.”


  However, and he continues.


  “If this happens again, then I’ll look for the culprit, and make sure they get what they deserve. So, no matter if the school hesitates, if the victim disputes the culprit, then I plan on giving my full support. I don’t plan on worrying about the culprits life after that. At that point, they will no longer be a student of mine.”


  He spoke with a very serious expression.


  After all, he is convinced that the culprit is in his class.


  That is why he was so spirited.


  For the teacher, his job ends with this. With a sermon on real life. He had pride that this would prevent any cases similar to this one. It was through his efforts there were already multiple events that he dealt with within the school.


  Luckily, there was no student who tried to talk back in this situation.


  “That is all. Now then, I’ll start the lesson.”


  It only took a few minutes. After ending the sermon that made him feel better, he places his materials on his desk and begins the lessons according to his original plan. With chalk in one hand, he begins scribbling formulas on the black board. It was as if he declared that there’d be no more investigating from this point on.


  But, the mind of the person who spoke as such, was still somewhat excited. It certainly wasn’t just a small sense of satisfaction that he obtained. He was more or less a teacher known for loving sermons. It’s within the passionate sermons he gives that has earned a reputation among the student’s as annoying.


  While he is Nishino’s homeroom teacher, Ootake Kiyoshi is also the head teacher of the year, and he gets absorbed in his own lectures. But, it is true that he is performing the duty of the role he has obtained. There are even talks that he’d be a good principal or vice principal.


  By the way, the teacher in charge of the year holds a position that is equivalent to a section chief in a business. Although he is dull old man, his income easily crosses over 7 million. His favorite movie is Kinpachi-sensei. He’s an unmarried man over 40, but his future is secure. And there are many teen girls in his line of business that he can give his beloved sermons too.


  In other words, he is one of life’s winners.


  Culture Festival Preparations 1


  


  The sermons of the homeroom teacher ended up working out, and on that day, Nihsino’s desk no longer smelled of poop. Also, no other acts of bullying were carried out. But rumors of the uproar must’ve already been passed to the neighboring classes.


  Having lost the means to make use of violence and of destroying his belongings, the bullying immediately stopped, and since he is a futsumen with no amicable relationships, it’s impossible to use his relationships against him. As a result, his peaceful uneventful life continued.


  Kin-kon kan-kon. With the sound of the bell, the sixth period comes to an end.


  In its place, the culture festival preparations began.


  All the desks are moved to the back of the class and having lost his place to sit, Now then, what should I do today? Nishino racks his brain. With no job to do, all he could do was just stand in the corner.


  “……”


  There are five days left until the school festival, with the two of those that are day off.


  The rest of his classmates were getting even more fired up.


  For he who aims to be a riajuu, he has to blend in no matter what. Preparing for the culture festival together as a class, that’d be a precious memory to recall past your thirties. Not knowing what he should do, an impatient emotion started filling up.


  “Class representative, I can help if there’s something that needs to be done.”


  He asks the class representative that he just interacted with in the past few days, Shimizu, if there’s something he can help with.


  “Eh?”


  While talking with her classmates about the arrangements, she was surprised the moment she heard Nishino’s voice. Why is he talking with me? a silent complaint was made in her heart.


  “U, uhh…”


  She looks around the classroom while trying to find something suitable for him.


  To her side, the classmates she was discussing arrangements with speaks.


  “It’s Nishino right, you can speak a foreign language can’t you?”


  She was one of the girls that he met at the italian restaurant that were with Takeuchi-kun the other day.


  “Well, more or less.”


  The futsumen meekly responded.


  And so, she gleefully continues.


  “In that case, how about writing the menu in a foreign language? Something that can fit the atmosphere? Ah, but english would be lame, is there something else?”


  “Ah, that’s good!”


  Shimuzu gets on board.


  “It was New York, annnd, what was the other place? They spoke something other than enlgish right? I thought it was a pasta[1] like name or something.”


  She puts her finger on her chin and begins groaning.


  The one in Shimizu’s side continues.


  “It was Naples wasn’t it? That’s great, write it in Italian!”


  A malicious color rose on her eyes.


  Even if the trip wasn’t a lie, their classmate was just a dull futsumen. Not english, but italian, there should be no way for him to be able to read and write it. However, the one who said it was possible was the person in question.


  For Shimizu who has pride in her academic ability, it was unacceptable for someone who was lower in the school caste to have stronger language abilities. Of course, if that was a lie, then everything would be exposed, it was an insult she felt obliged to pay back.


  “Then Nishino-kun, I’ll leave the menu’s translation to you, In italian.”


  “In italian!”


  Shimizu and a part of the group of two cheerfully spoke.


  On their faces were grins filled with bad intent, however, it did not reach him, who has no experience with the opposite sex. To him it was just an ordinary smile of a cute girl. In fact, by putting their expectations on him, his motivation rose. To him, the class representative Shimizu was still a pretty person protected behind his belief that humans are fundamentally good.


  It’s for that reason that the futsumen nods full of confidence.


  “Okay.”


  “Everyone! Nishino-kun is going to write the menu in Italian!”


  With perfect timing, when the whole class could hear, Shimizu yelled out.


  In their last final exam, her english score was bad. It was the first time she received a score lower than 80 since entering the school. This is why she is full of energy at this moment. She isn’t aiming for Tokyo University of Foreign Studies just for show.


  Last month, she scored a D on her cram school’s mock test. It was out of the range.


  “Ehh! Seriously!” “Amazing!” “Oi, oi, are you serious about the Italian!?” “Waa, how exciting!”n“Italian, how cool!” “Seriously? I’m gonna have like some super expectations?” “Me too, me too!”


  With the culture festival right around the corner, the anticipation they’ve been holding back had made the class’s unity magnificent. Especially from those at the top of the caste, they continued cheering. Regardless of being a young man or woman, hip-hip-hooray, they were needlessly raising the energy. They even went out of their way to stop their work.


  Nishino nods in a better mood because of this.


  “Okay, I’ll give it my best.”


  He somehow looking glad.


  Compared to the making the advertisements before, the fact that he was put in a job of a somewhat higher grade had made him want to give his best effort. He parts away from Shimizu and begins preparing what he needs to work.


  He gets the finished menus written in japanese that are on top of the lockers. In order to replace these he uses the remaining materials to begin his translations. I’ll do it, I’m gonna do this. He grasps his pen while firing himself up.


  It was something that happened soon after, the phone in his pocket began vibrating.


  Nishino’s phone that rarely rung, was now vibrating. There was no chance of it being a friend he kept in contact with after school. Eighty percent of the time it’s Marquis. The remaining twenty percent are wrong numbers and spam. Just the other day he received a call from a bank scammer. Something about it leaking.


  “…It’s me.”


  Lowering his voice, he answered the call.


  “Sorry, but there’s a job I need you to do.”


  “I’m hanging up.”


  As expected, it was Marquis.


  With a word, Nishino quickly separates the phone from his ear.


  But then, from the other side of the phone, a frantic voice begged.


  “I, I’m beggin you! Please don’t hang up! Please!”


  “…What is it? I’m at school right now.”


  “You remember that incident with the mafia right? It’s a continuation of that, and it’s the first front end job in a while. The other party is at wits end, and they have an influence to match. This is also something that will be beneficial to you!”


  Marquis quickly spoke of the reward. In order to have conversations like this, he cool headedly carries out his work in an orderly fashion. Even though Nishino was in school, there was never an instance in the past where Nishino forcefully hung up. It’s because of that, Marquis has a high opinion of Nishino.


  It’s because of how honest he was being, and that he mentioned the reward first, that Nishino couldn’t help but hold some doubts. Just what happened? he thought of cutting the line, but continued due to curiosity.


  “That is?”


  “The person you killed the other day, do you remember?”


  “Aah.”


  “There’s another group that arrived to japan in order to meet with him. They like to caused trouble in the bars in Tokyo. The client is someone who has something to do with this problem.”


  “…Who is it, that fool?”


  “Even without knowing how they look, you should’ve at least heard the name. It’s a member of a rock band that’s been appearing on TV and Magazines. He’s called ‘Taro’.”


  “I see. In a drunken stupor, that rock fella got carried away. Then he bumped into them for a show, and now we’re here.”


  “Always being able to get it really helps.”


  Marquis continues as he notices that Nishino’s tone had become a bit better.


  “Isn’t it fine letting them die?”


  “Aah, I’d usually agree with you. However, who’s that rock fella’s surrounded by, I can’t really say it, but there are some well known people there. If we leave it alone, then it’ll become something very troublesome later on.”


  “Marquis, did you pick up another good-for-nothing stray?”


  “Uu…”


  With Nishino’s murmur, a shiver was transmitted from the other side.


  “…How much?”


  “Y, you’ll do it?”


  “There won’t be next time.”


  “Sorry, I’m really sorry about this! I’m in your debt!”


  On the other side, Marquis gives words of gratitude filled with emotion.


  “I’ll be heading over right now”


  “Understood, I’ll prepare the best product in the store.”


  “…The same as always is fine.”


  The conversation ended there.


  Nishino cuts the line. Looking at the display that has warmed up from his cheek, the length of the call was 2 minutes 53 seconds. For he who ends up getting free calls from past months, this was an unusually long call.


  “……”


  He quickly ends his translation. Getting ready to go home he puts the paper he had been writing on into the vinyl jacket with a plaid wrapper into his bag.


  Right when he was about to leave, the class clown calls out to him.


  “Aree~? Nishino-kun, where are you going?”


  His face had the same value as Nishino if not lower. However, his position in the class caste is the upper middle. This status was the result of acting the fool. That is why even with all their classmates present, he is allowed to make this statement.


  Ku-su ku-su, Along with his voice where the sound of the others giggling. Boys and girls, those on top and bottom of the caste, it didn’t matter how they looked. This light statement was a critical hit.


  For everyone who saw this occurrence, it looked like futsumen lied and took on a job that he couldn’t handle. It was only natural. As if it was planned by god.


  Everything is Marquis’s fault.


  “Was that really a call just now? It wasn’t an alarm?”


  The class clown continued.


  No matter the time they always press forward. That is the role of the class clown. If they cannot perform this, then they’d lose their status as class clown and end up as an ordinary futsumen, or perhaps they’d fall to a busamen.


  The school caste is merciless, and now it’s trying to drag him to the bottom of the pyramid.


  The class clown understood this, and there was no mercy in his words. If he bullies Nishino, for as much as his part is, he will be able to rise through the caste. Once you step onto the path, there is no leaving. That is the law of the class clown.


  “Sorry, but some urgent business came up.”


  “Hee! That’s tooo baaad!”


  The lively shout of the class clown.


  In response, the whole class let out a laugh. One part has already been laughing since the beginning. With their hands on their mouths, they mercilessly continued.


  But, Nishino himself had not realized the reason. Instead, the fact that they were having fun looking at him actually made him happy. He felt glad that he could make the class laugh.


  What a fool.


  “Sorry, but I’ll be leaving early today.”


  With the laughter of his classmates behind him, Nishino hurries to Roppongi.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The Roppongi business district, in the basement of a multi tenant building just a little ways off, there was a narrow bar of 20 tsubos in size. For the people in the neighborhood that are informed, they know to never approach it, and there are rarely any visitors that do not know of it.


  It usually opens up at 8 in the afternoon, but it is currently 7 in the afternoon, and there was already someone inside. The ones inside were the bartender and owner of the bar Marquis, and the one he called for, Nishino.


  Also, the japanese man that was the main reason that Nishino was called.


  “O, oi, will it really be fine with this brat!?”


  Having arrived earlier, Nishino had already finished his drink.


  He arrived nearly a dozen minutes late. Having just arrived, the untidy man yelled in a rough voice. His age is in the mid twenties. A person with medium length brown hair, and a height that surpasses 190cm.


  Even with sunglasses on, the quality of his face was still visible. Nishino’s classmate Takeuchi-kun is also a model class ikeman, but there is a clear distinction between the two, that is due to the limits of being an asian ikeman.


  With clothes that matches his face, nothing he wore was less than 20000 yen. Even the thin gray shirt, it’s from some sort of brand.


  It’s easy for the man to be mean to Nishino because of the difference in wealth.


  “Are you messing with me? My life’s on the line here!”


  The man loses his temper.


  Being told the best bodyguard in the country would protect him, so he came here before going to the police, but what greeted him here was a boy younger than him. A student with a dull and very unreliable looking face.


  “I paid a high price! Don’t mess with me!”


  The man kicked the chair to his side with his boots. Garangaran a clanging sound is made as the chair is blown away.


  Seeing this, Nishino could only mutter, Good grief.


  “Marquis, It seems that I wasn’t called.”


  “Wa, wait a minute! Please! I’m begging you!”


  Marquis lowers his head until his forehead rubs on the counter.


  Although he continually humbles himself towards Nishino, in reality, he had high self-esteem. Not to the degree of Francisca. But it’s because the futsumen understood this that he was unable to hide his doubts since the time he got the call.


  “…Just how big is this debt of yours?”


  “I’m really sorry. Sorry, but please…”


  Marquis continued with his head lowered. It seems like he can’t let this matter go. Beads of sweat where coming out of his head. He looked like a boiled octopus to Nishino.


  “Well it’s fine. I’d be troubled if I didn’t have a place to drink.”


  Looking at his state, Nishino tilts the glass he held.


  Ko-ku-ri, a quiet sound comes from his throat.


  If Shimizu was present, she’d get goosebumps all over, Don’t say such gross things, that’d be shoved in his face with a straight face. These actions too, because he’s asian, because he’s a futsumen, they don’t look good.


  “Sorry. You’re a big help…”


  “But, there won’t be a second time.”


  “I understand, this idiot won’t do it again.”


  As for the reason, he continues.


  Marquis understands what type of dialogue the boy Nishino prefers. Therefore he could only remain obedient and convey his inner thoughts. Rather, he doesn’t have the leeway to lie at this point, and having a third party here is convenient.


  “I also want to stay even with you.”


  “…Fine then.”


  With those words, Nishino decided to accept this matter.


  If anything else was said, then the futusmen planned on returning home. It is one of the many troublesome aspects of his personality. Doing that is cool, is what he honestly thinks, but in truth it was only troublesome for other people.


  “Aah, thanks.”


  Marquis’s desperateness was on display.


  It was quite pathetic.


  But, from his appearance, he is a giant nearing two meters.


  A muscular body that was visible through his black suit jacket. With an upper arm that was larger than Nishino’s thigh. A laceration ran through his right eye and it reached the top of his cleanly shaven head.


  “O, oi, you guys!”


  It must be because of that. The fact that a large black man, that you’d rarely find in a small asian country, was lowering his head to the boy called Nishino, that the man cried out in surprise. He turned his attention to the futsumen who he disregarded since the beginning.


  “I came here because I heard the best bodyguard was here!”


  He moves to the counter seat besides Nishino.


  And he says while glaring at his face from above.


  “Hurry and let me meet that bodyguard, people with the most dangerous reputation on earth are aiming for my life, they’re a crazy bunch that even the police would be useless against, they’d even shoot a rocket launcher in broad daylight!”


  He shoves his hands into his pockets and brings their heads to a distance that their foreheads might touch. From an outsider’s perspective his expression seemed to be one of someone on their last legs[2]. Cold sweat was oozing down his skin.


  To this, Nishino opens his mouth with a tone as if asking for tomorrow’s weather.


  “You, do rock, don’t you?”


  “Aah? What’re you saying, you shitty brat!”


  The man maintained an expression that was on the verge of fighting.


  It’s only natural. Single edged eyelids with uneven teeth, and cheekbones that partially stuck out. Within the highschool males of the world it’d be the ordinary among the ordinary. If such a man spoke to a shining rock star without so much of a smile, then of course he’d receive scorn in return.


  Above all, his attitude wasn’t good.


  “You lookin down on me? Aah?”


  “Am I wrong?”


  No matter how much he was shouted at, Nihino’s pace did not crumble.


  There was not even a bit of fear in him.


  The man responded to this with his frustration reaching its peak.


  “Haven’t you heard my song? The music I make is rock itself. Everyone worships a formless rock as rock, and they chase after it without being able to grasp it. But I’m different. My rock has shape”


  Such comical lines said with a deadly serious expression, this is the privilege of a cultured person.


  “…I see.”


  Whatever was just said, Nishino was unable to comprehend.


  Marquis too.


  “That’s why I can’t afford to die here! My rock, there’s no way it can fall apart now! So hurry up and take him out! This so called, b, bodyguard that will protect me!”


  The attack received last night was certainly no lie. The yelling, the angry dialogue with Nishino, thoughts of the overwhelming violence afterwards, quivering in fear. The trembling was unseemly.


  The entire reason for this was the last attack. A woman he associated with was murdered in his home. On top of both hands and legs being sawed off while alive, her skin was peeled off and she was left on top of the bedroom bed.


  The hemostasis must’ve been done correctly.


  When he just returned home, that woman was barely conscious.


  “Up till I came here, within the shaking train I searched up the term rock.”


  “Aah?”


  However, Nishino had no idea of the man’s background. The man’s fear was no concern of his as he continued to speak indifferently.


  For Nishino, there were certain aspects of this job he was curious about. And so, with the protection target in front of him, these questions grew more.


  For Nishino who wants to be a riajuu, the one in front of him is everything he aims to be.


  “But, what rock is, I don’t know.”


  “Do you want to learn about rock?”


  “Is it bad wanting to learn?”


  “If you want to learn of rock, then listen to the piece I made. That is rock”


  It’s probably because his mind was getting excited. The man’s words became more heated.


  “…Is that so?”


  “Society says a lot, Rock is freeing yourself from old customs, denying classical music or melodic melodies, or even denying the times. But you know? That is a shitty definition made by those shitty critics. Don’t associate with that. Researching it is also a waste of time.”


  “Then does the term rock have any meaning?”


  Nishino indifferently asked.


  To this, the man affirms with a loud voice.


  “None.”


  The powerful words of denial echoes through the store.


  “Rock is, the energy that comes out when you’re giving it your all, your brain juice, like that. There’s no connection to anything else, it’s your very own world. Yes, it’s a world! That’s what I made my music on”


  “Your very own world, can I understand by listening to your music?”


  “Didn’t I already say? It’s the energy from your brain juice. The word rock, it’s exactly as you just heard, you don’t need the word to understand, that’s only necessary to explain to the bunch who can’t learn, in other words it’s something like the training wheels on a bike”


  “Training wheels?”


  “Aah, training wheels. That’s the key word.”


  “…What’s with that?”


  Nishino had no idea with what the man was saying. That’s an example of a person who thinks he’s a genius. For those people, explaining something to others is extremely fatal. The fact that the other side is an ordinary person is extremely relieving because of that.


  You understand? He looks up to Marquis as if asking.


  Not being able to understand either, the one on the other side of the counter shakes his head.


  However, only the person in question, being able to understand everything, being forced to give up on everything, the tragic hero.


  “Ha, ha-ha, don’t make me laugh. For me, to have finally obtained it, to think that I’d start over from here, who cares about the mafia! For these stupid things to happen from a small fight in a bar…”


  The man crumbles in place.


  “How did this happen…?”


  It must’ve been hard bearing with yesterday’s attack.


  His mind exhausted, he falls on both hands and legs. Looking closely, there were bandages peeked out from the space between his shirt and trousers and on his ankles. He must’ve been injured at the time of the attack, Nishino also understood this with a single glance.


  “Damn it, why, why, why is it me!”


  With no other sounds in the store, the man’s cries echo out.


  Nishino who was beside him looks to Marquis.


  “You want me to guard this?”


  “Humans, when they see their death they become like this.”


  “Didn’t he pick a fight on his own?”


  “Picking a fight with the mafia on my own, isn’t that the greatest rock?”


  “I see, I feel like I was able to understand this rock a little”


  To be frank, Nishino was the type to leave him alone.


  However, work is work. He confirms the future plans with Marquis.


  “So, what show do we have from here? With this rock fella?”


  “He has a hotel to go to, move there for now. I haven’t confirmed the details yet, but there’ll also be police and some others there. Well, it’s probably unnecessary for you.”


  “You want me to guard the whole time?”


  “The attacking side has already made their preparations. Preparations for negotiation too.”


  “Is it fine with this?”


  “Unfortunately the one being protected is in great trouble. Otherwise you wouldn’t have been contacted.”


  “Okay, leave it to me.”


  “Hearing that from you is relieving, to be honest, there’s nothing better than that.”


  Maquis spoke with a big smile.


  They finished exchanging information to the side of the one whose life was targeted by the mafia and immediately begin moving.


  After leaving the bar, they get into a car.


  The ones who are moving are Nishino and the man. Marquis is left housesitting.


  On top of being in bullet proof cars, the police are in a formation covering all around. It’s frequently done with important escort targets. Like this they move onto the main road.


  Nishino and the man left in Roppongi.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After several dozens of minutes of the shaking car, they arrive at a hotel room inside of Tokyo. It was a room prepared at the top most level. There were no other guest rooms and it was only Nishino and the man on this floor.


  The room has its own elevator and in order to get into it they need to move in from a floor down. Furthermore, at that place, there are fully armed police along with several other people that Marquis prepared, and even if there was an acquaintance, without the man’s permission it was impossible to enter the room.


  “Are, are you really the bodyguard?”


  The man asks Nishino as he sits on the wide sofa.


  “How many times do I have to confirm it? If you don’t like it then I’ll leave right now.”


  “How old?”


  “16.”


  “…You serious?”


  The man takes a side glance at Nishino, Haa, and breathes out a sigh. He curls up while on the sofa, with his elbows on his thighs he puts both hands onto his face. As if implying, I’m done for.


  On the other hand, for the one who had the sigh directed towards him, he disregards the man’s gaze, after all, he is working. On the other side of the low table and sofa the man sat on, he was lightly sitting on a different sofa with a ballpoint pen quickly running through several papers.


  Being curious, the man raised his head and asked.


  “Oi, what’re you doing?”


  “Preparations for the culture festival.”


  Nishino’s tone was indifferent as ever.


  Not liking the way he was replied to, the man’s voice grew wilder.


  “…Aah? Preparations for the culture festival?”


  “It’s at the beginning of next week, are you also coming?”


  “Y, you bastard, what do you think of a person’s life…”


  Unable to endure, the man made a fist.


  He was ready to throw a punch at any moment.


  “Getting worked up at every little thing is annoying, even that Marquis isn’t so stupid, they’re moving in order to improve your situation. If negotiations go well, then you and the other side can give up and they can return to their country without any trouble.”


  “How won’t I get worked up like this!?”


  Gat-sun, a brisk sound reverberates, the man kicked the low table.


  The ball point pen in Nishino’s hand slips out and draws a line through the white paper. The already half done menu had a line running from top to bottom and the black ink exerted it’s powerful presence.


  The menu he was preparing became useless in an instant.


  “……”


  “…Ah? What is it, you bastard.”


  In response to Nishino’s dissatisfied face, the man directed a fierce scowl towards him. Due to the anxiety he felt he couldn’t help but direct his anger towards Nishino.


  “At times like this, can rock help you?”


  “Aah? What kind of jokes are you making?”


  “Just the other day, I realized something.”


  “Realized? Haa? What’s with that?”


  “If you died, many people will surely shed tears. Being greeted with such an end, must be a humans happiness, is what I realized.”


  Nishino spoke while folding the now useless paper.


  “…I want to live like you.”


  “Like me? Impossible. Just give up, things like this generally never happen, what kind of misunderstanding are you having?”


  Even if he kicked the chair, even if he kicked the table, even if he followed every single action of his. The futsmen understood that it was impossible to reach that man’s position.


  “Aah, you’re not wrong.”


  The infinite possibilities within an ikeman.


  The finite options given to a futsumen.


  Being shown the disparity between the two upset Nishino a bit.


  “Oi! More than that, hurry up and get in contact with that Marquis guy, those guys will definitely come no matter how many cops there are, If I’m together with someone like you then we won’t even match the shit on their feet.”


  “…Wait.”


  “Aah?”


  Nishino’s movements came to a sudden stop.


  His uneven eyebrows shook. His eyes moved to the windows, but a curtain was there obstructing the view. With only a moment of worry, he makes his decision.


  Sa-ra sa-ra, he runs the pen through the paper.


  He presents this to the man.


  Written on the paper was, Run to the aisle.


  “…Aah?”


  “Hurry up.”


  Nishino hardened the tone of his voice a bit.


  The situation was properly conveyed with that.


  “Y, you serious!?”


  The man gets up from the sofa in a hurry.


  But as soon as he took his first step, the living room window was broken. Ropes were hung down from the upper floor and several people came in by using it.


  A shrill scream came out of the man’s mouth.


  “H, hiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!”


  It wasn’t rock at all, but it was a nice high tone.


  On the other hand, As if saying, Good grief, Nishino calmly gets up from the sofa.


  “This is Japan you know?”


  The broken glass attacked the two.


  However, after reaching a certain point, Pitari, like the leaves of a tree caught in a spiders web, it came to a stop. The small pieces of glass stood closely together, it was as if a new wall was just born. The various sizes of the broken glass made a pretty sight as the light reflected off it.


  “Don’t move!”


  Nishino yelled at the rock fella. However, he did not hear a thing. He ran as fast as he could and left the room. Having left the living room behind, there was now a wall that blocked Nishino’s vision.


  “Damn it…”


  The futusmen turned to follow.


  But then, the intruders made their move, they began shooting in an L formation covering all sides. The sound of the firing gunpowder layered on top of each other. A group of a dozen people entered and began shooting their heavy weapons.


  The target was Nishino.


  It was a lacking barrage for only a single person, there was no hint of arrogance in how unreserved they were with their fire. It seems that his existence was already known by the other party. As a result, it was an attack that had the order and discipline of a trained army.


  “You’re in the way.”


  The futusmen swung his arm, and at the same time several of the invaders soared through the air as their lives came to an end. Large amounts of blood spilled out and dyed the hotel room in a deep red. The blood reached not only the bed and walls, but also the ceiling.


  However, the intruders did not waver.


  Two people then dash out of the room in order to chase the rock fella. The remaining 10 continued facing Nishino without letting up. Bullets of many sizes flew out with loud noises.


  Just like the glass, all of the bullets came to a stop in midair as if caught by an invisible membrane. Not a single shot reached Nishino’s body. The large quantity of metal pieces floating in midair could’ve been seen as a piece of art.


  “This is why I don’t like people with lots of money…”


  Nishino decides that the elimination of this group is top priority. He leaves the protection of the man to the people below. With only a single exit to this place, he didn’t think they’d be able to take him back.


  If it’s only two, then it should be fine to leave them alone.


  “You must be underestimating me if you think weapons of that degree would kill me.”


  Once, twice, the futusmen waves his hand and at the same time the invaders heads go flying. Several people fall with a single swing, their numbers shrank in the blink of an eye. At seeing them fall all to easily, even they began to waver.


  After losing two thirds they decide to retreat.


  “…As if I’d let you run.”


  Nishino indifferently waves his arm at the retreating invaders.


  He advances step by step to close the distance, and then tilts his head. Finally they throw their weapons and begged for their lives, but it was done merciless with a single stroke. It was like that that the invaders were annihilated in only three minutes.


  At the same time the last person fell, the glass and bullets that were floating fell onto the bed. Losing their invisible support they made a ruckus as they scattered upon the bed. The many sized pieces of metal scattered on the floor and formed what looked like a carpet.


  “…Now then.”


  Once they all fell down, there was no other sound.


  Now is fine, and he moves in the direction the man ran away.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  “You let him escape?”


  Hearing that report, Nishino’s brows warped a bit in frustration. Even his usual indifferent tone now had some irritation mixed in.


  “S, sorry. It seems there was a traitor in our forces…”


  The one speaking to him was a police officer that wasn’t in uniform.


  He earnestly lowered his head.


  The location is the exclusive entrance a floor down from where the battle took place. The ones here are several dozens of cops and the people that Marquis called, they were the front line for this matter.


  On the extravagant hall of the hotel that others would boast about with a floor to match, there were traces of blood splatters and guns. The violence that had occurred was on display. In the corner were the remains of the two intruders.


  “So they took him as he was going down.”


  “Y, yes…”


  “…Understood. I’ll deal with the rest.”


  “Sorry…”


  As soon as that was said, Nishino turned to leave.


  It was then that the officer called out to him.


  “U, umm!”


  “…What?”


  “Excuse me, b, but we were told from the chiefs above to get along with ⟦Normal⟧-san, sorry, but, if it’s fine, can we exchange business cards?”


  He spoke while holding his business cards out on both hands.


  “Pass those things through Marquis.”


  “Ah, pl, please wait!”


  The futsumen turns back while ignoring the officer who raised his voice. He continues walking while disregarding the others who looked in interest, after moving a fair distance he goes to a corner and takes out his phone from his pocket.


  The line connected on Marquis.


  After two rings, a familiar voice came out of the speaker.


  “What is it?”


  “The rock princess was taken. I leave tracking the marker to you.”


  “Aah, got it.”


  The ones who deal with the aftermath began moving at the entrance. In order to not be a hindrance and avoid those police officers, Nishino leaves the floor, as soon as he reached the end of the elevator hall, he got a response from Marquis.


  “They’re moving in a car.”


  “Where are they heading?”


  “Let’s see. In this direction… the Shinagawa pier?”


  “Understood, I’m heading to the pier. I’ll leave the data transfer to you.”


  “Aah. I’ll send it in real time, it’d help if you could confirm it on your side.”


  “Roger that.”


  As soon as the line was cut, a map was displayed on the phone’s screen.


  A red light shined on a certain spot and it appears to be drawing a straight line through the main street.


  Confirming the direction, Nishino leaves the hotel.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  “Wa, wait! There’s no reason to kill me!”


  Dozens of minutes after the raid on the hotel.


  The rock princess was tied up with a rough rope that was connected to an unknown place. At a glance it looked to be a warehouse. A high ceiling and containers stacked all around, it’s easy to assume it’s used as a loading dock.


  “Be quiet.”


  A rifle was thrust at his cheek.


  His body violently stiffens at the touch of the cold metal.


  Other than the one who stuck out his rifle, their were 4, 5 others that were armed. Only the man who raised his voice appeared to be japanese, the others seemed to be from various other countries. They had various skin types from black, yellow, and white.


  “I, I will! I will! So, d-don’t shoot me!”


  In front of this varied line up the frightened man became even more full of fear.


  To hell with pride. The man might wet his pants at any moment from the overwhelming fear, he was at his very limits. He recalled a scene, one from a few days ago. The horrifying end of a woman he associated with.


  It was a dread he could not erase, and his heart was dyed in despair.


  “Please, don’t kill me. Please, please don’t!”


  His rock spirit, and his future dream, they were both crushed when faced with his fear.


  And he begged for his life with his all.


  However, his desperate wish was not conveyed to the others. A man with a large knife approaches. A number of others hold his body down and push out his head.


  It was as if he was put on a guillotine.


  “Wait, please! Don’t kill me! Sorry! I’m sorry! I’ll do anything! Please don’t kill me! Please! Please don’t! Please don’t kill me!”


  Sensing his end, the man endlessly pleas for his life.


  “If you tell me to lick you feet I’ll do it, if you tell me to lick your penis I’ll do it, so please, please don’t kill me. If you want me to show my ass then I’ll show it as much as you want, please, please. Do, d-d-d-don’t kill me please!”


  The knife hit the back of his neck.


  The man who hit him smiles.


  Even without being able to understand each other’s words, the two were able to understand what they were thinking. A sadistic smile overflowed on the dark skinned mexican’s face, as for the rock fella, he experienced a never before felt fear.


  “Please, st, stop, don’t, please don’t, please.”


  Tears, mucus, and saliva spilled out. He lost the pride that kept up his ikeman appearance. His hair was disheveled and unorderly. His bodily fluids were spilling onto his prided jacket and formed a stain, but he didn’t even have the time to think of it.


  “No, no, I, I don’t want to, please, please don’t.”


  His sphincter finally loosened, and the urge to urinate pressed forward. The sound of flowing liquid echoed in the warehouse. At the same time, a warm liquid spread on the man’s lower half. It was a warm feeling that reminded him he was still alive.


  But he knew that he’d soon lose this sensation, and his face became pale.


  Although it was too late, the rock star finally understood the preciousness of life.


  In the hand of one of the people was a camera meant to capture every second. In the future, it was planned for the video to be passed worldwide through the net. It was for that reason that the man was brought all the way out here.


  The cameraman gives the go sign.


  In response, the man holding the knife placed the knife on the targets neck.


  The others in the surroundings held their guns while grinning.


  “Nooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!”


  A shrill scream reflexively came out of the man’s mouth.


  It tears through the neck skin, and begins entering the muscle.


  It was that instant.


  The ceiling crumbled.


  No sooner than that, the arm of the man holding the knife was blown off.


  “““Foaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!?”””


  The screams piled on top of eachother.


  While the blood was gushing out, the knife man’s back shook as he fell over. Not sure of what happened, the others began looking around. It was something unexpected for them.


  As if to respond to the increased vigilance, a voice called out.


  “Sorry, but I’ll have you return, my princess.”


  A single person came down from the hole in the roof.


  Suta, a light sound was made as he landed.


  It was Nishino.


  “Eh, ah, eh… you…”


  The rock man saw this in a state of shock.


  His face was covered in snot, tears, and saliva.


  “I told you to wait, and since you didn’t listen, it became like this.”


  “You, c, came, to help me…?”


  His exposed face was miserable. Blood from his neck, drool from his mouth, and urine from his crotch, and finally shit started leaking out. But he didn’t care for his appearance and desperately begged for his life.


  “H, help, help me, I don’t want to die! I still don’t want to die!”


  With no other hidden meaning, it was a genuine plea. With his layer of reasoning torn off, he plead as if it was the instinct of an animal. It was a request from the rock fella who became an animal.


  It’ must be because of that.


  “…Leave it to me, you won’t die.”


  “He, help me! Help me!”


  In contrast to the man who tried to get his face closer, the futsumen advanced forward.


  Ikeman are unfair, he continued while thinking that.


  “I promise that you wouldn’t die, so there’s no reason you’d die.”


  The fustumen tried to show off at this critical moment. After hearing many times that rock is rock, he thought, Then why don’t I show some rock?, and acted with that in mind.


  He points his gaze to the people who took the man.


  “Sorry about my companion.”


  Nishino mutters and swings his arm.


  Only several seconds.


  While being as rock as he could, he removed all threats to the protection target
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  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Several minutes have passed since Nishino finished up. Police officers came rushing into the warehouse. With the situation already finished, they began cleaning up.


  As if the scene wasn’t their concern, the phone in Nishino’s hand begins vibrating.


  Picking up the line, the one on the other end was Marquis.


  “Haa, let’s end it here, see you…”


  “Thanks for your work.”


  “What do you want?”


  “You really, do you have to be this unsociable at moments like this?”


  “How about your end?”


  “Thanks to you crushing that side, we were able to smoothly progress the talks. Well, thought we ended up paying a bit, the one who paid wasn’t me. If he thinks about it, as a life experience, then it ends up being cheap.”


  “I see, then it’s fine.”


  “Then with that, this case is closed.”


  “The case is closed, is it?”


  “What? Once you start learning, Japanese can be quite interesting.”


  “It’s great if you’re making progress.”


  “Though I look like this I’ve been going hard at it.”


  Ha-ha-ha, Marquis’s laugh is heard from beyond the line.


  With this matter settled, he’s been able to calm down.


  “I understand the situation, see you later.”


  “Aah, I’ll definitely return this favor at some point. Thank you.”


  With no other words after receiving gratitude from Marquis, Nishino cuts the line.


  I can finally return home, he hangs his bag down and lets out a sigh. The time was already past two in the morning. By the time he returns home and lies down it’ll likely be around 3, he plans to take a rest until 5 in the afternoon. He thinks of the schedule for tomorrow as he moves his legs back home.


  Someone then immediately chased after the futsumen.


  Speaking of who it was, it’s this matters rock star.


  “O, oii…”


  “…What?”


  A vague voice called out. The one who was called had doubts as to who it was. But with no other presence in the vicinity, it seems he finally noticed.


  “Do, you have some time?”


  “I don’t particularly mind…”


  The words that came after were a surprise to Nishino.


  “Your name, tell me.”


  “Name?”


  With such a vague voice, his behavior was very admirable. He wipes his face and returns to his usual ikeman self. However, that face that was full of confidence since they met was now nowhere to be seen.


  “Like I said, your name. Y, your…”


  He continues.


  “Someone said ⟦Normal⟧, but that can’t be true right?”


  “……”


  For a moment, Nishino’s face stiffened upon hearing his nickname. However, taking into account all that happened, there’s no way he can lie to the one in front of him, now then, how should he handle this.


  Ignore it and return?


  It’s somewhat troublesome.


  At this, the ikeman continues by himself.


  “M, my name is… Ogata Tarousuke. Um, you, you know? I don’t really say my real name in the media, I don’t think you’d know if you weren’t a zealous fan, so, I, I, just thought I’d say it…”


  Ogata Tarousuke spoke in a blunt manner. He took a glance at Nishino and immediately separated his gaze, however, soon enough he took another glance and continued to repeat these actions.


  It seems he has an interest in the existence known as Nishino.


  “A, aah…”


  Not being sure of the reason, Nihsino felt a bit guilty.


  As a result of this guilt, Nishino also said his real name.


  “…Nishino, Nishino Gokyou.”


  “Fuun? …That name, well, it isn’t bad.”


  “……”


  What was?[3] he wanted to say.


  However, the ikeman appeared to be satisfied with that. By hearing his name, he seemed to be more than satisfied. A slight smile appeared on his face, however, he then put some strength into it.


  “This, is my business card…”


  “…Thanks.”


  He takes the silver colored metal card that is the size of a cash card from his pocket. With his casual outfit, he goes out of his way to straighten his posture and hand it over to the futsumen.


  Regardless of the intent, he tries to present it like it wasn’t a big deal. However, different from paper, what the human named Tarousuke gave was something that would be given as a sign of friendship, or perhaps respect, it was a platinum business card.


  His name and address was engraved in the metallic plate that had high purity. The manufacturing process was exceedingly simple. However, the choice of font was something else, for the first time seeing it, it looked very cool.


  “Is it made of platinum?”


  Nishino looked at the card with a growing interest.


  He was just able to witness a paper and platinum made card. He was handed one before in the lobby by the police officer. However, this was his first time getting a metal business card.


  “I, it’s not like it’s something great.”


  At the futsumen’s unconcerned mumbling, the ikeman hurried a bit.


  “Haa, let’s end it here, see you…”


  Soon enough, Tarousuke turned back.


  However, after progressing only a few steps he stopped, and taking another glance at Nishino he speaks in a small voice.


  “…I though, I’d at least give my thanks. Th, thank you.”


  He said it as if he had just remembered, he then quickened his pace and leaves the area.


  After getting apart, he was soon surrounded by people, and it became quite lively. In response, the ikeman wore the confidence and pride he had when they first met. There was not even a sign of the urine and feces he let out not too long ago.


  “What was that?”


  In any case, with this, it was another case closed for the futsumen.


  Culture Festival Preparations 2


  


  He woke up later than usual, missing the morning classes, he left for school after having lunch at a nearby gyuudon[1] chain. It was a quarter after the bell signaling their lunch break rang, that he passed the gate.


  Immediately after arriving in the classroom, Nishino was met with the question of his classmate.


  “Hey, did you really lose the menu Matsuura-san made?”


  It was Shimizu-san, next to her was Matsuura-san, and for some reason Takeuchi-kun and the female students he gets along with were also there. Thanks to this he was forced to talk with the people who are on the top of the school caste.


  Nishino who was sitting in his seat at the back of the class was now surrounded.


  The topic was the lost cafe menus.


  Yesterday, when he was protecting Tarousuke from the attack, the menu for the culture festival was damaged and lost. In truth, several of them were made, but his classmates were angry with him losing that single menu.


  How did this come to be? It happened when Shimizu asked about the progress on the translations for the menus Nishino took home last night. On the other hand, the futsumen who had forgotten about it could only tell the truth when asked. In other words, he lost it.


  So they arrived at the current interrogation.


  “Properly apologize to Matsuura-san.”


  Shimizu spoke.


  Not intending to disobey, Nishino did what he was told.


  “Matsuura-san, sorry.”


  “H, hey, I said properly, put more sincerity in it!”


  “Eh, ah, no, um…”


  The fierced Shimizu and the troubled Matsuura-san.


  Also, the jeering youths, such were the current circumstances, as for the classmates that weren’t participating, they were looking on as if it was someone else’s problem. It’s been a more lively lunch break than usual.


  “I’m very sorry, Matsuura-san.”


  Nishino gets up from his seat, and bows at a perfect 90 degree angle.


  It was certainly his fault that it was lost, thus this apology were his true feelings.


  “No, um, it, it’s okay. You don’t have to go that far…”


  “If anything, I bet it’s because you didn’t do the translations, right?”


  A sincere apology from Nishino.


  As a result, the spear that Shimizu had prepared missed it’s target, and so she naturally changed her words. Due to the arrogance she had from everyone around her being her ally, the words came out lightly. There was a good pretext for it as well, so there should be no problem with that hotblooded teacher.


  The thorn on her side that is causing her to go this far is because the results from her cram school tests came in yesterday. Her english score drastically fell, and thus her mood became like a violent storm.


  If it continues like this, then your chance of getting into the private university is in danger, so she was told by her cram school teacher.


  “No, I didn’t plan to abandon my work…”


  “So you think you can say anything because the menus missing?”


  Shimizu threatened.


  She isn’t aiming for the Tokyo University of Foreign Studies just for show. In her own room after returning back last night, her determination only went up as she opened her reference book. In other words, I won’t let it end in a normal highschool like this, I’ll get into Tokyo University of Foreign Studies no matter what, and so on.


  However, as it is now, getting in is hopeless.


  Thus her heart was in turmoil.


  “Right? No matter how you think about it, it’s impossible isn’t it?”


  The one who endorsed this, was one of the boys surrounding Nishino. It was Suzuki-kun with an unrequited love for Shimizu. Understanding the pent up feelings of his beloved, he was the first to raise his voice. His tone was filled with contempt.


  The type to be nice to friends, but harsh to the ones lower than a futsumen, the overly self conscious type. He was strongly supported by his friends because of that. There’d be no problem leaving it to him, so they thought.


  However, in this case it wasn’t only Suzuki-kun, but everyone else also agreed.


  That guy, he was troubled so he threw it out, and such.


  “Well, it’s true that there isn’t proof, and without it I can’t refute.”


  “See, just like I said.”


  The docile Nishino, and Shimizu with a triumphant expression.


  “It’s because you put on airs that it ended like this, It’d be fine if it was your own problem, but if you’re gonna bother other people then don’t do that. Okay? If you understand, then don’t ever do something like this again!”


  “…Understood. Sorry.”


  It’s true that he lost the menu, so Nishino obediently yielded. In regards to the translation of the menu, the fact that he lost the menu makes it apparent that he failed his job. At least that’s what he understood.


  It was very convincing argument against the side being accused.


  “Fuun… it’s fine if you understand. Really now.”


  Shimizu displays her displeasure with the questions. However, nothing more was said, and the questions came to an end. She turns from Nishino’s desk and with bigger steps than usual, she returns to her seat.


  As she left, all the other followed.


  They go on to enjoy the rest of their lunch break.


  Several minutes after the interrogation ended.


  “…How troublesome.”


  Nishino’s determination for his plan to live a fulfilling life had dropped.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That same day, the after school culture festival preparations had begun.


  Continuing the work from the previous days, they had finally reached a turning point and got to the most interesting part.


  With the completion of the signboard and partition wall, and ordering the needed chairs and desks, most of the work has already been done, what’s left is discussions on the work procedure, the clothing, and other small details.


  In that way, instead of it just being hard labor, it would be a task involving communication between everyone, and the interactions they have will create something of different value. In order to make a better cosplay cafe, they are currently discussing if there’s something missing that they should implement.


  But Nishino was now isolated for that reason.


  Nobody wants to communicate with him.


  Those at the top of the caste were purposefully moving in order to exclude the futsumen. They weren’t openly making unpleasant remarks. However, if he approaches them, they move away. On the other hand, the ones in the middle below of the caste completely avoid him. If they get in contact with him then they may be dragged into the mess, so they take a very clear stance.


  “Excuse me, if there’s something I can help with…”


  With such circumstances, he calls out to Shimizu who was in charge of everything. From the scolding during the break, Nishino figured that she’d be the most open to talking. As for the other side, she had no idea that that’s why he thought.


  “Something to help in?”


  “Aah.”


  “What are you even saying. For these type of things, you have to think by yourself, and move by yourself. You don’t even understand something so simple? If you have to wait for orders from someone else, then you won’t ever become a decent adult.”


  “I see, that is true.”


  “Aah, but if your bad with it, just don’t trouble everyone again?”


  “Understood.”


  If you don’t do your job properly then you won’t get paid. However, there’s no work for you here. Such were the feelings conveyed.


  No matter how dim-witted Nishino was, even he understood what she was saying.


  “Look, I also have work to do, you’re being a bother so can you go away?”


  “A, ah, understood. Sorry for being a bother.”


  With a small bow, the futsumen leaves Shimzu.


  As usual, the desks and chairs were brought to the back, and a wide open work space was made in front. For him, that space was dazzling. Everyone’s having fun while working hard for the culture festival. That is a precious page of youth, a cherished scene that will remain in your memories for a lifetime.


  “……”


  In order to avoid this, Nishino heads to an area surrounded by a wall and desk.


  He heads to the corner of the class.


  With arms folded he entrusts his back to the wall, and spaces out.


  From the advice given, he was unable to obtain a job. While all the other students are busy working, being the only one with nothing to do was discomforting. Now then, what will he do. He begins thinking of the things that had happened. According to Shimizu’s words, Think for yourself, move by yourself.


  Thus, Nishino thought.


  What should I do to make the cosplay cafe a success?


  It was then that he hit upon something.


  What is considered a success for a cosplay cafe in a school festival?


  “…I wonder.”


  Without thinking too deeply, then it’d be the sales, profit, and customers, it’d be concrete numbers. But in that case, it wouldn’t be fun, Nishino thought.


  But he knows that for the culture festival, the amount of sales, and customers received will circulate the school and get you recognition. It’s because of that, that everyone is the same in regards to wanting a successful business.


  In that case, what can he do in order to raise the sales of the class, and even though he’s a futsumen, he begins thinking of luxurious things.


  What he sought was something that would become a special memory.


  A memory so strong, that it could be looked back on in your last moments.


  Something like that.


  “In that case…”


  Nishino thought.


  Desperately thought.


  Over and over again.


  It was in the middle of his thinking, that a voice came from the middle of the class.


  “Then, is there anyone that wants to go shopping with me?”


  Takeuchi-kun raised his right hand.


  “Girls would be nice if possible. If you want to go then grab onto this finger?”


  It was said in a cool voice, a covoi[2], and with a glistening smile.


  The ones who bit the bait were the female students at the top of the caste. In the hope that they might raise their friendliness, girls from all over raised their voices. Furthermore, the ones that ran to him began hopping up and down in hopes of grabbing his ikemen finger.


  “Mee! Me mee!” “Ah, me too!” “I want to go!” “If it’s about that, then I know a bit!” “Ah, hey, I also know a thing or two!” “Ah, umm, me too.”


  It was lively. It was fun.


  And in the midst of them was the girl he took a liking for, Matsuura-san. For a girl like her who was in the middle of the caste, it was strangely aggrssive of her. It was likely brought upon by the fact that she was asked by that ikemen to go on a trip the previous day.


  With this before his eyes, Nishino’s mind came to a sudden stop.


  “…You missed, nice try.”


  It was then he realized that becoming a riajuu in this class is impossible.


  Life is short.


  What he wanted was an efficient plan.


  Along with the ikemen friends of Takeuchi-kun, and with several of the cute girls in class that he choose, they left the school. To a great adventure filled with giggles and chatter. A few minutes after this, Nishino decides to leave the school. By leaving the school, his world should expand.


  He once again walks up to the class representative.


  “Excuse me, class representative.”


  “…What is it this time?”


  Shimizu spoke in a worse mood than before.


  It was only a moment ago that Takeuchi-kun held the raffle to go shopping. As a result of being left out, her mood towards Nishino worsened. She wasn’t aiming for Tokyo University of Foreign Studies just for show. Furthermore she was also the class representative. Thus her pride was quite high.


  “I want to go out and buy things.”


  “Shopping? But there’s no budget for you to use.”


  “I’ll cover the cost myself.”


  “…Then do as you like.”


  Shimizu’s attitude was very cold.


  Her way of speaking was pushing him away.


  “Thank you.”


  Nishino answered with a gentle bow. If he wasn’t allowed, then he wasn’t sure what he’d do. Begins saved by this, he quickly gathers his belongings and leaves the class.


  After he left the class, his classmates began their malicious gossip.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  It happened soon after leaving the classroom.


  “Ara, Nishino-kun.”


  Nishino encountered Rose.


  “……”


  The futsumen ignores this and goes to change his indoor shoes. He had no plans of being entangled with her. Moments after their gazes crossed, that figure disappeared into the shoe rack.


  However, as soon as he lowered his hand from the shoe rack, Rose who had anticipated this had already changed her shoes and came up to him. She went out of her way to walk to his side, and because of that she was close enough that she’d be looking at him with upturned eyes.


  “Are you going back now?”


  “…I’m shopping for the culture festival.”


  “Ara, that’s unexpected.”


  “……”


  Whether it was a lie or the truth, Rose claps her small hands and answers.


  The behavior was perfectly lovely. If it was a male student other than Nishino, then they’d break into a smile. She isn’t a beautiful cacasian girl with blonde hair and blue eyes for nothing. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that more than 80 percent of the male students had already fallen for her.


  “In that case how about we go together? Being by yourself would be lonely.”


  “I refuse.”


  However, it’s because Nishino knew of her blackness, that his manner of answering was harsh.


  “Could it be you have an appointment with somebody else?”


  “I don’t.”


  “Then, can it be a special errand that’s far away?”


  “That’s also not right.”


  Even with her brave appealing, the futsumen’s response was bad.


  Rose continues after putting some strength in her tone.


  “It’s because you’re hated by the class, don’t you want even a single friend?”


  She asked with a wide smile covering her face.


  With this, even Nishino got irritated. One of his eyebrows twitched. But without especially hardening his voice or changing his expression. He responds in an indifferent manner.


  “Even if I wanted one, you don’t fit the criteria.”


  “Even if you’re being invited by a girl this cute?”


  “I judge people by their insides.”


  “It’s strangely persuasive coming from you.”


  “…Say what you want.”


  Not having the intention to keep her company any longer, he puts his shoes on and heads out. But then, behind the futsumen was Rose imitating him. While both silent, they continue forward. Separating from the shoe rack, they leave they exit of the tile covered hallway.


  Passing through a path with a roof, after walking for sometime, the main entrance was right in front. Until now their distance was about a dozen meters, but at that moment, Rose walked right up to Nishino’s side.


  The students who were working outside took notice and were stealing glances at them. Both males and females where questioning where the futsumen walking at Rose’s side came from. The ones who were talking to each other also tilt their heads while looking.


  “Why are you following?”


  As expected, the confused Nishino looked at Rose.


  “Because the gates there isn’t it?”


  “……”


  The distance between them was now one meter.


  Looking from the outside they looked like companions.


  “You, where do you plan on going after exiting the gate?”


  “Perhaps the right.”


  “Then I’m turning left.”


  Nishino moves forward while raising his speed. His feet leave the main gate. And as declared, he turns left and continues walking. With no parting words, in a brisk manner.


  And Rose, also turns left and continues. She keeps up diagonally behind him, in the same way a baby bird follows after it’s parent.


  After moving several meters, the futsumen comes to a stop.


  “…This is the left.”


  “If you’re looking at the school then isn’t it the right?”


  “I see, you certainly didn’t lie.”


  “Right?”


  “It seems that I made a mistake in my directions.”


  “Ah, wait!”


  Nishino turns back.


  He walks with large steps. Openly displaying to not follow. Rather, he already understood that saying it was pointless.


  However, even then she didn’t give up. It must be because of his pace, but she follows after in a small run. Soon enough she catches up to his side, and while taking a peek at Nishino she opens her mouth.


  “If you’re going shopping then I’ll at least carry your bags.”


  “…Why are you so desperate?”


  “It’s because you’re ⟦Normal⟧ of course.”


  “For you people on the other side of the ocean, it’s good that you’re at least honest…”


  “Is that so? Thank you.”


  “……”


  While cracking jokes, Nishino suddenly realized. She’s trying to use him as a tool for work. In that case, in order to live a fulfilling everyday life, then how about using her for his private life as well.


  There’s no other student that holds influence like Rose in Tsunuma Highschool . If used well, then he might be able to make the fulfilling school if he halfway gave upon a reality. It was a somewhat pitiful realization.


  “Got it. fine, come with me.”


  “Aah, that way of speaking really doesn’t suit you.”


  “……”


  Thinking about how she was already eaten by another man, and along with that frivolous way of speaking, the virgin’s irritation was reaching a peak. He understood that she purposefully flattering in order to entice others, and those thoughts were in his mind.


  But even then, the futsumen has decided to make use of the person in front of him.


  “Did I hurt your feelings?”


  “…Follow if you want.”


  “Is it really fine? What change of heart did you had?”


  “I only gave up.”


  “Fuun? Well, even then, it’s fine.”


  Rose became his companion.


  With her accompanying him, they head for the planned shopping.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After departing the school, they rode a train for 30 minutes. Nishino and rose arrived at the major department store near Tsunuma Highschool .The time is past 7 in the afternoon. At this time there should be salarymens, office ladies, and students heading back home, and as expected, it was quite congested.


  Passing through the front entrance the two head towards the escalator while talking in a casual manner. Nishino had come here a number of times in the past, so there wasn’t anything in particular that caught his attention. On the other hand this was Rose’s first time and her curiosity was on display.


  “By the way, what did you come to buy?”


  “…It’s nothing worth mentioning.”


  “Eh? It isn’t?”


  “I plan on judging if something worth buying when I see it.”


  “I see, you ran away after losing your place in class.”


  “……”


  It seems that the state of Nishino’s bullying had been passed down to the other classes. No matter how tough a spirit he has, it’s at least true that he is somewhat sad. It’s for that reason that he wants to improve his image as soon as possible.


  “Then how about we just go around? There’s a number of things I want to see.”


  “Why am I shopping for you?”


  “If you accompany me, then you might find a miracle while we’re shopping.”


  “…Fine then.”


  Like that, as soon as they reached the department store, 90 percent of Nishino’s goal had already been accomplished. The remaining 10 was to secure one of the leftover food products with a discount seal. That would be his dinner for tonight.


  “It looks like women’s clothing is sold on the second floor.”


  “Aah, it’s the same for the second, third, and fourth floor. The fifth floor is evenly split between children and men’s clothing, the sixth is mainly aimed at men, and the seventh to ninth deal with furniture and other miscellaneous things. The top most floor should be the restaurants and bookstores”


  “You’re well informed.”


  “I’ve memorized it after coming many times.”


  “Is that so? Then let’s go.”


  “Okay.”


  Nishino was on an unplanned date with the school’s number one beauty.


  However, he didn’t feel even an ounce of happiness, those genitals were already taken by another man, it’s probably because he knew that. But If she posed even the smallest amount of virtue or faithfulness, then it’d be certain that she’d be on his mind. His heart would’ve been moved.


  But given the opportunity the current Rose would even open her legs for Nishino. And if he believed the words from before, then it’d only be for protection and money. The smile, kindness, and flattery, he knew what it was all for.


  “For now let’s go over there.”


  “Aah…”


  Nishino realized. What he was looking for in someone, was for them to accept him as he was, and for the partner of the futsumen that grants that wish, it would be some time before they realized they hit the lottery.


  In a complete change from when they left the school, this time it was Nishino that followed after Rose.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  While looking through the stores.


  Nishino held two paper bags in his hands. Inside were the clothes Rose bought. Two skirts and one blouse, and also a pair of boots. They were all made with thick cloth in preparation for the coming season.


  “Their line up is unexpectedly good.”


  “Well that’s a relief.”


  “By the way, you still haven’t bought anything…”


  “There wasn’t anything I thought stood out.”


  “Then it’s fine if that’s the case.”


  The blonde haired loli indirectly showed her concern. For Nishino with little experience with the opposite sex, his con​scious​ness was almost stolen from the gentle behavior. He almost entered a dangerous position, she’s Takeuchi-kun’s woman.


  He didn’t want to experience the same pain he already felt in the past, he was only a healthy youth that already made a mistake. The futsumen was already tormented by the pain in his mind and body.


  In the end, he turned into the distrustful self he is now. I won’t be tricked. I won’t misunderstand anything, with things like that, he desperately persuaded himself to maintain his calm. Like this, the futsumen entered the path where he’d have difficulty finding a woman.


  “But, are you fine with carrying the bags?”


  “This is practice. It isn’t for your sake.”


  “Practice? Do you have plans on getting a girlfriend?”


  “That’s how it is.”


  “Fuun? It seems the rumor of being starved for women are true.”


  “…That’s how it is.”


  Nishino, the man without secrets.


  It could also be said that there was no point in hiding it any longer.


  “It must be hard having a life only masturbating.”


  “That itself isn’t so bad.”


  “Really?”


  “That’s something everyone wants to reach at their own pace, isn’t it?”


  “Does that apply to your past self?”


  “Not for me, what about you?”


  “Unlike you I have experience appropriate for my age.”


  “…Is that so.”


  “Certainly, now that you say it, my own pace, eeh, that isn’t bad”


  “……”


  The virgin was in low spirits even though he was the one that asked the question.


  Whenever he meets Rose, the memory of a few days ago, about what he heard on the rooftop from Takeuchi-kun, get resurrected. Even now with the woman currently standing in front of him, that day, she was in bed with another man, and difficult feelings rise up inside of Nishino.


  “Well that’s fine, even if I’m at the lowest point, making a recovery isn’t impossible.”


  He tells himself in order to continue facing forward.


  His ambitions had only just begun.


  “Rather, I can’t hide my surprise at the fact that you still have that thing called as cherry.”


  “Then I’d be happier if you were more honest about your surprise.”


  “Eeh, I’ll do so from now on.”


  “…It’d help if you do.”


  With such conversations the two head to the second floor. Being lined up in their uniforms, an outsider would think that they’re boyfriend and girlfriend. It must be because of that, glances kept coming from the surroundings. The reason was wholly because of Rose’s excellent appearance.


  “Isn’t it about time to go back?”


  Confirming the time on his phone, Nishino muttered.


  The times about to pass nine.


  “Then let’s have dinner, It’ll be my thanks for today.”


  “What thanks?”


  “Thanks for accompanying me in my shopping.”


  “Aah…”


  Looking at the bags he held, his words muddled as he asked for the reason. He began thinking that accompanying her any longer was getting bothersome. Because he accompanied her from start to finish, he already missed the timing for the half off deals on leftover food.


  If he went there now, then there’d be nothing left. In that case his dinner would be a convenience store bento. But the proposal that came, for the man with an empty stomach, it wasn’t bad at all.


  “I know a good place near here, my treat.”


  “…Okay.”


  Thinking back on it, I hadn’t eaten anything tasty recently, thinking of such things, he decides to have his dinner for today together with her.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Under Rose’s guidance they depart the shopping center and after taking two trains they reach the tokyo business district, as it was almost ten, a fitting amount of people were walking down the road. They walk while watching the flow of people.


  When they were about to reach their destination, something entered into the vision of the two.


  “…Hey, isn’t that a child from your class?”


  The one who saw first was Rose.


  “Aah, it is…”


  Nishino nods to her question.


  What they were looking at was someone they both recognized. It was Takeuchi-kun with a single female classmate. The latter was someone that recently has been on Nishino’s mind. The representative of the plain gloomy girls that don’t stand out, Matsuura-san.


  And they are now heading to an unfamiliar building.


  In addition to those two, there was a figure of someone that Nishino was unfamiliar with.


  Short cut hair and a hollywoodian beard. The sharp glare is hidden by the colored glasses, and well defined features, from a glance he let off an intimidating air. Also, the neck that supported him was thick, and with a body that was even more robust, he was a giant that exceeded 190.


  On top of wearing an open necked shirt, he wore a pure white suit, as for what type of occupation he was in, it was easy to guess. Peeking out of his clothing were his bulging muscles, it was something that couldn’t be obtained without well thought training.


  “They’ve got into a mess.”


  “Aah…”


  The man held the shoulders of Takeuchi-kun and Matsuura-san, it was as if they were prisoners with shackles around their wrists. With an unreliable gait, the yakuza man urged them into the multi tenant building. And the color of their faces went from pale to blue.


  Especially Matsuura-san, stretched around her chest was the man’s hand, he was roughly massaging her breasts. It looked like she’d cry at any moment. On the other hand, a large bruise was on Takeuchi-kun’s face. It was a mark left from a good hit.


  “There they go.”


  “Aah…”


  A black foreign made high class car was in front of the building. They were likely transported in it. At the time the white suit man disappeared into the building, the car turned on. It drove off into the road with no direction in mind.


  “……”


  Nishino thought about the sequence of events that had occured before his eyes.


  Isn’t this the greatest opportunity. If he were to rescue Matsuura-san from the yakuza in a skillful way, then there’s a chance she’d fall in love with him. Such were his fleeting hopes.


  “…Wait for two, three minutes.”


  “Ara, how rare.”


  “Why?”


  “You’re ⟦Normal⟧ right? Even me, how much do you think I had to search for you. Through costs and labor I never experienced before, I was finally able to arrive here, and now, for you to expose yourself to the world for no benefit, it’s strange.”


  “Don’t misunderstand, I don’t plan on informing them.”


  “Is she that important to you? Or is it him?”


  “If I’m forced to say, It’s both.”


  “Ara, how unexpected, you swing both ways?”


  “He’s the most popular person in class. Losing him now would affect the culture festival.”


  “…You unexpectedly think quite a bit about your class.”


  Nishino spoke in his indifferent manner.


  Rose showed some surprise to this.


  “Wait a bit, the meal will be afterwards.”


  As soon as he says that he steps towards the building in question.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That day, Takeuchi-kun felt a fear from the bottom of his heart that he never experienced before. A fear that far surpassed his shame. A fear that no matter how much he roused himself, he could do nothing, it completely ruled over him.


  It shouldn’t have been like this, how many times did he repeat that.


  It wasn’t too long ago that he planned to violate the girl Nishino was interested in, after finishing the shopping for the culture festival and parting with the other girls, Takeuchi-kun invited Matsuura-san to a dinner for them.


  In the popular business district, he invites his love rivals loved one to a restaurant he frequently goes.


  And after a meal they’d go to a hotel nearby, a 3-hour course.


  The next day he planned to find Nishino and show him a video of their sex.


  But on their way to dinner, Matsuura-san hit someone’s shoulder. Since her shoulder was hit he raised a voice of warning, but that was a mistake. The other party was a man with an open necked shirt and white suit, it was a textbook yakuza.


  By the time he realized, it was already too late.


  The two were unlucky, they were led to a neighboring road where the man’s car was parked. It seems that he just finished his work and was on his way back when Matsuura-san bumped into him.


  And in even worse luck, the man was in a bad mood. He glared at Takeuchi-kun and Matsuura-san and they were restrained by his subordinate. The man had a suitable position, noticing this, the bystanders already put on their mourning clothes for the two.


  A big point was also that the business district was run by the yakuza.


  As a result, the two went wide eyed.


  “P, p, please forgive us…”


  On top of only being in his underpants, Takeuchi-kun moans with a seiza on the floor.


  On the prideful ikeman where conspicuous bruises near his eyes and on each of his cheeks. Since there were no injuries from his neck down it seems that they only focused on his face.


  As for Matsuura-san, she was on top of the yakuza.


  With her clothes taken, she was on a sofa sitting on top of the man with the white suit in a position facing each other. Over the mans trousers on her abdomen was a male genitalia. With her own female genitila feeling it, she was extremely frightened of when she’d be assaulted.


  The man’s arms around her back where almost as thick as her thighs. In this way the prey can’t escape, and with his arms around her he begins touching her. For Matsuura-san who is a shut in that hates exercise, there was no chance of escaping no matter how hard she struggled.


  “Is this your woman? Hey, ikemen.”


  “No, yo, you’re wrong, she is… a classmate…”


  “Fuun? Then is it fine for this uncle to have her?”


  “Ah, no, that is…”


  Where they were brought to was the second floor of the multi tenant building, it was about 10 tatami mats in size. The floor was covered in vinyl tiles, and there was a crude leather covered sofa and table. Other than that was a desk and bookshelf lined up with many things. It was something that anyone would think of when they hear of a yakuza office.


  “It’s fine, isn’t it?”


  The man in the suit spoke in a threatening manner.


  For Takeuchi-kun who was already hit a number of times, he could no longer go against it.


  “…Y, yes.”


  “No way…”


  As soon as he nodded, the color of Matsuura-san’s face worsened.


  Even if it was a lie she wanted him to say no.


  “Nnn, as expected of the younger kids, the tension on their skin is great. The woman who do drugs and tobacco are too rough, and strangely stiff at times. You just have to take women like this.”


  The man in the white suit spoke while surveying the room.


  Other than him, there were several others that were likely his subordinates. One was sitting on top of the desk, another was leaning back on the wall, and another was standing at attention, the way they were acting showed the state of the situation.


  “I’ll let you have a go after me, Kotetsu.”


  “Eh? You okay with that?”


  “You have to, have someone like this from time to time, or else a man would lose their touch.”


  “As expected of aniki, how open hearted! I will follow you for the rest of my life!”


  The man named Kotetsu in his mid twenties had sparkling eyes. It seems the man in the white suit treated him like a brother. He wore a black suit with a shaved head. The beginning of an unknown tattoo peeked out of the large opening on his chest.


  With the passionate gaze and answer from his underling, the man in the white suit began moving his hands.


  “Forcibly jamming in to this unwet place is insanely stimulating. You understand? Kotetsu. Men’s are, being who spend their life searching for stimulus. Foreplay is unnecessary.”


  “Uiissu! Foreplay is unnecessary! Begin a bit painful is just right!”


  “Ou, that’s it. Listening to my instructions, how good of you Kotetsu.”


  “Uiissu!”


  A rustling sound is then heard from the man’s trousers.


  It seems that foreplay truly is unnecessary.


  Matsuura-san’s crotch was not getting wet.


  “S, s, stop, please…”


  She cries out in a voice that seemed like it’d disappear at any moment. But, that was it. She did not have the courage to struggle on top of the man’s knee. Her body froze from the fear and she could do nothing more.


  “Now then, I’ll be taking a bite.”


  “S, sto…”


  It was at the moment Matsuura-san was about to lose her chastity.


  Ban, a large sound rang out, the entrance to the floor was wide open.


  The one who appeared there, it was none other than Nishino Gokyou. He moved in from the front while easily clearing out the groups on the first floor. In his hand was something he must’ve obtained from the first floor, a wooden sword, but there was some blood clinging onto the blade of the sword.


  “Aah? Whose this brat?”


  The man in the white suit growled at being held back from the joining that was before him.


  The ones who respond to this are the surrounding members.


  The men who were scattered about scurried and surrounded Nishino. Each and every one of them raise their chin and put their hands in their pockets, Aaan? Ooon? They began making threatening sounds.


  “Ni, Nishino, kun?”


  The unexpected appearance of her classmates, and it was the futsumen with the worst reputation in the class. Recently he’s been bullied by his classmates, and he was the number one person in class that people didn’t want to get involved with, and the number one person people didn’t want to deal with, two titles.


  Matsuura-san was surprised by this sudden help. She forgot about the fact that she was nude and being forced on by an unfamiliar middle-aged man. The shaking figure had to look backwards, and more than the sex appeal, her foolish face stood out.


  Takeuchi-kun was the same, in a seiza with only his underpants, his eyes opened wide from the shock. Why are you here? he seemed to say. He also had to turn his head back. As a result he looked more foolish then Matsuura-san.


  “Why is Nishino…?”


  With a mutter, the ikemen realized.


  Isn’t this the chance to run?


  There are zero obstacles from him to the door.


  And the attention of the yakuza is directed to Nishino.


  “……”


  It was done as soon as he realized. He destroys his seiza and stands on his feet. As soon as he stood, he breaks into a run for the door Nishino came from.


  It was big that everyone’s attention was on Nishino. He was proud of being able to run 100 meters in 11 seconds, and in no time at all he passes Nishino’s side.


  “Ah, oi, kora, what’re you doing you bastarrd!” “Stop, koraa!” “What’re you standing on your own for!” “Don’t joke around, koraa!” “Don’t run!” “I’ll fuck you up!”


  The members present yell at the ikemen that ran.


  They soon run after him.


  However, their path was obstructed by Nsihino.


  “Your opponent is me.”


  He wields the wooden sword in hand.


  It’s because he has no experience with kendo that stepping in or even swinging down was appropriate. Everything worked for him. For now, let’s try swinging at his head at full strength.


  With the members distracted by the ikemen he swings at one of the members. With a crisp sound, his cheekbones are broken and he falls on the spot. It wasn’t long before he stopped moving.


  “Na, you brat!”


  The attention of everyone present goes back on Nishino.


  The ones who were running stop and go back to surround Nishino.


  “Are you an acquaintance of this woman?”


  The man in the white suit asks.


  The futsumen answers as cool as he could.


  “It’s someone important to me.”


  It was the line that Takeuchi-kuns said just a few days back.


  “Aah? Someone important? Well thats quite the courage you have.”


  An unpleasant grin appeared on the man’s face.


  “Look, from there as you can’t do anything, this strange old man takes your woman and makes her moan. If you like, I can even treat her like my own thing”


  The man moves his back. Now then let’s partake.


  But, right before it happened.


  Ban, a dry sound resounded through the floor.


  “Wh…?”


  Nishino took out a handgun from his pocket, and pointed at the man with the white suit. The shot fired passed by Matsuura-san’s side and hit the man’s shoulder.


  “UaAaaAaaAa!”


  The man in the white suit writhed at the unexpected pain, with both hands covering the wound, he curls up onto the sofa. It hurts, it hurts, it hurts, as a result, Matsuura-san who was on top his knees rolled onto the floor.


  “Y, you bastard!” “This brat, he had a gun!” “A, are you lookin down on us koraa!?” “Don’t joke around!” “AaaaAaah!?” “You trying to shame your family you bastard!?”


  The color of the surrounding members changed with the sound of the hand gun.


  In the same manner as Nishino, several of them takes out their own guns.


  “I picked it up, but it seems like your using some bad quality guns.”


  He spoke while gazing at the hot muzzle of the tokarev.


  “To miss at this distance, don’t think it’d be because of my skill.”


  “D, do it! Kill him!”


  They must’ve lost their composure. The man in the white suit shouted in desperation. The man takes his own gun from his pocket and aims while bearing the pain.


  “You bastard, how dare you hurt aniki!”


  Kotetsu barked. He puts strength in his finger to pull the trigger.


  A dry sound was heard, however, that sound did not come from the gun he held. It was a shot from Nishino’s gun, and immediately after, Kotestsu drops his gun to the floor. Karakara, a red liquid begins flowing in the corner of the room.


  “Wh…”


  Ban, ban, ban, the successive sound of the gun rings out.


  In response, each of the men on the floor raised a scream. Each and everyone of them were hit in the right thigh. Being hit at quite a painful spot caused each of them to fall to their knees.


  The only one left standing on both legs was Nishino.


  Nishino forcefully takes a suit from a nearby man, and he places it on the nude Matsuura-san. It’s done in a flowing manner gained from past experiences. The same goes for his gun handling.


  “…Are you fine?”


  He calls out to her.


  Matsuura-san answers while urinating.


  “Eh, ah, d, d, don’t look…”


  Sho-wa-wa-waa, there was a quite sound, and from the buttocks, a yellow liquid was born. From the continuous tension, and the gun fight, she finally reached her limit. It seems she held it for quite some time as even Nisihino’s shoes were soaked.


  “……”


  Having received this, even Nishino was at a loss for words. He couldn’t find the appropriate actions. Now then, what should I do? Originally, the future should’ve immediately run off with her. Rose is also waiting outside.


  Without him knowing what to do, the situation progresses.


  The sound of a siren gradually becomes louder as it approaches him. It seems the police were called because of the gun shots. After hearing that sound, staying longer wasn’t an option.


  He puts the gun in his pocket and speaks to her.


  “It’ll be fine to go with the police afterwards.”


  “Ah, N, Nishino-kun…”


  With a short mutter, he immediately leaves the office.


  Soon after Nishino left, the police came into the office. They were quite well armed and a few of them had shields. However, because all the members were already injured, there was no longer any use in the equipment.


  Matsuura-san who was safely rescued was taken outside by the surrounding officers. The uniform that was once on her back was taken from her, and the urine was wiped clean. It took about half an hour for her to retrieve her dignity as a person.


  Who was waiting there, was Takeuchi-kun.


  He ran up to her with an expression that looked like it’d break into tears. He ran as fast as possible. He was still in only his underpants as before, but he ran without minding the surroundings, and so, the first thing he did was apologize.


  “Sorry, Matsuura-san!”


  It was a perfect bow with his whole heart, an apology pose.


  “Eh, ah, umm, Takeuchi-kun…”


  “I was desperate to call the police, and I ended up leaving you in that place.”


  “Ah…”


  At that moment, Matsuura-san understood.


  That person ran in order to rescue me. Even with all those scary people surrounding him, even then, for my sake, he called for help. He didn’t run because he was scared.


  That is what she understood.


  After all, the ikemen said it. Sorry, it’s my fault, please forgive me! he properly said while bowing. With a terribly pained expression, he said it in only his boxers. I’m sorry for the painful memories. I’m really sorry!


  That is what she understood.


  With the endlessly apologizing Takeuchi-kun, her motherhood was touched. It was tickled. Even if it’s with someone plain like me, for this person to expose such an unsightly figure, he properly faced me.


  For the middle of the caste downwards, that was their greatest joy.


  She organized the current situation in a way that was convenient for her.


  “Um, i, it’s fine, since nothing happened!”


  She loudly conveys her chastity.


  It was a failed attempt between the pussy and penis.


  “Really?”


  “Of course, I’m perfectly fine. That’s why, d, don’t worry about it Takeuchi-kun.”


  It was true that her insides were fine.


  No problem at all.


  After all, she was not a virgin. This was only a scratch.


  “…Am I, allowed to accept your forgiveness?”


  “A, allowed!? But it was because of me, that you were in a dangerous situation!”


  “Thank goodness, I’m happy, Matsuura-san.”


  “Un, me too, thank you for rescuing me!”


  At that instant, Matsuura-san fell for Takeuchi-kun. Completely fell for him.


  Status effect: deeply in love.


  Even though calling the police in only your underpants should be really embarrassing, there was a man who went that far for my sake, and it was the classes coolest Takeuchi-kun, her heart throbbed.


  In truth it was the neighboring citizens who called after hearing the gun shots. As for Takeuchi-kun, he hid in the shadows of the officers, and on the off chance that Nishino-kun managed to end the situation, then he’d act the way he currently was.


  There was no chance he’d walking around the town in only underpants, otherwise his pride would’ve been shattered. He also thought of what to do about Matsuura-san’s uniform. Using any pinch as a chance, that was the man known as Takeuchi-kun.


  “By the way, what happened with him?”


  “Eh? Ah, aah, umm, Nishino-kun?”


  “It’d be great if he was fine…”


  “Ah, if it’s about him, then, um…”


  Matsuura-san recalls her classmate that she was just with.


  She clearly remembers what happened. He had the usual sour look he had in class, however, the futsumen shot a gun. The bullied kid calmy shot at the yakuza. It wouldn’t be a lie to say she had no doubts about that scene.


  Interest welled up.


  But, the clever Matsuura-san knew about the swords and firearms control law.


  “Nishino-kun, t, took a gun from the yakuza, and shot a person…”


  “…Seriously?”


  Even Takeuchi-kun was surprised.


  He heard the shots of the gun, but he didn’t think that it was his classmate.


  “For now, it’d be better to properly explain that to the police.”


  “U, un…”


  Takeuchi-kun had Nishino in checkmate.


  With this, his highschool life would be over.


  “Afterwards, we should continue treating him as we’ve been. To do something so flashy, the yakuza will surely aim for him. If we’re with him, then even you may get dragged into it, and you might face something even worse than today.”


  “No way…?”


  “It’s fine. I’m here to protect you so that won’t happen.”


  “…Takeuchi-kun.”


  Matsuura-san gazed at him with spellbound eyes.


  Even with only underpants the ikemen was still an ikemen.


  Rather, the fact that he was in underpants was something better for Matsuura-san.


  “Really, thank goodness you’re okay.”


  “Me too, the fact that Takeuchi-kun is safe, is relieving.”


  Instead of having thrills everyday, she was the type of women to prefer stability in her old age. What Nishino aimed for, was to have a personality with high hurdles, and that fact, was the greatest reason for his defeat.


  “Then, let’s go back. I’ll call a taxi.”


  “U, un.”


  Confirming that Matsuura-san was in love, a smile rose on Takeuchi-kun.


  It was a declaration of victory against Nishino in his heart.


  He isn’t only an ikemen, he used every technique in order to raise his value.


  Like that, the police called out to them.


  “You two, sorry, but can you come to the station with me?”


  Takeuchi-kun responded with no sign of cowardice.


  “My house is a hospital. I want to hurry and get an examination, please let me go home. I’ll make sure to go to the police afterwards. Before we can file a crime report, we have to get a medical report, don’t we? I’ll be together with this girl who was injured.”


  Next to him was the figure of Matsuura-san getting closer.


  With a glance at that figure, the Ikemen continues.


  “I’ll be heading back for today.”


  “Eh? Ah, aah, got it. Then at least, take this to contact us…”


  Then so, although it was dangerous, the pinch they were wrapped up in had passed.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  At a different place in the Roppongi business district, in the basement of a building at the furthest ends, a narrow bar of 20 tsubo was prepared.


  For the people in the neighborhood that are informed, they know to never approach it, and there are rarely any visitors that do not know of it.


  The bar opens at 8, and it is currently 11 in the afternoon, truthfully speaking, the bar should currently be in it’s busy period. However, the figures of the many people that should be here were not in sight. On the entrance of the store was the sign with CLOSE hung down.


  In the bar were 3 people. The owner and only bartender, Marquis, the one who came to see him, Nishino, and the one in his company, Rose.


  “Then it’s done.”


  With a short mutter, Marquis immediately cuts the line on his phone.


  In response to those words, the one across the counter, Nishino, responds.


  “My bad.”


  “If you really think that, then you should show a more admirable attitude.”


  “I already told you, and you should also be making a profit, so there’s no problem right?”


  “That is true…”


  Besides the two, Rose was eating a dried fruit, and she speaks in an amazed tone.


  “So you also use your money on pointless things?”


  “The only thing useable that I have in my name, is only money.”


  “Fuun?”


  Postponing the dinner they were planning for, Rose and Nishino made there way to Marquis, as for the reason, it was because of the problem that just recently came up, in order to deal with the aftermath of it, and thus they contacted Marquis.


  “But, are you really okay?”


  “No problem.”


  “The one who’ll be troubled in the future is you.”


  “I have some connections there.”


  “What I’m worried about isn’t that.”


  “Aah, you mean that…?”


  “They don’t move without money, you also understand that don’t you?”


  What Nishino recalls is the siren of the patrol car.


  “I don’t know your relationships, but were you really forced to go and act like you did? I’ll say it now, but if I get a boring job in the future, then you can’t refuse it.”


  “I get it.”


  “If your reputation falls, it’d become easier to deal with you.”


  “Say what you want.”


  During their interactions, Nishino’s attitude was very cold.


  However, in contrast to his current attitude, in his heart he was filled that something he never felt before, felt a sense of fulfillment. Perhaps, tomorrow after school, he’ll be called behind the school gym, and confessed to by Matsuura-san. Even if it isn’t a confession, he might be thanked.


  With those expectations, he was now in a state of happiness.


  Maybe I should drop by the convenience store tonight and buy a condom.


  He showed no concern to the opinions around him.
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  Lunch break, the following day, Nishino-kun was called to the back of the gymnasium by Matsuura-san.


  The fact that she finally came put the futsumen in high spirits and he left for the specified location. He went as fast as he could while still abiding to the rules, in other words, he was speed walking. What awaited him there was not only the one in his heart, but also the schools number one ikemen, Takeuchi-kun.


  “Um, Nishino-kun. Thank you for saving me yesterday.”


  “Eh? Ah, aah…”


  “But, um, I’d like it, if you don’t associate with me any longer.”


  It was said in a very straightforward manner.


  That was a surprise to Takeuchi-kun as well.


  It was a complete 180 from the confession Nishino expected.


  “…Eh?”


  Along with a questioning tone, the futsumen’s usual posture stiffened.


  Confirming Nishino’s state, Takeuchi-kun continues.


  “Honestly, I was really happy that Nishino came. You really saved us. Thank you, but you know, the things that Nishino did, it’s something that you shouldn’t do to a person, I believe you should properly repent for your crime. A normal person shouldn’t have a gun, you understand?”


  “A, aah…”


  What is he saying? Nishino couldn’t understand. Why is Matsuura-san holding Takeuchi-kun’s hand? Moreover their fingers are entwined, it’s a lovers hold. To begin with, wasn’t Takeuchi-kun getting along with Rose?


  Many questions welled up.


  But the sight of them standing side by side had completely stolen Nishino’s attention.


  The futsumen and ikemen.


  The one who behaves like the sunlight expelled from the sun, and from the uneven surface, with the difference of just a few centimeters, the shadows that were made, were a rule of the world.


  In other words, Takeuchi-kun, is cool.


  “Sorry, Nishino-kun.”


  After receiving the words of the ikmen, Matsuura-san continues.


  “Th, there’s, there’s someone else I like.”


  That was the finishing blow.


  “…A, aah.”


  You’re no good.


  Those feeling fiercely spread out inside the futsumen. When reaching out his hands, the thing he thought would be something beautiful and sparkling, was suddenly taken far away, and in place was a seeping darkness.


  Although Nishino was unsteady, words of consideration came out of his mouth.


  “I’ve also been a bother, my bad… sorry.”


  With those final words, his first love was crushed.


  Instead, a sense of guilt overwhelmed him.


  He recalls the events from yesterday. At the sight of the two being kidnapped, he devised a wicked plan. The futsumen felt that if he told them everything, then he wouldn’t have been forgiven.


  At the instasnt of his denial, What a stupid thing I’ve done, and the intense regret advanced forward. Even if he managed to capture the heart of his interest, it was too cruel. Even for the usually stoic[1] him, when it came to the girl he was interested in he went a bit mad.


  Even if it’s a plan for to make the opposite sex fall for you, even if it’s to show off your good points, the futsumen realized that it was the lowest thing he could do. Why did I challenge them head on? the regret continued tormenting him.


  It’s because of that, Takeuchi-kun is now standing in the place I wanted to stand.


  Making her fall after rescuing her from a predicament? How despicable, and as a result of that plot, she now fell for another, there was no point in it. No meaning at all. It was too dishonest. A future of lies, that would surely be a pointless one.


  He thought such things.


  His thoughts were in disarray.


  And the futsumen was going mad.


  “I mean look, Matsuura-san and I are only normal, and the yakuza are scary, not doing any crazy things, if it’s for the sake of the one I love, then I’ll do my best, but, like that, then the one I love won’t get dragged into a mess, right? If it’s you Nishino, then you understand don’t you?”


  Takeuchi-kun emphasized, Don’t get any closer to Matsuura-san.


  Nishino, had no way to go against it.


  “A, aah… my bad. I’ve also been a bother for you.”


  It was an honest apology.


  The years without a girlfriend were equal to his age.


  With no hope left, the miserable futsumen leaves.


  What awaited later that day, was Takeuchi-kun taking Matsuura-san home, and filming a tape of their sex.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Nishino who was given the cold shoulder by Matsuura-san was left in an absentminded mess.


  The rest of the afternoon classes passed with his heart elsewhere, and before he knew it, it was already after school. Not being able to focus on his textbooks during class, sitting in his seat during his lunch break, all he could do was look towards tomorrow.


  The time passed by, and it was now after school.


  It was finally the last day of the culture festival preparations.


  On that day, the topic of the class was Takeuchi-kun’s color.


  “Takeuchi-kun, you struggled in the yakuza’s office?” “Eh!? Really!? You’re amazing Takeuchi-kun!” “You did your best to protect Matsuura-san!” “Amazing!? Are you serious!?” “Doing your best even with the Yakuza as your opponent, that’s seriously super cool!” “But, I also want to be protected!” “Ah, me too! Me tooo!”


  It seems the events of yesterday where passed down the school.


  The origin was Matsuura-san. The ikemen moved in order to save me. She had to speak of his bravery to all the others, she just had too, so she told it to several of her close friends, and it was only on the first day, but it had already spread through the whole school


  Thus, Takeuchi-kun saved Matsuura-san who was abducted by the Yakuza.


  The truth is often warped by gossip. The ones in question do no try to correct it, and they let the rumors spread. On the other hand, the ones who were being told the rumors believed them to be true.


  Furthermore, another rumor was also spread, Takeuchi-kuns fellow classmate Nishino, picked a fight with the yakuza, and they ended up being dragged into it. Thanks to that his popularity dropped even further than it already had.


  As a result, today he was alone in the classroom.


  It wasn’t even bullying at this point.


  To think that there was something more than just being bullied, Nishino was surprised.


  “……”


  If he calls out to his busy classmates, it’s fine, We have enough help, The current pace is fine, I’m fine, How about helping someone else? While asking for permission with an awkward smile, he was unable to find any work.


  On top of his already broken heart, it was hard even for him.


  However, the time for depression has ended.


  “……”


  The latter half of school from the fifth to sixth period, that period of sadness had already ended. The restoration of his heart had finished. With that done, what’s left is to go into action. He calmed himself as much as possible. Now what can be done to break the status quo.


  Of course, what’s painful is painful, and what’s sad is sad. However, he isn’t the type of man to linger in such a state. Pain, sadness, and torment, it’s because he knew this wouldn’t bring happiness that he has to take the next step.


  The only one that can help me is me.


  At least that’s what the futsumen thought.


  The only ones who can show their grief and receive help, are the girls and ikemen. What’s given to the futsumen and lower is indifference. If you continuously stop at these situations, then what awaits is a life of despair.


  That’s why he thinks. He thinks in order to not fall any more. He thinks about what he should do to climb to the top. How can he break the deadlock. He searches for a final plan that can fulfill this.


  “……”


  And after several minutes of worry, he thinks of a plan that can bring him back from the brink.


  It was a very humiliating method. He’d avoid if he could. But it was because it was such an unusual plan that he had to bet on it. And he no longer had the margin to complain.


  “…It can’t be helped.”


  With a short mutter, he changes his current course.


  A plan to change the direction of his life.


  If you can’t shoot for the opposite sex with your own hands, then it’d be fine to be introuduced by someone else, and so, in order to be introduced to the opposite sex, there was someone close by that was very convenient.


  It was no one other than Rose Rebmann.


  A plan to be introduced to other girls by her.


  “Alright…”


  Renewing his feelings, Nishino heads straight for class 2B.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  “For you to come to me, it’s so unexpected I’m astonished.”


  He immediately found Rose. She was preparing for the culture festival with her classmates. They were painting on some plywood that was probably going to be the signboard for their exhibit.


  When Nishino visits the class, he peeks in from the hallway, and soon after, she notices him and walks over to him. The other students who witnessed the two were surprised with what they saw.


  The figure of Rose with her dashing long blonde hair fluttering in the air, within a class mostly composed of black hair, it couldn’t be helped that she attracted attention, and she was a girl with a height of about 130 cm, however, there was no doubt that she held the highest position in the school caste.


  “My bad.”


  “Eeh, were currently busy with work. The finish time might be delayed now.”


  They meet in the hallway and exchange words.


  “I see, I”m sorry about that.”


  With a small mutter, Nishino turns back.


  However, she extends her hand to his shoulder. She stops the futusmen from walking any further. From this exchange, Rose also had some things she was thinking about. She only thought of teasing him a bit, so she continues.


  “If you want to talk then let’s do it elsewhere.”


  “…Is it fine?”


  “I’ll say it now, but being indebted to me is quite troublesome.”


  She tried to intimidate him a bit.


  For Nishino who believes you need to make sacrifices to solve a problem, he indifferently agrees.


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Ara, how nice.”


  A wide smile appeared on Rose’s face.


  Together the two went to the rooftop.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  On top of the Class 2-B rooftop that the Tsunuma school can brag about. Besides the fence that points to the school grounds, Nishino and Rose face each other. There were no others in sight, but only the sounds of the students with unknown origins.


  Right now, they are alone on the rooftop.


  “Introduce you to a girl?”


  “Aah, that’s right.”


  Hearing Nishino’s words, Rose was troubled. Just what is he saying? The words coming from the person in front of her was far different than the person she knew of, not being able to guess the intent behind this caused some confusion.


  “This is too worldly for the person known as ⟦Normal⟧…”


  “The time known as youth is short. It’s only during my teens. It’s the same for you, if you’re carelessly arrogant about your looks, then before you know it you’ll already be some old aunt. Looking at Francisca must make you feel some impatience.”


  “Such odd advice, do you think I’d accept it from you?”


  In other words, her judgement was correct.


  The futsumen in front of her, was truly starved for women.


  “Is it wrong?”


  “No, I’ll take it to heart. Thank you.”


  “I see. Then that’s fine.”


  “But, a woman that I can recommend to you is…”


  She was reflexively about to ask, however, Rose suddenly realized something.


  This is an unparalleled chance.


  “There’s only one.”


  “Really?”


  Nishino immediately bit on.


  “However, this debt is very big, Is it fine?”


  “I don’t mind. Do as you like.”


  “…Just how much do you want to have sex?”


  “Saying I don’t want to have sex would be a lie, but I want something more than that, right now at this moment, to enjoy my youth with someone of the opposite sex. That is something irreplaceable.”


  “Youth…”


  “That’s right, youth.”


  “According to this country, is it comprised of the time spent with someone of the opposite sex while young?”


  “Aah.”


  “To think that I’d hear the word youth come out of your mouth.”


  “As long as you have youth, as long as you have the memories of youth, people can keep living, even after death. As long as I have that foundation, I’ll offer 100 or even 200 important people on the same day. Use me as you like.”


  The incident during lunch was effective, as Nishino resolutely declares. He has already come to terms with the fact that he’d be indebted to Rose. No matter the difficulties, he’ll make sure to surpass them.


  On the other hand, the one who was asked responded in an astonished manner.


  “When you say it like that it doesn’t sound like a joke so stop.”


  “I didn’t plan on joking.”


  “All the important people in the world are trembling. So stop it.”


  “…Does that mean, it’s possible?”


  The virgin asked with an earnest gaze.


  He was prepared to entrust his everything to Rose. Please, introduce me to a cute girl. Nay, it’s fine even if she isn’t cute, as long as they can be together while loving each other, if they can spend their days together in happiness, Please introduce me to someone of the opposite sex like that.


  “Even if you say that, of all things, you want to hear it from me?”


  “I don’t know anyone other than you.”


  “I’m quite hated. What happened with the incident from yesterday?”


  “A failure. I was told to not get near.”


  “…You got what you deserved. What’s the reason for it?”


  When asked by Rose, He told her exactly what happened.


  After hearing it, Rose was shocked from the bottom of her heart. Eh, what’s with that? With an expression that said such. It’d be one thing if it was made up. However, she was soon unable to hide her reaction. Anyone who saw the eyes of Nishino, could see that he was trying his hardest.


  “The things in the past no longer matter. What’s more important is your answer.”


  “That’s true…”


  Nishino pressed for an answer.


  Rose showed worry to this.


  From the attitude of the desperate futsumen, she felt something change inside of her. However, to obediently agree wouldn’t be interesting. In order for these negotiations to benefit her, she decided she had to tease him.


  Soon enough, with an expression that showed she was owed a favor, she answered.


  “All right. I’ll introduce you.”


  “Really?”


  “Eeh, really.”


  “I see… Thank you, I’m in your debt.”


  Unlike his usual sour look, at that moment it collapsed, and in place was a gentle smile. His already narrow eyes narrowed even further, it was almost like a single line, there was no charm at all. But even then, a smile is a smile. It seems he was quite pleased.


  The thanks he gave was from the bottom of his heart.


  “But, meeting now would be difficult.”


  “…Is that true?”


  “It’s someone I’m introducing?, Don’t think their eyes will be black.”


  “Could it be a foreigner?”


  “That’s it.”


  “I, I see…”


  Receiving Rose’s explanation, the smile on Nishino disappeared.


  He wanted to meet her as soon as possible.


  He isn’t starved for show.


  “How about exchanging mails first so you can get aquainted with the opposite sex? No matter how many times you meet, if you don’t have the technique to go farther, then the same thing will continue to happen.”


  “…Aah, that’s true.”


  In a rare display, Nishino obediently heeded Rose’s advice.


  This put her in a good mood as she continued her words.


  “Rather, in your case, it’s probably your social disposition.”


  “How do we get in contact?”


  “How impatient…”


  With an astonished mutter, Rose takes out her phone from her pocket.


  “Will you tell me your contact information? I’ll get in contact with her first, I’ll explain the situation, and when I get her permission, I’ll pass on your information, and she’ll be the one to contact you first.”


  “Okay. I’ll leave it to you.”


  Doing as he was told, Nishino takes out his phone from his pants pocket. The one he uses mainly for work. Work and private life, there was no reason to separate them, his relationships where poor.


  In the address book there was no entry of his family, not to mention other students. Because most of his work is done through calls, the last log on his mailbox is from several months ago.


  “I’d like it on this address.”


  “Eeh, thank you.”


  They exchange the information of their phone.


  “To think that I’d be able to get ⟦Normal⟧’s contact information so easily, what was all my work until now? If you sold this in the right place, you can get quite a sum of money.”


  “I don’t mind if you sell if, but at that time, I’d kill you.”


  “I, I won’t sell it. Please don’t threaten me.”


  “Then it’s fine.”


  He responds as he puts his phone back in his pocket. Because it doesn’t have a cover or strap, it slid in quite easily. The fact that a phone cover could be a conversation topic was still unknown to Nishino.


  Seeing his current behavior, Rose asks a question. With the phone still in her hand she talks in a dissatisfied manner.


  “Ara, you’ll end it there? Do you not want my information?”


  “It’s unnecessary.”


  “…When you say it like that, even I get irritated.”


  “What would I do with it?”


  “You can contact me. Whenever you want.”


  “There’s no merit in it for me.”


  Nishino responded with a curt answer. Rose lost her words to respond with this. It’s true that she was irritated, and she clutches both hands with enough force that her nails dig into her hands, and to add on it, three veins pop up on her forehead.


  “…You, what do you do in your house?”


  “Read, study, and appreciate movies.”


  “Meeting with the opposite sex may be important, but shouldn’t you first fix that introverted behavior? Not having anything in common is the worst. As you are now, no matter how many you meet, what you wish for won’t happen.”


  “That’s true, I’ll have to face this.”


  “…Fuun, as long as you understand.”


  For Nishino, Rose is nothing but a business rival, that is worse than Marquis. There’s nothing to gain from getting along with her. Instead he’d actually end up losing more. Such was a lesson he learned from the past.


  “Also, I don’t want to get your expectations too high so I’ll tell you now, I can’t promise that I’ll be able to get in contact today, so please be patient. Give me 2, or 3 days. Is that fine?”


  “Aah, that’s fine.”


  “Really? Then that’s good.”


  “Thank you. Thanks for this matter.”


  “I don’t need your thanks. But I’ll have you properly return the favor later.”


  “I understand.”


  With a terribly uninterested look, Rose ended the conversation like a spoiled child. She didn’t like the way she was treated as her arms were crossed in an imposing pose displaying her bad mood. If it was Takeuchi-kun standing in this place, then he’d be extremely anxious.


  But Nishino, without worrying about her, immediately turns back.


  “Our business is done. Excuse me.”


  “…Eeh.”


  The futsmen swiftly leaves the rooftop.


  Rose sees this off with an indescribable expression.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The evening of that day, Nishino’s phone received a mail for the first time in months.


  “……”


  He was told that getting in contact the same day would be hard, so the virgin was uplifted by this. He quickly brings his attention to the screen.


  What was there was the name Angelina, and the fact that Rose had introduced him. The message, if you’d like do you want to be friends.


  Being written in formal italian, he was sure that it was a well bred child, and the futsumen was sure that is was another beautiful girl. For example, long black hair, light brown eyes, and a cheerful and graceful disposition, she’d be a beautiful girl from a house of high standing.


  Just from a single message, he began having many delusions.


  “She managed to do a good job.”


  He squeezes the phone in his right hand. Inside of Nishino, the value of Rose went up. He thought that when he next meets her he should reward her.


  While reflecting on his sense of fulfillment, he carefully begins to write a reply.


  He carefully looks over it multiple times checking for mistakes. Nearly an hour passed and it became a thousand letter essay. It was a never before seen novel. After being satisfied with his work, his message was sent to the other side of the sea.


  After finishing the message, he remembered the time difference.


  Now that he thinks of it, What time is it over there?


  “…Around 3PM.”


  Then there’s nothing wrong, and he waits for a reply.


  Speaking of the current Nishino, he already finished his dinner, bath, and homework, the only thing left was to sleep. So the rest of his time could be freely used, he can spend the rest of his time messaging with the unseen beautiful italian girl.


  5 minutes passed and a message came in.


  The phone vibrated. He jumps at the phone and operates it with a never before seen vigor. It was like an innocent boy on a dating site for the first time.


  Eventually, his face became bitter. The reason for it, in the mail he received, among the compliments was a message, I’d like to see your face. In other words, she wanted a picture.


  “…A picture.”


  What should I do? The futsumen was greatly worried.


  Taking into account his average look of an asian, it wasn’t so easy to send. To show your face at this point, when they still haven’t interacted much, he feared that this would be their last interaction.


  After all she was a cacuasian woman. He often went overseas so he understands the value of an asian male and cauasian woman. By the limits of the yellow races[2], for anything lower than an ikeman, the possibility of becoming a love interest is extremely low.


  Nishino had no experience in sending a picture. However, he could imagine what would happen. So he’ll have to do it carefully


  “It can’t be helped…”


  After worrying for several minutes, he resolves himself.


  Luckily tomorrow is saturday.


  The contents of the message where as follows.


  Tomorrow, I have plans to go shopping for western clothes with friends. I’ll send the best picture of myself I can, so if possible, I’d be happy if you can wait a bit. Then, excuse me for today. Goodnight.


  As Rose said, he made sure to pay attention to the wording.


  “…All right, like this I should buy time until tomorrow.”


  He presses the send button and confirms that the message was sent.


  He lets out a sigh.


  To think that he’d make a plan to go shopping tomorrow, to begin with, he doesn’t have any friends to go with. He told an outrageous lie. But the contents of the message were buried under his feelings of guilt, the current Nishino was in a hurry.


  “But, I have to think of something…”


  On that day, he was endlessly troubled on how to raise the value of his face.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The next day, Nishino was at a high class department store in Tokyo.


  Usually he prefers to go to the inexpensive chains. It’s because he understands what he is, that he picks clothing that are appropriate for his face. He’s the type that doesn’t do something when he sees no merit. He believes that beautiful clothes are for the beautiful.


  However, despite living like that for many years, faced by his email penpal[3], everything was blown away.


  He was desperate to make his selfie mission a success. In order to solidify the messaging, in order to tie an equal relationship, he’ll make full use of his money to make up himself.


  If women can do it, then with money, men should also be able to. That was the conclusion that came from last night endless thinking.


  “How is this one?”


  “…I’d like something with somewhat better quality.”


  “I, is that so? In that case, please wait a moment…”


  On top of being in UNIQLO[4] clothing, he also had shoes of 2,980 yen. The futsumen with good earnings that are better than those in their 30s or 40s, was buying from high class brands. The employee who was with him directed a questioning gaze at him wondering if he could really buy it.


  It was quite the comedic sight.


  The employee goes to the back of the store, and behind him was the sight of Nishino going back and forth between the counter. Along with the flowing time, the impatience Nishino was holding grew.


  Currently, it is 10:35AM in Japan.


  Italy was 7 hours behind, so it was 3:35AM over there.


  He wanted to send her a message before she woke up. A message he was told may come in two days, came the same day. In order to repay this, he wanted to send the best picture while it was still dark.


  “But at this rate, it’s bad…”


  Just now he tries on a full suit.


  He was impatient because of that.


  Wearing a suit for the first time in a while, he saw that it didn’t fit his futsumen like face. The feelings that this wasn’t it were great. He is still in his teens, and wearing a full suit. It made him look like a child. It was a very stimulating sight for himself.


  If he was in his 30s, then he may have been comparable to a certain tired salaryman. But for the fresh teen, picking a suit backfired.


  For the current him, what suited him the most was his school uniform. But, for the futsumen who hasn’t dressed up until now, he hadn’t realized it. He didn’t understand. It isn’t a matter of raising the quality of your shirts.


  “Dear customer, how about this?”


  The employee returned with several shirts in hand.


  “For you, with a slim body type, I believe a thigh fitting jacket would be fitting. If comparing it to the previous one, then the cloth used it of higher quality, and the design is directed towards youths.”


  Carefully lining up their words, the employee conducted himself in an experienced manner, at a glance, he seemed to be a man of around 40 years. However, in truth, he was a super veteran employee who worked their for 20 years.


  His name is Mikio Sasaki. The number of suits he sold exceeds six digits. In the past he was number one in suits sales and received many awards, in this business he earned the title suit of suits.


  He also wrote a blog. He had 3 million unique visits per month. Along with a free magazine. Without any cost. The number of readers surpassed 300. He is known as the most knowledgeable man in the business of suits within the country.


  It was that man that chose the shirts, however, it was no match for Nishino’s judgement.


  “…It isn’t too different from the previous one.”


  “……”


  For an instant, the face of the veteran warped in anger.


  As if to say, This shitty brat.


  It’s true that to the untrained eye, it doesn’t look much different.


  However, for the suit of suit, it was something completely different.


  Nishino commited a suicidal attack on that world.


  “D, dear customer…”


  “Something, more, like this, can I get for something flashier?”


  Being thrown an additional order, the employee interrupted.


  “Dear customer is still young, you shouldn’t be at a middle class store like this, but one floor higher should you not? There are also many stores aimed at young people, you’d be able to find something you like over there…”


  The suit of suit spoke while barely managing to maintain his smile.


  However, the futsmen that suits didn’t match clung on.


  “However, when thinking of a mans one good clothing, it has to be a suit after all.”


  “Certainly there are those opinions, but being caught in a stereotype isn’t good.”


  Sasaki’s brows were twitching in anger. What are you saying? Who do you think you’re saying it to? On the insides, a violent anger was boiling up. The hand gripping the shirt was close to crushing them.


  “Even if you say that, normal clothes are…”


  “I, it’s still early, looking around may end up being good.”


  Holding himself back, as much as he possibly could, he displayed his service skills. He wasn’t standing there for so long with no reason. He has friends from around the world. I’m not wrong. One brat or two are no problems at all. He was desperately reassuring himself.


  It’s because of that, that his efforts were rewarded, the bothersome customer nods his head.


  “…Certainly, you have a point.”


  “Y, yes…”


  “Okay. I’ll go check it out.”


  He turns with a small nod.


  “Thank you.”


  “No, it, it was my pleasure.”


  With a small bow, the face of the suit of suits cramped up.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After leaving the suit establishment, Nishino went a floor up as directed by the employee.


  Compared to the formal wear below, this had a more casual feeling. They also sold shirts without a collar. These were more approachable for Nishino. However, at the same time, he doubted if a normal clothing was fine.


  “As expected, suits are more…”


  It was something outrageous coming from someone with a face like his.


  There is no suit in the world that would fit the teenage futsumen.


  “I won’t make it at this rate, what should I do?”


  His restlessness continued increasing.


  He quickly began moving through the floor.


  In front of him, a face he recognized appeared.


  “Ah…”


  “…Oh, isn’t it Nishino?”


  It was Takeuchi-kun and Matsuura-san. Together in casual clothing, there was no one else with them. It was currently a day off and they were at a fashionable department store, even for Nishino with few relationships, he knew what they were doing.


  A date.


  “…Aah”


  Expecting the two to call out, he returned a small bow.


  He planned to pass like that.


  However, Takeuchi-kun stopped him.


  “Are you here by yourself? What’re you doing?”


  He began talking with a grin. It seems he was appealing the fact that he was together with Matsuura-san. Usually Takeuchi-kun would ignore him as soon as he entered his vision, but he was quite friendly today.


  “Shopping.”


  “Shopping? Hee, so Nishino comes to these types of places?”


  He says while observing him from head to toe. Seeing the 2980 yen UNIQLO clothing made Takeuchi-kun’s stomach cramp. But he kept it in himself and attacked his enemy.


  “What now? What are you buying?”


  “U, umm, Takeuchi-kun…”


  “It’s fine. Isn’t Matsuura-san also interested?”


  “That is, um…”


  Matsuura-san next to Takeuchi-kun had a voice that wanted to stop. However, it was as the ikemen said and she had some interest. At the beginning of the week, rumors are sure to spread.


  “So what is it? Nishino.”


  “…A suit”


  “Eh? A suit? seriously?”


  As expected, even Takeuchi-kun was surprised by that.


  His honest reaction was shown.


  “So, Nishino-kun is buying a suit…”


  Matsuura-san was the same.


  “But there are a lot cheap ones, and not many good ones…”


  The futsmen passed the blame from his face to the suits.


  If it was the usual him, then he’d be more honest. However, he was in a hurry right now. I have to make my fustumen self into an ikebana[5] by today, no matter what. His impatience was flaring.


  It’s for that reason, with his strange answers, the ikmen’s pride was fired up.


  Recently, with Nishino as his opponent, Takeuchi-kun has been indiscriminately igniting.


  “Ah, aah, so it’s that. I see.”


  After his burst of irritation, a wave of calmness cooled him off.


  In Takeuchi-kun’s mind, something began shining.


  Without waiting for Nishino, he carefully continued his words.


  “In that case, how about Matsuura-san and I help you choose?”


  “Eh?”


  To say nothing of Nishino, even Matsuura-san was surprised.


  She looks at Takeuchi-kun with dots for eyes.


  On the other hand, for the one who it was proposed to, it was a charming invitation.


  “…Is it fine?”


  For the number one ikemen in school, there’s a big change in having him choose with his senses. He also has experience as an amateur model in a fashion magazine. His fashion sense is among the best in Tokyo.


  This was a life saver for Nishino.


  “How about it?”


  “Then by all means.”


  “Aah, leave it to me.”


  Compared to the time in the yakuza office, the futsumen was quite obedient. After seeing him like that, a bud of sadism sprung up in Takeuchi-kun. How dare you get carried away the other day, I’ll return the favor of seeing me in my underpants.


  The ikemen was now burning in the fires of revenge.


  But there was no way for the futsumen to realize this.


  “Um, Takeuchi-kun, t, th, the date with me…”


  “Sorry Matsuura-san. But Nishino saved us from a dangerous spot, so I thought about repaying the favor. Sorry about this Matsuura-san, but can you accompany us for a bit?”


  “…Un, in that case.”


  Matsuura-san nods with a bitter face. To her, Nishino was nothing but an obstacle. On the other hand, for Takeuchi-kun, Matsuura-san was nothing other than something to get revenge on Nishino. He comletely treated her like a sex friend, but the person in question hasn’t realized.


  “All right, then let’s hurry to the store.”


  “Thank you, Takeuchi-kun.”


  “Don’t worry about it. We’re from the same class aren’t we?”


  The ikemen smiled in satisfaction.


  Even for the futsumen of the same sex, it was a facinitaing smile.


  “Then, umm… the suits are below.”


  “Aah.”


  Only being on the above floor for a bit, Nishino made his way back to the floor below.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  That day, the suit of suits trembled in fear.


  How can this be? the shittry brat I saw off not too long ago, not even an hour passed, but he came back to my castle, and he brought friends this time.


  “……”


  At that moment, he went to his backyard to conceal himself.


  But it was too late, before he could make it, he heard the voice of the customers.


  “Ah, excuse me, that employee there, can I have some time.”


  It was Takeuchi-kun.


  With a loud voice, he called for the employee Sasaki.


  “Y, yes, welcome…”


  While thinking of many things, the suit of suits walked to them.


  “What are you looking for?”


  “Excuse me, I want to pick a suit for my school friend.”


  “Haa…?”


  “If possible could you get a kiton[6] one, do you need the size?”


  Another stranger one came, Sasaki kept it in his heart. Compared to the previous customer, he was much more better looking than Nishino. From Sasaki’s experience, in another 10 years, even for an asian he’d make a great suit model.


  However, the order that came out of his mouth denied the suit of suits the time to think.


  “…Is it fine?”


  “Eeh, he’s the one who’ll buy it, and he really needs it.”


  “……”


  Takeuchi-kun points at Nishino


  It was the figure of a futsumen.


  “Do you really intend to buy it?”


  It’s because of that.


  That he asked again.


  This time it was Nishino himself.


  Don’t come again, like so.


  “Aah, then I’ll leave it to you.”


  He didn’t know what kiton was, but if Takeuchi-kun said it then it can’t be wrong, the futsumen who suits didn’t suit nodded. It was because of that pointless self-important behavior that Sasaki’s pride was stimulated


  “…Understood.”


  In this case I’ll take out the most expensive product and embarrass you.


  At that moment, they formed an agreement.


  The will of the suit of suits and Takeuchi-kun came together.


  I’ll set the stage.


  Sasaki urged Nishino to the measuring room.


  “Please head there so I can take the measurements.”


  “Aah.”


  With a large nod, without knowing anything, the futsumen moved with the employees urging.


  Takeuchi-kun who saw him off felt like he’d burst out laughing at any moment. A grin rose on his face. On the other hand, for Matsuura-san with little knowledge in mens clothing, as for whether the given order was fine, she wasn’t sure.


  “Ta, Takeuchi-kun, what’s a kiton…?”


  She was nervous because of her timidness.


  She is usually more stable.


  But Takeuchi-kun was extremely calm as this place was like a home to him. After seeing the unsightly view of Nishino who went off to get his measurements, he wondered just what would come out. Just thinking about it put the ikemen in a good mood.


  “Well the person himself was troubled that everything was cheap, right?”


  “But…”


  For the timid Matsuura-san, because she was with someone with an abundance of pride, she wouldn’t feel embarrassed. But just thinking that she could go red with shame had made her flustered.


  But for the sly ikemen, everything was done in order to lock up Nishino. He couldn’t help but anticipate the moment for him to finish the measurements and return.


  Like that the two repeated their unseen dialogue.


  It was only several minutes later.


  With the measurements done, Nishino and the suit of suits return.


  “Oh, you’re back.”


  “……”


  Takeuchi-kun reacted to the view in front of him.


  In Sasaki’s hands was some sort of sample, and at the same time he returned to Takeuchi-kun and Matsuura-san, he presented it to Nishino, after the measurements he had to select the cloth.


  “Now then, please select one of the cloths?”


  Usually, there’d be more preparations and samples, and a better explanation. However, that was all thrown away, and he hurried to make Nishino choose a cloth. Among the lined up cloths, there were also other brands from different stores. It was as if the kiton didn’t matter.


  “…Then, this one.”


  However, Nishino did as he was told without realizing, he chose his favorite one from the available options. A white base with a red checkered pattern. You, with that face you’ll just look like a comedian, but Sasaki stopped himself from saying it.


  “I’ve received your order.”


  With a nod from the suit of suits, he indifferent heads to finish the preparations.


  In his mind, his thoughts were occupied by methods of how to drive that boy away.


  “Hee, so this is what Nishino likes?”


  “…Something that’s a bit lively is better.”


  He knew that his face was plain.


  However, the direction of his effort was misplaced.


  It was way too adventurous.


  “Fuun? It’s fine! I think it’ll really suit you”


  “Is that so?”


  “Aah, that’s right. You also think so don’t you Matsuura-san?”


  “Eh? Ah, umm… U, un.”


  Matsuura-san nodded at Takeuchi-kuns urging.


  “I think it really suits you! I seriously think it’s a Nishino-kun color!”


  Seriously, for the person in question, those words were uplifting. While unfamiliar with it, it was uttered in a charming voice, and following that, Nishino-kun color, those words were said in distaste. She was offended that he interrupted her date with Takeuchi-kun.


  Matsuura-san was more aggressive than her usual tone.


  “…I see.”


  With that, the futsumen who thought everything was fine, was clueless to the others. The ikemen Takeuchi-kun, and the one he was going to confess to Matsuura-san. Having received an endorsement from both of them, there was no way he wouldn’t listen. Moreover, he was also eager.


  And he decided on his next words.


  “Then, with that.”


  The order was settled.


  In a natural way, the suit of suits returns his template response.


  “It will be ordered from this brand. Along with the ordered cloth it will be this much, will you be paying in cash? We also accept cards”


  What was displayed was 659,700 yen.


  Sasaki did his best so that he could say this one line. A brat like you won’t be able to buy it. The number on the calculator was passed to Nishino and his friends present also saw it, it was firmly listed.


  Confirming that sum, Takeuchi-kun had a smile. He thought there was no way Nishino could pay the sum, How would you refuse it? He was looking forward to it with his smile.


  The only uneasy expression that rose up was Matsuura-san. However, she was only worried about herself. With an uneasy expression, her gaze went back and forth between Nishino and Takeuchi-kun. And she thought, Takeuchi-kun will protect me from shame.


  All the three were different.


  With this and that.


  Without knowing what they wanted, Nishino indifferently answered.


  “Then in cash.”


  “…I, is it fine?”


  He couldn’t process what was just said.


  And the response of the suit of suits lagged behind.


  “I am still a student, so the cards upper limit is strict.”


  With a short mutter, Nishino walks to the cashier. He reaches for the wallet in his pants. Being filled with bills, it was an oddly thick and long wallet. Since he likes to keep it folded in half, he went out of his way to buy it earlier today.


  There was no way to say it. Otherwise it was fraud.


  “P, please wait!”


  From here on, without explaining the circumstances, he’ll skillfully correct the course of the conversation. For the suit of suits Sasaki, this was a never before experienced hardship.


  It was a victory for the futsumen with the ability to pay.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The problem was after the payment came through.


  “Y, yo, your change.”


  “Aah, thanks.”


  After receiving the change, Sasaki broke the news to Nishino.


  “Your order will arrive in three weeks.”


  “…Eh?”


  Nishino’s face was dyed in surprise.


  The truth was that he wouldn’t be receiving what he ordered today. It should’ve been obvious when he was choosing the brand. However, for the futsumen who didn’t know about that, it came out of nowhere.


  “H, how is that?”


  The futsumen didn’t think that clothes he ordered wouldn’t come in the same day. He doesn’t love the major chains for nothing. Even when trousers are adjusted, it doesn’t take longer than 40 minutes.


  “How is that?”


  “I’d like it today if possible.”


  “…Today, is it?”


  The shoulder of the suits of suits tremble.


  “If possible, then today…”


  “It’s impossible.”


  “…I see.”


  While dressed in calmness, he nods. However, Nishino was greatly flustered on the inside. If he can’t get it today, then for what reason did he spend all that money, it was a pointless shopping session. Rather, if he could only take the picture today, then everything would be fine.


  “No matter how much we hurry it will take three weeks. It’s because of the brand that dear customer has chosen, along with the measurements from before, tailoring it in their home country is required. That’s why the fastest would be three weeks.”


  However, Sasaki’s words were merciless.


  He had only exchanged two mails with the one he’d send the picture to.


  There was no way he could keep her waiting for three weeks.


  “……”


  The futsumen lamented, for what reason was this all for.


  He needs to get a suit no matter what. Why did I need a suit, why was it a kiton brand, everything came falling down.


  It was his first exchange with the oposite sex, and he was going mad.


  “You explained it before, but that mannequin in the front should be wearing that right?”


  “Certainly that is also kiton, but what about it?”


  Nishino continued at his last hope.


  “I’ll pay as much as you want. That’s why, I just need to take a single picture, it’s fine as long as you can only see the front, so can you match the size? Including the necessary expenses, I’m willing to pay extra.”


  “…Yes?”


  Another outrageous order was thrown at him.


  “Please, I need a suit no matter what. That suit, it’s kiton.”


  “But still, dear customer. That is…”


  “Please, I’m asking you. I’m begging you.”


  The futsumen’s expression was desperate. At all costs, he had to have a suit while the sun was still up.


  Sasaki was bewildered by this. What is this shitty brat playing at?


  By the way, before anyone noticed, Takeuchi-kun and Matsuura-san had already disappeared from the counter.


  “No, even if you say that…”


  “I need a suit. If this isn’t enough, then I can prepare more.”


  Nishino had to take a picture before the day was over, and he’ll make full use of his money. He took the money from his wallet and piled it up on the counter. Even the money that wasn’t in his wallet and in envelopes instead. He saw before that suits were expensive so he prepared.


  “D, dear customer!?”


  Sasaki became flustered at this. Looking back at his 20 years of experience, this was the first time he had cash piled up on the counter. His company was a dull boy in his teens, no matter where you look in a department store, this could be something unprecedented.


  Without minding his confusion, Nishino continues.


  His pleading doesn’t cease.


  “The price doesn’t matter. That’s why, please…”


  Suit, suit, suit, his passion was completely directed towards them


  “…Dear customer.”


  So, the futsumen’s desperate pleas touched the heart of Sasaki.


  Just how much does this boy love suits?


  It wasn’t too long ago that he once drove him out, but even then he returned with friends. And now, with an eye popping amount of money piled up, he is working as hard as he can to get a suit, the employee lowers his head.


  Certainly he may be a shitty brat that can’t tell the difference between a good and a bad shirt. But, how about the time I was the same age as him, now then, what to do. He must understand the difference between dumbbells and kiton. Nay, that is definitely possible.


  In that case, for what reason is he obsessed with suits at that age.


  Suitsxxxx, Sasaki’s heart was moved.


  A person’s heart, is something that can be moved in unexpected directions.


  So, for a sharp person, it is even more so.


  “I undestand…”


  If it was a normal employee, then they’d be troubled, and they’d refuse. The money being handled is much, and if something was damaged then it would be very grave. The position of the store and the one in charge would also be troubled.


  However, Sasaki Mikio was different.


  I’m not called the suit of suits for nothing.


  I’m not entrusted with this flagship chain for nothing.


  He too, is only a man in love with suits.


  “…Can you do it?”


  Nishino’s expression changed to surprise.


  “Eeh, leave it to me, I promise to deliver the best.”


  In a complete change from the cramped business smile he had, he looked at Nishino with a gentle smile.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Nishino’s intense drive for the opposite sex had managed trouble many people in the department store.


  With his luck, his passion was conveyed to the employee Sasaki. The name suit of suits is certainly no nickname that is spoken with alcohol. It was something with unparalleled respect, and overwhelming backing.


  Also, he had an unparalleled amount of service time in the shop. He knows some people. If he called out, connections that shouldn’t have been would gather one by one.


  He could affect many places if he willed.


  Of course it applies to the stores selling the suits as well. He can call from hundreds of other businesses as well. Even the best district within Tokyo with a history of more than 300 years. There were all sorts of things there.


  That is for example, he can replace cheap shoes that where dirtied with finely crafted leather shoes. For example, he can get his hair cut by a proper beautician. For example, he can get the greatest picture at the greatest angle. For example, he can get a makeup artist that can make an ordinary futsumen shine.


  There are many other things as well.


  Ignoring his main work, he will take a photograph for the fustumen.


  Of course, the project took some hard labor. The raw ingredients where poor, and there was the challenge of the clothing with bad compatibility. It forced hardships on everyone. Even an older lady who brought a bento was added, Not like that, Not like this, it became a scene with many opinions flying around.


  Furthermore, the conduct of the person inquisition was getting more and more irritated, as expected, the situation was tense.


  Nevertheless, with one goal in mind, everyone worked their hardest.


  They continued persevering in order to reach the goal.


  They did their best.


  Eventually, the time was 5PM in the afternoon.


  Along with the technology they had, on top of the 12th floor, the shutter came down by the photographer who ran an antique camera store, and the project was completed. Click, there was nothing left, and the brilliance was captured in the currents of electricity.


  Nishino was satisfied, and after seeing the picture, he sends it to the yet unknown beautiful italian girl.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Rose and Karaoke


  


  That day, after finishing the culture festival preparations for the day, together with the students from the neighboring class, Rose went to the business district. Where they met up was in a karaoke box. It was a party room that was a bit wider than the usual ones.


  “How are you, Rose-chan?”


  Takeuchi-kun sits next to her.


  In the same way as the salary men sit during their drinking parties, from the chief seat, to the bottom, the students scurried around while securing their seat according to the school caste.


  Speaking of the arrangements, there where two or three ikemen. Around them where the especially cute girls. Outside of them where the girls below the highest rank, and the outliers were the futsumen and lower.


  That was the caste of class 2-A.


  From the outside, the girls have already formed their groups, and the leftover boys could only find their own seats. If Nishino was present, then he’d certainly be in that group. In fact, that’s what some of the boys think.


  However, at least for today there was one exception.


  “It’s my first time going into a Karaoke, so I can’t say anything.”


  “Is that so? Do they not really have these overseas?”


  “At least where I was born, they don’t.”


  It was Rose.


  Being escorted by Takeuchi-kun, Rose was brought to the deepest part of the room. Because of that, there were no girls that were aiming for him that thought she wasn’t a nuisance. Even the girls who were aiming for a different ikemen, they were all panicking.


  “Fuun? In that case, do you want to sing with me? I’ve heard a fair amount of western music, so if there’s a song that Rose-chan knows, then I might be able to read it. Is there a singer you like? ”


  Takeuchi-kun explained what karaoke is to Rose with a smile on his face.


  All the other girls were frustrated at this. If she weren’t here, then many of the other girls would be able to sit closer to Takeuchi-kun. Their faces were changing from envy to discontent.


  However, it was no exaggeration to say that the girl Takeuchi-kun was escorting is at the summit of the caste. There was no way they could voice their complaints. If they did, then by tomorrow they’d lose their place in the class.


  “Singing isn’t my strong point. If I were to choose, then I prefer listening.”


  “Is that so? Then you should first hear everyone else sing. During that time, you might find a song you want to sing. Actually, I also like listening more than singing. If you want to, how about Rose-chan tells me her favorite artist?”


  Since Takeuchi-kun was from a different class, he didn’t have many interactions with Rose, so he was making full use of this moment. In order to strengthen their ties from tomorrow onward, he was trying with all his might to discover his partners interests.


  On the other hand, the blonde haired loli sitting next to him splendidly dodged.


  The songs have already begun flowing in the room, and the sight of the enthusiastic students with mics in hand were seen. In their hands were drinks that were delivered by the employees. Other than Takeuchi-kun and his surroundings, everyone else was enjoying the night after school.


  “Since Rose-chan’s voice is beautiful, maybe this one…”


  With the device to choose the songs in hand, Takeuchi-kun goes on the attack.


  In order to strike back, she asks a question.


  “Is Nishino-kun from class 2-A not here?”


  “…Eh?”


  Takeuchi-kun was surprised at the name of his classmate that he never expected.


  After all, the name that came out of her mouth belongs to the person in class who stands out the least. Considering Rose’s position in the school, nobody ever thought they’d have a connection.


  “Do you not know? Then I’ll ask another…”


  “Ah, aah, no, I know. I know, Rose-chan. It’s the guy you where with during yesterday’s lunch right?”


  “Eeh, that’s right.”


  “What about Nishino? Could it be, he’s harassing you?”


  Nishino and Rose, their faces couldn’t even be compared, so what came out of Takeuchi-kun’s mouth was only natural to him.


  It wasn’t as if he meant harm. But to him, the value of your face is the most is the most important parameter in life. When it’s concerning someone suspicious, he hands down a strict judgement similar to police questioning.


  Thanks to that, Rose understood the position of Nishino in class 2-A.


  “Can it be, you dislike him?”


  “Aah no, it’s not like that, look, Nishino really isn’t the type to voice his opinions right? When those types of boys fall in love, they can suddenly get aggressive, and it can turn into something terrible.”


  “…That may be so.”


  “So, what about Nishino? You can ask me if you’re fine with it?”


  Takeuchi-kun stretches his arm to the back of Rose’s seat.


  But he still didn’t manage to touch her shoulder with his finger tip.


  “Then I’ll take you up on your offer.”


  “It’s fine, I’ll listen to anything.”


  Because of the fact that Nishino is ⟦Normal⟧, the investigation into this personal details was already done by Francisca. The information was also shared with Rose beforehand. So what she wants, is information that wasn’t on the report.


  It was for that reason that she decided to accept the karaoke invitation in front of Nishino.


  Everything was done for that.


  “How does Nishino-kun pass his time during his lunch break?”


  “Lunch break? Aah, who knows. It feels like he reads books in his chair, or maybe he doesn’t. He pretty much has no friends, and he rarely raises his voice. There isn’t really much to see from the outside.”


  “Fuun? Then I’ll have to change the angle in order to confirm it, but…”


  From here on, Rose continued asking Takeuchi-kun questions about Nishino.


  Then so they were thrown one after another without reservation.


  The one who was being asked, attempted to change the topic at every chance he had.


  Rose desired for information on Nishino, but Takeuchi-kun was getting desperate for information on Rose. He at least wanted to learn at least one hobby, otherwise, how would he be able to approach her tomorrow.


  However, no matter how much he tried, the result was always the same.


  Nishino, Nishino, Nishino, those were the only words coming from Rose’s mouth.


  As expected, Takeuchi-kun was getting angry.


  It wasn’t because he was working for Rose, but because the name of another man kept flowing out. For Takeuchi-kun who tried his utmost to change this, he was only rewarded with the word, Nishino.


  If he had to say it, then the fact that the one being spoken of was Nishino wasn’t good.


  It was a futsumen that was being brought up. He had no friends, and he was in the lower middle of the school caste. It’s because of him, that even though Takeuch-kun was using the best of this chance, the distance between Rose didn’t shorten.


  That was, for example, wanting a change of pace after a long day of work, but your computer didn’t turn on no matter what. Even if you were patient with it, if it did nothing then nothing would change.


  So, Takeuchi-kun came to a conclusion about the guy named Nsihnio.


  Thus, That Nishino guy, is irritating.


  Even though they barely even spoke, the evaluation of Nishino inside of Takeuchi-kun dropped. It isn’t only because he is a futsumen. Even if it was an ikemen, Takeuchi-kun would treat him like a rival with the lowest respect.


  It was because of such a thing, that the future of the two boys was decided.


  With the conversation between Takeuchi-kun and Rose had the words Nishino from start to finish, and before they knew it, the mic was already passed many times and it was quite hot. It was from a female student with sweat dripping down.


  “Takeuchi-kun should sing too!”


  The device to choose music was passed back to the ikemen.


  It was a brilliant interruption without offending Rose. It was a suicide attack supported by the other girls who aimed for Takeuchi-kun. This much communication should be natural for them.


  Takeuchi-kun couldn’t find a reason to reject this.


  However, before he knew it Rose spoke.


  “Thank you, it was very informative.”


  “Eh? Ah, Rose-chan…”


  With a smile on her face, Rose got up from her seat.


  Switching with the girl that held the mic, she separates from Takeuchi-kun. Naturally, the girls around the ikemen aimed for the rights to the seat. Dressed in natural movements, they close the distance between Takeuchi-kun. It was like a children’s game. A harem.


  Like this, not even the number one ikemen in class could chase after Rose.


  On the other hand, the one who left Takeuchi-kun headed to another male student.


  “Hey, do you have some time? There’s something I’d like to ask…”


  “Ehh!?”


  The one who was asked jumped in surprise.


  Because the one Rose was speaking to, among the students there, was the one at the lowest of the caste.


  Getting carried away by the culture festival preparations, he went along with his classmates, there weren’t any friends he got along with there, and not being familiar with anyone, it was quite hard, so was what he was thinking.


  Thus what appeared on his face was a mix of surprise and bewilderment.


  Without minding this, she repeats the same questions she asked Takeuchi-kun. What flowed out of her mouth was Nishino, Nishino, Nishino, and so, Rose managed to get the information of her target from the students of class 2A.


  As it was after school and they weren’t at school, everyone present was somewhat loose lipped. Because of that, she didn’t have a hard time getting the information she desired.


  What she discovered from this, the person called Nishino, is quiet, to say it more plainly, he’s a student who doesn’t stand out. Furthermore he has nothing like a friend, and as Takeuchi-kun said, he rarely ever spoke with anyone else.


  She already heard from Francesica’s report that he had few friends. But after searching some more it wasn’t even a few. Perhaps, there was no one in the school that he spoke with, such was her conclusion.


  Thanks to that Rose was able to discover something.


  “Fufu.”


  A natural smile appeared on her face.


  Good thing I came here, she was singing her praises on the inside. Because she was so merry, that smile caused the other girls to raise their voices.


  “Rose-chan, what’s wrong? Why’re you smiling all of a sudden.”


  “Un, it’s nothing. I just thought of something good.”


  “I, I see.”


  Rose leaves her seat in a good mood.


  All of a sudden, she takes the mic that was rolling on the table.


  “If you’d like, do you want to sing this song with me? It’s the one I’m familiar with.”


  “Eh? S, seriously?”


  “I won’t force you if you don’t want to…”


  “No, no, no, don’t even think about it, Rose-chan!”


  Joking around with the boy, the song was a retro enka[1] duet.


  The blonde haired loli was clapping along.


  In the future, many boys with an interest in enka will approach her.


  A Kind of Commentary


  


  A man who tilts his glass alone in a corner of a bar, the smell of blood and gunpowder drifting in the air. This is a hard-boiled story written with stylish conversation and a hard style. However, if the protagonist of the novel is an ordinary looking boy from the middle to lower class of the school caste, a so-called “Futsumen”, the stylish dialogues and violence will instantly become ridiculous.


  Ths work is not a one-size-fits-all work written with only one idea. Of course, this is the main characteristic of this work, but the more you read the story, the more it shows its various faces.


  The plot of the story can be roughly summarized as a common one: “A boy with a powerful ability gets caught up in various incidents and goes through his school life aiming for a fulfilling youth,” but the details are very unique.
 First of all, the main character, Nishino, is unrewarding. When he tries to talk to girls, he gets rejected, and when he tries to actively help with the preparations for the school festival, his standing in the class gets worse instead of better.


  Even when he saves a classmate’s life, the credit goes to the handsome guy. It’s rare to find a protagonist who spins his wheels so much, but Nishino himself is strangely calm and positive about the results of his spinning, which creates an indescribable sense of humor.


  The episode in the first volume that most clearly expresses Nishino’s unique character is his reaction when he finds dirt stuffed into his desk. His calm and eccentric response may even make readers think Nishino is cool. However, the author, the narrator of the story, is always harsh in his evaluation of Nishino: “He’s not good enough, he’s an idiot, he’s a virgin”. But the narrator’s dry perspective prevents that, forcing us to look at Nishino from the outside. This is very unusual for a light novel about a school.


  Not only the protagonist, but also the supporting characters such as Rose, a beautiful blond loli girl (though still quiet in the first volume), Tarosuke, the main heroine, and Shimizu, the class representative, are also very unique, and as the story progresses, this work has the taste of an ensemble drama with Nishino at its center, and it becomes increasingly difficult to classify it into different genres.


  In addition to the narrative structure and characterization, the writing itself, including the slang and explicit expressions (which may have been corrected in the book version), will clearly divide those who like and dislike it.


  There is no doubt that this work, which is sharp in every sense of the word, will appeal to different people. However, this strong individuality is an irreplaceable charm for those who fall in love with it, including the author. This is an ordinary yet extraordinary work that cannot be categorized into any genre, and I dare say the only explanation is that it is a story about a boy named Nishino.


  I sincerely hope that it will reach and be accepted by as many readers as possible.


  Credits


  


  Author: Buncocoli


  Illustration: Matanonki


  Translation by: mao / MaoTL (Web Archive Link)


  Edited by: c010r3d / C010R3D1T (Link)


  Footnotes


  


  The Boy called Nishino Gokyou


  
    
      	66.116 square metres. ↩



      	A district of Minato, Tokyo, famous for the affluent Roppongi Hills development area and popular night club scene.(Wikipedia) ↩



      	Irony, sarcasm, satire. ↩



      	Asian. ↩


    

  


  Nishino and Rose


  
    
      	Allure, bait, beguile, betray, decoy, lead on, lure, seduce, solicit, tempt. ↩



      	A morally pure and chaste woman. (Merriam-Webster) ↩



      	ハチ-公 (Hachi-kou) – a statue of an akita dog that waited every day at Shibuya station for the return of his owner from 1923 to 1935 (JMDict) ↩



      	妬-ける (Ya-keru) – to be jealous, to be envious. The English term– “cheat”. ↩



      	月-と-鼈 (Tsuki-to-suppon) – Two things that superficially similar but completely different. (JMDict) ↩


    

  


  School Life and Youth


  
    
      	Some of this words will be used in this part from now on, フツメン (Futsumen) – average-looking guy, いけめん (Ikemen) – good-looking guy, ブサメン (Busamen) – unattractive, uncouth man ↩



      	A slightly rough paper. ↩


    

  


  Bullying


  
    
      	A man who had sexual relations with many women. (Merriam-Webster) ↩



      	般若面 (Hannyamen) – noh mask of a grinning, horned demoness (represents a woman”s rage and jealously). (JMDict) ↩


    

  


  Culture Festival Preparations 1


  
    
      	Shimizu was talking about this, ナポリタン (Naporitan) – Napolitan is a Japanese pasta dish, consisting of spaghetti, tomato ketchup, sausage, mushrooms, onions, and green peppers. It really do sounds like the japanese pasta, ナポリ (Naporio) – Naples. ↩



      	最後 (Saigo) – one’s last moment, one’s death, one’s end (JMDict), 最 (Sai) – upmost, extreme, 後 (Go) – Date, period, time. ↩



      	西野 (Nishino) – Western field. ↩


    

  


  Culture Festival Preparations 2


  
    
      	Gyūdon; donburi with beef and onion simmered in a mildly sweet sauce flavored with dashi, shoyu, and mirin, sometimes with shirataki noodles, raw or soft-poached egg; served with beni shōga, shichimi, and miso soup. (Wikidata) ↩



      	Tl: I had no idea how to combine cool and voice, so I just did covoi ↩


    

  


  Culture Festival Preparations 3


  
    
      	A person who can endure pain or hardship without showing their feelings or complaining. ↩



      	still Asian. ↩



      	メル-友 (Meru-tomo) – Email Friend, Internet Relationship. ↩



      	(Cheap) clothes from the clothing chain UNIQLO. (JMDict) ↩



      	生-け-花 (I-ke-bana) – fresh flower. ↩



      	A very expensive suit, it’s expensive because it was made manually. A handmade. ↩


    

  


  Rose and Karaoke


  
    
      	艶歌 (Enka) – traditional-style Japanese popular ballad. (JMDict) ↩
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