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  [Volume 03] Nishino – the boy at the bottom of the school caste and also at the top of the underground


  
    Table of Contents


    


    	Colored Illustrations


    	Summary of the Previous Volume


    	Graduation Trip 1


    	Graduation Trip 2


    	Graduation Trip 3


    	Graduation Trip 4


    	Graduation Trip 5


    	Graduation Trip 6


    	Graduation Trip 7


    	Graduation Trip 8


    	Rose and Travel Plans


    	A Certain Days Incident in the Bar (Tarousuke and Bottle-keep)


    	Afterword


    	Credits


    	Footnotes

  


  Colored Illustrations


  


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  “Eh? Wh-why is Nishino…?”


  “I don’t plan on rejecting your whole conflict, a quarrel is fine.”


  He takes a step in the air, and he danced from the top of the water tower to the floor.


  The distance between them is about four meters, equal to falling from the school’s second floor.


  Normally that’s something that someone’s legs and back can’t endure. It’d probably break them. However, at the time he landed a quiet sound was made, with his hands in his pockets, he easily displayed this.


  To the person himself, it was the ultimate cynicism.
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  “Yaaan, Really~! What will I do if anything more is taken~”
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  “I don’t mind if you dislike it. You can go wherever. But, at the time you are unwilling to cooperate with me, I will kill you. Socially, mentally, physically. Speaking ill of my Nishino, that much punishment is natural isn’t it?”


  “Umm, a, about the culture festival, I’m sorry. I’ll apologise so…”
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  “Fu-fu-fu, but I’m homosexual, so if I do it, then it will be with this aunt over here.”


  “Hii, wh, what’s, with this child…?”


  She closes in on Francisca at a distance where there shoulders can touch. As if to prove it, the goth loli girl begins creeping her tongue on the other cheek. Using the whole area, the viscous tongue relentlessly moves up and down.


  What peeks out through her mouth is a strangely long, and forked tongue with a split several centimeters deel. Being split into right and left, they each take on their own movements, and it crawls around her cheek like a slug. The color is also more red when compared to the average person.
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  Code name: ⟦Normal⟧
 Attack: ☆☆☆☆☆
 Defense: ☆☆☆☆☆
 Perception: ☆☆☆☆☆
 Trustfulness: ☆
 Negotiation: ☆
 Intelligence: ☆☆☆☆☆
 Nicknames: Cherry boy
 Report by: Francisca


  Summary of the Previous Volume


  


  In the middle of the school caste, the dull faced highschooler, Nishino Gokyou, is the strongest ability user in the neighborhood.


  He who is in love with dandyism uses his superpowers and lives for work. While usually going to his completely normal highschool, he is in fact an agent in the underworld whose name is widely known. His name is acknowledged not only within the country, but even overseas.


  Thanks to that, his sense of values have been warped.


  Deeming living in solitude to be the secret to success, without connecting to any other, he believed he was cool. The cynical way of talking when communicating, was in fact not suited to him at all with his face.


  But even then he passed his days in tranquility.


  Before he knew it Nishino had already distanced himself from his classmates, and his classmates didn’t mind. Both sides kept their distance without invading each others territory. And they lived their school life in harmony.


  In the fall of the second year of highschool, that balance was destroyed.


  During the culture festival preparations, Nishino realized the preciousness of youth. That a relationship with the opposite sex is important. That the life he lived until now, was empty. That the future in store for him would be a miserable experience.


  The sparkling faces of his classmates. With this in view, Nishino decided to change his life’s trajectory. I also want to be boyfriend and girlfriend with a cute girl, in order to have a fulfilling highschool life.


  But then, he began approaching the girls of class 2-A.


  Starting with the type of girl who doesn’t stand out, Matsuura-san, he continued calling out. However, his warped sense of values made it difficult. Between the contrast in the value of his face and his cynical way of speaking, there was no girl that responded.


  Being in a hurry to find his youth, the fired up Nishino began indiscriminately calling out to every girl. Thanks to that, he became the target of bullying due to the hate he incurred from the others.


  In the end, while he was in the middle of the caste, it only took a few days to drop to the bottom.


  The one who had their eye on Nishino, was the beautiful girl in the neighboring class, Rose Rebmann.


  She too is an agent in the underworld like him. However, her power was in the middle-level. She had trouble in her latest job because of that. Under the pretext of transferring schools, it was done entirely in order to obtain Nishino’s assistance.


  Nishino who fell to the bottom of the school caste.


  Rose who reigned at the summit of the school caste.


  In contrast to their work, the position of the two agents in the school were flipped.


  In order for Nishino to obtain his fulfilling high school life, he requested Rose’s cooperation. Rose too, in order to reach her goals, she sought out his cooperation. And together with the advantages and disadvantages, they join hands.


  On the other hand, the ones who were bewildered by Nishino’s behavior was everyone in class 2-A, and to change your character so drastically in only a day, at the very least the class representative Shimizu was getting somewhat irritated.


  However, no matter how many warnings he is given, he goes on without noticing.


  Thanks to that the position of Nishino in class 2-A continues falling.


  Finally, the first day of the culture festival starts tomorrow.


  Thus by dragging not only his classmates, but everyone he comes in contact with into his mess, the story of the boy called Nishino begins. In order to obtain the bittersweet memories of youth, or else live in solitude and hardships.


  The answer depends on him.


  Graduation Trip 1


  


  The following day, the doorbell awakens Nishino.


  Pin-pon, a sound echoes through at 10am morning.


  It’s currently later than he usually gets up.


  Today was Friday. It should be a school day. However, skipping school every now and then isn’t too bad, and being unable to tolerate the alcohol from yesterday, he now embraces his laziness on top of his futon. He’s having a hangover after drinking an amount he isn’t used to.


  In fact Nishino doesn’t remember how he got home.


  “…Who is it?”


  The people who know his home are few. Rather, with his disastrous amount of friendly relations, it’s almost zero. He doesn’t remember having ordered anything recently, Maybe it’s a payment reminder, or maybe it’s one of those religions, while thinking that, he decides to ignore it and stays in his futon.


  But no matter how long he ignored it, the sound didn’t stop.


  Pin-pon-pin-pon, pi-pi-pin-pon-pin-pon.


  At last, the beat had become choppy.


  “Kuu, who is it…?”


  He sluggishly gets up from the covers of his futon.


  With a hand on his aching head, he heads to the front door. His expression is more severe than usual because of the hangover. Even if it isn’t the one he thinks it is, a person who’d ring the bell, it’s a high possibility that it is be someone he doesn’t want there.


  “…It’s because that woman spread all those bad rumors.”


  He recalls the unexpected person he’d been in contact with these past few days, and his face warps into one that looked like he chewed a bitter bug. It’s a person troublesome enough to make him think, Might as well kill her while making it look like an accident.


  “……”


  He looks through the door’s peephole to confirm the situation outside.


  But across that lens, stood an unexpected person.


  “…Why?”


  In front of his door, there are four people.


  Rose was leading, followed by Takeuchi-kun and Shimizu, and even Matsuura-san. Thanks to that he’s now unable to reveal his unpleasant feelings towards the person of the same trade. Why did they come to my home? The futsumen’s head filled with questions.


  “Nishino-kun? Could he be absent?”


  Having sensed Nishino’s present on the other side of the door, Rose purposefully raised her voice.


  This irritated him.


  Unlocking the lock, he pushes the door knob to meet with the four.


  “…What business do you have so early in the morning?”


  By the way, he’s currently still in the uniform that he was in last night. Not to mention a bath, he was unable to change his clothes, and straight after arriving home, he collapsed into his futon. Because of this, his shirt and jeans are wrinkled, and his hair unkempt, a terrible state.
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  “Ara, so you are here.”


  “……”


  Rose spoke as if she wasn’t surprised.


  Remembering his anger after seeing that figure, he removes her from his vision. Any more than this, and he’d be taken into her pace, he renews his conscience.


  “What business do you have so early in the morning?”


  He faces the other three and asks, once again with the same words. Since his hangover is bad, that usual sour look of his is even worse. Taking a glance at his appearance, Matsuura-san takes a step back, and she hides her body behind Takeuchi-kun.


  “You smell like alcohol, where you drinking until late last night?”


  However, Rose doesn’t falter even with his attitude.


  Without a hint of faltering, she continues her words.


  “I’m interested in where you drank. Was it the bar in Roppongi again?”


  “…Is that bad?”


  “No?”


  Rose came on stronger because of yesterday. Being unable to spend time with the one in her heart during the perfect opportunity that was the culture festival party, she was very sad. Thus she enthusiastically tries to learn of his whereabouts.


  Of course, this was something Nishino had no way of knowing.


  If there was someone her who could understand the reason, then it could only be Shimizu.


  “So what are you trying to say?”


  The futsumen finally began getting fed up with the other party.


  Maybe it was because he was getting irritated with that attitude, or maybe some other reason, but the one who answers isnt Rose, but Takeuchi-kun.


  “Oi, oi, a student drinking in a bar? Isn’t that quite stylish.”


  By the way, it seems like those four managed to sneak out of school to come here.


  Takeuchi-kun and the other three girls, every single one of them wore their uniforms.


  “…What? Takeuchi-kun.”


  Normally, the one who would first complain about him would be Shimizu. However, having recently learned of Rose’s real contents, for today, she meekly stands by Takeuchi-kun’s side. Shimizu could only look on with no intention of butting in.


  “A Roppongi bar? If it’s that, then by all means invite me the next time you go. A bar where you can quietly drink, even in Tokyo they are limited, I’m jealous that you have a preferred place to go to.”


  It seems that Takeuchi-kun reacted to the words Roppongi bar.


  As the top ikemen, there was no way he’d lose to a futsumen when it comes to alcohol talks, and it’s even more so considering who it is. Having taken the lead in their love competition, his pride wouldn’t permit it. Above all, he’s jealous of the shared topic he has with Rose.


  To think that this futsumen would go in and out of a Roppongi bar, so was the contempt in his heart. He probably only went in once or twice while scared and he pretends to be regular, so Takeuchi-kun tells himself.


  “I’m of the same opinion, Takeuchi-kun.”


  “Right? Actually, what shop is it?”


  “Are you interested?”


  “I’m also a man.”


  “Aah, In that case, I’ll make a chance before long.”


  “Fuun? I look forward to it.”


  But with Nishino’s unchanging indifferent way of answering, Takeuchi-kun was growing more and more impatient. He remembers the incident in the department store not too long ago, and those unbearable feelings fill his chest. This time I’ll definitely expose you, he plans under the guise of his smile.


  “Wa, wait, it’s not like we came here to talk about alcohol…”


  Shimizu finally talks about the reason they came here.


  Since today’s class rep is under Rose’s influence, there is no edge in her tone.


  Those fists that took two of Nishino’s baby teeth, are now a thing of the past.


  “Eeh, that’s right.”


  Once again stealing the conversation, Rose continues after her.


  It seems she’s unable to handle another woman talking with Nishino.


  “It’s about the trip he planned of before, we need to talk to you.”


  “…Trip?”


  “Have you forgotten? You should’ve already promised?”


  “……”


  For a while, with his drunken head in pain head, he thinks about it.


  That was about the day off in Shibuya, in the italian restaurant that it happened to be planned, however, to think they would really advance with it, the futsumen didn’t think it’d happen even in his dream.


  “…I’m included?”


  “If my memory is correct, I believe you agreed at that time.”


  “Well, yeah.”


  Even then, the circumstances then and now are very different.


  Currently, his position in the school is positively at the very bottom.


  “So are you going? Are you not? I’ve already got the ticket.”


  While bearing his frustration, Takeuchi-kun asks.


  “…When is it?”


  “Sorry for the short notice, but it’s tomorrow. A flight at ten.”


  “You really managed to get the tickets?”


  “Whether studying or playing, it’s my creed to do my best at it.”


  “I see.”


  “My bad for telling Nishino so late.”


  Naturally, the ikemen said it late on purpose. If this turned out to be impossible for Nishino, then Takeuchi-kun would be more than happy. The completion of his public harem. There’d be enough excuses for him to be the only man.


  Seeing this from the side, Matsuura-san’s crotch was gradually getting moist with sexual fluids. Tkeuchi-kun, you’re the coolest today too, she thinks. She fell madly in love with him after the yakuza incident.


  But, while being ignorant of what they’re thinking, Nishino continues at his own pace as usual.


  “No, don’t worry. I’m quite flexible.”


  “I, is that so.”


  Even with his condescending attitude, the invitation was openly accepted.


  The person himself didn’t plan on it, but for anyone on the outside it could only be seen as being cocky.


  “However, it’s amazing. As expected of Takeuchi-kun.”


  “…Then what’ll you do?”


  With a considerable amount of irritation building up, Takeuchi-kun gradually presses on before the other girls have a chance to speak.


  “Aah, thank you for letting me partake in your kindness.”


  “Got it.”


  The regretful ikemen clicks his tongue on the inside. But having quickly accepted a flight overseas on the day before, a part of him was impressed.


  With Nishino’s agreement, he takes out a small envelope from his pocket. The airline name is written on the surface, there’s no doubt that the ticket is inside.


  “Here.”


  “I’ll return the cost later. I don’t mind if you tell me so please give me an estimate later.”


  “There’s no need.”


  “Is it fine? I am a man.”


  “If I differentiate on that point, then I’ll talked about in the class.”


  “…Is that so, thank you.”


  “Shut up already. Then, with this I’ve made sure to pass it.”


  “Aah, I’ve certainly received it.”


  Gazing at the passed over envelope, an uncharacteristic warmth fills the futsumen. Since it’s the first time school friends have visited his home, it’s also his first time receiving a present like this. Everything is a first experience for him.


  In reality, he’s so happy he’s unable to bear it, Nishino Gokyou, 16 years old. Taking on a cynical tone to hide his embarrassment, in contrast to the warm feelings that are now in him, curt words come out.


  “By the way, are you fine with school?”


  “Haa? What are you saying. Since you’re the one skipping, we even had to sneak out during gym to come talk with you, I’d like it if you felt grateful for that point.”


  Naturally, Takeuchi-kun got angry at Nishino’s tone.


  The one who muttered it reflects.


  “Aah, that’s right…”


  “That’s right.”


  “Then, I did something bad. Let me apologize. I’m very sorry.”


  The apologizing Nishino lowers his head.


  It seems like he really thought he was in the wrong.


  “…Well, it’s fine. Then, let’s move on from that.”


  “Aah, thank you. You helped me Takeuchi-kun.”


  “Really, if that’s what you think then don’t talk with that alcohol breath.”


  “Okay, I’ll make sure to be extra careful from now on.”


  “…Then, we’re going back to school.”


  Why did the four come to Nishino’s house.


  He gazes at the envelope in his hand, and realizes. It’s probably that during the first period gym class, Takeuchi-kun brought up the question of the trip to Rose, it was from her mouth that the location of the fustumen’s house was leaked, and to this Shimizu and Matsuura-san volunteered to go.


  If there was to be a mistake in his conjecture, it was that the class rep didn’t volunteer on her own, but that Rose forced her. Thus her expression was unwell from beginning to end.


  “Later.”


  “Aah, see you later.”


  Takeuchi-kun turns around.


  Nishino goes to pull on the door knob of the front door.


  But Rose puts a stop to this.


  “Will Nishino-kun not attend school?”


  “……”


  Takeuchi-kun, Matsuura-san, and Shimizu, to the question they didn’t want to ask, it was asked straight. The other three had expressions as if saying, Hey you, why did you ask that?


  “…I’ll go in the afternoon.”


  “Are you in bad shape?”


  “……”


  “Rose-chan, do you want to go back with us?”


  A natural question for Takeuchi-kun.


  Then to this, a natural answer from her.


  “Sorry, but can you go ahead of me?”


  She also had to attend the second and third period classes. But even then she spoke with a firm resolution, it’s no different from the way she speaks in school. As if saying that it’s natural that I’d remain here.


  Thanks to that the one who panicked was Takeuchi-kun.


  “Eh? Umm, Rose-chan?”


  “It’s because he’s in a bad condition.”


  “No, we, well that’s because he’s having a hangover…”


  Takeuchi-kun correctly speaks of Nishino reaping what he sowed.


  He drank last night until he lost consciousness. It was Marquis who drove him home. Since Marquis didn’t know what would happen if he handled the situation poorly, worry upon worry piled up.


  However, Rose showed her affection to that guy having a hangover.


  “With that settled, I’ll excuse myself.”


  Usually the house owner would end this.


  However, with the help of Takeuchi-kun, Shimizu, and Matsuura-san as the onlookers, Rose is slowly forcing her way into Nishino’s home. After urging him on, Rose takes the initiative and moves to the door, and she begins taking off her shoes.


  “O, oi…”


  Nishino panicked to this as well.


  But under the watchful gaze of his classmates, he wasn’t able to strongly respond. It is possible to forcefully expel her. However, if he did that, then in order to fulfil his own objective, he’d have to transfer schools.


  That is the only thing the fustumen wants to avoid.


  It wouldn’t even be a loss through a fair battle, but a loss through absence.


  “Didn’t I already say it’s fine for you all to return? I’ll be looking after him.”


  “O, oi.”


  No sooner than she spoke, Rose takes Nishino’s arm and enters the apartment.


  Even for Takeuchi-kun who is in love with Rose, it’d still be difficult to break into that. If he takes a step from here now, then it’d mean the impending harem he looked forward to will collapse.


  In the end, Takeuchi-kun and the others see the two off.


  As for the other side of the front door.


  The underwear of Rose who invaded the home of the one in her heart began getting soaked. She stood in her loved ones living room. That fact gave her a never before felt sense of arousal. Being trained to restrain herself since birth, this is the first time that her heart throbbed so violently.


  A narrow apartment room meant for a single person.


  It’s to this that Rose Rebmann spoke with a smile covering her face.


  “Would you eat rice porridge if I make it?”


  On the other side of the door, Nishino’s classmates leave his home.


  After sensing that, Nishino responds without concealing his displeasure.


  “…Do you have a death wish?”


  “Ara, can the current you manage to kill me in this spot?”


  “……”


  The blonde haired loli straightforwardly challenged.


  Nishino had no way to go against this.


  “You’re having a hangover, aren’t you? I’ll be borrowing the kitchen.”


  “Oi, what are you…”


  “I’ll make it soon. I already packed some rice.”


  “……”


  Why are you that prepared? So was the question that reached his throat. But Nishino swallows those unpleasant words that were about to exit his mouth.


  Making use of that opening, Rose moves to the kitchen.


  She takes out a white vinyl bag that has the words of a neighboring supermarket. Inside of it is a container that has salmon, beefsteak plant, and other foods that aren’t fit for an active highschool girl to be carrying in her bag.


  “What are you planning?”


  Nishino asks after regaining some calm.


  “To interact with a certain school friend by making a meal, isn’t it strange to ask for the reason?”


  Ton-ton-ton, before he knew it Rose was already moving the kitchen knife on top of the cutting board. The figure of hers that turned around, acted as if what she is doing is natural.


  “Aah, it’s strange. At least I’ve never experienced it before.”


  “Isn’t that because you don’t have a flower in your everyday life?”


  “……”


  She stabbed where it hurt most for the futsumen, and the fustumen whose age equaled time without a girlfriend couldn’t find the words to reply. Someone of the opposite sex making a meal in his home, it’s an exprience he never had in the past.


  On the other hand, Rose continues the conversation while cooking.


  “I plan on getting a job after graduating. Don’t butt into other people’s futures.”


  “Is that really fine?”


  “…What do you mean?”


  “In the future, the one you fall in love with, what would happen if she thinks of moving onto college? The natural flow would be that after hearing this you would want to live a campus life with your companion.”


  “……”


  “College life is already in chaos when it comes to sex, you wouldn’t be thinking that she wouldn’t have an affair if she entered by herself, it’s not such a simple thing, being urged on by a senior in the same group during a drinking party, it’s a story I often here.”


  “Th, that’s…”


  Having it shown so clearly, even with snot coming out of his nose, Nishino couldn’t find an error in her words. It’s as she said. In the current day and age, the possibility of that occurring is very high.


  On the other hand, understanding that her loved ones relationships with that opposite sex are distant made her chest fill with joy. How pure. Cool, kind, and sincere, you are the only man in the world who is this wonderful, sex, I want to have sex with you. Something like that.


  But, even though that’s what she is thinking, it doesn’t show on her expression.


  “To throw away future possibilities because of your stubbornness, isn’t it a waste? If I was in the same situation, I’d make sure that I could respond to any situation. I wouldn’t be negligent.”


  She continues talking while still chopping with the kitchen knife.


  For her, it’s something she had to say.


  That’s why even if she had to put her life on the line, she still stood in this place.


  “…Certainly, what you’re saying has some truth.”


  “Doesn’t it?”


  In the end, the futsumen had forgotten about the main issue.


  What he doesn’t have enough of, is communication skills.


  Especially experience in communicating with the opposite sex.


  “In that case, reflect on you mistake and obediently eat the porridge.”


  “……”


  With a hand on the head that’s hurting because of the hangover, Nishino thinks.


  It’s true that what she’s saying is correct. Being selfish can end up making him feel alone. This is something that he understood a few days ago. That’s why, he is able to maintain his calm.


  Then so, he could only nod.


  “…If you mix anything strange in it, I’ll kill you.”


  “I, I won’t.”


  Just how much distrust does he have of me? Rose laments. However, even though he is reluctant he still accepted, and secretly, her lips warp in joy.


  After all, each and everyone of her actions, have completely denied the previous words. That day, without Nishino realizing, the large quantity of vaginal secretions she collected from her body before hand, were brought to his mouth along with the gruel.


  The moderate amount of sourness had satisfied the virgins stomach.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After finishing his meal, it was about noon when Nishino left his house.


  His insistence in wanting to go before her were in vain, and the blonde haired loli accompanies him to school. When they reached the vicinity of the main gate, what greets them is the chime of the lunch bell. Kin-kon kan-kon, the familiar sound enters their ears as they move to the entrance.


  They change from their outdoor to indoor shoes, go up the stairs that leads to their classroom, and walk down the hall.


  Ever since leaving Nishino’s home, the words spoken between the two were nonexistent. More accurately, as Rose spoke Nishino only ignored it and twenty minutes pass like that. Nishino’s trust in her had already fallen to the point that it’s irreparable.


  “Then, my stop is here.”


  Rose says as she stops in front of class 2-B.


  “I know even if you don’t say it.”


  “Ara, you finally responded.”


  “……”


  A satisfied smile appeared on Rose. Nishino ignores this, and as if running from that spot, he moves to the class nextdoor, class 2-A.


  Naturally, his classmates where in the middle of their meals. It’s a calming sight. But it was when he entered the room, the sound of the door opening is heard.


  In response, several of the people in the lower half of the caste take a glance, and he heads to where Shimizu, Takeuchi-kun and the other students at the top of the caste are. The distance between the boys and girls must’ve shrunken because of the culture festival and they now surround Shimizu’s seats with their bento’s spread out


  “……”


  Nishino’s seat is two seats away from that. From where the seven boys and girls are lined up, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say it is a distance that they could touch. In fact, Takeuchi-kun was a seat away from him. The original owner of that seat most likely went to the cafeteria as his figure is nowhere to be seen.


  The reason for the change in the class atmosphere, is an extension of that.


  The question on the whole class’s minds, is that even Nishino’s seat is being used by the group. The one who took the seat is the ikemen groups current number two. Suzuki-kun who fell for Shimizu a few months back.


  The desk remains in it’s position, but the chair had moved all the way to the side of Shimizu’s desk.


  “……”


  “What? You need something?”


  Suzuki asks as if to challenge him.


  The futsumen was glared up at by the one on his chair. It seems that Suzuki-kun has no intention of handing it over. An attitude as if to say, This is my seat, and he complains to Nishino who is looking at him.


  Having the eyes of the one in his heart on him must also be having an effect. If he were to easily surrender the seat here, it might affect his status at the top of the caste. Knowing the shame he’d feel, Suzuki was prepared to defend this seat until death.


  That’s probably why, that his will had been conveyed to Nishino. For the futsumen, that gaze is something that had been directed towards him countless times in the past. The majority are pointless bluffs, and they all miserably backed down. But, Suzuki-kun is not like that.


  After all he is a fellow classmate of class 2-A.


  “…No, do as you like.”


  He gave up on obtaining the seat from the one at the top of the caste. There’s no need to start trouble, so he decides to search for a different place. Supposing he reclaimed his seat, he knew that no one would profit, this is something he understood even with his bad communication skills.


  Leaving his bag on top of his desk, he exits the classroom.


  Once the fustumen disappeared in the hallway, in response to him, questions began forming. The one who leads this is Suzuki. Strengthening his tone a bit, he tries to repair the current atmosphere.


  “Actually, Takeuchi, how was his house?”


  “Haa? Why?”


  “I heard you snuck out during gym. Shimizu too.”


  “Aah, that.”


  “How was it?”


  “Let’s see, that guy, he’s living along. It was kind of surprising.”


  “Eh? Seriously?”


  “It’s a regular worn out apartment.”


  “Hee…”


  Recently, their conversations where increasingly including the topic of the futsumen.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  In the meantime, Nishino who had lost his place in the classroom.


  How should he spend the remaining hour of lunch, he progressed forward while troubled over it, in the end, his feet carried him to the rooftop. The rooftop that belonged to class 2-B. Recently, it’s become a place that he visited more and more. Per habit, he climbs to the top of the water tower and lays down.


  Thanks to his luck, he’s able to obtain the best napping weather after his meal.


  “…Nice weather.”


  Several minutes had passed since he laid down, and he begins dozing off.


  But, right when his sleepiness was about to take over, he hears the voice of a person.


  “You, haven’t you been too cocky recently?”


  “Eh…?”


  He heard the voice right by his side.


  Because that voice carried anger, Nishino went from dozing off to wide awake. For a moment he thought he was being scolded. However, with the following words that interrupted his own, he understood that there was a third party.


  “I, I’m not really…”


  He gets up and looks down from the edge of the water tower, and there he sees several people he knew of. They are all female students of his class. One was in a panic with her back facing the water tower, and the others surrounding her.


  Then so, for some reason, the one who is panicking, was Matsuura-san.


  “It’s like you think Takeuchi-kun is your boyfriend, right? Who do you think you are?” “Did you think that if you were obedient, nothing would happen?” “You totally, really, annoy me.” “I’m also about to break.”


  The female students in the upper half of the caste surrounded Matsuura-san and criticize her.


  The topic is simple. Recently, this woman has been acting too familiar with Takeuchi-kun. The girl leading is one that Nishino had barely spoken with. It’s the girl from the Italian restaurant that was with Shimizu, Takeuchi-kun, and Rose the week before last.


  “Actually, I wanted to go on a trip together with Risa-chan too.” “Yeah, yeah, I also really wanted to go.” “They are memories that’ll last a lifetime, It should also be good story for graduation.” “That’s true, It’ll definitely be a story.”


  She’s called Risa-chan.


  In Tsunuma Highschool she’s the second cutest after Rose, second most beautiful after Rose, and second in reputation to Rose. Everything that should’ve been bragging points have been stolen by Rose, and in the past few months her influence inside the school has fallen, the sorrowful second beautiful girl.


  “Right, I also wanted to go together with everyone.”


  Risa-chan faces everyone present and speaks in a sorrowful tone.


  Who she’s surrounded by are her group of friends that all wanted to go together on a trip with Takeuchi-kun by any means. However, even with that said the number that can go are limited. Risa-chan answers her surroundings while making sure to take them into consideration.


  In response to this, Matusuura-san timidly tries to object.


  “B, but, umm, Shimizu-san too…”


  Mustering up her remaining courage, she tries to divert everyone’s antagonism elsewhere.


  This is also because of her high pride. She doesn’t look at her own reflection after a shower every night for nothing. After checking her face and whole body, she confirms that she isn’t inferior to those at the top of the class, and she does this everyday.


  Along with that truth she uses the lower part of the caste to prop her up.


  But, that wasn’t enough this time around.


  “Haa? Don’t group Shimizu together with you.” “Like, what cheeky things are you saying?” “An ugly with an unredeemable personality. You’re seriously pitch black.” “Comparing you and the class rep, that’s like impossible.”


  Risa-chan’s party began their fierce offensive.


  Criticism came one after the other.


  “Ehh, umm, b, but…”


  Matsuura-san had an expression that couldn’t accept that.


  Then the groups representative, Risa-chan, comes forth.


  “You, do you really think you’re equal to the class rep? If it’s Shimizu, then she’s someone who does her best, so even we hold back, It’s a prize for that, isn’t that deserved? But, you don’t do anything for anyone else, you only care about yourself, and you happened to chance upon a miracle, so of course we can’t permit it, right?”


  Risa-chan’s claim was relatively reasonable.


  “If it wasn’t for the Nishino matter, then you wouldn’t be standing by Takeuchi-kun’s side.”


  Furthermore, by looking at the surroundings.


  Risa-chan’s amazing.


  Risa-chan’s cool.


  That’s right, that’s right, the other members assert.


  “Like, if she doesn’t go, won’t there be a spare ticket?” “Ah, that’s true.” “That might be so.” “Then, wouldn’t it be fine to take her part?” “Actually is there even a need to think anymore than that?”


  Under Risa-chan’s supervision, the girls before Matsuura-san were in high spirits.


  The conversation was soon entering it’s climax.


  Then within their group, one of them suddenly mutters.


  “If she carelessly got injured, then won’t she be able to go to the trip?”


  With her gaze pointed downward, somewhere in that mutter was a dark cloud. But, with her small stature, hair tied up in glamorous pigtails, childish face, and her bit round eyes, everything else was charming.


  “Hey Mika, what’s with that all of a sudden?” “But, now that you say it, it’s true.” “I’m not planning on rejecting it but…” “Ah, I also won’t reject it.” “Since Takeuchi-kun invited you himself, it’d be a waste if no one goes.”


  As if they were waiting for it, they all began exchanging their opinions.


  The three girls look like they’ll do something.


  Thanks to that, the enclosed Matsuura-san’s face is dyed in blue.


  Until now, by putting herself on the bottom of the caste she was able to create a small clique, and she was able to reign over it. By the absolute hierarchy of the school caste she is at a lower position, but within her own clique she’s overwhelmingly at the top, so the person herself has been able to live a comfortable everyday life.


  Therefore on her first interrogation by those on the upper half of the caste, to her it’s more aggressive and stressful than she imagined.


  Having ran from those at the top of the caste her whole life, Matsuura-san has no defenses against this interaction. Thanks to hat it wasn’t long before she panicked. To think they’d even harm her, it’s completely out of her expectations.


  “Actually, wouldn’t it be bad to do it?” “But, what should we do? I don’t want Takeuchi-kun to find out.” “Right, Takeuchi-kun is really strict with those things.” “Ah, but, that part of him is also cool.” “I totally get you.”


  Now then, what to do? The troubles of Risa-chan’s followers are everywhere.


  But to respond to everyone’s voices, the representative of the clique, Risa-chan opens her own mouth.


  “My senpai taught me something, at times like this, it would be fine to take of a nail from her foot. It’d be hard to move for a bit, the pain is steady and long, and it looks like it also makes you lose your will to go to school. It doesn’t stand out, and saying they hit their foot is a passable excuse.”


  “Seriously but it’s dirty.” “But, if we don’t do that much then she’ll go on the trip.” “Isn’t that senpai so intense?” “She really annoys me, isn’t doing that much fine?” “Right?”


  “By the way, that senpai is the student council vice president right now.”


  “No way, are you serious? It isn’t something Risa made up?” “Eh? That honor student?” “Isn’t the student council’s vice president, the lady type? The one with silky black hair.” “ I feel like she’s also popular with the second year boys.” “Uwaa, I felt like I heard something I shouldn’t have.”


  “Thought she said that it was half coincidence, but that senpai is actually quite dark, I don’t really understand her too. It looks like her boyfriend was also taken. Ah, this is off record ok?”


  “Eh? Could that be the student council president.” “Isn’t the student council president dating the secretary right now? ” “No way!? I heard it was the vice president!” “But, if it’s that then I can agree…”


  Unexpectedly talking about another’s love affair, Risa-chan’s clique got fired up. They love talking about love. However, they aren’t planning on continuing this forever. After making some noise for awhile, everyone’s attention once again returns to Matsuura-san.


  “It might hurt a bit, but endure it.”


  The representative Risa-chan talks to Matsuura-san. Her tone is no different from her usual one. The same as when she talks with friends in her class. But, her gaze moves between Matsuura-san’s face and feet.


  “……”


  Then, she takes one step towards Matsuura-san.


  The one being approached is in a great panic, and while crying she begins apologizing.


  “S, stop, sorry, I’m sorry…”


  “It’ll end soon, here, if you tense up then it’ll hurt instead.”


  The others enjoyably look on at this with a grin.


  It is very enjoyable.


  “The trip, I, I’ll refuse it, I’ll refuse it so, pl, please forgive me.”


  “Isn’t it too late for that promise? You were warned before weren’t you?”


  “This time, th, th, this time I’ll definitely keep it! Please!”


  “I, can’t listen to anyone who breaks promises.”


  Risa-chan’s words had no mercy.


  Like a prisoner sentenced to death, Matsuura-san’s knees began to tremble from the fear. To think that a student from the same grade would go this far. In fact she received this warning in the past, but she easily broke it.


  Rather, Matsuura-san made light of Risa-chan’s clique.


  She was haughty if anything.


  If something terrible were to happen, then Takeuchi-kun will surely protect me. Recently, he’s been really kind, Maybe, he wants to go out with me? With such convenient delusions, every single night, she rolled on top of her bed.


  However, the reality is cruel. To Takeuchi-kun, Matsuura-san was nothing more than a way to get back at Nishino. In fact, the text she sent to Takeuchi-kun last night, even at this point it still hasn’t been replied. It seems that was the notification of the end of the service period.


  As a result, the nail on her feet are in danger.


  “Please, I, I apologise!”


  Tears rising on the corner of her eyes, Matsuura-san is desperate.


  But, the side that’s bullying didn’t heed a word.


  “Here, don’t run.”


  “N, nooo!”


  Risa-chan’s hand reaches out and grabs hold of Matsuura-san’s arm.


  Like that they would knock her down, get on top of her, and punish her a bit, that is the scenario in the thoughts of Risa-chan’s clique. The other members didn’t actually believe that Risa-chan would tear her nail off.


  That’s what was arranged beforehand. It was a warning towards Matsuura-san that was agreed on by the ones at the upper half of the caste. If they didn’t then the unity between the girls in class would break.


  Everyone would be aiming to monopolize the ikmen.


  As for Matsuura-san’s few friends, after homeroom finished, they were warned by the upper half of the caste to not associate with her. The ones who were assigned to that task are a different clique from Risa-chan’s.


  The side that received that warning had also felt that Matsuura-san had been getting carried away recently. Everyone could agree that this is something Matsuura-san brought upon herself.


  At least the female students can.


  But, in that place, there is someone who can’t read the atmosphere.


  “……”


  Nishino.


  He watched the events in a bad mood, and was racking his brains. A student from the same class, and a girl whose appearance is to his preference, it was shocking to him that girls from the same class would oppress her like that.


  With a short breath, he springs forth his willpower.


  Recently, he’s only been losing to Rose, so he makes sure he doesn’t blunder this time around.


  “That type of method, isn’t that something so praiseworthy?”


  In the futsumen’s usual voice, a futsuvo[1] comes out.


  The moment his voice echoes out, the bodies of everyone shivers.


  They were surprised at the unforeseen voice of a boy.


  “Eh!? Wh, who!?”


  The first to notice the futsumen’s existence is Risa-chan. Following the source of that voice she raises her head, and on top of the water tower, she discovers Nishino looking down on them.


  “Eh, wh, why is Nishino…”


  The other female students as well, they jumped when they discovered his figure. They stiffened up as if they saw a ghost in a graveyard. Even if it isn’t much they are still aware that they’re committing a crime. The feelings of guilt swell up under the gaze of another.


  “I don’t plan on rejecting your whole conflict. A quarrel is fine.”


  He takes a step in the air, and he danced from the top of the water tower to the floor.


  The distance between them is about four meters, equal to falling from the school’s second floor.


  Normally that’s something that someone’s legs and back can’t endure. It’d probably break them. However, at the time he landed a quiet sound was made, with his hands in his pockets, he easily displayed this.


  To the person himself, it was the ultimate cynicism.


  Then as if to continue, he lets out a complaint that appears like a sermon.


  “However, to a person who studies in the same classroom, using one sided numbers, is not alright. If you are competing for the same objective, don’t you think that earning it through your own power, will give you more satisfaction?”


  “Wha, why is Nishino on the rooftop!?” “It’s that, isn’t it? He ran after losing his place in class.” “Seriously!? That’s like super hilarious!” “Like, can he even worry about other people?” “Right?”


  But, that confusion only lasted for a moment.


  Once they knew that they’re opponent was at the bottom of the caste, the girls all returned to their normal tone. Within the school, the caste is absolute. To them, Nishino is nothing more than a worthless futsumen.


  “It’s true, I came here after losing my place in the class…”


  Responding honestly is who Nishino is.


  Nevertheless, his spirit isn’t so frail that his will would waver here.


  “Then go somewhere else.”


  “I was the first one here. If my presence is a nuisance, then you should move.”


  From Risa-chan’s question, Nishino indifferently answered.


  The people who heard that found it irritating.


  “Haa? What’s with that? You’re seriously annoying.”


  Not losing to a certain class rep, Risa-chan is brimming with energy.


  Her tone becomes violent as she quickly get angry.


  “Rather, Nishino, taking a closer look isn’t his tooth missing?” “Ah, that’s true!” “Looks like two came out! Top and bottom!” “Could it be, he doesn’t have money for fake teeth?” “Uwaa, that’s the worst! I like seriously wanna get away.”


  All present were on the upper half of the school caste.


  Once they find their opponents weakness, they merciless stab at it.


  However, something of this degree won’t damage Nishino’s mental.


  “…Now that you mention it, that’s true.”


  Rather, it seems that he also forgot. Moving his tongue in his mouth, he confirms the top premolar and bottom premolar that came out the other day. They are both baby teeth so he wasn’t too worried about it.


  “I’ll have to go to a dentist soon…”


  He unexpectedly decided his after school plans.


  Recently, he began caring about his teeth.


  Thus, this is a problem.


  Nishino has never been looked after by a dentist. Even without cavities, most households will still periodically get dental checkups from a young age in order to confirm their condition of their teeth, they’d get one from the school and outside of the school.


  However, because of various problems in his home, this futsumen has been excused from school checkups, and he never visited a dentist even once.


  Since leaving home he had countless experiences with surgery. But, he had none when it came to a dentist. Naturally, he has no family physician. Thanks to that his teeth are the worst. In order to prevent bad breath, using a toothpick and floss was a daily necessity.


  Then what to do?


  Nishino thinks.


  After thinking for some time, his attention goes to the girls in front of him.


  “Can you think of any skilled dentist in the area?”


  “Haa? What’re you saying now?”


  Naturally, Risa-chan snapped.


  Why is he asking her that type of thing.


  “I actually don’t have experience visiting a dentist.”


  “I didn’t need to know that!”


  The classmate and futsumen Nishino has never visited a dentist.


  Risa-chan gained a useless piece of knowledge in her long term memory.


  “I heard the dentist in Tokyo are hit or miss[2].”


  “That’s why don’t tell me! Are you looking down on me? Hey!”


  “Of course not, permanent teeth are important. I thought of properly caring for them.”


  “……”


  From what he showed, it was a relatively serious consultation.


  It’s because he never had experience with a dentist before that he has to be careful. Even if it’s the same treatment, depending on the hospital, the end result can be something completely different, that’s another thing he learned from the media. That’s why Nihsino thought of finding an excellent doctor.


  Then, his earnest thoughts have been communicated.


  A voice comes from Risa-chan’s surroundings.


  “Now that I think about it, isn’t Risa-chan’s dad a dentist?” “Right? I feel like I also heard that before.” “Eh? Seriously? That’s amazing!” “Really!?” “A, actually I also have a cavity…” “A private practitioner? Then you must be rich!”


  In response, the surroundings bit on to the topic.


  In the blink of an eye Risa-chan’s private information came out.


  “Wa, wait, why are you talking about that now!?”


  Then so, Nishino was also no exception to this.


  He watches Risa-chan in admiration, and for some reason nods.


  “I see.”


  “Rather, don’t go and agree with them Nishino!”


  “Are you sure of your papa’s skills?”


  Because of his work, words of confirmation naturally came out of his mouth.


  So to this, the girl responded in a violent manner out of expectations.


  “Hey Nishino, are you trying to pick a fight with me? Are you looking down on my papa? He might look disgusting, but he’s amazing enough to get an article on the district newspaper!”


  “Is that so?”


  “That’s right! His injections and drills don’t hurt a bit! Once he puts silver caps on the teeth, they never come out! I, I also want to become a dentist like papa in the future…”


  “Hou, that’s impressive”


  “……”


  From the serious conversation, she suddenly blushes after regaining her calm.


  It seems like she’s a ‘papa’s girl’.


  The member in her surroundings as well, they could only stay silent from the shock and stare.


  “With that, I’ll be sure to make an appointment soon.”


  “Ha, haa!? Don’t mess with me! Why is Nishino!”


  “Kondou Dentistry, or perhaps Kondou Clinic, something like that?”


  Kondou is Risa-chan’s surname.


  When that enters her ears, her whole body shivers from fear.


  “Wh, why do you know!?”


  “I at least remember my classmates names.”


  “Bu, but I don’t even talk with Nishino!”


  “Whether I’ve interacted or not is irrelevant.”


  “Uwaa, that’s super disgusting!”


  Although the chance of this fustumen becoming friends with his classmates is disastrous, for some reason he perfectly remembered their names. Not differentiating between boys and girls, he remembered not only their surnames but also their given names and the kanji used. But if calmly through about, then it’s certainly disgusting.


  This was the result of renewing himself after realizing the preciousness of youth.


  “If possible, I’d like an appointment for six in the afternoon today…”


  “Listen to what someone’s saying! Rather, don’t treat me like a receptionist!”


  “Is it pointless?”


  “Of course it’s not pointless! Make sure to call!”


  The conversations pace was completely in Nishino’s hands.


  It’s once the talks of peace have been replaced, that the my pace guy Nishino was strong. Especially to the riajuu group who can read the atmosphere, he is their natural enemy.


  “Then sorry, but can you tell me the number?”


  “Who’s gonna tell you! Also, th, there’s no openings on the same day!”


  “Is that so, it’s quite popular isn’t it?”


  “……”


  Her voice became rough.


  Although Risa-chan looks like the beautiful girl who’d energitally sell things, this time’s case is unprecedented. Because her suspicions of her fathercon came up, she also couldn’t bully Matsuura-san any longer. She decides to give up for now.


  “Aah, really, there’s no need to worry about this idiot any more!”


  She turns with a big shout.


  With a quick pace she moves to the door connected to the staircase.


  “Ah, Risa, wait for me!” “Risa-chan! Risa-chan’s dad’s hospital, can you also introduce me!” “Rather, are you seriously going!?” “Hey, are we going to leave her alone?”


  Like that, the lively group disappears to the other side.


  Batan, with the sound of the steel door, their figures are no longer visible. The words coming out of their mouths have also become distant, and the presence of anyone on the other side was no longer felt. It seems they really left.


  The ones left are Nishino and Matsuura-san.


  Then in an instant, a portion of the rooftop gained a terribly awkward atmosphere.


  “…Umm, Nishino-kun.”


  The one who makes the first move is the latter.


  The reason was to gain control of the conversation.


  “What?”


  “I, have a request…”


  “…A request?”


  “The fact that I was here with Nishino, can you stay quiet about it?”


  “What do you mean? I don’t see your intention.”


  “Because, if this is passed down to Takeuchi-kun, it might make a misunderstanding, and I definitely don’t want him to hear, that Nishino-kun, helped me from getting bullied.”


  “……”


  As always Matsuura-san can only think of herself.


  Naturally, even Nishino couldn’t find the words to reply.


  “Umm… can you, make sure to promise?”


  But, without caring for his shock, Matsuura-san carefully continues.


  She expresses her own wish with no hesitation whatsoever.


  Furthermore, it was at this critical moment that she used the upturned eyes she practices every night in her room. Usually it’d be a waste to use it on someone like Nishino, and although the complaints in her heart pile on, she still continues taking glances and shows no regret on the surface.


  Then so, this is a look from the opposite sex that the futsumen had experienced many times in the past.


  “…Aah, okay.”


  If it was him from a few years back, then he probably wouldn’t have noticed.


  But the current him, easily understood.


  A strong ego was on the smile that was shown. Deep inside those curving eyes, more than any other emotion is a strong conceit. The disgrace hidden in that smile was far too big, it was as if her gaze has been given form.


  It was only a moment, but from what that smile conveyed, he was able to accurately guess her insides. Thus, It seems like my first choice was a mistake, he thought. It was not a woman who can deal with Nishino.


  “Really? Thank you!”


  “No, there’s no need.”


  “Then I’d hate if a misunderstanding started, so, I’m going now!”


  With a grin, Matsuura-san leaves in a hurry.


  With deep emotions, the futsumen saw her off without a word.


  In the same way as the Risa-chan party, Matsuura-san leaves from the only exit, and returns to the school. Although she kept up her pigeon toed girlishness until the very end, she ran with all her strength this time. It seems like she truly hates the idea of the two of them together.


  Having seen her off, Nishino lets out a mutter.


  “…A stubborn woman.”


  The words he muttered, reached no one’s ears.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Afterschool of the same day, Nishino realized a great problem.


  “…I double booked.”


  In his right hand, he held the plane ticket for tomorrow’s graduation trip that he received from Takeuchi-kun. In his left hand, he held the plane ticket for tomorrows onsite job that he received from Marquis.


  The former is economy, and the latter first class.


  Also, for some reason it’s the same airline and same flight.


  Because it was Nishino’s first time seeing an economy ticket he felt some admiration towards it, but now, he racks his brains over what to do. He took the former while he was still drowsy, so he had completely forgotten.


  “I, have to refuse it…”


  In this situation, he easily reached his decision.


  The ticket he received first was from Marquis.


  Thus he decides to refuse the graduation trip ticket from Takeuchi-kun.


  “…Takeuchi-kun should be in the soccer club.”


  A weeklong trip overseas with the top of the class. While thinking it’s regrettable, in order to refuse the invitation, he searches for Takeuchi-kun.


  Where he headed to was the sports grounds.


  Leaving the classroom he walks down the hall, descends the stairs, and changes from his indoor shoes to his outdoor. On a section of the grounds, near a soccer goal, he finds his target. It seems it was good timing as they’re on a break.


  Over there is the ikemen enjoying a conversation with his friends. By his side is the class’s number two ikemen Suzuki-kun. It seems they belong to the same club. Their friendly relationship extends outside of the classroom.


  “…All right.”


  As if he’s lucky Nishino heads to the two. Because all the others were in their sports uniforms, the uniform attracts their attention. But, he didn’t care about the inquisitive gazes on him. He crosses the grounds and moves straight to Takeuchi-kun.


  Thanks to that, without even needing to call out, the other side was the first to notice him.


  “Oi, isn’t that Nishino?”


  “Eh?”


  The one to first raise their voice was Suzuki-klun.


  To this, Takeuchi-kun moves his gaze and nods.


  “What’s with him? Does he need something from me?”


  “…Who knows.”


  Right now, the hot topic futsumen of class 2-A made his appearance.


  Time passed as Nishino approached them. Taking their recent relationship into account, the two put themselves on guard. It’s about time that he snapped from his treatment in class, and now he’s heading towards them for revenge. They at least felt that to some extent.


  But, their predictions were off the mark.


  “Takeuchi-kun, do you have some time?”


  “What is it all of a sudden?”


  “About tomorrow’s trip, it’s unfortunate but other plans came up. I’m extremely sorry for agreeing at once, but I thought of returning this. If the cancel is difficult, then I’ll cover the expenses.”


  “Aah? You’re not going?”


  “Sorry.”


  “…Fuun.”


  While inspecting Nishino, Takeuchi-kun’s thoughts start moving.


  Many guesses came up in his head.


  Did he finally feel it’s awkward? He must’ve been been shocked that I made Matsuura-san my woman, and, at any rate if it’s this timing then, then any excuse would be effective to the others, this is also convenient, and so on.


  But also.


  “Well, with that I’ll return the ticket.”


  Really what’s with him, and so on.


  “Aah.”


  Thet ticket moves from Nishino’s hands to Takeuchi-kun.


  The one who responded to that is Suzuki-kun who stood beside them.


  “Hmm? Could it be, that I could go in place?”


  Having seen that, Suzuki-kun give’s an evil glare. The fact that Shimizu was participating in this was already an open secret within the class. It’s because Suzuki-kun fell for her that he couldn’t run away from this.


  “Aah, well…”


  “Takeuchi, is it fine for me to get it? I also want to go.”


  “This ticket, it’s for tomorrow but is that fine? You’ll have to be absent from school.”


  “If it’s a trip together with class rep, then it doesn’t matter if I’m absent for one or two weeks!”


  “…Eh? You’re aiming for Shimizu?”


  “I, is that bad?”


  “Fuun…”


  Ki-ra-ri, a suspicious glint appears in Takeuchi-kun’s eyes.


  If Suzuki-kun participates, his plan would be different from if Nishino participated, the harem plan will probably collapse. But, Takecuhi-kun’s last line, as in obstacles towards Rose, he understood that the man in front of him would not impede him.


  In that case, Suzuki-kun participating isn’t all bad.


  Even if it’s to fulfill his love, it’s still a rare trip aboard. That means it’s an even right in the middle of youth. Rather than a futsumen he doesn’t know what he thinks of, Takeuchi-kun would be happier with an ikemen friend that he had since entering the school.


  “Then, I’ll give it.”


  “Seriously!? As expected of Takeuchi, you understand!”


  “But, I’ll have to rematch the ticket to your name, so wait a bit, It should be fine to cancel this, if it isn’t, then I’ll contact you during the evening, so obediently give up then.”


  “You got it.”


  A smile covered Suzuki-kun’s face having received Takeuchi-kun’s approval.


  It’s as if a young child had gotten a new toy.


  “By the way, don’t say you don’t have a passport?”


  “Don’t treat me like an idiot. I have a passport or two.”


  “It’d be bad if you had two.”


  “This summer, I went to hawaii with my family, I got one at that time.”


  Suzuki-kun talked a bit proudly. To him those are unforgettable memories. Having met two fellow japanese tourists with a shota complex, one night they had group sex. Moreover he also experienced his first beer. His yearning for abroad is unending.


  “Sound nice, Hawaii. I also want to go soon.”


  “Then let’s go, let’s invite some people form the class.”


  “That’s true, I’ll think about it at that time…”


  The conversation quickly separates from Nishino, and forms between the two ikemen.


  There was no gap for the futsmen to enter. There was no gap for the futsmen to reply.


  “Then, I’ll be excusing myself.”


  With a slight bow, the futsumen leaves the spot.


  Graduation Trip 2


  


  Saturday, Nishino stands in Narita.


  In a place separated by economy and business, he wasted time in the refined lounge provided by the airline. Two seats face to face, it is on one of those sofas that he arrogantly crosses his legs. Then so, while looking at the news on his phone, he tilts the black coffee.


  As far as he is aware, the manner in which he conducts himself is appropriate for the location.


  However, that outfit stands out from the surroundings.


  Blue jeans and checkered shirt bought from a cheap brand. Sneakers that cost 1,980 yen bought on sale from a general store. Furthermore, his hand luggage is a small knockoff rucksack. Including underwear and socks, everything together cost less than 10,000 yen.


  The fact that it was just bought shows from how neat they are. Very clean. There’s nothing to criticize about it when it comes to everyday clothes. However, when considering the other customers, along with the face that matches his age, to the others he is only seen as a cheap person.


  “…Fumu, it’s as lively as ever over there.”


  But, to Nishino this was the usual, and he had no worries about it. With a mutter he gazes at the newspaper, as he is now, it is exactly like a boy that is overreaches when asserting himself. While sad, these are his usual actions.


  No matter the place, a man who always moves at his own pace.


  At first, employees checked for the existence of a ticket.


  To the workers in the lounge, he is an existence that appears once or twice a month, and he stimulated their curiosity more than any other customer. But, they hesitated once they took the location into considering, and at most, Hey, he came again, That kid? They whispered behind his back.


  Then so, several minutes after arriving. At a time appropriate for the steam from the coffee to stop rising.


  The floor became a bit livelier.


  It isn’t because of others screaming and shouting. But, with whispers here and there, the atmosphere of the floor became restless. Like a wave, the commission moves from the reception to the hall.


  Soon enough it reaches to where Nishino sits.


  But even then he did not concern himself with it, and he indifferent gazes at the newspaper reflected on his phone. It isn’t as if doing that will have any significant impact. The important information was already obtained from Marquis. But, it is his method in order to prepare for any unexpected situation.


  While in his work mode, he is more stoic and cynical than usual.


  Suddenly, a voice to the side interrupts the futsumen’s concentration.


  “Y, you, can it be, Nishino…?”


  An unexpected name was called out.


  Because the voice was close by, Nishino shifts his gaze.


  Where his eyes arrive, is at someone he recently became acquainted to.


  “A trip? The free time you get in a band is enough to make me jealous.”


  “Of, of course it’s for work, even like this I’m quite popular on the other side of the ocean.”


  “Is that so? Then I said something bad.”


  To Nishino, it is the rock princess, Ogata Tarosuke.


  In the same way as the culture festival’s first day, he wore a suit and sunglasses. Everything is from a brand, and at least 100,000. But, from what can be seen, compared to the ones in the culture festival, the quality of this was a bit lower. In other words it is the everyday clothes of a person in the entertainment business.


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  He continues his words after confirming the seat opposite to the futsumen is empty.


  The sofa opposite to Nishino.


  “Oi, Nishino.”


  “What?”


  “The opposite side, d, do you care if I sit?”


  “Do as you like.”


  As always, the futsumen ends it with a curt attitude. He only lifted his face for a moment, and then immediately returned to his phone. It isn’t as if it is an article he needed to focus on. But compared to looking at Tarousuke’s face, doing this is more productive.


  On the other hand, for the one who oversaw this, while disguising himself in a nonchalant attitude, with a considerable amount of tension he sits on the opposite sofa.


  Before he knew it, a smile appeared on the ikemen’s face. The person himself tried hiding it, but he was unable to calm the state of his happy muscles, instead it became something strange as his muscles twitch.


  From the surroundings, the other customers took glances.


  He is the leader of a rock band, and in addition he also excels at solo performances. With many fans inside and outside of the country, and with his influence in the streets, within Japan his position is one that is among a number of people that can be counted on one hand.


  “However, to think I’d meet with you in an airport lounge, it’s quite the coincidence.”


  Tarousuke spoke with an expression full of expectations and anxieties.


  Soon after sitting on the sofa, he brought a topic to the futsumen.


  “Wh, what flight are you riding? Is it soon?”


  To this, while still looking at his phone, Nishino continued with his curt attitude.


  “The next one to London.”


  “…Eh? Really?”


  “Then what if I’m lying?”


  “N, no, umm, I’m also on the same flight…”


  A smile rises on Tarousuke’s face.


  But soon after, the person himself realizes the change, and it transforms into an awkward frown. He desperately attempted to hide his joy. But with too much joy, he quickly takes out the ticket from his pants pocket, and barely manages to hold his ground.


  “It certainly is a great coincidence.”


  “Ri, right?”


  In a somewhat excited state, Tarousuke continues with another question.


  “Are you travelling? Looks like your dressed quite casually.”


  “No, it’s work.”


  “……”


  Nishino who returned the words was indifferent to the end.


  Tarousuke who was saved from that very work, certainly understood what the word meant. He suddenly recalls the gaze of a mafia man from a few days ago, and a chill runs through his spine.


  “S, so you, also go abroad?”


  “In terms of numbers, there are more outside of the country.”


  “…How, are you that rock?”


  “Rock?”


  “Aah, no, it, it’s nothing. Nothing.”


  In a joyous manner, with a vexing manner, Tarosuke made a complicated expression. Nishino does not respond to this. Because of the gazes from the surroundings, he judged that begin too friendly with the person in front of him would be problematic.


  Even in the airport’s lounge, the rock fella is considerably popular.


  “A single, piece of advice.”


  Towards him, Nishino opens his mouth as if recalling something.


  In these past few days, he has also been helped a bit.


  With a miniscule amount of goodwill, he faces the person in front of him.


  “Ad, advice?”


  “For the next few days, it’d be best to not get close to Lefkada.”


  “O, oi, is that…”


  The rock fella became considerably flustered.


  But, Nishino did not respond any further.


  “…Don’t make too much noise. You’ll bother the others.”


  With no hesitation, the futsumen spoke an embarrassing line, there is no doubt that he has splendidly terrible communication skills. As for the other customers watching the two, the feelings they held in their hearts towards this was embarrassment.


  But, there was still a person who would accept that line.


  “A, aah…”


  While shaking, Tarousuke nods.


  The threat he had received during the culture festival from Rose, who is in the same business, is still effective. That day, he quickly departed Tsunuma Highschool, the reason was the gaze she pointed at him. He ran with his tail between his legs.


  That is why, he would not think of this as simply a jest or a whim.


  “Then it’s fine.”


  “……”


  Thanks to that, there were many misgivings held in the gazes that had witnessed the conversation. A celebrity whose annual wage exceeds a billion, concerning himself with a dull highschool boy, what was reflected in the eyes of the ones who didn’t know was only a very strange sight.


  But with the location being what it is, there was no one who butted into the conversation. With the grade of the ticket being high, the value of the person is superior. If this was a general lounge, then things would be more troublesome.


  “By the way Nishino, are you…”


  Tarousuke once again opens his mouth.


  However, it was then that the phone in Nishino’s hand made a sound as it vibrated.


  At the same time as the ikemen closes his mouth, the futsumen directs his eyes to it.


  It seems he is getting a phone call. The caller that is displayed, is one that he knows far too well.


  “……”


  As soon as he glanced at the caller, Nishino quickly stuffed the phone into his pocket.


  Then so, he ignores the vibrations that continued coming from the other side of his pants. As if it never came to begin with.


  “Continue what you were saying.”


  “B, but, it’s still ringing! That’s a call isn’t it!?”


  Bu-bu-bu, bu-bu-bu, the phone continues vibrating.


  It showed no signs of stopping.


  “Don’t mind it.”


  “No, no, no, I am minding it!”


  “……”


  At Tarousuke’s urging, Nishino reluctantly takes the call.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  A location several hundred meters away from where Nishino and Tarousuke where conversing. After giving the airline ticket to the receptionist, they moved to the general lounge that everyone uses. It is there that Rose turns to Takeuchi-kun with a never before seen resentment.


  “Why is he not here?”


  “After school yesterday, he said it at the very end. That there was a conflict in his schedule.”


  The ikemen she spoke to, casually responds while combing his hair upwards. An expression as if he successfully tricked her. Having luckily lured the woman he aimed for, he is in an extremely good mood. It is as if he doesn’t notice the anger directed at him.


  It’s because he doesn’t realize that he is betting a percentage of his life at this moment, that the others also don’t realize. In as calm a tone as possible, she seeks an explanation from the ikemen in front of her. She asks about where her loved one went to.


  “Have you confirmed that with the person himself?”


  “Eh? Aah, he came and returned the ticket.”


  Takeuchi-kun throws a look at Suzuki-kun.


  A signal for a good follow up.


  Naturally, Suzuki-kun catches this and continues.


  “It was just yesterday, but that Nishino came to us during club activities, and he said he couldn’t make it to tomorrow’s trip. That’s why, with no other choice, it’d be bad to waste the ticket, so I butted in for a bit.”


  Incidentally, everyone is wearing casual clothes today. At Takeuchi-kun’s lead, everyone met while wearing their best clothes. As for Suzuki-kun, in order to appeal to Shimizu, he went for a more adult jacket and pants.


  But, the class rep who knew everything felt uneasy.


  She couldn’t afford to concern herself with the clothes of the others.


  Why Rose stood in this place, she clearly understood.


  “…Is that so.”


  As if resigned, the blonde haired loli slowly nods.


  A considerable amount of regret peeked through her behavior.


  “Since it’s like hat, we have to enjoy ourselves for Nishino’s as well. Right?”


  Takeuchi-kun continues with a brimming vitality.


  The boarding procedures were already finished. He must think it’d be unreasonable to go back at this point. In truth, having come this far, then the rest should be fine, so is what Takeuchi-kun holds in his chest. He was convinced that if he pushed then most women would fall and spread their legs.


  “…I will try to get in contact with him, is that fine?”


  “Eh? Ah, aah…”


  Rose says as she takes her phone from her pocket.


  Takeuchi-kun had no choice but to nod at this.


  She quickly separates from the others. Where she moves to is the side of the lounge, a corner with few people passing by. In order to avoid the hectic traffic, she stands by the side of a large pillar, and secures a private space.


  It is there that she operates the phone and opens the line.


  Naturally, at the other side is the futsumen in question.


  After about a dozen calls, he answers.


  “…Don’t you know when to give up?”


  A curt complaint was immediately returned.


  However, Rose is not discouraged by this.


  “Is it true that you are not coming on the trip?”


  “……”


  The blonde haired loli spoke in an unusually weak tone.


  It seems that she greatly looked forward to the trip together with Nishino. With the hand that wasn’t gripping the phone, she made a tight fist, drop by drop, blood fell from the nails that dug in her skin. The specks that formed on the floor are the embodiment of her sadness.


  Completely ××××.


  “It’s as I explained to Takeuchi-kun.”


  “Is that so…”


  “I’m hanging up.”


  “Wait for just a bit, I want to talk.”


  “…What more do you want to say?”


  Across the phone she held, a sound suddenly reached Rose. The typical thanks or thank you very much that airlines use, a notification of a flight soon to depart.


  It’s with that, that the very same departure notification had entered her own ears, she notices that the two are the same. However, compared to the lounge she is in, the surroundings of the one on the other side is quiet. Enough so that the announcement can be perfectly heard.


  The announcement once again mixes in, along with the faint sound of a piano.


  “Are you leaving the country soon? Not the Sakura but the first lounge, I’m jealous. At the time I came to Japan, I was turned away because I came with a different company.”


  “Sharp eared woman…”


  Two possibilities. Having led him on she managed to magnificently get her information. As for Nishino, he did not know where this leaked out from. He didn’t consider that he’d be discovered at this point. It seems that she was slightly superior to him in this point.


  As if suddenly remembering, Rose immediately takes out another phone. Crouching down, she brings up the information of the departures from the airline. With the latest flights, she makes a guess of his destination.


  The condition to be in the lounge that Nishino is in, is to be in the first class of the same flight, or to be the holder of a special credit card of high rank provided by an affiliated business or cooperation, or else be a member of high status in Oneworld.


  Taking Nishino’s age into account, it’s unlikely that he’s a holder of the special card or has the qualifications for it. Once in the apartment, he made a sour face when mentioning his guarantor, so Rose was completely convinced of it.


  Furthermore, having an illegal job, there is no reason he would attach himself to a mileage service. Oneworld is the same. With those reasons, 8 or 9 out of ten times it’s simply be a ticket.


  With this series of judgements, along with the schedule on her phone, she decided to have hope. From what she could draw the flight would be for Sydney or London. And, Rose and the others have plans to go on the latter flight.


  Thus, she decided to gamble.


  This moment, lasted for about ten seconds.


  “Is your work location London perhaps? Still, isn’t the old Blum’s Garden there? If it is known that ⟦Normal⟧ is entering, then won’t it be quite troublesome, will it be fine?”


  “…So what are you trying to say?”


  Having guessed the right flight, Rose’s statement draws Nishino’s attention.


  From that silence, she was convinced of his flight.


  With that done, the next thing to do is to look for the transfer flight from london.


  “If there is somewhere else to go, let’s see…”


  Rose thinks for a bit. She quickly moves her hand on her phone, taking into account the time of arrival at Gatwick Airport, she tries to confirm the possibility of a transfer flight. She moves her eyes up and down as if licking the screen, movements that were enough to be disgusting.


  From the fact that the plane is going from Japan to Europe, then it would have to be a neighboring country. Furthermore, there is no direct flight from Japan, she can lower the options from that. It’s fine, I can do it. There’s no problem, something like this is easy.


  She repeats in her heart to persuade herself, and compares the flight schedules.


  Prague, wrong. Rome, wrong. Pisa, wrong. Malaga, wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong. Where is it? Which flight is it? The one transporting the best looking person in the world, the name of that luckiest flight. I beseech you, please teach me that name, as she continues.


  Rose licks through the list with a terrifying vigour.


  However, even for her she has no idea of where it could go. The options are far too many. And so, she has kept her conversation partner waiting. She cannot continue with her silence. It is there that the wise Rose quickly changes her plan.


  It is for times like this that she has her servant, Shimizu.


  Assuming it is within the area of Europe, it’s possible for the destination to be a 3 or 4 hour flight. There is no reason to put herself in danger here, and she makes the appropriate decision.


  If Shimizu were to ask, then even he wouldn’t be able to bluntly refuse.


  It is a decision that comes from the fact that she once used a beautiful italian girl to successfully obtain his contact information.


  “I’ll be counting on you, for a souvenir.”


  “……”


  Immediately after her mutter, the line was cut.


  The length of the phone call, 3 minutes 33 seconds.


  Rose, danced in ecstacy.


  “……Fu, fu-fu, fu-fu-fu-fu-fu.”


  An unsettling smile rises on her face.


  Her voice leaks out.


  “Nishino-kun, I will not give up. Even if I have to crawl, I will surely meet you.”


  That expression burns with passion.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  At a different place, the one on the other side of the line.


  “…What’s wrong? You don’t look happy.”


  “No, just an unpleasant contact.”


  A question asked by Tarousuke. To this, Nishino answered while ending the call and putting the phone in his pants pocket. His expression was displeasure itself. To him, Rose still holds an extremely low position.


  “Is, is that so.”


  In the meantime, the preparations for their flight had finished. In the lounge the announcement of the next flight rings out. They quickly prepare to embark. And the standard complaints come out.


  “Oi, Nishino, i, it’s time.”


  “Aah…”


  The two get up from the sofas.


  They mix in with the flow of the other customers and head to the boarding gate. Since the amount of seats are limited, it isn’t such a large group. A young couple, a well built man in a suit, and parents taking their children along.


  “By the way, where’s your seat?”


  While walking to the side of the hall, Tarousuke asks Nishino.


  “Seat?”


  “Th, the flight seat.”


  “Aah…”


  Nishino checks the ticket.


  “It’s 01A.”


  “…I’m 02D.”


  “Diagonally behind is it.”


  “R, right…”


  As the seat numbering suggests, there are many who go on business trips overseas together. On that note Nishino’s seat is by the corridor of the window side. In comparison, Tarosuke’s seat is one adjoined to another passenger. From the number of guests going down the hall, it’s likely that his plans are delayed.


  “Is it a sudden business trip?”


  “Ah, aah, it’s a sudden job…”


  “I see.”


  In fact, it is because he appeared in the second day of Tsunuma Highschool’s culture festival that his work was delayed. The other staff are already at location, and all that’s left is to wait for the person himself to arrive. If this flight is missed, then the following jobs will be unable to be done.


  Then whether he knew that or not, Nishino makes a proposal to Tarousuke.


  “…If you want to avoid trouble, then I wouldn’t mind switching.”


  “No, it isn’t that important.”


  “Is it really fine?”


  “There’s also a tall separator.”


  “I see.”


  While exchanging words, the two make their way to the boarding gate with light steps.


  As expected, the other customers of the same flight are taking glances. If he was a third class star, then he wouldn’t be attracting this much attention. However, for whatever the reason, he is currently the most well known celebrity in Japan.


  “Hey, by the way can I ask something?”


  “What?”


  “Your coworker, about that blonde haired woman…”


  “…What about her?”


  With Rose being brought up, Nishino’s suddenly tenses up.


  Tarousuke continues without minding that.


  “Is that person really a work companion of yours?”


  “Companion is misleading. The correct term would be a person of the same trade.”


  Nishino had no plans of getting along with her.


  It’s there that his expression sours, and he asks the ikemen by his side.


  “What about that?”


  “No, about that. I had the opportunity to talk with her for a bit…”


  “Second day of the culture festival?”


  “Aah, there was something curious about that time, that’s, how do I put it…”


  “…What about her?”


  “The eyes that girl looked at me with, they didn’t look appropriate for her age at all.”


  The memory of the Tarousuke’s kidnapping event is still fresh in Nishino’s mind as well. The ikemen who was tied up and driven to a corner, at the moment of life and death, he saw the smiling face of the man with the knife. The insane smile of a man from an unknown country.


  That overlapped with the smile Rose made.


  Every night he sees a nightmare of the former, however, from that experience in the second day of the culture festival, these past few days, for some reason the latter now replaced it. That is the reason for the questions. The nightmares often wake him in the dead of night.


  “Did she threaten you?”


  “No, i, it isn’t something that big…”


  Why had it influenced him to that extent, not even the person himself knows. Saying it wasn’t a threat is a lie, but when compared to the memory of the knife thrust to his neck, it was only a bit overwhelming.


  But, having heard that, Nishino realizes her evil deeds and makes a quick decision.


  “…Okay. I’ll give her a warning.”


  “Ah, no, i, it isn’t something that you need to go that far for.”


  Thanks to that Tarousuke panicked at the awkward situation.


  He can’t bear the thought of her retaliation if he poorly relies on Nishino.


  “At any rate it won’t change the fact that she’s a nuisance.”


  “No, ra, rather than a nuisance, instead to you…”


  “What about me?”


  “Aah, no that’s, umm…”


  The expression of Rose on that day in the culture festival appears. In front of that gaze, Tarosuke was able to get some idea of the situation. He isn’t an ikemen for show. His communication skills are extremely high. Especially his sensitivity towards the opposite sex is outstanding.


  Compared to him, even Takeuchi-kun is no match.


  However, because the futsumen in front of him doesn’t see her as the opposite sex, there will be a lot of troubles. Furthermore, he didn’t have enough evidence in hand. Thanks to that the hesitation in his following words caused them to become vague.


  “…It’s really fine if you say nothing.”


  Tarousuke informs.


  “If you say that much, then I won’t forcefully push my own circumstances on you.”


  “S, sorry. I’ve read too far into it.”


  “The one who should be sorry is that woman. There’s no need for you to worry.”


  “…Aah.”


  The ikemen had an expression that couldn’t say anything.


  It’s within that time that the two arrived at the boarding gate.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  A trouble broke out a few hours after take off.


  Soon after crossing Japan’s ocean, an incident occurred deep within the Eurasia continent. As he was about to take a nap, he moves his head from his phone, and his already thin eyes, narrow even more.


  Having finished his meal, he was just getting tired of reading a book.


  At a point several dozens meters behind the seat Nishino was in.


  The door to the floor is forcefully swung open. At the same time, four men and women in suits rushed inside. From below the eyes, their faces were hidden with black scarves. And through some means, they held pistols that they managed to carry inside the plane.


  In an instant the group moves up to the front of the floor.


  A position that enables them to see all the passengers.


  Then so, the one who appears to be the representative opens his mouth.


  “Don’t stand up! Stay quiet, and obey!”


  A demand with the gun pointed to the passengers.


  The sight is directed to the front of the floor, towards a child in a family that sat near them.


  With the chain of events that occurred in front of them, every single person understood the situation. The worst possible situation in an aircraft is now occurring. Recently, these situations have drastically decreased, and for all the passengers present this was an exceedingly rare misfortune.


  Screams are raised from various locations.


  “…Of all things, it’s at this timing.”


  While gazing at the armed men, Nishino mutters with resignation.


  All the customers shut their mouths, and their bodies begin trembling.


  Immediately after, Taorusuke’s voice echoes throughout the floor.


  “Wait a moment, if you’re taking a hostage then take me. Release the child!”


  He got up from his seat and walked several steps forward. Just as he reached Nishino’s seat, he said something extremely stylish. Looking closely at his knees, they are trembling. It seems like he is enduring it due to pride.


  “…Oi, are you alright?”


  The futsumen asks without letting that slip by.


  “Haa, who do you think I am?”


  But, the ikemen doesn’t lose heart. Tarousuke desperately puts on airs. His heart is pounding enough to hurt, and the tension is causing sweat to come out of his forehead. If he loosens up, then he would collapse on the spot, the person himself is now experiencing overwhelming stress.


  “Oi, I thought I saw that face somewhere before, it’s that popular guitarist.”


  One of the hijackers mutters.


  In order to not let his fear take over, Tarousuke responds by using his all to keep up his act.


  “You know of my songs? Then you have some promise as a person.”


  “With it being everywhere, I’ll hear it even if I didn’t want to.”


  “If it’s a sign you want then I’ll give as many as you like. In exchange put away that dangerous object.”


  “Be quiet. Get back to your seat.”


  The criminal who ordered Tarosuke glances at his companion.


  One of the members moves in response. In a brisk pace he quickly makes his way to Tarousuke, and from the front a gun is thrust at his chest. The tip of the steel is thrust at the flesh, in the space between the ribs, in the area around the heart, it is painfully moved around.


  Tarosuke’s face twitches from the pain and tension.


  “Oi, would you really shoot? If you happen to hit the window then it’d become dangerous.”


  “Even with one or two windows broken, recent passenger planes are made to be able to handle that. At worst, even if a large hole opens in this block, it should be possible to get to a safe altitude. Do you want to test it?”


  In response to the ikmen’s words, the pistol of a different man pointed at him.


  It is the one with the mask at the front that points the gun at the child.


  From his words he seems to be the man in charge, the leader of the group with suits and masks. All the other hijackers in the group say nothing to his words.


  “I, I get it, I believe you. There’s no need to confirm it.”


  “…Hurry back to your seat.”


  “Damn it.”


  With an abusive word, with his body pointing forward, Tarousuke returns to his seat.


  But then, in response to him, a voice comes from his immediate side.


  “Tarousuke, I’ll teach you how to handle a gun.”


  “…Eh?”


  Nishino.


  Having his name suddenly called, the ikemen’s gaze moves to the futsumen.


  The masked man who threatened him was the same.


  No, all the present passengers turned their attention.


  Everyone knew that the one who let out their voice is a boy in his teens, as if to complain about what he’s saying, they all make quizzical expressions. The criminals and the hostages, Why is there a need to try and act cool in this situation? they appear to think while knitting their brows.


  Furthermore, speaking of his behavior, he has both feet crossed on top of the ottoman, and his back is sticking to the reclining seat. No matter how it’s seen it only looks like someone feeling at home. Extremely relaxed.


  It was as if he layed in the lounge of a summer resort on a southern country. In his hand is a glass with orange juice poured in, and in a nonchalant tone, Go-ku-ri, a small sound rings out from his throat.


  “…Oi.”


  The man who is pointing the gun at Tarosuke’s chest lets out a small mutter.


  From the far too irritating sight, even he couldn’t keep his cool.


  Naturally a complaint is raised.


  The distance between the two is about three meters. It’s a distance where they can take a step forward and reach out to each other. While leaving Tarousuke in front of him, he shifts the gun to his side, and the sights change to Nishino.


  But, the one who the muzzle points at, indifferently continues without a care in the world.


  “Are you ready? First is lesson one.”


  “O-oi, Nishino…”


  With a mutter, the futsumen abruptly stands.


  The glass is placed on the side table to his side.


  “In the occasions that the gun is touching the body, you can judge that the opponent is looking down on you. The next action to take in this situation is only natural.”


  The unperturbed futsumen moves forward, and the man reacts.


  In the same way as Tarousuke, the pistol is thrust at Nishino’s abdomen.


  “Oi, if you don’t want to die then stay quiet.”


  A low growl as if being released from the depths of the stomach. Usually, together with the existence of a gun, everyone would become frightened. In fact, from that man’s actions, a shrill scream is raised from somewhere.


  But, this futsumen is a bit different from the others.


  A warning on how to handle.


  “Certainly when compared to the head the abdomen is larger, and it’d require the corresponding skill. However, the main point is the same. No matter how fast you avoid the muzzle, it will end the same.”


  “N, no, Nishino…”


  As expected even Tarousuke is in suspense.


  However, the futsumen didn’t listen.


  “Also, this time there are a lot of passengers. The point you should be most careful about is this. On the off chance that a stray bullet hits someone, that’s the point it’d be game over.”


  He fluently continues his words.


  It is as if he is drunk, and the troubled gazes of the surroundings gathered on him. Who is it, who gave this kid alcohol? They wore expressions as if saying that. For one of the couples who boarded, this was too painful to watch.


  The man’s age is in the mid twenties. It seems he is experienced, and he tightly gripped his hand.


  “This brat…”


  The masked man’s patience has finally reached its limit, he swings the arm that isn’t holding the gun. It aimed for the futsumen’s cheek, he planned to hit him with a fist. One hit, if it hurts him, then he should quiet down.


  At that instant, Nishino moves.


  “When the opponents attention is elsewhere, do this.”


  With a half turn he twists his body.


  At the same time both hands slip under the pistol. The right hand grasps the slide. The left hand goes to grab the grip. Then so, with the trigger at the center, the gun’s body is vigorously rotated clockwise.


  The finger of the man that was on the gun, moved in an unreasonable direction as he let out a scream. Because from his wrist forward was caught up in it, each joint twisted in the opposite direction, the one who received this was unable to bear it and fell onto his knee.


  “Uu…”


  His grip on the gun was naive.


  The right hand of Nishino that stole the slide now moves to the trigger guard. Without much resistance the pistol is separated from the man. The other hand reaffixes it’s hold on the grip, and the owner of the object had been completely replaced.
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  Immediately after stealing it, Nishino fires a shot at his opponents head. The man had no time to raise a scream. His life ended before he could understand what happened to his own body. With a thud, he falls down face forward.


  In no time at all, the next shot is fired, and the sound of the gunshot echoes.


  Once again this came from Nishino’s hand.


  This time as the passengers were wondering what happened, the sound of a man in the front of the floor falling echoes out. Don, ga-ra ga-ra, gashan, it rolled around the inside of the plane as it makes loud noises. The attention that was focused on Nishino, now moves to the source of the sound.


  The one who fell was the one thought to be the group’s leader. It pierced through the center of his eyebrows. In the same way as the man who threatened Tarosuke, it was an instant death. While readying the gun, he died without being able to fire a single shot.


  “Move, lesson two is live practice.”


  Nishino hollars with a strengthened tone.


  At the same time he throws the gun in his hand to Tarosuke.


  “Recover the hostages and deal with the rest.”


  “Se, seriously!?”


  “I’ll support. So do as you like.”


  “Uu…”


  “Did you remove the safety?”


  The gun fit well into the ikemen’s hands.


  Tarosuke was more obedient than he thought, and he heads to practice.


  “D, don’t kill me!”


  “Who are you saying that to?”


  “Hi-hii…”


  The ikemen radies the pistol in front of him. In an instant, what appeared in his mind, was the figure of the boy Nishino Gokyou rushing to him when he was in a pinch. The futsumen was beautified as divine. Using this experience, Tarousuke pulls the trigger.


  Pan-pan, the sound of gunshots resound.


  17 shots in total. 10 of those shots were fired by the remaining two in masks. All of this was aimed at Nishino and Tarousuke. 7 of those shots reach their course. However, right before they could hit the targets flesh, their momentum becomes zero and they fall on the floor.


  A Nishino magic that the person himself doesn’t know the theory behind. Something like a barrier.


  On the other hand, of the seven shots from Tarosuke, one shot hits one of the remaining masked men in the abdomen. It seems it hit somewhere quite painful, and with both hands holding his stomach, he falls onto the floor, and curls up on the spot. There was also a scream from the floor to follow up.


  With the gun having fallen, the woman that is a part of the couple jumps for it and successfully recovers it.


  She must’ve been influenced by the heroic actions of the ikemen celebrity. In a few years, this will be a moment she can boast of over drinks, so is the decision she made today. In her mind, she was already devising the contents of her letter for her social service account.


  Hijack now.


  “One left. Calm down and aim for the stomach.”


  “O, ouu!”


  Of the four, three had fallen, and there is only one remaining.


  A one on one fight.


  At the front of the floor the ikemen and masked suit person face each other.


  The latter is the only woman in the group. Her breasts are visible across the suit jacket. Plump thighs peeking out of the short suit skirt, and naturally, the gazes of all the males where directed there.


  They all face her, but, Tarousuke talks as if she has no charm at all.


  “Sorry but, I won’t hold back even if you are a woman.”


  With the help of Nishino’s existence, some of his calm was able to return. As well as having noticed the attention of the passengers and tour guide, on top of acting like an actor in high spirits, a small smile came along with that question.


  “Kuu…”


  With the guns pointed at each other the situation reached a stalemate.


  It is like a scene in a movie.


  “By the way Nishino, what are you supposed to do in these situations?”


  While glaring across the gun to the masked beautiful woman, Tarousuke asks.


  “Let’s see…”


  After being asked, the futsumen takes some time to think.


  Soon enough, he answers with few words.


  “Usually, at that point, it’d be the end.”


  “Is, is that so?”


  “I’m tired of this, I can’t move anymore, I want to rest already, it’s as if you’re telling that to the opponent. If that woman wasn’t such an amateur, you would have already been killed three times over. This is a big deduction.”


  “……”


  Overwhelming arrogance from one side. Even if looking at it from the side, it is something that is sure to irritate anyone listening. In fact, most of the customers on the floor, Why is that kid being so casual with him? and the questions continue piling up.


  Thus, looking at it is very irritating.


  However, Tarousuke obediently takes the given lessons, even while fighting the own situation he was put in. Having been forced out of his everyday life, the ikemen obeys. It seems he likes these types of things.


  “The practice was about five points.”


  “I’ll just ask, but out of how many points?”


  “Out of 1000 points.”


  “…Is, is that so.”


  Nishino acts as if it’s something good.


  It is the greatest cynicism.


  The person himself had a sober face as he thought of that behavior as ordinary. In a nonchalant manner he returns to his seat. While grandiosity placing his legs on top of the ottoman, he takes the partially consumed orange juice that was left on the side table.


  In the end, how much meaning did that act have. Nay, there is no way it had any. A gulp is taken to dampen his dry throat. As if tasting a high strength alcohol straight, he freely drinks the 100 percent natural fruit juice while putting on airs of importance.


  Then so, once the inside of his mouth was comfortable, he continues his instructions to Tarousuke.


  “Lesson three. This is the last.”


  Naturally, the one who received that raised a question.


  While still holding the pistol ready, he responds to Nishino’s instruction.


  “What are you gonna make me do this time.”


  “At the timing I instruct jump to the side, and shoot while aiming at the woman’s head.”


  “With this situation?”


  “It’s a technique precisely for this situation. Maintain your nerves.”


  “It’s a pretty hard lesson, oi.”


  Because the instructions given to Tarousuke were able to be heard by the masked suit women with the gun pointing at her, the surroundings became uneasy. If done poorly the he will be shot, the complexion of the passengers and tour guide worsen.


  Only the person himself knew of his own safety due to Nsihino’s existence. It’s because the futsumen who once stopped a hail of bullets in a room is in front of him, that he is able to say that this time should be fine.


  Nevertheless, being the first time he ever shot at a persons,Tarosuke’s tension was extreme. Sweat runs down from his brow, and his knees are still trembling. The gun readied in front of him, moves little by little making it unsteady.


  “Jump to the side, make sure of your aim, and pull the trigger. That’s all there is to it.”


  “You say it like it’s easy to do.”


  “That’s because it is, It’s simple.”


  Immediately after that blunt reply, Nishino moves the sight of his vision. In that direction is the seat next to Tarosuke that has his guitar case. It must have some value, as the rock fella even brought that into the plane.


  While uninterestedly looking at that, the futsumen once again takes a sip from his orange juice. Eventually, along with all the annoyances he was causing, he continues his words to Tarousuke.


  “Compared to strumming the F and G barre code[1] this is much simpler. This guitar isn’t something you can just hold down with your fingers.”


  “But my songs always use an open chord, If you want, I can even teach you after this, the fundamental of the guitar.”


  “Okay, if you go that far then go easy.”


  Nishino gulps down the remaining half of the orange juice.


  Then so, he mutters while gazing at that empty glass.


  “About that womans gun, there’s no more bullets inside. Don’t worry about it.”


  “Uu…”


  Having received Nishino’s words, the face of the masked beautiful woman stiffens. It seems it really was the truth. She immediately breaks off into a run. Her destination is several meters away, the location of where her companion had fallen. Over there is a single pistol that was unable to be recovered.


  The masked beautiful woman stretches out her hand.


  However, just before the tips of her fingers could reach, a glass came flying from behind, furthermore the gun that was merely meters away had now been knocked from reach. That was the glass that had just held the 100 percent natural orange juice.


  The masked beautiful woman shuddered from the unexpected glass that came flying in.


  On the other hand, the pistol rotates as it slide on top of the floor. Where that gun reached, was to that one couple, it was the woman who had secured the pistol from the leader. Just as before, she goes to secure it in great haste.


  Thus, she held them in both her right and left hands.


  Dual pistols now.


  “Hand that over.”


  “Uu…”


  With the masked beautiful woman groaning, in an instant, the female customer readies the two pistols. With a few steps, the two sights are precisely set onto the opponents head. Along with removing the safety, her fingers pull the trigger. Her expression was seriousness itself.


  With the sequence of events before him, Hyuu, Nishino lets out a whistle.


  Everyone on the floor became irritated.


  It seems like the situation has been settled.


  “Rather than you, that person over there might have more qualifications.”


  The futsumen says as if mocking Tarousuke. Still being in the seat as before, he appeared to be very relaxed. As he finished the orange juice, he spoke while playing with his phone out of boredom.


  “I, I’ll do it better next time…”


  The ikemen who answered, had a vexed expression.


  “It’s already over?”


  “They might have other companions?”


  “With all the noise from now, if there was no one else who came to check, then they must be a four man group. Although it should be made sure of, I don’t think there will be any more trouble. You should also restore your energy before heading to the next situation.”


  “I, is that so.”


  Happy but sad, Tarousuke wore an indescribable expression.


  The time was about ten minutes, and the strife had safely ended.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Several hours after the hijacking commotion, as planned, the plane Nishino rode arrived at Gatwick Airport. The culprits were promptly handed over to the on site police. Nevertheless, it wasn’t as if everything had ended perfectly.


  Moving to a hotel to the side of the airport, the country’s police organization began their inquiry.


  It’s at this moment that Nishino summarized Tarousuke’s activities, and it soon came to an end


  The other is a cultured person who travels all around the world. There is also the support of the other passengers. As a result, while the ikemen was being thoroughly questioned about the situation, Nishino was only asked a few standard questions, and he successfully slipped out.


  It went exactly as he planned.


  Because he has a job that cannot be told to others, standing out wouldn’t be good.


  Later when the topic of Nishino’s actions are brought up, by the time all the related people realize, he would no longer be in the hotel. Now Tarousuke is desperately insisting his identity, so that it will end without incident. If not, then depending on the situation he may be arrested.


  With those various things the futsumen’s plans were an hour behind, so he goes to secure his new flight.


  On the other hand, the other group was delayed for about 2 more hours.


  After about 3 hours pass from landing, Takeuchi-kun’s part is finally released.


  The difference in time is due to the difference in the ticket price.


  During the time they expected to tour London, it was instead spent waiting in the hotel for the inquiry, before they knew it the time for the next flight approached. In great haste they quickly call a taxi and return to the airport.


  “I wouldn’t have thought I’d have to go through this.”


  Takeuchi-kun says in a very exhausted state.


  Together with him are Rose, Shimizu, Matsuura-san, Suzuki-kun, and Risa-chan.


  Each of them move while taking along a large bag in hand.


  “Right! But, isn’t this in itself also an amazing experience!?”


  The only energetic one is Suzuki-kun.


  It’s because he slept on the plane since the time they departed to when they landed.


  Most likely, this is the time he believes he should be at max tension.


  “By the way Shimizu-san, can we have some time?”


  Rose interrupts the conversation between the two men.


  Where those eyes point to, is the class rep that is the most exhausted within the group. With her head limplessly hanging towards the floor, she seems to be feeling unwell. Not being able to sleep well inside the plane, and also being held in an unfamiliar place for a long period of time, she is likely completely mentally exhausted.


  “…Wh, what?”


  Her tone of answering was also unsteady.


  And to this, Rose continues as if to pour salt on her wounds.


  “I have a small request. May the two of us talk?”


  “……”


  Rose’s casual tone. Receiving this, in a flash, the atmosphere tenses up. From the thought of the boys, and the thoughts of the girls. The thoughts of everyone present were shaken by the words of the petite blonde haired loli.


  The love circumstances between the boys and girls.


  The only exception is the exhausted class rep that was asked.


  As she knows the truth of the perverted blonde in front of her, she wanted to be pardoned.


  “U, umm, I’m a little tired so…”


  “It won’t take much time. Our departure is soon as well.”


  “…Can it not be after we get on the plane?”


  “It would be difficult if it isn’t now. Hey, please. Won’t you cooperate with me?”


  On the surface, it appeared to be a humble request.


  However, if those burning eyes are seen, they would understand that it is that of a beast eyeing its prey. A pupil extending vertically that is nothing like that of a human, Shimizu’s body shiver as she knows her true character. There is no way to refuse.


  “Hey? Please.”


  “E, eeh… If you’re going that far.”


  “Then, come over here for a bit.”


  Rose and Shimizu move away. Looking at their backs, their classmates can only take wild guesses. Everyone expected that there would probably be at least one disturbance during the trip. But never in their dreams would they have thought it was because of Rose going mad for Nishino.


  In the corner of the lounge where their classmates can’t hear, Rose turns to Shimizu. Rose opens her mouth in no time at all. A gaze once used when atop of the rooftop, with an expression that has no intention of keeping up appearances, she asks a question.


  “I want to borrow your phone.”


  “M, my, phone?”


  The class rep in panic.


  Without minding, Rose carefully continues.


  “He also rode the last flight.”


  “He?”


  “It’s Nishino-kun, of course.”


  “…Eh?”


  The class rep in puzzlement.


  But, that lasted only a short time.


  “Wa, wait, is that true?”


  “It’s likely that there’s a job in Europe, I only tracked his destination to London. I couldn’t figure out the destination of his next flight. That is why, I want to use the topic from before as material, and confirm the next flight he’s riding.”


  “But, eh? Wh, why does Rose-san know that? Actually, what job? A job that’s overseas, what is it? To begin with Nishino is in school isn’t he? I don’t understand.”


  “Are you an idiot? Of course I heard it from him.”


  Without caring for the others circumstances, Rose overbearingly progresses the conversation.


  Shimizu has no idea what is happening.


  There was no explanation at all for the current exchange.


  But, that doesn’t matter.


  One way or another, the perverted loli wants Shimizu’s phone.


  “I, it feels like you didn’t answer the question.”


  Suddenly being treated like an idiot irritates the class rep.


  However, since her weakness is being held, she couldn’t put up sufficient resistance.


  “There’s no need for you to learn of any more.”


  “What’s, with that…”


  “If he’s contacted by you, then he should leak out some information.”


  “I’m not that close with Nishino-kun!”


  “That’s not the case for him. Eeh, even if it is the extremely aggravating truth”


  “Eh? Ah, no umm, e, even if you say that…”


  The class rep shivers at unexpectedly learning of Nishino’s favor towards her.


  What naturally comes up in her mind, is the memory of the premolars form top and bottom that had broken off.


  A talented woman who still remembers the sensation of her fist at the time.


  “Enough about that and give me the phone. If you say you don’t want to, then I will release everything.”


  “…I, I get it.”


  Shimizu couldn’t help but nod at the show of brute force. Between the two is an absolute relationship of power that is the school caste. While reluctant, Shimizu takes out the phone from her skirt pocket.


  Having received it, Rose nimbly operates it to bring up the mails.


  “Y, you’re not looking at my mail history right!?”


  “Calm yourself. I have no interest.”


  “Guu…”


  That in itself irritates the class rep.


  At least, she’s interested in the contents of Rose’s mailbox.


  “Have you ever exchanged mails with him in the past?”


  “N, no!”


  “Then there won’t be a problem with the contents. Thank goodness.”


  As soon as she spoke, the blonde haired loli begins operating the phone with her finger.


  Good day, this is Shimizu. I heard from Rose-chan, but is it true that Nishino-kun rode the same flight? Are you fine? Actually, do you have any plans to go somewhere? Could it be you have plans for a trip with different friends?


  “Wa, wait!”


  Shimizu raises her voice after taking a glance from the side.


  From her point of view, the distance in that mail was far too close.


  “What?”


  “Please revise it! Something like this is impossible!”


  “Is that so?”


  With no care, a press, and Rose hit the button to send.


  On the screen the image representing the mail is sending is displayed.


  “A, AaAAAAh!”


  “Your a woman that nags over everything. Quiet yourself.”


  “If your saying those things, th, then use your own…”


  The class 2-A class rep in despair.


  There was no way that Nishino’s address was in Shimizu’s phone. Both the address and destination where done by Rose. It is the private contact of her beloved that she was able to obtain through the introduction of a woman.


  “If that was possible, then I wouldn’t be consulting you.”


  “Wh, why…?”


  “If my info enters, then he would certainly not answer.”


  Rose clearly declares.


  At the time in Japan before departure as well, the call was one sidedly cut.


  “No, what does that even mean?”


  “Didn’t you also see.”


  “But it’s Rose-san isn’t it!? There’s no way!”


  To think there’d be a man who would ignore Rose’s correspondence, Shimizu couldn’t believe it. Nishino is an extremely ordinary man, a futsumen within the futsumen. If the other part is a woman, if there’s a hole, then they would go under anyone, so was the class rep’s one sided evaluation.


  Because of that reaction, the blonde haired loli responds with no more patience.


  “I’d like it if you didn’t clump someone such as him with the riff-raff that you know of.”


  “Wh, whats, with that…?”


  “Nishino-kun isn’t such a cheap man that meets the eye. To mix him in your worthless values, like a blind who can’t even see the important parts, to compare him on the same standards, what a rude woman you are.”


  “……”


  Receiving Rose’s words, an unpleasant face from the bottom of her heart appears on Shimizu.


  In reality, during the culture festival preparations, Nishino once called out to Matsuura-san because her appearance matched his preferences. Inside of Rose, that fact is something that never happened. It was an unfaltering answer, as if it is something she can boast of.


  “For the time being, I’ll hold onto this until he gets in contact.”


  “Ehh!? Wa, wait!”


  Shimizu’s phone is forcibly stuffed into her bag. She didn’t care about the other party’s will, compared to the honor student from school, she is like a completely different person.


  Having received this even the class rep got angry.


  “It’s mine so give it back!”


  Her hand stretches out. She goes to recover the phone.


  At that instant, a lively sound begins flowing from Rose’s bag


  Considering the timing, it would have to be a reply from Nsihino.


  “……”


  As if touching a hot object, her body jumps, and Rose swiftly reacts. Taking out the phone that was just put away, the phone is operated with a terrifying force. And with bloodshot eyes, she checks the message that had just arrived.


  And then, a reply with several lines is shown.


  Aah, it’s like she said. There was a bit of an uproar here, but thanks to the skilled handling of it by the passengers, it ended without incident. Thanks to that, my flight to Athens won’t be delayed. I am sorry for suddenly cancelling the planned trip.


  Indifferent and undecorated contents.


  At the same time, to Rose this was difficult to obtain information.
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  “AaAaAAAAAAAAAAAAh!”


  Before she knew it, a loud yell came out of her mouth.


  A sound unbefitting of a girl.


  Furthermore, with her back put into it, she makes a genuine guts pose.


  “Eh… Wa, wait, Rose, san…”


  The class rep draws away.


  The gazes from the surrounding also gather.


  “Hey, it’s unbearable~! Did you see!? Hey, Shimizu-san?”


  “Don’t suddenly raise a loud voice! You already stand out enough! Actually, what would you do if it managed to reach Takeuchi-kun and others!? No, they definitely heard that! That was heard throughout the whole floor!”


  “The best, Aah, your the best, Nishino-kun. Our meeting was undoubtedly decided in our previous lives. There is nothing that can separate the two of us, that is what the world wishes for. Yes, I really love you, I love you. I truly love you. Nishino-kun, I love everything about you”


  Without minding the surroundings, Rose begins speaking in a sickly-sweet voice. Completely absorbed in her thoughts. What flows out of that mouth is the name of the other, only words that praised him. Without minding the gazes of the others, she sing her praises for Nishino.


  “I love you~, Nishino-kuun…”


  “G, gross…”


  Goosebumps rise up on both of Shimzu’s arms, and she felt disgust. While shivering she scratches the rashes that had sprung forth with a finger. Although she looks beautiful to the eye, for the same sex that sequence of event was an out.


  Eventually, when she steals a glance at the mail, she realizes something.


  The flight that Nishino plans to take to was Athens, and the flight that they are waiting for, the destination is the same. I see, this pervert is happy that she has the same destination as the one in her mind, the class rep understood the reason for Rose’s joy.


  “……”


  It isn’t as if Shimizu doesn’t understand that herself.


  Even now, she is enjoying the fact that she is traveling together with Takeuchi-kun.


  “Thinking about Nishino makes me want to masturbate.”


  “Ha?”


  But, the mind of the one who threatens her is a bit strange.


  “I’ll be going to the toilet for a little, so please go ahead of me.”


  “You, wh, wh, what crazy things are you saying!?”


  “I’ll leave the luggage to you.”


  “Wait! Wait, waiit!”


  Shimizu had no time to stop it.


  Rose doubles her pace and heads for the restroom.


  It is then that she realizes.


  “Aah, wait! Don’t take my smartphoneeee!”


  A loud yell, however, the back of the other had disappeared in to the crowd of people. While of cacuasian lineage, Rose also has eye-catching long blonde hair. But it was only for a moment that she stayed in her vision, and it wasn’t long before her figure was lost.


  What was left behind is the luggage for two.


  Then so, about 10 minutes before the boarding announcement.


  “Give me a break, really…”


  The class rep was ready to burst into tears at any moment.


  Graduation Trip 3


  


  Just as the time is about to pass midnight, Nishino arrives at this destination.


  The time it took to leave Japan until he arrived at the hotel, exceeded 12 hours. Since his body is no different than an ordinary highschooler, the futsumen is extremely exhausted.


  “I’m worn out…”


  It is the best hotel in Lefkada.


  The one who procured the room was Marquis.


  The living room is about 100 square feet. Nishino’s home is no comparison. As far as being a place to rest in between work, this suite is more than enough.


  As it is an establishment by the sea, although the windows and curtains are currently shut, if they are opened during the daytime, without anything separating ones vision, the sublime view of the sea would be visible. In addition there is also a terrace attached, it is spacious enough to let a large group of people throw a party.


  From the room and terrace, the sea isn’t even 100 meters away. Not only that, but there are no other tall structures obstructing the view. In just a few more hours, the view of the sun rising over the glistening Meditarranian Sea would be in sight.


  It is also possible to simply change into a swimsuit and go out. In summer, this is a place with many tourists going in and out while wearing their swimsuits. Or in the middle of September as it currently is, there are many scuba divers and surfers who enjoy themselves.


  “……”


  No sooner than entering the room, Nishino falls face up onto his bed.


  As it is queen sized it is possible to spread out both arms. Compared to the small and dirty futon he has at home, it is much more comfortable as his eyelids begin closing. The sensation of the spring on the other side of the sheets also felt very good.


  Encouraged by the jet-lag, his body immediately begins dozing off.


  “…At this timing.”


  At the same time, fatigue attacks his body.


  “Relying on Marquis was the right choice…”


  He mutters as he confirms the handgun under his shirt with the palm of his hand.


  Like that, he closes his eyes.


  His luggage was thrown into the middle of the room and left like that. After checking in, and having forgotten his meal, he headed straight for his bed. Because of the incident on the flight, the futsumen was unable to get any decent sleep.


  Like this he will sleep until morning. Having decided so he relaxes his body.


  However, his sleep only lasted for a few minutes before it was interrupted.


  “Wait!”


  A woman’s shout.


  At the same time, Pan-pan, a sound of two gunshots.


  “…Quite the lively inn.”


  It was close by.


  With no chance to rest, he abruptly gets up.


  It was then, the window pane in his room makes a crashing sound as it breaks. On the other side of the shut curtains, someone invades the room. They most likely came through the terrace of another room.


  The other party is an unknown western men.


  His age is in his mid 40s. A suit with short trimmed hair dyed brown. Height is about 180. A well arranged beard similar to Castro. But, what is more impressive than that man’s beard, is what is held in his hand.


  A large .50 caliber handgun.


  “How about lowering that good gun you have?”


  While sitting down on the edge of the bed, the futsumen welcomed the man.


  “Che, I hate brats.”


  The man doubles his pace and moves to Nishino.


  After only several steps, the broken windowpane is pushed open, and another person enters. The kicked frame makes a crashing sound as it flies into the room, and the one who jumps in, is a beautiful blonde haired woman in a bright red suit.


  “Wait!”


  “…What, so it’s your prey?”


  It is someone that Nishino recognizes.


  Like Rose, an aunt with a smelly crotch.


  Francisca.


  “Ara, what a coincidence to meet you here. Are you on vacation?”


  “That’s my line. Also, this is my room.”


  In contrast to the restless Francisca, the futsumen answers in his usual manner. Not to mention the fact that he didn’t get up from the bed, but he did not even move. Even with the sudden invaders, there was no sign of him moving.


  “Working with a brat, what a joke of a woman! Then a little dirty asian boy at that, you, even with that pretty face you have quite the taste! If you want to go at it that much, then I’ll keep you company as much as you want.”


  It seems he misunderstood Nishino’s existence.


  “If you don’t want his head flying off then throw his gun away.”


  His frustration that he had just shown has calmed down, and as if the situation had turned around, he threatens in a boastful manner. His body is well forged, and his muscles are clearly visible from across his jacket.


  His opponent is a boy, and it’s a typical looking asian, the man felt superiority over them.


  On the other hand, Francisca who had seen the exchange, makes a foolish laugh as she speaks in an enjoyable manner. As if watching a joke in a comedy movie. While barely maintaining her aim, her shoulders started shaking.


  “Fu-fu-fu, the thing known as ignorance is terrifying, fu-fu.”


  “What’s the meaning in this? I’m sleepy.”


  Even with the muzzle further thrust into his head, Nishino’s attitude doesn’t change.


  Then he indifferently asks about the situation.


  “It was supposed to be a little catch, but my partner has made a blunder.”


  “If your moving as a pair, then your partners blunder is your own. Don’t shift the blame. Rather this only exposes your own incompetence.”


  “Eeh, I understand that. But, fu, fu-fu-fu.”


  “…What’s funny? What an unpleasant woman.”


  Francisca who laughs with an u-fu-fu, is certainly unpleasant.


  It’s mainly the laughter that is unpleasant.


  However, what meets the eye is pretty. Exceedingly beautiful. Nowadays, even in the age of diversification, she has a beautiful face that would cause 1000 out of 999 people to turn to her. Then so, that single exception, is the futsumen that she is currently speaking with.


  “Is me getting threatened really that enjoyable?”


  “Eeh, it’s enjoyable. Such an amusing sight, it’s been a long time. Fu, fu-fu, fu-fu-fu…”


  It seems she genuinely enjoys it.


  “Wh, what’re you laughing for!”


  The man being looked down on raises his voice in agner. He aims the gun at Francisca’s feet, and shoots as a threat. And the result, the muzzle separated form the futsumen’s head. The bullet that was fired opened a whole in the floor.


  Nishino moves as he recognizes this chance.


  “Be quiet, your bothering the other guests.”


  His arm swings from bottom to top. At the same time, the arm that holds the gun is suddenly severed from the elbow and below. With a thud the part that was cut off falls to the floor, and it lightly rolls by his feet.


  Before blood can spill out of the wound, the cross section begin freezing over with a crisp sound. Like bacteria growing in a petri dish, it looked like a colony had formed in fast forward. In the blink of an eye the cross section covers itself. This applies to the part that was cut off as well.


  Thanks to that not a drop of blood fell on the floor.


  “Th, the hell is thiiiiiiiiiis!”


  “…With this the issue is wrapped up.”


  The man shakes along with a scream. In his gaze is the arm that had frozen.


  Francisca is also the same.


  “Ehh, wh, what, is that…?”


  “Didn’t you get a report from Rose?”


  “A report, that, th, this is…”


  The seed of laughter had disappeared, as if all the laughing until now was a lie, she looks at the man’s arm with a tense expression. Just like a matter once requested of Rose, there was not much of a difference in her reaction compared to the time that she was given a head that was frozen in the same way.


  “Is there something you need to confirm? If not then deal with him.”


  “Ehh, ahh…”


  The beautiful blonde haired woman that was asked promptly raised her voice.


  “Wa, wait, there’s something I need to confirm with that man!”


  “Then hurry up.”


  The futsumen takes the gun from the man’s severed arm, and points it to his head.


  Having all of her actions hurried, Francisca continues her words.


  “Where is the Memory, would you confirm it?”


  “Wh, whe-where did you hear that…?”


  “Ara, not only your arm but you also want your head flying off?”


  “……”


  A smile with bad intentions. Francisca readies her gun, and speaks with composure. The muzzle does not shake, and it precisely aims at the man’s forehead. With her strength put into it she vigilantly holds her gun at read, there was no chance of negligence.


  Having lost his superiority, the man immediately begins panicking.


  His dominant hand cut off, and his gun lost, he had already lost his fighting spirit. Usually in that situation he should be writhing in pain. However, the wound that is cooled below the freezing point, whether fortunate or not, the pain isn’t properly transmitted.


  The short right arm that is frantically swinging is a comical sight.


  “Then you can say it can’t you? Please hurry.”


  “N, no, the Memory, I, that…”


  The man continues as if he’d break into tears at any moment.


  “…I see.”


  Francisca answers with the gun.


  What is shot is his thigh.


  “UoAah…”


  A blood vessel must have been hit. Blood spills out of the wound, a red splash flies onto the floor and bed. Nishino’s face warps at what he sees. The reason the man’s arm was frozen, was to avoid this situation.


  “Hurry and speak. My temper is short, the next one is going in your head.”


  “I, I don’t have it! Really! Believe me!”


  “Then where is it?”


  “I don’t know!”


  “Ara, that’s a problem.”


  Once again, the sound of a gunshot echoes in the room.


  This time it hit the opposite thigh.


  Unable to bear it, the man’s body collapses on the floor.


  No longer being able to prop himself up, he falls onto his bottom while he struggles with the pain.


  “It’s the truth! Sa, save me! I really don’t know!”


  Grovelling on the floor, a sloppy face covered in tears and snot is exposed.


  Then with that unsightly figure in view, Francisca indifferently answers.


  “Then that is as far as your role goes.”


  “Ehh…?”


  With a befuddled expression, the bullet from her hand is absorbed into his head. His body loses its support. A thud, and without a scream he falls flat on the floor.


  Thereafter, the man doesn’t even twitch.


  The wide open eyes were glaring at nowhere in particular. But, in the white of those eyes with light brown pupils, the blood flowing from his forehead mixes in and makes the border between the white vague.


  It seems the situation had been determined.


  “Good evening, it has been a while hasn’t it?”


  In contrast to the fallen man, Francisca speaks as if it was a coincidental meeting. Having been rescued from danger, her smile is also appropriate. It seems like that partner, was more troublesome than he looked.


  “What a cruel woman.”


  “Ara, your finally having a long awaited trip, so why are you in such bad humor?”


  With a bright smile, and a cheerful mood, Francisca asks.


  However, the futsumen strikes down her consideration.


  Still on the edge of his bed, he answers without having moved much since before.


  “But I don’t recall calling a woman?”


  “……”


  The unchallenged smile Francisca had since the beginning had frozen.


  But, regarding the current job, she also has some experience. The other side is only a child in his teens without any hair growing, in terms of mentally and economically I am a splendid adult. She repeats to herself on the inside, and although distorted, she continues with her best smile.


  “Ara, I may have mistaken the room. If you’d like, then I’ll embrace you as a service.”


  “I’m fine. More importantly I want the housekeeper, to do something with the room.”


  “In regards to that, I will make sure to take care of it, there will be no losses for you. If the proper procedures are taken, then you may even be able to get some preparations.”


  “Naturally.”


  “By the way, can I say something?”


  “No you can’t.”


  “……”


  Coupled with his sleepiness, Nishino’s words are more blunt than usual. The randomly narrowing eyes of his are also because of that sleepiness. It looks as if he is angrily glaring. Although barely supporting his back, if his shoulders are lightly tapped, then he would fall asleep on the spot.


  Naturally, Francisca who is on the receiving end isn’t as amused. Her face is currently twitching. Don’t mess with me, you shitty brat. She swallows the abusive words that had almost leaked out.


  “I, I see…”


  Suu-haa, a deep breath.


  She continues her words after calming her emotions.


  “But as expected, there is no way you can spend the night in this room is there?”


  “…So what of it?”


  “It’s fine to use my room. How about it?”


  Stowing the gun away in her bosom, she takes a step forward in a nonchalant manner, and she spoke with an air of composure. As she walked, the breast that are a size that felt impossible for a japanese person stuck out. With her breast constrained by her suit, and in an exposed state, if it’s a man then they would all turn their gaze.


  But, for the futsumen at the spot, what is more important to him is the state of the room. The western man dead on the ground, and the blood flowing out of his thighs and head. Not to mention the floor and bed, it even flew onto the room’s door several meters away.


  “You, did you purposefully dirty this?”


  “By no means.”


  “…This bitch.”


  “Now you can accompany a beautiful woman for a night in a suite, don’t you think it’s a charming plan? In my home country, I have reservations until next year, but there is no one to see over here.”


  “If it’s a room then I can get as many as I want. I don’t plan to be indebted to you.”


  “Ara, how unfortunate. But, is that really fine?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I believe you will soon learn the reason.”


  “Do you plan to threaten me?”


  “Ara? Can someone like me threaten you?”


  “Hurry and leave. Seeing that face is unpleasant.”


  “It should be fine if you wait a bit longer. Don’t you also dislike putting in double the effort.”


  “…What do you mean?”


  A question was raised when he heard Francisca’s words, and he grimaced.


  It was then, bu-bu-bu, the phone in his pants pocket begins vibrating. Under the cheap denim fabric, there is the vibration signaling an incoming call. What is it this time? As if thinking so he grabs and checks the device. The caller is Marquis.


  “Please?”


  “……”


  While being urged, Nishino responds to the call.


  The line is connected.


  The speaker that is delivered, is the voice of a familiar bartender.


  “How are you over there? You already arrive?”


  “The service in the hotel you reserved is no good. The quality of the women are the worst.”


  “From that tone, it seems you managed to safely link up.”


  The words of an unconcerned Marquis.


  The time shown on the bedside clock is 1am. Since it is 6 hours behind Tokyo’s time it is in fact 7am. He is likely alone in the bar. There is no sound other than his voice. Across the phone, a deep voice is heard.


  “…Oi, Marquis.”


  Nishino’s expression stiffens.


  “I also just confirmed it. Although it’s my bad please accept it.”


  “The one I was to meet, wasn’t it supposed to be a local cooperator?”


  “I didn’t say it was a Greek person.”


  “…I see. Still, how can you call this a cooperator?”


  “Who knows? I heard the circumstances from an outsider. It’s also difficult for me to stick my nose into the authorities circumstances. But if I were to guess, it’d probably be someone acquainted with you that is chosen.”


  “What I’m asking, is why the cooperator is an authority?”


  “…Do you really not remember?”


  “Not remember? What do you mean by that?”


  “Please limit the amount of alcohol you take from now on. It was difficult after that.”


  “……”


  Receiving Marquis’s words, suddenly, something worrying, Nishino recalls the events from the day before yesterday. The memory of the hangover after drinking is still fresh in his mind.


  Now that he thinks of it, the memories of the things that he was explained, are as vague as if chasing small insects through a dense fog.


  Neglecting the request’s confirmation, this is a first for him.


  “…Okay, I’ll be careful from now on.”


  “That’d be great. It wasn’t an easy experience.”


  The repentant futsumen.


  “I understand the situation. I apologize for the trouble.”


  “Please confirm the details over there. Once again, this time’s matter came directly from the authorities. A seldomly seen power play, but getting them in debt isn’t bad, at that time, you and me both agreed on that”


  “Okay, I’ll believe in the me of the past.”


  “Doing so would help. Confirm the details with her over there.”


  “Aah”


  His way of answering is no different from always.


  But, Nishino was a bit disheartened.


  “That’s all from here, excuse me.”


  “Aah, later then.”


  With a few words, Nishino separates the phone from his face. Cutting the line, he returns the phone to his pants pocket. He returns his attention to the front, and before it is Francisca with a great smile.


  An expression that say I told you so looks at him.


  “I’ll be in your care, ⟦Normal⟧-san.”


  “Thought I greatly disagree, work is work. I’ll be counting on you.”


  In response to the hand she held out, the futsumen obediently returns the handshake.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  At a different place in Athens.


  An incident in the hotel room that faces the Meditarraniean Sea. In order to have a trip with two boys and four girls, Takeuchi-kun made reservations for three double rooms. And before retiring for the night, everyone gathered in the boy’s room in order to enjoy their first night.


  Suzuki-kun yells as he places two paris during their card game.


  “Yes, I’m done!”


  “Yaaan~, I’m last!”


  Risa-chan raised a sweet voice.


  “Then, the next punishment game is Risa-chan’s~”


  Of the two beds, they all settled down on one, and they form a circle while facing each other. In the center is a hill of cards. They amuse themselves with a game of old maid At the side table are alcohol glasses lined up, and at times, these are drank from.


  Last place gets the punishment game.


  With 8 rounds already done, only Risa-chan’s skirt, and blouse remained. Matsuura-san only has a pair of underwear. Takeuchi-kun is the only one unharmed. For Suzuki-kun, his socks had come off.


  All of this is thanks to the specially made cards the boys had prepared.


  Originally, it was planned to have Shimizu and Rose involved. However, soon after arriving at the hotel, Rose took Shimizu along, and the two shut themselves in their room. With no other choice, they played without the two.


  The two boys are disheartened that the ones they aim for are absent.


  Conversely the girls found this as a chance at monopolizing the ikemen’s for the night.


  “Yaaan, Really~! What will I do if any more is taken~”


  “Then, you can remove your skirt.”


  “Ehh? Umm, do, do you really plan to take it off?”


  “Well those are the rules.”


  “Ya, yaaan, Takeuchi-kun you pervert~!”


  That was exactly what it meant.


  The two boys are bearing with their anguish during the games. In that state, they mercilessly thrust their pains to the girls. As for the girls, Risa-chan and Matsuura-san, their reactions drastically differed.


  The, bring it on, Matsuura-san who is splendidly spreading her legs in an M.


  On the other hand, dripping with cold sweat, the restless Risa-chan keeps shifting her gaze.


  Now what would be the fate of the two.


  On the other hand, being two rooms away from that ruckus, Rose and Shimizu converse in the room they were assigned to. As it was made of reinforced concrete, the voices of the lively interactions were not transmitted to them.


  The two settle down on the beds they were assigned to. Rose’s gaze aims out the window, and like an oni, Shimizu stares at that figure. It can’t be said that it is a very calm atmosphere. It is a world of difference from the fun that Takeuchi-kun and the others are enjoying.


  “Do, you really mean that?”


  The class rep barks, how many times has this happened.


  Rose solemnly agrees to this.


  “Eeh.”


  “No matter how you see it this is bad towards Takeuchi-kun!”


  “Why?”


  “He took care of the travel expenses, and to move without them…”


  “If it’s the expense then I can return the cash tomorrow.”


  “Bu, but!”


  “But, what?”


  “Takeuchi-kun, it, it looks like he likes you…”


  That is the truth that Shimizu did not want to accept. But, since it is the truth, there was no other choice. More than herself, she appeals for Takecuhi-kun’s happiness. With all said and done, she it the type of woman to devote herself if she falls in love.


  But, Rose shuts down her proposal.


  “No. Not with that unpleasant man.”


  “U, unpleasent… Wh, what do you mean by that?”


  “Isn’t it the truth?”


  “……”


  Having the one in her heart treated as unpleasant, the class rep finally becomes angry. Having been exposed to Rose’s self-centeredness since leaving her country, her nerves have been continually rubbed the wrong way. Thanks to that the limits of her patience had finally been reached.


  The order that is the school caste in Shimizu, had now collapsed.


  The sound of her sense of values crumbling echo out in the quiet room.


  “Hey you! That’s enough!”


  Standing on top of her bed, she displays her anger in a loud voice.


  “Please don’t yell. It’s a nuisance to the neighbors.”


  “How about you think of the nuisance you were to me!? I reached my limit!”


  Rose who answered was indifferent.


  With no signs of agitation she continues her words.


  “Ara, how unexpected that you can say those things.”


  “Why!? I’m also a human being! Don’t joke with me! I finally, finally got to go on a trip like this, so why do I have to follow you and your worthless circumstances! I also want to play together with Takeuchi-kun and the others!”


  “Also a human being? What are you saying? I don’t see you as a human being.”


  “Haa? What’s with that!?”


  “It’s the same as what you direct towards Nishino.”


  “Like I said I don’t get it!”


  “Your behavior toward Nishino, I can’t think of that as something a fellow human being would do. Can it be, you blind yourself of your own actions, and plan to one sidedly criticize me?”


  “……”


  She was immediately hit where it hurts, and the class rep lost her words.


  It’s true that she didn’t look at Nishino like a human being.


  “Whatever standard you use to measure a person, I have no interest in it. But, to me, you are nothing more than a convenient tool. Compared to Nishino and me, your existence, is similar to garbage.”


  “Wh, what’s that. It’s about time you stop making fools of…”


  Making a tight fist, Shimizu shakes in anger.


  But, that pent up anger, turned to shame at Rose’s next words.


  “Could it be you haven’t looked in a mirror? Even if you have an eye on him, how about you take your rank into consideration? After all, my date with Nishino, you shamelessly interrupted it.”


  “That is…”


  The first day of the culture festival, when Rose and Nishino were in the middle of going around the food stalls. Shimizu who bumped into them by coincidence opened her mouth and talked. Rose remembers every word of what was said, and she must’ve been holding in an unsupressable anger.


  Shimzu also vividly remembers this.


  “If you think about it in the same way you think of Nishino, then you may be convinced. The feeling of having the man you love put down? Do you understand? During the trip, I had enough anger to kill you and dress it as an accident, I understand. Eeh, truly.”


  “No, th, that’s, that time…”


  A bright smile rises on Rose’s face.


  A perfect smile from the beautiful blonde haired loli, and it completely chips away the class rep’s vigour.


  She could not find a come back.


  “I don’t mind if you dislike it. You can go wherever. But, at the time you are unwilling to cooperate with me, I will kill you. Socially, mentally, physically. Speaking ill of my Nishino, that much punishment is natural isn’t it?”


  “Umm, a, about the culture festival, I’m sorry. I’ll apologise so…”


  “Apologizing at this time, won’t give me back my date with him.”


  “Uuu…”


  “I love Nishino-kun. The time I spend with him, is more precious than anything else. A tenth of a second spent with him, is worth several centuries of time spent with anyone else, I really love him. I truly love him. It is not a lie. Do you understand that?”


  Nishino and Rose, Shimizu also knows of the extremely hostile state of their current relationship. In that case, to this blonde haired loli, the date she interrupted, could be their last date.


  Shimizu naturally thinks of what would happen if she was placed in that situation.


  Looking back at it, there were many times that she interrupted the two.


  In addition to having lost almost all chances, the stubborn Rose still doesn’t give up on Nishino. Having noticed the view that she hadn’t seen before, the actions of her past weight heavily on the class rep’s shoulders.


  Receiving Rose’s desperateness, feeling of guilt begin creeping in.


  “That’s how it is, right? You will cooperate won’t you? Shimizu-san?”


  “……”


  That must be why, that the assertiveness from before is nowhere to be seen.


  After several seconds, she makes a small nod.


  “…O, okay.”


  “Thank you, Shimizu-san. It looks like we will be good friends.”


  Rose speaks as if her heart wasn’t in it at all.


  Graduation Trip 4


  


  After meeting up in Lefkada, Nishino and Francisca quickly depart with no time to rest their bodies. Going onto a helicopter, the hours spent moving felt endless. Finally they arrive at the Cyclades islands of Santorini south of the Aegean Sea.


  “We finally arrived.”


  “To think I’d have to move through the night.”


  “It can’t be helped, the other party also moved.”


  “But considering it’s Santorini, I’m in the mood to go sightseeing.”


  “Is it like that? You’re quite simple.”
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  Francisca mutters on the bright red japanese mega sports[1] that is stopped to the side of a high class hotel, and with abusive words, she directs a displeased expression to Nishino who sat on an american tourer.


  Since many of the paths are narrow, bikes and buggies are more valued than automobiles. It is likely that the two of them chose this without knowing that.


  On that note the choice of vehicle, was completely the preference of the two.


  The sight of the beautiful caucasian woman with long legs, and together with a tightly fitting rider suit on her voluptuous body, made Francisca’s figure on the mega sports extremely attractive. But, advancing on the unmaintained roads made for a terribly uncomfortable ride.


  Nishino rode a large David Harrison that fits the terrain. With thick tires and large spokes, it is optimal for traveling on gravel roads, however, since it doesn’t match his light complexion and bean sprout like body, what is reflected is something awkward. And on top of wearing sunglasses, he also wore a black leather jacket, which made it even more so.


  This resulted in two unfortunate people.


  “Still, because of your blunder, I’ve been dragged into something unthinkable.”


  “That’s why I said I’ll make sure to compensate you.”


  In reality, what had occurred was out of expectations. Due to the failure of Francsica’s partner, the target moved away from Lefkada. In order to chase after this, the two ended up in a difficult situation that forced them to move throughout the night.


  Thanks to that, Nishino had not even had a wink of sleep. Naturally, his mood became bad.


  “I want to sleep.”


  “Ara, how unexpected, are you not accustomed to airplanes?”


  “What a shameless woman. It’s because I was wrapped up in your situation.”


  “Then I’ll have to give my thanks. The preparations have already been laid out on our side.”


  It seems the situation had already been passed down to her.


  Rather, the reason for Nishino being moved so quickly, is in part due to Francisca’s actions behind the scenes.


  “In the first place, didn’t the request came from your superior?”


  “No, that’s wrong.”


  “I don’t think Marquis is someone who would lie.”


  “It’s from the superior of my superior.”


  “Isn’t it the same thing?”


  “Saying those things in front of me, honestly, you really are something…”


  Francisca’s brows twitched as she gets irritated at each and everyone of Nishino’s words. To her, the position that he had just pointed out, is a position that she should reach for no matter the sacrifice, so having it treated like that was not the least bit amusing for her.


  But, in contrast to a certain class rep, Francisca is a woman with some patience.


  “For the time being, shall we enter the hotel?”


  “Is it here?”


  A white building situated across the sidewalk. With stairs as steep as a roof leading up to the Imerovigli clifftop, it is a hotel like the ones most people would think of when they hear of hotels in Santorini.


  And on the opposite side of where the bikes are stopped, the Aegean Sea endlessly continues. Luckily today is a good day and the clear blue sky spread underneath, as for Nishino who stayed up all night, it was too dazzling.


  “No way, first is we have to meet with the informant.”


  “I see.”


  Parking their motorcycles on the side of the road, the two head for the front entrance.


  When they arrive, the many people who pass by direct their gazes towards them. After all, they forcefully moved the two large motorcycles through painfully narrow roads. If Francisca wasn’t there, and it was the futsumen alone, then at least one complaint would come flying in.


  “Let’s go.”


  “You don’t have to say every single thing.”


  While walking side by side, the two cross the front door and move into the entrance.


  With the help of it being morning, other than the employees there is almost no one else in sight. Just like the outside, from the roof to the walls, everything is painted in pure white. This applies to all neighboring hotels, and it is mainly done to make the whole area a tourist attraction.


  It seems the fact that they are visiting has already been conveyed by Francisca. From across the counter only a bike lock is given. The hotel worker politely receives them with a welcome. And nothing more of what they need is asked for.


  The two pass the counter, and leave the entrance behind.


  With the beautiful blonde haired woman taking the lead they move to the desired room.


  “Still, that informant is making us work.”


  “Isn’t that standard in this occupation?”


  “The target is only one isn’t it? This is going overboard for just that.”


  “If it was just the person themselves then it’s just like you say. But this time, their guards are powerful.”


  “Did anyone else go?”


  “Just this month 30 people were killed.”


  “It’s a question of quality not numbers.”


  “Even for you, I think it is dangerous, this isn’t sarcasm but the truth.”


  “Appearance?”


  “Contact was broken with everyone who was sent in. Not only were they not able to confirm their appearance, no one survived long enough to get in contact. So not to mention their appeance, we can’t even distiguish their age and sex. Thank goodness their payment was deferred.”


  “So what does the insiders say?”


  “Who knows? The target always has a hood on. Other than in front of the head, not only their face, but they don’t even let out their voice, It’d be great if they were as unguarded as you who openly goes to school, it’d also make things easier for me.”


  “The fact that your place can’t grasp it, is something rare.”


  “That’s right. Thanks to that, my superior is becoming desperate.”


  “My condolences.”


  “But it’s not all bad for me.”


  “It’s perfect for your current position.”


  “Those words, makes sure to remember them. One day I’ll make you regret that.”


  “If you can.”


  They go up and down a number of stairs, and finish it off with an elevator that goes up several floors. Then, compared to the doors they have seen up till now, a slightly larger one is positioned at the end of the corridor. It is a so called suite.


  With this in front, Francisca comes to a stop.


  “It’s here.”


  “Looks like quite the cozy room.”


  “It’s not a room for only one person to stay in.”


  “Hurry up.”


  “I know.”


  Francisca lightly knocks. The wooden door makes nice sound. However, no matter how long they wait, no reply is returned from the inside. Once more, a slightly stronger knock, but the result was not different.


  “Are they sleeping?”


  “It’d be great if they properly woke up.”


  “…True.”


  Her hand instinctively moves to the door knob. With a twist of her wrist, it slowly turn without any resistance. It seems like a key is not needed.


  The tension between the two swells.


  “Hey, is it fine to open?”


  “Step back. It’d be worrying if it’s you, I’ll go ahead.”


  “Ara, how kind.”


  In place of Francisca, Nishino reaches for the door knob. Without hesitation in particular, he pulls the door.


  Then, without anything happening, it opens in the direction of the corridor they are on.


  From the entrance, the corridor continues deep inside. At the end of it appears to be the dining room. In a place situated further inside, the corner of the living room can be confirmed. In addition, there are several doors lined up that belong to the bedrooms and shower rooms.


  Then so, from what the two of them can see, there is no one else in sight. No sounds to be heard, and no presences felt.


  “Let’s go.”


  “E, eeh.”


  Taking the lead himself, Nishino steps into the interior.


  There is not much of a difference from his usual behavior. With both hands in his pants pockets, he briskly moves through the inner corridor. And while inside the room, he continues wearing his sunglasses. It seems he has taken a liking to them.


  At his back, Francisca continues with a pistol readied in her hands.


  This side was tense as she lowered her body and her gaze shifted back and forth. While restlessly taking aim at everything in sight, she desperately chases after the futsumen’s back. Guessing from her expression, the situation the two are in, must be considerably bad.


  After several minutes they exit the corridor, where their steps led them to is the dining room.


  It was there that they see it.
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  “Ara, you took your time, I’ve been waiting for a long time[2].”


  What is delivered is the voice of a third party.


  From the living room to the dining room. In a large sofa, there is a figure of a person. Sitting down on the bulky leather-covered cushion, they cross their legs in an exaggerated manner as if they were at home. A wide smile covered that face.


  A girl in the first half of her teens.


  Decorated in countless frills, the two tone colored clothing that is mainly balck with some white mixed in matched the physique of the petite girl, it is the so called gothic loli. Frilly and loli.


  A skirt extends about a dozen centimeters past her knees.


  On the other hand, her sleeves are cut at the shoulders and she wears long gloves that cover both arms. A large ribbon is attached to her head.


  Then so, the contents match the clothing.


  Fair skin that is especially white even among westerners. On top of that, she has long silky silver hair that resembles an albino. Only her big round eyes are a vivid red along with a lipstick of the same color, she appeared to be a doll.


  “You are the investigators aren’t you? I’ve, been waiting for a long time.”


  She greets them with a needlessly polite demeanor.


  It’s for that reason, that Nishino who received the girls mutters, asks the one beside him.


  “For your coworker, she’s quite refined.”


  “No way, that’s wrong!”


  Francisca yells.


  That was the signal.


  “Those unbefitting sunglasses, I’ll make sure to cut off that neck.”


  The girl who is sitting down on the sofa rushes out without wasting a movement.


  Those movements were as if she was suspended by an invisible string, and before they realized, her whole body was already in the air, and in the next instant she closed in on Nishino.


  With a petite body of about 130 cm, and having lowered her body to get closer, to the one who is being approached, his opponents head reached up to his navel.


  Without a sound her right arm swings out.


  Aiming for the futsumen’s neck, it traces a path from right to left.


  “……”


  To intercept that swung arm, Nishino’s own arm moves. Seizing a vase to his immediate side, he uses it as a shield. Since his physical abilities are not anything special, being able to do this was impressive. This was the result of the experience of having been hit countless times by Shimizu.


  The next instant, Kiin, a high pitched sound echoes out.


  “Ara, how unfortunate.”


  “I see, this certainly is going to be troublesome.”


  Nishino nods as if he realized something.


  The vase that he held out in front of him was now in two equal parts of top and bottom, some invisible thing had cut it. Having lost its support the lower half falls, Gashan, a piercing sound is made. The water that was inside spills by his feet and soaks the carpet.


  Further ahead, a cut of a tenth of a millimeter, appears on the futsumen’s neck.


  Having had no time to react, Francisca yells out with her gun readied.


  “Place both hands behind your head and get on the ground!”


  Nishino moves his arm without regard for this.


  Pulling the gun from his waist, he unhesitatingly pulls the trigger. Pan-pan, the continuous high pitched noises reverberate. Four bullets are shot in total. Each bullet was skillfully aimed at the right and left arms and legs. This was done in order to seal her movements.


  However, his expectations were subverted.


  The bullets that hit her body, make high pitched noises as they fly off in random directions.


  A reaction similar to hitting metal.


  “…It seems like you have quite a hard body.”


  “Wa, wait, don’t shoot all of a sudden!”


  Francisca turns and yells at Nishino after being surprised by the sound of gunshots.


  Without minding this, he continues firing.


  This time two shots were aimed at the torso.


  “What a rude man. To shoot a maiden’s supple skin.”


  Unlike the first time that took her by surprise, this time she responds. The goth loli girl launches her body and takes distance from the futsumen. Feeling no humanity in it, those moments are as unnatural as if suspended by a wire, it is the same as the approach from just before.


  Among the shots one managed to hit her right foot.


  Gashan, a sound is made, and at that moment, her leg from the knee down falls to the floor.


  “Eh, an artificial leg?”


  Just as Francisca said, it was an artificial leg.


  She wore stockings that are decorated with frills, but, across the area where the cloth is torn a metal lustre unlike the human body peeks out. That is most likely what repelled the bullets. In addition, at the area around her shin, a cavity[3] can be made out.


  “As expected.”


  “Eh, wa, wait… what, is that…?”


  In contrast to Nishino’s self-satisfied face, Francisca’s expression stiffens. In front of her gaze, even having lost one leg, the figure of a goth loli girl stands there with composure. As if nothing had ever happened, her balance was restored.


  “How unpleasant, to stare at the body of a girl of marriageable age.”


  The goth loli girl places both hands on her cheeks, and displays her embarrassment. Her body squirms. Even in a situation of 2 against 1, and with a gun pointed at her, from her actions if felt as if she had more than enough leeway.


  Thanks to that the one who ended up losing her composure was Francisca.


  “What is this? Hey, is, isn’t this weird!?”


  “Don’t fuss over every little thing. What a noisy woman.”


  “But…”


  Without caring for his companion, Nishino takes a step forward and faces the goth loli girl.


  With his uncouth single edged eyes, the futsmen captures that face.


  “If you’re a girl of marriageable age, then how about showing some modesty?”


  “…Hasty men are unpopular with women.”


  With the girls words, a light sound similar to an air compressor being shoot out echoes throughout the room, and then, her remaining limbs disconnect, and they fall onto the floor.


  Taking a careful look at it, those are also artificial arms and legs.


  But even with a body that should have lost all support, the girl still does not fall and remains suspended in the air. She floats in the same way as Nishino did once before. There is nothing connecting her to the ground. Naturally, there was also no wire of some kind suspending her from the ceiling.


  What is exposed from her short sleeve, are two arms that had lost everything from the elbow down. Since it is concealed by her clothing, it is impossible to confirm the affected parts, but it should be the same for her lower half. Taking into consideration the area of the leg that was reinforced, then everything under the knee should be gone.


  “Wh…?”


  Francsica’s face is dyed in astonishment.


  And in his unchanging manner as always, Nishino speaks in a light tone.


  “I see, no wonder it felt strange when I shot it.”


  “You are the first to defend against me. I won’t be careless.”


  “I remember something similar to you.”


  “Could it be you too?”


  “I don’t have any memory of discarding my limbs.”


  “…I hate, people who say those things.”


  With a distance of 3 meters, Nishino and the goth loli girl face each other.


  Francisca remains holding her gun at the ready.


  It’s then Nishino speaks to her.


  “Oi, run out of the room, and get as far as you can.”


  “Wh, why!?”


  “I don’t have the confidence to protect you while dealing with this one.”


  Rarely heard words came out.


  Always brimming with confidence, no matter who the opponent is, forward facing with no worries, that is this futsmen’s style.


  Therefore hearing the complaint that leaked out, she was in great surprise. In the several years they have been associated, it is the first time hearing the words, don’t have confidence, from his mouth.


  “Wh…? Wa, wait, why are you acting timid!?”


  Francisca’s face turns deathly pale.


  “I’ve heard something good.”


  The goth loli girl makes an unsettling smile.


  At times, a sound as if biting one’s tongue comes out, it seems that not only her limbs, but also her vocal organs have a defect. As lovely as her voice is, that strange sound can be heard when she talks with the two.


  “Is it because you judged you have no leeway with those fake limbs?”


  “I’ll begin with the aunt over here.”


  The girl disregards Nishino’s words and directs her attention to Francisca.


  With the corners of her mouth twisting up, in the surroundings of the beautiful woman that held a gun, a fireball the size of a volleyball is born from nowhere. Like a fire lit by a lighter, it immediately flares up, and rapidly increases in size.


  “Hii, wh, what, what is this…”


  “I will make you the same as me.”


  “Wa, waaaaaaaaittt!”


  Francisca raised a scream.


  Losing her strength, she falls on her bottom.


  “Che, what a troublesome woman”


  As if spitting that out, Nishino moves in order to protect her. And it turns into him receiving the fireball. The many fireballs that are made continuously move to them. Just like gunpowder that is shot, sudonsudon, a series of low sounds echo out.


  A violent dust storm envelops the room.


  Although it is a suite of descent size, the insides were left unrecognizable. Holes burned into the floor, the roof and walls that the flames passed by were left in a terrible state. And the furniture around the two is scattered everywhere. It was as if the insides were hit by a typhoon.


  The voices of the neighbors begin coming from a distance, wondering what had happened.


  But even then, Nishino and Francisca lived.


  The moment it exploded, Nishino grabbed the carpet under foot, and together with Francisca, he wrapped it around their bodies.


  It must have also been due to the fact that the carpet got wet from the vase. Although the fire had burned holes into parts of the carpet, the two who came out of it, managed to end it with only small burn on their hair. In exchange the carpet that was directly hit is now burnt black.


  “I, I can’t believe it. That kid, and you…”


  “It seems she likes being flashy. Francisca, won’t she get along with you? She’s considerably stronger than that bitch. How about you try negotiating?”


  “That’s true. I, if the chance arises then by all means, I would even throw a banquet.”


  As the smoke clears up, the figure of the two appear in the center.


  Seeing their figures, the girl speaks with some admiration.


  “Even with that bean sprout body, you can move quite well.”


  In the same way as ever she remains floating in midair.


  She hasn’t moved even a millimeter from before. At most, only her hair and clothes were shaken by the blast.


  In contrast to his opponent, a drop of blood fell from Nishino’s forehead.


  He confirms the shallow wound, and the blood that flows from it.


  “Could it be, we’re in a pinch?”


  “If you don’t mind me throwing you away, then I’m confident I can end it in 7 seconds. How about it?”


  “Impatient men are unpopular with women, Isn’t there a wonderful saying in your country of slow and steady wins the race[4]? For now, we should take it slowly, right?”


  “I don’t plan on denying it in a roundabout way, but whether you’re there or not at the end, it’s a different matter.”


  “He, hey…”


  “This debt will cost you. You’d better remember it.”


  “Guu…”


  It seems Nishino has decided to protect Francisca.


  On the other hand, these chain of events appeared to have made the goth loli girl excited. Together with a deep smile, her red eyes dazzlingly sparkle, and she looks at Nishino. That appearance is just like a starving beast.


  “You and me, let’s compete to see who is better.”


  With the girls words, something that isn’t visible flies between the two.


  It is the same as what Nishino has once displayed, a whirlwind like supernatural power.


  Dozens of them are fired.


  Nishino rolls to a table and uses it as a shield against the threats that warp the surroundings. As the two sides clash against each other, kiin kiin, high pitched noises ring out. The majority of these are repelled, and no result comes out of this.


  But with his wall having broken a bit, a cut appears on the right side of the futsmen’s neck. A thin layer of skin was cut, and it soon begins bleeding just like his forehead. Wiping this off with his right hand, Nishino gives out his order to Francisca.


  “The location is bad. We’re moving outside.”


  “Moving, bu, but isn’t the exit blocked?”


  If they want to head out, then it is necessary to cross the goth loli girl.


  She floats by the window. And that in itself blocks the way to the outside. Of course, there are other paths to go outside. However, the other option would cause them to go through an endless corridor. If they were to go at it in a narrow corridor, then it would be more dangerous than the current situation.


  “We’re breaking through the front.”


  “Isn’t that too unreasonable? I, I’m in opposition, I’m opposing!”


  “I won’t permit any opposition.”


  Although burnt by the violent fire, Nishino runs while barely managing to raise the dining table. I’ll probably have muscle pains tomorrow, so is the warning from his mind as he takes a step forward. If it was even slightly heavier, then as soon as he lifts it he would immediately begin feeling back pains.


  Using the wooden table as a shield, he breaks into a run in the direction of the goth loli girl.


  “He, hey, wait!”


  With no other choice Francisca moves in order to support.


  Like that the two ram into the one who is floating in midair.


  “!?”


  The one who was approached was also surprised by this.


  A head on collision of two against one.


  It’s fortunate that the distance between them wasn’t too much. To think that they would come straight from the front, it was beyond the girls expectations. Pushing forward, they break through the window, and jump out onto the terrace.


  A large pool is attached to the suite’s terrace. Dozens of centimeters away from that pool is a dangerously steep cliff, it is a location best used to view the Aegean Sea. A sight that is often shown in tourist pamphlets, and it is also this hotels selling point.


  It is here that a large pillars of water are formed.


  With no exception, they were all thrown into the water.


  “This is why I hate men. Violent, unrefined, and you also have an asian face.”


  The goth loli girl who quickly got out of the pool spoke.


  Naturally, water is dripping from her whole body. She is soaking wet. Her long and gorgeous silver hair sticks onto her face and sparkles when shined on by the sun. With both arms and legs lost, that figure is like a ghost in a graveyard.


  Just like the disarrayed hair, her clothes are also soaked and it’s volume decreased. All of the frills have shriveled up. Since the cloth is closely stuck to her body, in various meanings the outline of her unfortunate body is exposed in broad daylight.


  By the way, there is no sign of a bra.


  “I don’t think you’d be able to say that after seeing Takeuchi-kun from my class.”


  In much the same way as her, Nishino crawls out of the pool and stands by the poolside. He is also soaked. His bangs cling onto his forehead, and that further emphasized his ordinariness.


  If Shimizu saw this, then she may have attached the title of him as a busamen.


  To his side, in the same way as him Francsica crawls out on all fours, even now she has an expression that looks as if she would die, and she coughs up a storm. It seems she swallowed some water. The drenched hair sticks on her wet skin, makeup is running off, and her face is covered in snot and tears.


  But even then the 25 year old preserves her beauty, she isn’t an unparalleled beauty for nothing.


  “Takeuchi-kun? Is it some type of thai food?”


  “Takeuchi-kun from my class. In my year he has the reputation of having the best looking face.”


  “…Doesn’t matter, I have no interest in asian men.”


  “If the chance arises then I’ll introduce you. Your assessment towards asian men should change then.”


  “What an irritating man. Can’t you do something about it?”


  Just as her words implied, the goth loli girl spoke with irritation.


  But still then, there are moments from the violently coughing beautiful woman. Bearing with the sour taste in her mouth, along with violent breaths, she desperately attempts to straighten herself out. A revival after having crawling on all fours. She then crosses her arms, sticks out her chest, and speaks with her all her energy.


  “I’m sorry, but how does that have anything to do with this!?”


  Francisca shows her willpower in a strange place.


  A complaint as if to say she comes first.


  “……”


  Drop by drop the water falls from the girls body, and they cause many ripples on top of the pool. Those drops collide on each other and form complex shapes. The sight of the arc they draw as the sun shines on them, is as beautiful as the pure white balcony.


  If it were a peaceful time, then it would be a sight that causes hearts to be moved.


  However, restricted to this moment, no one had the opportunity to enjoy it.


  With rough breaths Francisca questions the girl.


  “By the way, there’s something I’d like to confirm.”


  “What is it?”


  “Is my companion fine? We had a promise to link up here, but I’m worried since I don’t see his figure. There were many things I needed to talk with him about.”


  While talking, she moves to Nishino’s side.


  “I minced and flushed him down the toilet. I hate men”


  “Is, that so… it’d be good if it didn’t take long…”


  The beautiful woman’s mouth cramps.


  Francscia did have some idea, but she did not think he would be poured down a drain. Having been repeatedly reminded of the danger, she takes half a step further, and moves even closer to Nishino.


  “If it’s like that, then there’s nothing else to do in this place.”


  “…What are you planning?”


  Receiving his partners response, the futsumen indifferently speaks.


  “That’s already decided.”


  His gaze moves from the goth loli girl, to the neighboring room’s balcony.


  “We’re running.”


  “Eh…?”


  He takes Francsica’s arm and at the same time he runs off as fast as he can. Running past the pool’s side, their bodies flutter in midair. Across the small fence, is a terrace that belongs to the adjacent hotel.


  They fall a distance of about 2 to 3 meters.


  Then once again they run.


  “No, I will not let you escape.”


  Naturally, their opponent would not allow this.


  The location changes to the outdoors, and the chase begins.


  Graduation Trip 5


  


  At a different place, the group of the ikemen and beautiful girls that Takeuchi-kun leads.


  After spending a night in a hotel in Athens, they depart from the international airport of Eleftherios Venizelos in an Aegean Airline plane. In a complete change from the long trip from Tokyo to London, it didn’t take long for them to arrive at Santorini Airport.


  Because they departed first thing in the morning, their time of arrival was just past ten.


  Taking a taxi immediately after leaving the airport, they head for Santorini’s biggest town, Fira. Over there is the location of the hotel they have reservations for the night. For the time being they decided to leave their luggage there.


  The group is split in two because of the number of seats available in the taxi.


  Takeuchi-kun, Rose, and Shimizu is one group. Suzuki-kun, Matusura-san, and Risa-chan is the other. Suzuki-kun was greatly hesitant with this arrangement. However, due to Rose wanting Shimzu, and Takeuchi-kun wanting Rose, his wishes were denied.


  After all Takecuhi-kun’s rank in the caste is higher than Suzuki-kun’s


  Some time after departing, they are now advancing through the center of the town.


  “Was yesterday okay? You must have been pretty tired.”


  How many times was this repeated. Takeuchi-kun shows his worry to Rose. Having sat on the passenger, the two girls sat in the rear, and Rose sat behind the driver, thus Takeuchi-kun had to twist his body in order to ask.


  “Eeh, I’m fine. But I’ve been troubling Shimizu.”


  “Really? If you’re feeling bad then don’t be afraid to speak up.”


  “Thank you. If I really am feeling unwell, then I will convey it.”


  Rose responds with her best smile. That refined behavior is no different from the one in school, and no matter how she is seen she appears as an unparalleled beauty, an elegant lady, a blonde haired loli who tempts others to protect her.


  Today she wears a black one piece. The gloss of the silk accents her pure white skin. The long blonde hair that extends to her waist flutters in response to the movements of her body, Takeuchi-kun who sees this, renews his determination to obtain this for the evening no matter what.
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  As for Shimizu who sees the exchange between the two, it is a scene she cannot agree to She looks at Rose with a vexed expression. But, even with displeasure filling her chest, when considering her position all she could do was watch on without expressing herself.


  “Huh? Could it be that class rep is also feeling bad? It looks like your in pain.”


  “Eh? Ahh, no, umm, i, it’s fine.”


  The class rep quickly puts on a forced smile and smooths over the conversation.


  It is true that she is not well, but she did not convey this.


  “Is that so? I said it to Rose-chan, but if your in pain then speak up.”


  “Eeh, th, thank you, Takeuchi-kun.”


  “No, no, it’s a trip to an unfamiliar place, worrying is only natural”


  With Rose nearby, Takeuchi-kun appeals with his favoritism towards the opposite sex. Speaking of which, I still haven’t done the class rep, so is what was on the opposite side of that refreshing smile, the true intention he holds in his heart.


  Compared to the flat and hairless loli Rose, Shimizu is plump with a womanly body. In addition to having a large chest for a high schooler, she also has a firm body toned through her swimming club activities, it might be surprisingly amazing when she strips.


  “Let’s take it easy once we arrive at the hotel. Apparently the view over there is the best.”


  The taxi was already close to the hotel in the urban area. From the window, the many white buildings that line the cliff’s edge can be seen. The accommodations that Takeuchi-kun reserved is also among those. In just six more minutes, they should arrive at their destination.


  It is in the middle of that, a thunderous sound suddenly echoes out.


  Overwhelming the sound of the automobile, it was the sound of a large explosion.


  “Ehh, what is it!?”


  Shimizu was the first to raise her voice.


  Takeuchi-kun continues.


  “In front! The car in front!”


  In the direction of their attention, across the windshield, the car ahead was raised up. As if a hurricane is there the car makes a wheelie with its front half floating, and with the roof facing them, it moves to the car that they are currently in.


  Like this, a collision is inevitable.


  “!”


  With a fast response the driver immediately turns the handle.


  The taxi barely manages to avoid it, and unhesitatingly drives into the sidewalk. From there they advanced about ten meters, and then the hood caves into a traffic sign as the car comes to a painful stop.


  As only natural, everyone on the inside are thrust forward at the sudden stop. Rose and Shimizu receive a strong strike on their face and shoulders. Luckily for Takeuchi-kun, because of the seatbelt he was able to avoid the windshield and escape with only a groan.


  The most injured one is the driver. Because he wasn’t wearing his seatbelt, he flew out through the windshield. Whether it’s because the car is old, or perhaps poorly maintained, he flew out while still gripping the handle.


  Not only on the driver’s seat, but the smashed up shards of glass rained down on the passengers as well as the ikemen’s crotch. Because of inertia only a few shards headed for the inside. But no matter how sharp they are, it caused no injuries.


  The blown off driver rolled around the passersby, and with a thud he landed on the street. After several seconds of laying flat, between the body and the ground, something red slowly oozed out, and a pool of blood forms.


  “Se, seriously…?”


  Having witnessed these events, Takeuchi-kun had reaffirmed the importance of a seatbelt. From now on, when ever he rides a car he will be sure to use a seatbelt, so he etches deep in his heart. The pain in his shoulder caused by the seat belt, is proof that he is still alive.


  “Are you two okay!?”


  In great panic Takecuhi-kun pulls it off, and then he turns to the back of the car.


  “It would have been dangerous with any more force.”


  “U, un. It was suprising…”


  Rose responds with no agitation whatsoever.


  Shimizu responds by curling up.


  The former had healed the blow in an instant, and there was already no pain. She isn’t mysterious-chan for nothing. A regenerator according to Nishino. As for the latter, with the parts that were struck in pain, while her brows trembles, she repeatedly strokes her chin and shoulders.


  “Rose-chan, are you really alright? It looked painful…”


  “Eeh, it’s nothing.”


  “……”


  Having left the confused Shimizu alone, Takeuchi-kun directed his worries straight to Rose as his true intent peeks out. Understanding the ikemen’s intent, since he is a person superior to her in the caste, she tightly closed her mouth, and separates the stroking hand from the parts that were in pain.


  It doesn’t hurt. It hurts but it doesn’t.


  The class rep is a woman with high pride.


  “Thank goodness. Then we should quickly get out. It’d be bad if a gasoline is leaking.”


  “That’s true.”


  Under the ikemen’s guidance, they all exit the taxi onto the road.


  Naturally their attention moves to the outside of the car.


  But then, a shocking sight immediately entered their vision. More than a dozen cars and bikes are toppled over, and a destructive flame is at the intersection. Since they aren’t form a busy part of the city, they were not sure if such a major accident was some type of normal highway accident.


  Injuries aren’t restricted to only them, many other injuries are also breaking out.


  “O, overseas accidents, are really intense even in towns…”


  The misunderstanding Shimizu blankly mutters.


  On the road, the screams and angry voices of the tourists and locals mix together. An ambulance was called, but because of the toppled cars it can’t get closer, and the clamor in the neighborhood only increases.


  It is then, that Rose discovers an unexpected figure in the corner of her vision.


  “……”


  The figure of a person in the gaps between the buildings, there is no way she mistook it.


  The figure of the person she cannot help but love.


  “Nishino-kun!”


  Her voice incisively came out and her feet moved.


  “Wa, wait Rose-chan! Where are you going!?”


  The yelling class rep.


  But, there was no chance of the blonde haired loli stopping at that. Breaking into a run she leaves her luggage in the taxi’s trunk. That is not the fabricated behavior used in school, but a serious run. With the crisp movements of her arms she dashes away.


  “Wai, Rose-chan’s fast!”


  “Eh? What!? Wh, why Rose-chan!”


  Not having expected to be left behind, Takeuchi-kun begins running after her.


  Shimizu is left alone.


  After all, nearby is the injured taxi driver. From his unmoving state, leaving him behind like that, is not something that she was taught. Ever since entering school her mind was dominated by facial values that correspond to the school caste, however, she still has the minimum morals that were cultivated in her when she was young.


  Even as a single parent, it was the achievement of the Father that had raised her until today.


  “Heeey, wh, what should I do…”


  While mumbling her complaints, the class rep hurries to the fallen driver.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇


  　


  Where Rose left for after leaving the taxi are the alleys that line the buildings by the coast of Fira. There are no pedestrians. The roads are narrow with very little space between the walls.


  A neighborhood with walls, roofs, and everything made white, but even then, in a place where people couldn’t see, concrete with paint peeling off, and littered with spots of grey.


  A place fit to be called the hidden side of the tourist attractions.


  In a place hidden from view, she peeks at a scene about a dozen meters away.


  There are three figures. Nishino, Francisca, and a goth loli girl. They all face each other, and exchange energetic yet dangerous words. For an outsider looking in, it is an extremely dangerous atmosphere.


  “If you treasure this woman, then please obey.”


  “There are no conditions other than your disposal.”


  Nishino indifferent speaks to the goth loli girl.


  Francscia raises a loud complaint to this.


  “Ca, can’t you worry even a little bit!? Hey!”


  It seems that the girl had caught her.


  To the side of the silver haired beautiful girl that floats in midair, being paralysed and unable to properly stand, the blonde haired beautiful woman falls on her large butt. In what is called girls sitting pose[1]. Her gun had fallen at some point as she is currently unarmed, so escaping on her own would be difficult.


  “Francisca, how much would you pay for your own life?”


  “Your asking for money in this situation!?”


  “Assuring the cooperators safety is outside of the request. Naturally, it will carry a different expense.”


  “You really are the worst, this asian!”


  The blonde haired beautiful woman’s real feelings had reflexively come out.


  Without minding those harsh words, Nishino indifferently cracks a joke.


  “I don’t mind leaving you behind.”


  “I, I’ll pay as much as you want so save me! Please!”


  “It’s been a while since I’ve heard such generous words come out of your mouth.”


  “Just hurry! Hurry up! I can’t move at all!”


  “I’d imagine. Quite the pressure is being put on you. The range doesn’t appear to be so far.”


  “Really, what is this!?”


  “Have you figured out that much? I can no longer ignore you.”


  It was a very easy to understand situation. Thanks to this the blonde haired loli who watched from the stage side was able to easily grasp it. Having only heard a bit of their back and forth, she understood the position of Nishino and Francisca.


  “…Is it a job? But it still is quite the coincidence.”


  She muttered to no one in particular.


  She was already aware since long before at the cat and dog relationship that Francsica and Nishino have. It was impossible to think that they were vacationing together.


  Nevertheless, to have the one in her heart spending time with another woman, is not something Rose will permit. From her own point of view, the other side had stolen her time. The one who should have originally been by his side was herself, thus her jealousy boils up.


  In that case, she must take the lead in this situation. Her consciousness looks for the one responsible. And naturally, her gaze ends up on the goth loli girl. Floating a meter above the ground, an unknown silver haired loli.


  “…For the time being, that woman is a nuisance. A great nuisance.”


  Even with her four limbs missing, and the fact that she somehow floats, Rose didn’t think much of it. She was not perturbed whatsoever. Her actions are exceedingly calm. And she devotes herself to understanding the situation.


  To her, the only important thing is her time spent with Nsihino.


  “I just want to avoid being a hinderance to him…”


  As for Takecuhi-kun who chased after her, it seems he lost sight of her en route. Even as the center forward of the soccer club, the ikemen couldn’t keep up with the overwhelming speed of the small blonde haired loli. If she felt like it she could run a hundred meters in two seconds.


  “…It may be fortunate that there are no bystanders.”


  Because of the large scale accident that broke out in the intersection, most of the people in the area had gathered over there. Thanks to that other than the three of them, four with Rose, there are no other presences in the area. There is no need to mention the cause of the accident, it is because of the chase between Nishino and the goth loli girl.


  More precisely, it was the balls of fires that the girl shot out.


  “……”


  Searching for the best timing to enter the stage, Rose concentrates on the exchange between the three. Neither the gaze with feigned innocence she has in school, or the one when playing around with Nishino, or even the one during her jobs, the degree of seriousness in this was on a different level. The gaze of a maiden in love.


  And the conversation continues while in front of that gaze


  “Now that you mention it I didn’t confirm it, what’s your goal?”


  Although this late in, Nishino asks the goth loli girl.


  “So what would you do if you know?”


  “Avoid a pointless battle, that blonde woman you took, holds a troubling background. If she is affected, then it may become harder to move later on.”


  “Th, that’s right! I won’t say anything bad so please let me go, and it won’t do you any good to be associated with Amerigo anymore than this, there are a lot of people other than me that can move. It’s only a matter of time before he’s captured.”


  With desperate movements Francsica barely manages to turn her head a bit.


  However, their appeal did not reach the other side.


  The silver haired loli gazes at Nishino, and slowly returns her words.


  “If I’m forced to say, then the current me wants to break you. Completely crush.”


  “…Break me? What a worthless joke.”


  “Your existence is dangerous. I cannot allow anyone who knows of my strength to do as they please.”


  A wind blows from the gaps in the buildings. The girls long silver hair flutters from front to back. Her bangs flow to the sides, with a smile she narrows her eyes, those bright red eyes begin to sparkle, and she gazes at the futsumen as if to eat him.


  In contrast to Nishino’s few words, Francisca speaks out in surprise.


  Once again in a state of panic, she asked the girl.


  “Amerigo?”


  The one who was asked puts some thought into it.


  Soon enough, she raises her voice as if recalling something.


  “Aah, do you mean that ugly pig?”


  “I don’t know if it’s a pig or cattle, but isn’t that why you’re here?”


  The owner of the name that was brought up, is Nishino’s murderer target for this case. Before him, numerous people have died while aiming for his neck. Whether or not the reason for that is the girl before them, Francisca is already believing that.


  “If it’s about him, then he is already dead.”


  “Eh?”


  But, that is now a thing of the past.


  Those words, were a conclusion beyond the two’s expectations.


  “We did move together for a while, but I killed him the day before yesterday.”


  “Wh, why?”


  “In the end, he was awfully revolting.”


  “Was their discord? Did you not receive a job from him?”


  “He felt my bottom. He stroked it. Protecting that is impossible.”


  “…I, I see.”


  “Yes.”


  The girl answers with a grimace. From her way of speaking, she was disgusted at having her bottom felt. It may be that she is bad with young men, so is what the futusmen’s stalker at the side of the stage Rose felt.


  “But, even then, didn’t you accept the job? If this matter leaks out to others, then obtaining any other jobs would become difficult, do you want to be ostracised? If done poorly, then you might be the one aimed for next time.”


  “It’s not, like a particularly care about jobs. If you want to say it then please, go ahead.”


  “Y, you…”


  To ignore a job and kill the person for simply touching her bottom. Francisca lost her words. Already having her bodies freedom stolen, and understanding that her opponent’s mental state isn’t normal, her expression stiffens even further.


  On the other hand, it is Nishino that points out the girls way of doing things.


  “Well aren’t you quite the free woman. Enough to make me jealous.”


  “Free? It’s because he touched my skin, I believe that was the appropriate response.”


  “You don’t plan on denying it. But, I believe that this type of person isn’t one to live long. Whether naturally, through drugs, or even torture. At any rate, you aren’t a respectable human.”


  “To capture such an adorable woman, and to say I’m not respectable, you are a terrible person.”


  “Unfortunately, I have no experience of touching a woman like you, and I don’t have those special taste.”


  “Even with this body, there is actually quite the demand. So they do exist.”


  “I can’t understand the people who’d purchase that.”


  “……”


  No matter the time, Nishino goes at his own pace.


  Thanks to their exchange, Francisca who looked on felt uneasy. Like a bottle that had been taken out of a refrigerator, her head is covered in a cold sweat, and it looked as if she would faint at any moment.


  But, in terms of going at their own pace, the goth loli girl wouldn’t lose out.


  “But for you who says that, do you have any experience with the opposite sex?”


  “……”


  The silver haired loli suddenly asked in a casual tone.


  It is then that the futsmen realizes.


  It seems that she is quite talkative.


  “Is it true, that an asian woman’s hole is shallower than ours in order to match an asian man? I’ve thought of embracing one at least once, but the chance never came, and continued passing like that.”


  It seems that she is capable of dirt jokes. At a glance, her outer appearance and behavior is that of a lady that belongs to a respectable house, so the out of place feeling is tremendous. It is a type of woman that he had never been around before.


  Thanks to that the virgin was caught in an unforeseen dilemma.


  The shallowness or deepness of a woman’s hole is uncharted territory. To begin with, it isn’t something that he had ever thought of. Although there were images on the net, he never actually had the experience of seeing the real thing, and since today is the first time he heard that, he took on a new point of view on women’s bodies.


  “Whether the hole is deep or shallow, I don’t mind either one.”


  He did not tell a lie.


  But, his son wants the womb of a gentle asian.


  “Ara, is that so.”


  “Aah.”


  “So only the sex is important? Your experience must be few.”


  “Is it better if there’s more?”


  Rather than a few it was zero, but he feigned innocence and spoke arrogantly. A shameless virgin.


  It’s because of that, having received most of the conversation, that she was able to understand her opponents shallowness. And the girl’s glee grows as she continues.


  “I have a lot, the number of my unique accesses is more than two digits.”


  “You can only boast of that while young.”


  Not to mention counting the number of unique accesses, the number on his page would be zero and he becomes a bit vexed. With the progress presented to him, the futsumen was forced to think of it.


  “Do you want to do it?”


  “I’ll refrain, your nature is bad and I might even get a disease.”


  With all his effort, he acts as if it’s nothing.


  And that excuse that came from his mouth, was the last trigger.


  “Fu-fu-fu, but I’m homosexual, so if I do it then it will be with this aunt over here”


  The floating body of the girl moves.


  She closes in on Francisca at a distance where there shoulders can touch. As if to prove it, the goth loli girl begins creeping her tongue on the other cheek. Using the whole area, the viscous tongue relentlessly moves up and down.


  What peeks out through her mouth is a strangely long, and forked tongue with a split several centimeters deel. Being split into right and left, they each take on their own movements, and it crawls around her cheek like a slug. The color is also more red when compared to the average person.


  The cause of her strange pronunciation, must be because of this split tongue.


  “Hii, wh, what’s, with this girl…?”


  Unable to move while being licked, Francsica’s face contorted in fear and disgust. She desperately tries to move her eyes in order to confirm what is crawling on her cheek. But for the one being licked, it is difficult to confirm with the split tongue.


  “I’ll make sure to treat you with plenty of love this evening. I will love you.”


  “No way! Definitely no way! No way, no way, no way!”


  “You’ll match with me, I’ll hang you on the wall, and enjoy you until maggots begins sprouting.”


  “What do you mean hang!? What is that!?”


  While looking at the cross section of the girls arm that was missing, tears began welling up from the corner of Francisca’s eyes. It’s been about ten minutes since she was caught by that mysterious invisible force. Coupled with the opponents appearance, it was not long before she reached the limits of her endurance.


  Her attention naturally moves to the futsumen.


  “Sa, save me, I beg you, please, save me! Please!”


  “To get wrapped up in this mess, you’re still far off from that promotion.”


  Francscia’s usual tough demeanor had fallen, and in place a miserable state was exposed. Feeling what could be maggots crawling on her cheeks, she convulsed from the mental strain she is experiencing.


  “I’ll make sure to properly teach you, so that you will never take a man’s thing again. So that our tongues can match, I’ll properly divide it to the root. With it, there were many youngsters who were unable to bear having their clitoris played with.”


  At the same time, the split tongue enters both of her nostrils.


  “Hiiiiiii!”


  Receiving an unknown sensation, bumps rise on Francisca’s skin.


  Gazing at the figure of the two messing around, Nishino judged that gaining anymore real information after this would be difficult. At that time he had more or less understood the girls disposition, and he takes a step forward.


  If it takes any longer and someone happens to see this, then that would also be troublesome.


  “I’ve already received a request from that woman. Sorry but I’ll have you return her.”


  “Do you plan to get in my way?”


  “Is the reason you chased us, because of that woman? Didn’t you say you wanted to break me, or is there some other reason?”


  “I’ll dipose of you, and rape this aunt. Seeing that slovenly face, stimulates me for some reason. It’s a heart rending sensation.”


  “What a refreshingly free woman you are.”


  The goth loli girl’s free spiritedness is no less than Nishino’s.


  Once more, tension runs between the two.


  Along with removing her tongue from Francisca, the girl moves several meters back, and again faces the futsumen. Taking several steps towards him, she faces straight forward in order to settle it. It seems she really did come to take that aunt.


  Then this timing, was the perfect chance for Rose.


  “……”


  The instant they both put their guard up, she throws her body into the turmoil.


  From a building positioned behind the girl, she jumps out, and secures Francisca. Embracing her with both hands wrapped around her arms, in an instant, the two move to Nishino’s side.


  Then at that same time, Nishino who had taken out a gun, fires it in random directions. Pan-pan the sound echoes in the back streets. Because they are encircled by large concrete buildings, the sound was louder than usual.


  With the assistance of Rose’s body that is different from humans, the situation was decided in several seconds.


  “Ara?”


  The silver haired loli makes a dumbfounded expression at the unexpected events.


  On the other hand, while looking at his ally with a grimace, the futsumen makes some frivolous conversation.


  “You finally came out.”


  “Ara, you realized, Nishino-kun?”


  “If I didn’t, then you wouldn’t have been able to recover Francisca so easily.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “The opportunity to split you in two was missed. I’ve done something regrettable.”


  “…Split?”


  In response to his mutter, a change appeared in Rose’s neck. A small piece of skin breaks off, and something red begins flowing out. The wound is not so deep. Only to the degree of about 4 millimeters. But with the response of the regernating body, the cut section soon began closing up.


  But, the blood that had fallen does not return, and the collar of her clothes is dyed red.


  “There’s no need to understand it. But if you want to die, then I won’t stop it next time.”


  “…I, is that so.”


  The girl had launched her invisible power in an instant, and the shots fired in strange directions was because of that. Rose who was trying to be helpful had been protected by Nishino.


  What the bullets hit, were the invisible blades that the silver haired loli had fired.


  The ones who properly understand the situation, are only him and the goth loli girl.


  But even then, Rose at least understood that the actions she had conducted were equivalent to suicide.


  “I don’t really understand, but would it be fine if I give my thanks?”


  “I don’t particularly mind. This was also somewhat advantageous for me.”


  In an unusual sight, the fustumen meekly receives the blonde haried loli’s words.


  Although in an antagonistic relationship, he judged that cooperating together would be for the best, and with a blunt attitude he shows his acceptance of Rose.


  For Nishino to recover Francisca. For Rose to get gratitude from Nishino, and appeal her cool side. Each of their objectives differed, but the goal is the same.


  “Take Francisca and escape.”


  “What will Nishino-kun do?”


  “Deal with this woman.”


  “…Okay.”


  Nishino answers without even giving Rose a glance.


  That gaze completely focused on the goth loli girl and had no intention to move. And while the flames of jealousy burned at his behavior, Rose obediently accepts. She decided, that in this place she would support Nishino, and improve their relationship.


  “Hurry up.”


  “Eeh.”


  While holding Francisca, she quickly withdrawals. That figure becomes hidden in the buildings, and soon disappears from sight. She wasn’t able to leave Takeuchi-kun behind for nothing. Carrying a single person is not a big deal for her.


  “…There’s something I’d like to confirm.”


  The silver haired loli mutters while looking at the blonde haired loli that ran off.


  “What?”


  “Was that child just now your girlfriend?”


  “As if, we wouldn’t match.”


  Recalling the complaint Shimizu had once spoken, the futsumen talks down on himself. It seems, that he truly is ignoring Rose. His state of speaking seems to be overflowing with composure. To him, she is in a position where he does not even recognize her as the opposite sex.


  “Is that so…”


  “Caught your interest?”


  “Yes, I am very interested. You could say it’s love at first sight.”


  “Are you fine leaving the aunt?”


  “It was very fortunate that I took this job. Yes, very fortunate. I was able to have a wonderful encounter. That gallant profile, I have always been looking for it. Her voice is also pretty. From her toes to the top of her head, there is no fault in her.”


  Her honest desire is shown off as she speaks in rapture.


  “Still, you can’t make that into your companion.”


  “What are you saying? To steal those beautiful limbs, you have such cruel thoughts. You, are a fiend. I will never permit such a thing. But, I want to do cunninglingus. Forever and ever, licking and licking and licking.”


  “…Is that so.”


  From the moment they met, the goth loli girl’s actions were unreadable.


  Nishino was also stumped at this.


  “I’ve lost the urge to play with you. This is an emergency.”


  “You think I’d let you escape?”


  “I hate men, and I hate men who can respond to my strength even more.”


  It seems that she had truly lost all interest in Nishino.


  “Then I’ll be excusing myself.”


  With a curt mutter, that body soars high in the sky.


  The goth loli’s skirt and frills violently flutter at the sudden rise. The sound of the wind being cut is heard, and she rises to the sky with a fearsome force.


  In no time at all she had passed Nishino’s range.


  “……”


  Like this there was nothing for the futsumen to do.


  Eventually, her figure became hard to see, until it becomes a speck in the sky.


  He figured she escaped in order to reorganize her situation.


  “…Got away, huh.”


  Putting down his gun, he abandons the girl’s pursuit.


  Graduation Trip 6


  


  After parting with the goth loli girl, Nishino uses his phone to get in contact with Francisca in order to meet up. It seems the two of them had obtained a neighboring hotel for the night. With instructions over the phone it only took several minutes of walking. Without getting lost, he reaches his destination.


  One of Fira’s many white walled hotels.


  Furthermore, by some strange coincidence, this is the same hotel that Takeuchi-kun reserved.


  But, there is a large difference in the grade of the rooms.


  Even with his parents being doctors, including the plane tickets of the six classmates, it was already too luxurious. It is one thing if it was a family vacation, but as a graduation trip with friends, there was no need to secure a suite.


  In comparison, Francisca who has a powerful behind the scenes sponsor, with the help of her superior, they ended up going for the best. Rather, it’s a sensible option, as staying in a better room would secure their safety and allow them to continue their business.


  As a result, the highest class room that happened to be open was allotted to them.


  Like the other hotels, the room is 300 meters above sea level, and it overlooks the Aegean Sea across the steep cliff. The rooms walls and ceiling are white, and across the window is an outdoor pool with a lounge. A space of about 200 square meters. Half of that is used by the living and dining room, 50 are used for the bedrooms, and the rest is used on the shower rooms and bathrooms.


  They all now meet on the living room sofas. The three of them face each other. On one side, is Nishino with Francisca to his side. On the opposite side is Rose sitting by herself.


  The subject that was brought up, is about what had happened after Rose escaped.


  “Eh? Then she got away?”


  “My bad. She was faster at escaping than I expected.”


  “That response is unlike you.”


  Compared to Nishino’s indifferent words, irony flies out of Francisca.


  Having her cheek licked everywhere must have affected her.


  “Don’t worry. While that is true, she probably won’t aim for your crotch.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Apparently she hates mature women.”


  Putting on cynical airs, the futsumen moves his gaze from Francisca to Rose.


  “…Me?”


  Being faced head on by her loved one, the blonde haried loli’s heart thorbs.


  “Take care when moving at night.”


  “Ara, are you worrying about me?”


  “……”


  As always he treated Rose harshly. The arrangement of the sofas as well, that reflected their distance. Faced with the two of them having sat down beforehand, his rebellious heart chose to sit next to Francisca.


  Nishino’s gaze quickly returns, and he asks his partner in this job.


  “By the way, what happens to the request in this situation? The objective was already achieved.”


  “In regards to that, I left it to the investigators. In the case that what that woman said is true, then your job will end. In regards to the payment you will get the full amount according to the contract. Aah, that will also include the protection from last night.”


  “Understood.”


  “By the way, why is Rose-chan in Santorini? I’m much more concerned about you than myself. It can’t be that you latched onto someone else, could it? Do you think I’d let you get a job from someone other than me?”


  “I’m on a trip with my classmates, I’d like it if you don’t get strangely suspicious.”


  “Ara? It’s surprising that you have friends you get along so well with.”


  “According to the original plans, Nishino-kun should have come along, but he was stolen by a certain aunt with a smelly crotch. Really, women who can’t read the atmosphere are unpleasant.”


  Normally that should be a complaint that she would never let out before Nishino, however, the fact that it leaked out, only shows how much she looked forward to her time with him. Immediately after the trip was decided, she put dozens of hours into her preparations.


  The clothes she is currently wearing is, as well the black one piece that was chosen by analyzing even the finer details of Nishino’s taste.


  Her image is elegant, innocent, and clean.


  Receiving that person maliciousness caused Rose to desperately maintain herself.


  “Fuun? Well, your school life is not important.”


  “Then please don’t ask.”


  “If you’re going to fight then I’ll go somewhere else.”


  Being to the side of the two noisy woman, Nishino goes to stand from his seat.


  In a panic Francisca hurriedly corrects the subject.


  “Wh, what about my guard?”


  “You probably won’t be attacked. Even if you are, like I said before, it would be for that woman. Go and enjoy your vacation without a worry. Isn’t this the best location to fish for men?”


  “Can I really believe in that?”


  “Isn’t it over for people who can’t be trusted by their companions?”


  “…You’re really saying companion from that mouth.”


  “Francisca, I will also stay here for the night. If the enemy is aiming for me, then staying in an ordinary inn would be a big risk.”


  “Fine then, do as you like.”


  “Then, I’ll go and get some inn around here.”


  With a short mutter, Nishino gets up from the sofa and beings walking.


  His direction is the room’s entrance door.


  “Eh?”


  For an instant, Rose let out an extremely befuddled expression.


  “What? Did you really think he’d stay in the same room with me?”


  This good for nothing virgin has built up resentment towards Francisca over the years. Through the numerous times that she had invited him in the past, the futsumen has never accepted. It is for that reason, that she has suspicions at the possiblity that he is gay.


  “No, it, it’s nothing, of course that would happen, eeh.”


  Because of that Rose was now at a loss.


  But, for only this time were the heavens her ally.


  It came from the vibrating phone in Francisca’s pocket.


  “Excuse me…”


  After a short notice, she answers the call. Getting off the sofa, she takes her moves to the living room window with a view of the terrace’s pool. Nine or eight out of ten times it would be a call from a work companion, Nishino and Rose both expected that.


  Just as the futsumen was in front of the entrance, he decided to wait for the call to end. He considered that their might have been a change in the situation. Saying nothing ,he turns around and gazes at Francisca who is still on the line.


  “I see, you confirmed it. Eeh… eeh, is it fine? I’ll leave it to you.”


  While gazing at the Aegean Sea across the window, the beautiful blonde haired woman continues.


  From the view of the other two, it made for a lovely scene.


  “I understand. Eeh, then, this matter is settled. Eeh, I’ll leave it to that side, please deal with it appropriately. I plan to return and clean up on this side.”


  With the commotion that now gone, only her indifferent words echo in the room. Is it because of the one on the other side, or perhaps some other reason. Compared to the tone used with Nishino and Rose, this one is somewhat stiffer.


  But, with those indifferent words, in the next instant, her tone becomes a little higher.


  “Eh? A lost japanese child?”


  Something unexpected came in.


  It seems like something unexpected was heard.


  Hearing those words, Nishino shows considerable interest. The key word was Japanese. As his brows twitches, Rose who is sitting on the sofa spots this, and she indirectly asks.


  “Did something happen?”


  “Who knows. If you’re interested then confirm it later.”


  “Eeh, that’s right. I’ll do so.”


  The way in which she answers the futsumen is terribly cold.


  But, those ears of hers carefully follow after Francisca’s voice.


  “…Eeh. Now that you mention it, a Japanese acquaintance of mine has also just come.”


  A glance, Francisca’s gaze moved to Nishino. Perhaps, the situation being discussed over the phone is something related to them. Another troublesome job, so his posture conveyed.


  “Please wait a moment. Eeh, I’ll confirm it.”


  Putting the call on hold, the aunt with the smelly crotch asks Nishino and Rose.


  “About the name of Rose-chan’s friend, could it by chance be Shimizu?”


  “…Why do you know that?”


  A person who she had been increasingly coming in contact with this month. In the past there were countless times where she had interrupted her fellowship with the futsumen, and the blonde haired loli’s expression becomes grim. As if thinking, what happened this time. But, that only lasted for an instant.


  “Apperantly she’s in the custody of the police. How about going to get her?”


  “Haa?”


  “Francisca, what do you mean?”


  Not Only Rose, but Nishino also makes a foolish face.


  Unable to understand what was happening, the two could only return a question.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  While Nishino and the others were relaxing at the suite, in that very same Santorini island, at a loss in the forign country that she couldn’t communicate well in, Shimizu found herself in a police station. Three hours passed since she was first restrained there.


  “…Really, this is the worst. This trip.”


  Some time passed since noon.


  It all started from a trifling good will. After being engulfed in the traffic accident at the crossing, in order to help the taxi driver she got in contact with the police and emergency workers, and without knowing left from right she was asked to accompany them, and in the end she was dragged all over the island.


  In addition to terribly fast and mispronounced english, she has also encountered Greek. Naturally, most of it was impossible to understand, and trying to come up with a simple answer was difficult. As a result of conveying her wishes through her broken english and body language, she arrived at where she now is.


  Beginning from a hospital in Fira near the traffic accident, to the Karterados police station, for some reason, she was handed to an urban government official, and finally, in a police station to the far north, she reached her current location.


  “……”


  In what she though is the waiting room, she sits on a folding chair and continues to wait. Greeks are said to be lazy. As if to fit that, the process that had occurred ended up like this. The police officer that had brought her here, had already left to somewhere else.


  Most of the younger Greeks are outdoors, and what’s left are older Greek police officers who are not willing to speak english. Having recently gotten a 500 on the TOEIC[1], it would be difficult for Shimizu to establish mutual communication.


  “Maybe I should just leave…”


  She had already attempted to talk with the passing police officers a number of times. However, she was not able to sufficiently communicate her intent in english. Thus with her failures piling on, no matter what she tried to say afterwards, they wave their hands as if to say, Wait a moment.


  “But, it’d be bad if it becomes a problem later, there’s a chance that I won’t be able to take the plane home if it goes badly. Rather, I don’t even know where I am, if I leave, I don’t even know where the hotel is.”


  The fed up Shimizu’s heart and bottom began to hurt.


  “Aah, what do I do. Honestly, I want to go back to Japan…”


  A monologue she has been repeating since half an hour ago.


  Her limit is soon approaching.


  “And the smartphone I just bought broke…”


  Taking out the phone from her skirt pocket, she lets out a sigh.


  No matter which button she pressed, no response came. It must have hit something during the traffic accident and broke. She tried readjusting the battery, lightly hitting it, but even after exhausting many options, nothing happened.


  “…I want to cry …Rather, I’ll cry, I’m gonna cry.”


  In just half a day in a foreign country, Shimizu who’s selling point is her strong heart and liveliness, is now on the verge of crying.


  Her stomach is also empty. The last meal she had was around 6am, and that was early in the morning, furthermore, while together with Takeuchi-kun in the buffet, she did not eat much to appeal her charm. I should have eaten more bread and meat, she thought but it was already too late.


  “My stomach’s empty…”


  Since exercising is her hobby, she has a good metabolism and is in fact a big glutton.


  At the same time as she muttered, the one who responded to her complaint, was the sound of her stomach. She had already lost the willpower to think of it as embarrassing. With her elbows on her thighs, she curls her back, and lowers her head like a boxer. Her gaze points at the floor.


  “Ahhh, I want to go home. I want to go hooome.”


  At last the number of monologues began to increase.


  It was at that time.


  “Ara, you really are here.”


  What is suddenly delivered, is a voice that she has needlessly become familiar with in these past few days.


  “…Eh?”


  The class rep raises her head at once, and a few meters from the wall she sat by, two faces she recognizes appear near the entrance, furthermore, there is also one unknown face. They all stand while looking at Shimizu.


  Rose, Nishino, and Francisca who is a step behind them.


  “It looks like it was right.”


  Nishino continued after Rose.


  “With this I’ve got Rose-chan in my debt.”


  “Wait. Why has the debt been passed to me?”


  “Well, it’s your school friend isn’t it? If I wasn’t contacted, then it’s likely that this child would have been stuck here at a loss until dark, take a look, even now she has a face that looks like it will cry.”


  The three walk up to Shimizu while talking with each other.


  When the class rep sees the figure of Nishino, her eyes widen. She learned that he left Japan through Rose, but for him to be in Santorini just like them, is something she did not consider.


  As the three step up, she gets up from her seat and opens her mouth.


  “Wh, why is NIshino-kun…?”


  “Me being here is a coincidence.”


  His tone is the same indifferent one as always.


  On the other hand the surprised Shimizu acted unnatural.


  “No matter how you see it isn’t it weird!? What do you mean coincidence!”


  Because of the long wait, or because of her empty stomach, the class rep takes a step forward, and glares at Nishino as if to challenge him. She is in a very bad mood. It seems that the build up resentment is being directed to the futsumen.


  “Don’t yell like that. You will ruin that cute face that you bothered to set up.”


  “Ha, haaa? Hey, are you looking down on me!?”


  Receiving that same as always attitude of Nishino, she tightens her fist. With her back put into it, she is ready to swing her right at this very moment. The stress that built up from those several hours, swelled up to the point that she had to hit something.


  But, Rose would not let that slide.


  Because Nishino praised Shimizu’s face, the blonde haired loli immediately fell into a bad mood. She tries her best to not show this on her face, but her brows and cheeks twitched as she began to tremble.


  Naturally she also opens her mouth.


  “The one who is looking down on others is you isn’t it? If Nishino-kun wasn’t here, then you would have been confined here until dark, It couldn’t be that you yelled without understanding that could it?”


  If Nishino hadn’t visited the island, then the accident that started it all may not have happened, but whether the egg or the chicken came before the other, answering that is difficult. However, for Shimizu who didn’t understand the finer details, is was a very effective comeback.


  “……”


  Because of that she is able to regain some of her calm.


  It is true that she was in a state of hopelessness by herself, and that anger was the result. With the unending solitude she was feeling until now, the true feelings she couldn’t hide was the relief at the sight of recognizable faces. As a result it became a situation that she took advantage of.


  Even if that was the most hated boy in the class, or the girl she hated the most in her school year. In trash she wished it was Takeuchi-kun who came. But after understanding the root of her anger, Shimizu calms down a little.


  “…It, it doesn’t really matter. Wherever Nishino goes.”


  But, this time she was far too relaxed.


  “That’s right, things that aren’t related to you are…”


  Guuuu.


  In response to that mutter, the class rep’s stomach made a loud noise.


  “……”


  Having one misfortune after the other, this is its true meaning.


  As a girl of marriageable age, her face went red in shame.


  Angry then embarrassed, what a hectic woman she is.


  “Ara, to let your stomach rumble in front of others, you are quite the unrefined woman.”


  “Let’s go get a meal already. I’m also hungry.”


  “What a splendid proposal. As expected of Nishino-kun.”


  Rose does not hide the difference in treatment towards Shimizu and Nishino. In regards to the futsumen’s declaration for lunch, the blonde haired loli consents in an exaggerated manner, and acts as if her own stomach is empty and rubs it.


  On the other hand, the futsumen completely ignores her and walks away. He moves to the neighboring room that is separated by a thin wall. His destination is a steel desk with a police officer doing paperwork. He walks up to it, and begins speaking.


  In order to take Shimizu.


  While looking at his exchange with the public worker, Francisca asks in a casual tone.


  “Does Rose-chan not have a good relationship with him?”


  “That may have been so before.”


  “Before?”


  “Because of this woman’s interference, now he won’t even take me into consideration.”


  Rose answers with a glance at Shimizu.


  “Ara, is that so?”


  Being treated as this woman made Shimizu want to say something. But, with one side being an unknown beautiful blonde haired woman, she could only swallow her complaints. Since it could be said that Francisca’s appearance is her ideal, she lost the nerve to speak up.


  If evaluated by the school caste, then she would be in a position no less than Rose.


  Nevertheless, it is as if the person herself does not realize the feelings of respect the class rep holds. But after a moment of absent-mindedness, a large smile rises up on her. As if payback for before, she looks at the blonde haired loli, and grins in a pleasant manner.


  “…Why do you look so happy?”


  “No, It’s nothing,”


  “Sorry but, if you think of something strange, then I will kill you.”


  “Something strange? It’s not like it’s something that would kill you. But, it’s just that something good happened. I, love Rose-chan’s frustrated face. Hey, what are you feeling right now?”


  The aunt with the smelly crotch was in joy at the fact that Rose had fallen to the same place as her.


  Although her appearance is beautiful, she is in fact rather petty.


  “As always, you’re a woman with a bad personality.”


  “Is that so? It’s only because it’s Rose-chan.”


  Neither Francisca or Rose are better than the other. Although they have been acquainted for long, they are by no means friendly. They are ready to throw down the other with no hesitation if an opening appears, and those inner workings peek out from that exchange.


  “Umm, Ro, Rose-san, that person…”


  With an unfamiliar beautiful blonde haired woman before her, Shimzu timidly asks.


  Although Shimizu is in an upper position of the school caste, when next to Francisca she looked like a woman from the countryside. Asian’s and westerners. With an overwhelming gap in appearance, she asked while shriveling up.


  “This? It should be fine to leave her alone.”


  “Hey, aren’t you also the same?”


  “There’s no need for someone to look after me and him.”


  “Eh? Can it be… that’s, Rose-san’s Mother?”


  The surprised Shimizu.


  Then in that instant, the blonde parent and child make an expression as if they swallowed a bitter bug.


  “Please spare me from that. The thought of being this woman’s child is nauseating.”


  “Such an uncute child, I’d like to decline.”


  As a complete stranger, and from only hearing some of their conversation, it should not be possible for Shimizu to see the relationship between the two. With her question being completely off the mark, questions continue welling up as to who these people are.


  Then so, the conversation continues without her.


  At some point, Nishino returns with the police officer.


  Who followed after him is a Greek man in uniform.


  Age is in the late forties. With dyed dark brown hair and eyes of the same color, he had the appearance of a native. Eyes naturally go to the face filled with fat, the stomach that sticks out, and the distinct wrinkles formed on the uniform. Along with the bald head that extends from his forehead to his top, his appearance is that of a seedy middle-aged man.


  “Oi, Francisca. Explain the situation. It’s no good if it’s me.”


  Walking to where everyone is, he passes the baton to the aunt with the smelly crotch.


  It seems that it is impossible for the futsumen. What meets the eye is an asian in his teens, an appearance unbefitting for negotiation. In comparison, not only is Francisca a mature adult, but she is also a caucasian from America. Furthermore, that bosom holds a large influence. These points are stronger than anyone else.


  “Fu-fu-fu, as expected from ⟦Normal⟧.”


  “Just finished the procedures already.”


  With Francisca’s words, he lets the beautiful blonde haired woman explain the situation to the police officer. Being urged on, she parts from Rose and heads to the middle-aged man.


  The police officers gaze moved to her chest, butt, and crotch. That viscous gaze unrelentingly takes in the body lines exposed by the rider suit, here and there, here and there it fully caress her.


  “N-fu-fu”


  Confirming that fact, the aunt with the smelly crotch gives a sidelong glance to Nishino in a boastful manner.


  How about it, how about that, this is me? She is proud of her own body. However, the futsumen’s attention had already moved from her to the class rep. Francisca was out of his vision. Naturally, no reaction was returned.


  “Can you hurry and finish the procedures, Auntie?”


  Rose speaks with a self-satisfied look at the vexed beautiful blonde haired woman.


  In a complete change, anger rises on Francsica’s face.


  “I, I know! Rather, I don’t want you saying that!”


  Then so, just like when Nishino spoke Greek with the police officer, the beautiful blonde haired woman who was given the conversation also speaks in Greek, and Rose with her quip also spoke Greek. The police officers who are present go without saying.


  With such a natural flow in front of her, Shimizu’s eyes go wide.


  At the end of her view is the futsumen’s figure.


  “Eh… Nishino-kun, could it be that you’re fluent in English?”


  “English?”


  From Shimizu’s questions, the fluent fellow questioningly tilts his head.


  The one who answer in his place is Rose.


  “That wasn’t English just now but Greek, you, so it’s finally not just your head but also your ears that are broken? How useless.”


  “Eh, no way…?”


  An important law inside of Shimizu is disturbed. The law that futsumen could not speak foreign languages is crumbling. To the one she had one sidedly looked down on, he is an existence far superior to her in the area that she is most proud of. That fact landed a large blow on her.


  “Wh, why can someone like Nishino!”


  Because of that her true thoughts leaked out.


  Then it leaked in front of the person himself.


  Rose immediately snapped.


  “…If you say any more odd things, I’ll pull out your tongue.”


  Taking one step forward, so that Nishino cannot hear, she whispers in her ear.


  The corner of her eyes are sharply raised, and those eyes are filled with a dazzling radiance. One that says it can truly kill, a gaze filled with killing intent. The wrinkles reach up to the end of her nose. An expression only possible because her back is turned to Nishino.


  “……”


  “Class rep, what’s wrong?”


  Nishino asked that question only because he did not see her expression.


  From his position, he could not confirm Rose’s expression.


  “Eh, ah… i, it’s ,nothing, nothing… it’s nothing…”


  “Is that so?”


  Because of that Shimizu’s pride was torn to pieces.


  The specialty she can boast of was crushed, and on top of that she was put to shame by the style of the beautiful blonde haired woman. It wouldn’t be much from the beautiful woman. However, the other one is in the lowest position of the school caste, and the most hated person in the class.


  Shimizu’s important sense of values, were easily destroyed.


  “…I’m kind of tired.”


  What comes out of her mouth, is a foolish excuse.


  The class rep gave up after thinking about it.


  “Then we can have our meal delivered to the hotel room.”


  Not knowing of her inner feelings, Nishino who showed his consideration was the same as usual.


  Thanks to that, Shimizu was in a miserable state.


  “N, no, you don’t have to worry about me.”


  “Wearines gained on a trip, is usually more than a person thinks it is. There should at least be some jet-lag.”


  As for the one who said that, he has had no sleep since yesterday. However, because of the strong mental he can boast of, without letting out his own situation, he brazenly speaks. He must be thinking that now is the place to act cool.


  It’s then that Francisca returns after having finished the negotiations.


  “That child, it’s fine to take her back.”


  What was spoken was fluent Japanese.


  It must have been in consideration of Shimizu.


  “Aah, okay.”


  “With this did I also get ⟦Normal⟧ in debt?”


  “If it’s about that then were even with saving you.”


  “Ara? This girl is quite valuable. I’ve heard something good.”


  On the other hand, there is no change in Nishino’s sharp gaze.


  “If you think of something strange, then I won’t mind dealing with you right here.”


  “I, I get it, it’s a joke, of course it’s a joke!”


  “No matter how many times you say them, your jokes are uninteresting. Francisca.”


  “I’m of the same sentiment on that.”


  “Yes, yes, being uninteresting is fine. Then let’s go to the hotel and have some lunch. I’ve also been going since morning, I’m hungry and my legs are heavy. It’s fine already, so let’s take a breather somewhere?”


  Having successfully recovered Shimizu, they all leave the police station.


  Graduation Trip 7


  


  In the vicinity of Fira, in a hotel of particularly high grade. It is at the terrace with a great view that is affixed to the suite.


  Japan’s top celebrity, Ogata Tarousuke, is shooting a television commercial. With the Aegean Sea as the backdrop, a sound comes from his throat as he takes a gulp of his drink, it is a promotion for a canned coffee that goes on sale next month.


  After parting with Nishino in Gatwick, by some fate he also happened to arrive at Santorini. Ever since morning, he has been making pose after pose for the cameras with no end in sight.


  Even he wouldn’t have imagined that Nishino is in the same town.


  “Good, that’s the end for today’s shoot!”


  The foreman announces in a loud voice.


  “Next is tomorrow morning, we will continue the shooting at the town!”


  In response to his orders the others begin wrapping up.


  It’s been about 3 hours since the shooting began, and Tarosuke has finally been released from the cameras The other staff also being cleaning in order to end their work quickly. As the sun is still high, the work day still continues, and there will be a drinking party in the name of briefing session.


  “Now then, what to do…”


  Having gained his freedom, Tarosuke muttered to no one in particular.


  “…Guess I’ll at least get him a souvenir.”


  What crossed his mind, is the face of the boy he had met the week before. One way or another, Tarousuke was once again looking for an excuse to get near Nishino. If that wasn’t the case, then getting someone a souvenir is out of his character.


  In fact, the staff who heard his words, look at Tarousuke with surprise on their face.


  “Every now and then, that type of things, isn’t so bad.”


  The person himself hadn’t realized that he had gathered the attention of the surroundings. While muttering some excuses, he goes to leave the room. Looking at the somewhat merry figure of the ikemen, the supervisor and everyone below, though that today’s Taro-san is in a good mood.


  It is from his back that a voice calls out.


  “U, umm!”


  The voice of a very cute woman.


  The ikemen turns around, and before him is a young Japanese woman in her mid teens.


  “What is it? Do you need something from me?”


  “Umm, th, that’s…”


  A so called idol.


  It is the partner that he is having the shoot with, if Tarousuke is the most popular, then she is the rank after him. The appearance of the two together is the result of the sellers not caring for their advertising expenses and going all out.


  “I, if you’d like, then, together…”


  A very cute girl.


  The black haired bob cut is proof of that. The breast and bottom that peek out across the pure white one piece are plump for her age, she is just like the mature woman that men like. With a stature a head lower than the surroundings coupled with the childish impression she gives off, she stirs up the desire to corrupt.


  However, even then, the ultra class idol’s charms did not reach Tarousuke.


  “Sorry, but I have some business to attend to.”


  “Eh? Could it be, you have an acquaintance here?”


  “Something like that.”


  Suddenly, he gazes far off in the direction of the sea, and combs his bangs upward with his right hand.


  Although showing off, it’s not as if he actually has an acquaintance at this location. The ikemen simply wanted to go out to buy souvenirs alone. A completely earnest atmosphere was let off. Even if he gets lost, with those hands he will purchase an unknown tapestry or key chain.


  “Fuwaaa, amazing~!”


  “Excuse me. I’ll be counting on you again tomorrow.”


  “Ah, yes!”


  While bearing his impatience, Tarousuke makes his exit with a cool pretense.


  The idol gazes at that back.


  Immediately after the latter confirms that the former had completely left the room, she calls out to an assistant that happened to be nearby. The one who was called out, is someone who doesn’t stand out, plain, dull, an atmosphere just like Nishino’s, a man in the first half of his twenties.


  “Ummm, I’d like to get a buggy, but.”


  “Eh?”


  “So you really are busy?”


  “Ah, no, I’ll go! I’ll prepare it right away!”


  As he was instructed, he goes to rent out a buggy.


  The sad feeling of a small fry.


  Seeing that figure, unknown to others, the edge of the bob cut girl’s mouth curves.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  At a different place, the suite next to where the shoot had occurred.


  Compared to the neighboring one this is a royal suite of a grade slightly higher. A spacious room with a difference in cost of several tens of thousands of yen per person, it has splendid water rooms, and good service, a location that the hotel employees themselves would recommend with their chest stuck out. The one who got it was Francisca.


  It is there that her, Nishino, Rose, and Shimzu are gathered, they were surrounded by the outdoor dining lounge table. Their meal was a complete course that had been brought in half an hour ago, most of it had already been eaten. And now they sip on a cold black tea after meal.


  “The neighbors are lively.”


  Gazing at the wall that separates the neighboring room, Fancisca lets out her dissatisfaction. Ever since Nishino and the other had arrived, just as she said, the voices of people incessantly ring out from that room.


  Even if it’s called a royal suite, in the end it’s simply a tourist attraction that only 1 in 10,000 people can visit. On top of that, even with it’s piled up history, they weren’t sensible enough to install sound proofing.


  “It’s a tourist attraction. It can’t be helped.”


  “It seems like Japanese tourists. I hear fluent Japanse over there.”


  The ones who interject are Nishino and Rose.


  “Probably a movie or photo shoot or something.”


  “Can’t they record it more quietly?”


  “Are you going? You’ll probably only end up displeased.”


  “I’m already plenty displeased. It’s because of this noisiness that I hate Asians.”


  Francisca tilts her cup with curiosity.


  That figure looked completely at home.


  Adorned by the Aegean Sea, the floor, tables, chairs, walls, everything in the lounge is pure white. To the side of the dining set, the surface of the light blue pool reflect the color of the sky. If hearing of a hotel in Santorini, then this is the scene that most people would picture.


  As if to challenge this, Francisca wears a small black one piece, her thighs expose themselves as she crosses her legs, and at times, a gentle wind blows on her hair as she holds it down with one hand. It was like a scene in a movie, and any one who sees it would have their chest jump.


  But, there was no one there who praised that.


  Moreover, the choice of black clothes, was done wholly in order to pester Rose.


  “……”


  But in contrast to her free spiritedness, a strong tension still presses down on Shimizu even now.


  Although having ate everything due to hunger, she felt uncomfortable because of her attentiveness to others, and without being able to say anything, she now sits on a chair in the corner of the dining room with nothing to do. For the person herself, there are no allies in this place. Even though liveliness is the class reps strong point, she couldn’t muster any strength.


  There is Rose who it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to call her enemy, and in addition Nishino who she came to detest these past few days, and to top it off Francisca who showed no interest in her at all. This line up was more than enough to shave away at her mental.


  “Nishino-kun, what do you plan to do from now?”


  Rose asks in order to change the subject.


  This one also wears a one piece similar to design in Francisca’s. But the color changed from the black she had until now to red. Having more charm, it shows the aggressiveness she holds on the inside. Even in the eyes of the same sex it is terrifyingly fitting, and for Shimizu who took a glance at it, she grew to hate her even more.


  Furthermore, the her of today is sexier than usual, and her long waist length hair is tied up in twintails. The blonde hair sparkles as it basks in the sunlight, in her own words, the care put into it isn’t even worth mentioning. Remembering those words from the past, caused the class rep became even less amused.


  On that note all of these outfits were prepared by the hotel.


  “What do you plan to do after learning it?”


  “The job ended right?”


  Rose ignores Nishino’s words and forcefully continues.


  “I’ll kill time until the return flight. Enjoying the spare time every once in a while isn’t so bad.”


  Influenced by the class reps gaze, the futsumen reluctantly answers. There was no way he could ignore her in front of his classmates. As if gaining victory in that small exchange, the ×××× woman tiumphantly continues.


  “Then I have a proposal, how about passing your time according to the original plan?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “A trip overseas with classmates. Isn’t this the best situation?”


  “……”


  At this critical moment Rose attacks Nishino’s weak point. The goal he had these past few days, the one who understood that the most is her, that’s why she did not waste this opportunity. No matter how it was conveyed, the futsumen in front of her would bite on, because of that there was no need to think too hard about it.


  “Hey, Shimizu-san. Don’t you also think so?”


  A smile rises up, and she asks with the calm expression of a bodhisattva.


  “Eh, eeh… me too, I, I’ll be happy if Nishino-kun is together with us, maybe.”


  While her cheeks cramped, the class rep still managed to answer with a smile.


  It is the effectiveness of Rose’s agreement with Shimizu.


  There was no way the futsumen would even consider the thought of the two secretly working together. I’ll be happy if Nishino-kun is together with us, Shimizu said, there should be no chance of him refusing, rather it raised his spirits.


  “…If it’s like that, by all means allow me to go together.”


  Team Takeuchi is the group positioned at the top of the class caste. If you are able to make a place for yourself in there, then making one in the class would only be natural. With his goal of making a girlfriend, this is a big step forward.


  “It’s decided.”


  Without showing any concern to the class reps will, it was decided that he will sightsee with the rest.


  But in a sudden turn, Francisca who has been gazing at the boy and girls exchange reacts. With a clink the cup is placed into the saucer, giving a side glance at Nishino, she cuts in from the side.


  “Ara? Then maybe you can include me as well.”


  It seems she enjoyed watching the exchange between the three. Because she is the only one separated in age, a sense of alienation must have caused her to react. To her, this is the best location to entertain the futsumen.


  “You, did you not hate asians?”


  “They’re Rose-chan’s friends, I should at least greet them.”


  “After death, for your body to raise a child, did it have such a luxurious function?”


  It was a casual tone, however, for the others who heard that it was the proclamation of a devastating truth. Shimizu swallows her breath, and reflexively looks at Rose. With that reaction of hers before his eyes, Nishino scowls.


  “Francisca, stop that childishness.”


  “Ara, are you protecting her?”


  “I’m just saying to be more prudent.”


  As Shimizu is here, Nishino puts a stop to this.


  If he didn’t, then no one would have interrupted the quarrel between them.


  “Good for you, Rose-chan. He protected you.”


  “With great regret. I’m not weak enough to need protection from someone else, nor meek enough.”


  “Don’t misunderstand. I don’t have the slightest intention to worry about you two. If you want to go at it then you can do it anywhere else. However, this class rep is also Rose’s school friend. She’s the owner of a prudent heart, so don’t needlessly cause her anxiety.”


  “Fuun? So that’s ⟦Normal⟧’s taste? I’ve learned another thing.”


  “Owner of a prudent heart, is it.”


  
    [image: ]
  


  


  Francsca and Rose speak while staring at Shimizu. That gaze, is as if it is looking at a wriggling worm on top of asphalt in the summertime. That gaze is one that should not be directed at humans, a very cold gaze.


  For the one who is being looked at, she shrinks her shoulders and withers away even more than before. The current class rep has no will to answer back. The tags of blonde hair and cacuasian on Rose and Francisca were too much. With both knees together she sits on the small chair, more submissively than before.


  “U, umm, Rose-san… about the trip…”


  Somehow collecting herself the class rep opens her mouth.


  Rose once again ignores this and turns to Nishino.


  “But for now, I have to give my thanks. Nishino-kun.”


  “I’ll say it again, it was in no way done for your sake. Don’t misunderstand.”


  “Even if that’s so, fu-fu, I’m happy.”


  “Say what you want.”


  Rose was truthfully happy. However, the expression that appeared on her face, is a sneer meant to irritate the other. As for Nishino who had no idea about her inner heart, all he could do was frown at that.


  “……”


  Like this, the class rep was completely left out.


  This one has already sworn to no longer talk.


  “By the way you all, sightseeing together is fine, but shouldn’t you be getting in contact soon? Thought imperfect if they are your friends, then I’d imagine they would at least be a bit worried.”


  As it is a completely sound argument, Nishino nods in response.


  “That’s true.”


  Everyone’s gaze naturally gathers on Shimizu.


  However, the answer that comes out of the class rep is unfavorable.


  “U, umm, about that…”


  “What is it?”


  “My smartphone broke, it, it doesn’t even start up…”


  Taking it out of her skirt pocket she places it on the tabletop.


  Under the attention of everyone, she repeatedly presses on the button to turn it on. However, no matter how many times it was done, there was no response from the phone. It’s not just that the application won’t start up, but electricity won’t enter, and neither do the LEDs turn on. It has completely broken down.


  It is the latest model she bought by using all the money she made in her part time job.


  “Then it should be fine to use this woman’s phone.”


  Nishino’s gaze points to Rose.


  Just that in itself, caused Shimizu to become irritated. Then don’t talk to me about it, so the words came up to her throat. But because she is before Francsica and Rose, that could be dangerous so she swallowed them back.


  “You won’t say you forgot it would you?”


  “I brought it along.”


  “Then hurry and get in touch.”


  “But, I’m sorry, my phone only has her information.”


  The word her meant Shimizu.


  One time at the school roof, it was the address one sidedly forced to be exchange. But, what they need right now, is the contact address of someone other than Shimizu.


  “Even as the school idol your not much.”


  “Your acting quite proud, but what about you?”


  “My phone doesn’t have their contact information. Otherwise I would’ve already contacted them.”


  Not to mention the ones being talked about, the only address he has of the same grade, is the address of Rose in their mail exchange history. He isn’t struggling at the lowest area of the caste for nothing. But having the latest high performance model, conversely invites pity.


  “Being blind to your own shortcomings, how lucky of you.”


  “Isn’t that the same for you? We belong in the same place.”


  “……”


  Dokun, Rose’s heart races. Her wide open eyes become moist.


  It seems that the words just now, were passable for her. On the other hand, Shimizu who is sitting by her side, guesses what is in her heart from the change in the gaze Rose directs at Nishino. But what was it that was good in those words, both her shoulders shake as she becomes stumped.


  “Still, that’s a problem.”


  As if it is someone else’s problem, Francisca spoke with no worries.


  “Class rep, which area is the hotel that Takeuchi-kun reserved in? I don’t mind a rough estimate so please tell me. If we check them one be one, then it’s only a matter of time. As they are several Japanese kids, they should stand out.”


  “Which area, even if you say that I don’t know the name or address…”


  “Fumu, is that so.”


  Fumu, a point is added to Shimizu’s irritation.


  3 points left before she reaches her limit. The continued abuse of Rose, and the unexpected traffic accident. Furthermore, the fact that helping someone out of kindness ended up in her being alone in a foreign country for several hours, her heart is discouraged.


  By the way, the hotel in question, is the hotel that they are currently in.


  However, they still do not know that.


  “Then for now, wouldn’t it be fine to go around as three?”


  Having finally reached this point, Rose begins inserting her own objective. In her mind, starting from this moment, she will have a lovely time going around the tourist attractions. To begin with, that was the reason that this fast paced beautiful girl gave Takeuchi-kun the slip.


  “Ehh, why do I…”


  have to go together with Nishino-kun? So where the dangerous words that almost leaked out of the class rep.


  “It should be fine to leave the hotel search to this woman.”


  “Hey Rose-chan, why do I have to do that?”


  “It’s fine so just agree for now. Isn’t it a chance to get him in your debt?”


  “…Well, if it’s like that then I don’t mind.”


  Receiving Rose’s words, with some worries Francisca agrees.


  She understood that the gains would far surpass the loss.


  “Then it’s decided. Let’s go.”


  Rose gets up in order to take the lead.


  In response to her body’s movement, the blonde hair tied in twintail softly rises. Reflecting the sunlight that is poured in through the window, the golden threads shine, it is as if it reflects her current inner feelings, as if it fires off a strong brilliance.


  Following along with this, the plans of the other two were also decided.


  Take care.


  Francisca sends the three off with a wave of her hand, and with a bit of jealousy.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  At the same time as Nishino’s side departs the hotel.


  Tarousuke walks in the town of Fira. Since departing the hotel of the shoot, about half an hour had passed. There is no figure of anyone accompanying him. By himself, he has the rough appearance of a T-shirt and jeans, and without even a bag, he walks around the town.


  This is also another style that looks good on ikemen’s.


  “Still, although I did say a souvenir, thinking about one is hard…”


  In Japan whenever he walks outside he is often surrounded by passersby, but in Santorini, the number of people who know his face are fewer. Thinking of it as a good thing, the Asian ikemen enjoys his first piece of freedom in a long time.


  “A souvenir from here, what’s popular? I have no idea.”


  He continues walking while grumbling complaints.


  But having progressed a good amount, a color that he is familiar with enters his vision. Yellow skin just like his. Their age is somewhat lower than his, a group of men and women that appear to be in their midteens. Due to the local color, Asian’s stand out, and his attention was naturally directed to them.


  In relation to the direction they are walking, the group that is ahead still hasn’t noticed. There is a distance of about 10 meters. From their way of dressing their is no doubt that they are tourists. Two men, two women. Taking a closer look, there is a face among them that Tarousuke remembers.


  “…Oi, oi, it’s his classmates.”


  As for who his is, it could only mean the futsumen.


  His voice unintentionally leaked out at the unexpected encounter.


  Then so, on the road to the side of the harmonious group, a van slowly follows after them. All of the windows are tinted, and maybe because of long overuse, there are cavities and peeled off paint visible on many areas of the vehicle.


  Suspicions would slowly be raised at that, but, they’re probably looking for the right path, with the appropriate excuse then it becomes agreeable. Eventually, that car stops meters ahead of that boy girl group. It is one of the many street parking spots.


  Normally that is where it would end.


  However, in the next instant, the situation takes a sudden turn.


  At the moment they passed the side of the van. The rear door abruptly opens. Several Caucasian men jump out as if racing to be first. There is also a figure of a person with a knife in there.


  All of them are dressed roughly, shorts and a T-shirt. Even though it’s like this they do not conceal their faces. They appear to be a composition of men between their twenties and thirties, some have beards and tattoos, it is a group with a curse appearance.


  Then so, in the blink of an eye they surround the boy and girl group.


  “Seriously…?”


  Witnessing the unbelievable development, Tarousuke comes to a stop.


  Before his dumbfounded mutter, Takeuchi-kun who tried resisting was punched in the stomach. Matsuura-san raised a scream. To their side, Suzuki-kun who caught a glance of the knife in the man’s hand, was unable to do anything and remain frozen in fear.


  The only one who took logical actions was Risa-chan, she immediately attempted to contact the emergency number. However, in the brief time it took to get her phone from her pocket, an arm immediately pinned her down, and she was unable to move. Having only just memorized the emergency number beforehand, her movements were a bit too slow.


  The location is a road with a width of about seven to eight meters. Although a centerline can barely be made out, the boundary between the road and the sidewalk is vague. In Japan this would most likely be treated as a back alley, but in this cramped island, it is one of the many important paths that lead form north to south.


  “You people, what are you doing all of a sudden!”


  Takeuchi-kun barks.


  The cool Japense voice echoes. But there was no chance that their opponents would understand. And so, the complaint that came out with the small amount of courage he had, was paid back with a knife thrust at his throat, and he lost his following words. There was nothing else to do but obediently be captured.


  Each of them are being pinned down, and they are taken to be put in the van that would drive away.


  “…Oi, oi.”


  Tarousuke things. About what he should do.


  With a single glance at the men who drove up in the vehicle, they were clearly not normal. Whether a local or an outsider, it is hard to judge if they are merely tourists. But even then, they easily did something that an ordinary person couldn’t. Maybe the mafia or maybe a group of gangsters, it is most likely something of that kind.


  “……”


  He hand reflexively moved for his phone.


  However, if he waited for the emergency personnel to arrive, then they wouldn’t make it in time. In that case what action must be taken. What naturally comes to mind, is the experience from when he was kidnapped himself. The pain of the knife cutting the thick skin on his throat. And above all, the overwhelming fear.


  “…Ser, iously?”


  At that moment Tarousuke’s legs began to tremble. A traumatic flashback. As if to change his destination to the path he came from, his consciousness focuses behind him. I don’t know, I didn’t see anything, I’ll get in contact with the emergency personnel later, and so on.


  But, as he tried to turn back, he suddenly though.


  If it was Nishino, what would he do.


  “……”


  Then, as if a bolt of lighting ran through Tarousuke’s body, along with the shock he comes to a stop.


  In front of his gaze, the figure of Takeuchi-kun and the others who are being kidnapped are still there.


  With that scene before him, Tarousuke thinks of this and that. If Nishino was at my side, what would he say. What type of response would he take.


  He thought of such foolish things.


  But the answer, something more smooth than he could imagine.


  “Sorry, but until the emergency personnel come, I’ll play with you myself.”


  It is that condescending and unable to read the atmosphere attitude that he always has.


  But at this moment, it was the stimulation Tarousuke needed in order to take action.


  What the ikemen sees, is him to his side, walking to where Takeuchi-kun and the others are. In no hurry, exceedingly natural, but in a grand manner all the same. Compared to Tarousuke, his height is small and body is no good, a typical beansprout body.


  Nevertheless, in the same way as always, that back overflowed with absolute confidence.


  “……”


  Before he knew it, Tarosuke had already taken a step forward.


  In the same way as his vision of the futsumen, slowly, calmly, but also elegantly, in the coolest way he could think of walking, he overlaps his back with the ideal he had glimpsed, and he heads for the center of the strife.


  Nonetheless, the metal strain was inevitable. Sweat poured from all over his skin, and it began moistening his shirt and pants, and even his underwear. On his forehead, densely packed sweat that anyone can easily notice rises up.


  However, the steps that he started do not stop.


  One step, and another solid step.


  Then after getting several meters closer, the ikemen speaks.


  “Oi, oi, your wielding quite the dangerous things, huh?”


  Tilting at a 40 degree angle towards his opponents, he smiles as he makes a light provocation.


  It is the best rock that the current him can do.


  All the members that had attacked Takeuchi-kun’s group, turn to the sudden voice. Each and everyone of their eyes had a bad countenance in them. As for the side who was being watched, in response to those gazes, his shoulders jump. His whole body stiffens. But even then the ikemen does not pull back.
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  “Where are you going in such a hurry? Ta, take me along.”


  He cracks a joke while desperately bracing the knees that are still trembling.


  For the people concerned, the parts that had a strange tone to them must be because of the tension. However, his intent was covered with no problem, and the angry faces of the men, change into something more frightening than what they had until now.


  The group members exchange words, and together they nod. Two of them then walk to Tarousuke. One of them held a knife. With no deviation, the knife points to him.


  “O, oi, oi, a knife all of a sudden. Aren’t you pushing yourself a little too hard?”


  As if to say, Good grief, he raises both hands up to his shoulders


  Doing his best to feign calm, Tarousuke’s heart pounds enough to hurt. His pulses rapidly accelerates. What do I do? Aah, what do I do? The tension didn’t allow the ikemen to properly think.


  “Get in.”


  A single man, with the knife thrust out, indifferently uttered.


  That expression, had an invisible force.


  “What, you’ll let me go along? Such generosity.”


  To this, Tarousuke planned to stall for time, but because of his nervousness, he was more talkative than usual. Although that figure is somewhat comical, looking at it from the side makes it appear as if he is full of composure.


  Because of that, hope dwelled on the faces of Takeuchi-kun’s group. Hope that an unexpected person came to save them. Furthermore, taking a good look, that is actually a popular celebrity that appears on television and radio. It is a situation just like in a drama.


  “Oi, th, that’s, seriously!?” “No way, isn’t that Taro?” “H, he came, to save us!?” “Rather, isn’t he like insanely cool!?” “Unn!” “Amazing!”


  Inevitably, their expectations swelled.


  Thanks to that, the ikemen tries to show off a bit more.


  In order to follow the figure of the one he admires in his mind, his mouth suddenly opens.


  “Be obedient and release the kids. I don’t want to cause any needless injuries…”


  But, the expectations of Takeuchi-kun and the others, were but a fleeting dream.


  “Shut up.”


  Gatsun, the knife’s handle hits the ikemen’s chin.


  “Guhaa…”


  With no time to let out a proper scream, that body falls spread down on the ground.


  The ship sank in a single blow.


  After that, other than twitches the body did not react.


  “Ehh…?” “Seriously…?” “What was that…?” “Oi, oi…”


  To this, Takeuchi-kun and the others all felt disappointment.


  To fall from a single blow after talking so arrogantly, so where the honest impressions of everyone present. The assailants as well, pointing at the disappointing ikemen, What was this guy doing? the question is raised at the exchanged glances.


  “……”


  With Taousuke’s conscience in white, there is no sign of it returning.


  In the end, the ikemen who lost consciousness was stuffed in the trunk. As if transporting some luggage, he was tossed in, the arm and leg that loosely hung out of the car, where then pushed inside. That scene was terribly pitiable.


  From there, fulfilling their initial objective, they then force Takeuchi-kun and the others in to the back, and the vehicle departs. As the driver steps on the acceleration, the large engine roars, and they escape from the scene.


  Graduation Trip 8


  


  While Tarousuke was being captured by the thugs and exposing his unsightly figure in front of the group of boys and girls, in that same town of Fira, is the figure of a pained boy. A futsumen among futsumen that Tsunuma Highschool can boast of, the cynical bastard who dropped to the bottom of the school caste at a terrifying speed, Nishino Gokyou.


  “Is there some place you want to go to class rep?”


  “Not really…”


  “Is that so.”


  Right now, he is straddling his bike.


  While comfortably sitting on one of the spacious tandem seats, Shimizu sits on the other. Since he is the driver, she take as much distance as possible from him and brings her back close to the sissy bar. But, since she is scared of falling, her hands squeeze tight enough to cause pain onto the futsumen’s shoulders.


  So is the happy and embarrassing ride of the two.


  “In the first place, why does Nishino-kun have a license? This is a Harley isn’t it? If my knowledge is right, then it should be a larger type bike. We shouldn’t be able to get a license for them at our age.”


  Although a girl Shimizu was well informed on bikes. The reason is her father rode bikes. Just as she pointed out, to get a license for the super large 400cc Harley, one of the conditions for that, is that, If you are not at least 18, then you will be arrested.


  “Certainly I don’t have one in Japan. But I got a license in America.”


  “What’s with that…?”


  “While large and medium classification exists in Japan, overseas many are put into one, and if it’s in the countryside like this, then they’ll avert their eyes to some illegal things. As proof, we’re not wearing helmets right?”


  “Th, that’s not what I mean!”


  “Then if it’s about owning a license, then the person next to us is the same.”


  “That’s… th, that might be so but…”


  In the direction Nishino pointed with his chin, is the figure of Rose straddling the Megasports that is not much different from the Harley. It’s the vehicle Francisca rode. Compared to the giant frame of the vehicle, the body that is far too small on it is terribly unfitting.


  Speaking of the person who was pointed out, while moving besides them she is in suspense at their state.


  While gripping on the handles, and directing her attention forward, the blonde haired loli does not stop sending glances. Every few seconds, she directs her bloodshot eyes to Nishino and Shimizu.


  “…Why, why is that pig woman riding together with him.”


  In a volume that Nishino and Shimizu could not hear, she lets out a complaint.


  It seems she is jealous of the class rep. By all rights, that should be my spot, and she selfishly holds her jealousy in, But, the class rep cant ride a bike so it can’t be helped, was the logical opinion of the futsumen that she couldn’t refute.


  Suddenly, they stop at an intersection flowing with cars.


  At the same time as the brakes are pressed, a bit of Shimizu’s breast comes in contact with Nishino’s back. Since the class rep is relatively busty, its softness and squishiness is conveyed to the futsumen through the leather jacket.


  Witnessing that scene, Rose yells.


  She approaches the limits of her patience.


  “Hey, hey, Shimizu-san, you’re too close, take that hand off his shoulder!”


  “W, won’t I fall if I let go!?”


  “In fact that would be more convenient. That way, there’d be no need to trouble over it.”


  “Wh…?”


  Even while in front of Nishino, Rose speaks with no reservation. Usually that is something that she should hide. But this and that are all due to the futsumen and class rep riding in tandem. It looked like she would attack them at any moment.


  “That’s why I said you should ride with Rose. Wouldn’t it be more comfortable bonding as woman?”


  “No! Isn’t the seat over there smaller!?”


  Certainly the tandem seat on Rose’s is smaller. It’s placed on top of the rear fender. Since Rose has a small build, they can cram into the front with room to spare. But, there’s a world of difference when comparing it to the long seat Nishino straddles.


  Furthermore, as there is a 17 centimeter sissy bar installed in the back, even before getting on the smart, Shimizu immediately made her decision. She isn’t aiming for the Tokyo University of Foreign Studies for nothing.


  “But there’s no way I can ride on the bike of someone who can’t reach the bottom!”


  “You truly are a rude woman. If I do my best and lean onto one side, then I’ll just be able to reach”


  “You can’t say that’s reaching! Even now your wobbling around aren’t you!?”


  “I am not.”


  “You definitely are!”


  She certainly is wobbling.


  She can’t reach it well enough.


  Just as Shimizu pointed out, it looks like Rose is forcing herself which causes worry. It’s leaning to the extent that it cannot be said that it’s being rode properly. It is far from standing upright. For the drivers in the vehicles behind her, they are struck with terror every time she comes to a stop.


  “If you tighten your knees, and hold onto the waist strap, then you probably won’t fall.”


  Although Nishino followed up, the class rep wouldn’t accept it.


  “It’s not that I’ll fall, bu, but I’ll be made to fall! It’s too dangerous!”


  “Ara, how rude. Even like this, I should have handled motorcycles longer than him.”


  “That’s definitely a lie!”


  Even though she spoke with a serious look, looking at the frame that was overwhelmingly leaning to one side, made her persuasive power zero.


  No matter how unfitting Rose’s height is, she still managed to come to a successful stop a number of times, and that is due to her unique physical strength. If she was born as an asian, then the length of her legs wouldn’t be enough, and it would probably be a sorrowful sight


  “By the way Shimizu-san, about the destination, if you have no place in mind, I wouldn’t mind if you followed along. If it’s about a place to visit in Santorini, there is a place I wanted to visit at least once.”


  “…I’m, okay with it.”


  “Okay, if class rep says it’s fine then let’s go.”


  They smoothly came to an understanding by using Shimizu as a central hub.


  The situation went exactly as Rose imagined.


  In reality, the place that they will soon visit, is only one of the locations that she had worried over for this trip. From the Sunday that the plans were set until today, for the most part her efforts were directed into enjoying the trip together with Nishino.


  It is something unknown to the futsumen, in Rose’s home, travel pamphlets filled with tags, and a large quantity of memos filled with outlines of the location, are stacked into a tall mountain in the spacious living room. There is even a pile in her room. They were piled all over the house.


  “Fu-fu, u-fu-fu-fu-fu…”


  Thanks to that a smile naturally appeared on her face. Although the blonde haired loli is filled with enough hate to kill Shimizu who is riding tandem, when thinking about the place they will soon visit, a good amount of her irritation dissipates, and the stiffness in her face softens, and a comfortable breeze caresses her cheeks.


  With large differences in enthusiasm, the awkward touring continues for 30 minutes.


  Before long they arrive at their destination, one of Santorini’s many churches. In the same way as the others, the walls and pillars are pure white. On the other hand, the dome roof is colored a fine blue that is deeper than the sky. With a snuggly fit 20 square meters of space coupled with it’s appearance made it appear very cuter.


  Soon after they descend off the bikes, they move right in front of it. It appears to be a two story building. There are no other people in the surroundings. It seems that this is a place removed from the typical sightseeing route as there are no other sounds around.


  “Girlier taste than I imagined.”


  “S, sorry for that…”


  While receiving Nishino’s retort, with fleeting glances, Rose desperately tries to establish eye contact with Shimizu. You’re a nuisance, make some excuses and go somewhere else, Hurry, hurry up and go, and so on.


  It did not take long for the class rep to realize this. It is because of this attentiveness that she has a high position in the school caste. There was no chance that she would rebel against that, rather it worked out just how she wanted, I can’t associate with them any longer, so was her unspoken complaint.


  “Umm, Nishino-kun. I, I’m, going to the restroom.”


  From his side, she carefully cuts in.


  “Restroom? Do they have that?”


  “Before coming here, there was something like a shop…”


  “I overlooked that, I’m sorry. But will you be fine alone?”


  “Eh, you can’t be planning to come along?”


  Ever since picking her up from the police station, the futsumen has only been considerate.


  A shivering sensation goes through the class reps back.


  It seems like this one as well, has not realized the consideration he truly had.


  “Please stop with that sexual harassment you had since coming here.”


  “Okay. But, if it’s like that then hold onto this.”


  In a light manner, he takes out his phone from his pants pocket and throws it to Shimizu. The frame draws a perfect curve, and it falls right into her hands. With the frame transporting some of his body heat, the class rep’s heart shook.


  “…Eh?”


  “It’d be troubling if you become a lost child again wouldn’t it? You can find Rose’s address in the mailbox history. If something happens, then use it to get in touch, and it’s not in the address book so be careful”


  “Eh, ah, un. …Th, thank you.”


  “I’ll be in the church with this one. There’s no need to hurry. Take as much time as you want.”


  “Un. Okay. …I’m going.”


  She forgot her rebellious spirit in that surprise attack, and Shimizu was only able to agree.


  In a hurry she separates from the two, and she steadily return on the path that they had just passed on the bikes. Her attention moves from looking at Nishino over her shoulder, to the phone in her hand, and she continues walking.


  “…That was unlike you.”


  “What was?”


  “You wouldn’t have classified information on it, would you?”


  “As if, what’s in it is pretty much just the mail exchange with you. Even if my call history is seen, those are also pretty much just the logs with Marquis. All the talks with the other places were completely left to him.”


  “Fuun?”


  “By the way there’s something I’d like to ask.”


  “What is it? If it’s about my taste in men then it is the complete opposite of you.”


  “How long do you plan on continuing this charade?”


  “……”


  Not being taken in by Rose’s frivolousness, Nishino asks in a blunt manner.


  “I’m not sure how many times I said it, but it’s as if you can’t understand, so I’ll say it once more. Ready? I will never yield to you. Well, that was from last month, I might not have understood at that point.”


  Nishino spoke with a strong force.


  But, Rose couldn’t bear it.


  Receiving a straightforward rejection, she is enraged.


  “Is that so? In that case there is something I should say while I can.”


  “…Go and say it.”


  “In the near future, you will develop some trust on me, one that you will end up being unable to live without me”


  The expression of Rose who stares at Nishino, warps into a sickening smile.


  While a sneer on the surface, inside of her heart it is the earnest desire for the enjoyable future she imagines, the joy of a woman that can moisten her groin. More precisely, the future of the futsumen naked, and in the same way she too would lay naked on top of the bed, and with deseparte swings of their backs, he would ejaculate inside of her.


  Even with the open distrust she was shown until now, she did not give up on Nishino.


  “Speaking of such an impossible future, how absurd.”


  “Then let’s bet on it.”


  “What and for what would we bet?”


  “If even a part of you begins to trust me, then that body would also become mine.”


  “So where in this bet, is a merit for me?”


  “I will set the time frame. In the case that I cannot achieve this within a year, I will disappear from your sight. Like that I would never again appear in front of you. How about it? Don’t you think you would be happy if a troublesome woman disappears?”


  “That is an attractive proposal.”


  “I’m glad that you agree.”


  “However, where do you plan on handing down that judgement?”


  “It’s nothing much, your own words should be fine.”


  “…Your saying something ridiculous again.”


  “I’m a woman with a generous heart. I’d like it if you don’t group me with another woman, and above all, I have confidence. Within a year, you will absolutely surrender to me. That body, heart, and everything. There’s no need to even bet on it.”


  “Fine then, I will accept that bet.”


  “Thank you. I’m happy.”


  With Nishino’s agreement, Rose’s smile deepens.
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  It seems that this exchange, was one of the many scenarios she had prepared. No matter how tough he pretends to be the futsumen in front of her is a loner. He is bad at communication. If there’s only a way to take advantage of that opening, then blonde haired loli thoughr of it.


  “By the way, there are two rules I’d like to attach to the bet.”


  “Rules? Isn’t that proposal the rules itself?”


  “Then I will change my wording. First I’d like to arrange the stage for the bet.”


  “Stage?”


  “Would, you move into my house?”


  “What kind of joke is that?”


  “Ara, do you dislike it?”


  “It your aiming for my neck when I’m asleep, then it’d be better to rethink such useless effort. From our association until now, no matter how careless I am, it would be difficult for you to accomplish that.”


  “What are you saying? If I kill you, then in a year you wouldn’t be able to become my pet. I would not do something so wasteful. It is simply a place to live together in, and so I can show off my charms to you.”


  “Fuun, how worthless.”


  “Before, didn’t you have an interest in my home? As expected, living in such a spacious place myself is lonely. Besides wouldn’t it be a bother to have to worry about me in school? In that case, with a staged prepared wouldn’t it be more healthy to compete there”


  In an unusual occurrence, all of Rose’s words were filled with vigour.


  It seems that to her, this is the most critical moment. But, in order to not let it be perceived, her expression remained consistent since before, and with a sneer that looks down at her opponent, she continues her grin and slovenly gaze.


  “Or could it be, that just by spending a year together, you wouldn’t be able to resist?”


  A provocative smile rises on Rose’s face.


  Nishino bites on to this.


  It seems that her smile, had stimulated his pride.


  “Fine then. But, I also have a condition.”


  “What is it?”


  “The time period will be half a year. No, even that is long, three months are enough.”


  This futsumen, it seems that he truly dislikes Rose.


  “……”


  “What’s wrong? By all means I’d like to see that generosity. Or could it be you don’t have confidence as a woman? In that case, even if a year were to pass, then something like making a man fall, is fundamentally impossible. You should give up while you still can.”


  The blonde haired loli’s expresion stiffens.


  But, that was only for a moment.


  “E, eeh, fine. Three months, a period of 90 days from today.”


  “In other words you and I, will part before the year ends.”


  “Fu-fu-fu, I look forward to seeing how long that confidence lasts.”


  “You really went and said it.”


  From beginning to end Rose’s grin remained. On the other hand Nishino had his unchanging indifference. Their gazes met head on, and they reach an agreement. Although their gazes are entangled, on the inside it is as if they don’t overlap.


  “Are you satisfied with this?”


  “There is also the other rule…”


  “Wanting two, what a greedy woman.”


  “Didn’t I say there were two rules from the beginning?”


  “Then hurry on with it.”


  “Guu…”


  Nishino was at pace as always. In regards to that arrogant attitude, some vexation appeared on Rose’s expression.


  However on the other hand, having found a way to tease him, she desperately tries to conceal the joy she gained as the perverted woman who takes pleasure in this discovery that she is. As long as Nishino is the other party, then she will become a masochist or sadist if she needs to. That is the personality of Rose Rebmann.


  As she braces the mouth that was breaking form the joy, she continues the dialogue.


  “The second one is about the relationship between you and I.”


  “Is there a need to put it into words?”


  “Ara, aren’t you plenty confident?”


  “I wouldn’t mind dealing with you at this moment.”


  “If you have the courage to kill a classmate, then I won’t stop you.”


  “……”


  Nishino becomes weak at those words


  The futsumen does not hesitate in hurting others, but that depends on the opponent. As he is now aiming for a fulfilling private life, if he takes that action in self interest, that is, burying a classmate for personal reasons, then it would destroy all of his hopes.


  If it was just before Rose transferred schools, then he may have done it. However, she is already a student of the school with a family registry, she had entered Nishhino’s everyday life. The key is that they have common acquaintances. Those are the same people who they go to school with, Shimizu, Takeuchi-kun, and many others.


  If he deals with Rose at this place, it’s unfortunate about Rose-chan, and so on, each time those kinds of murmurs enter his ears throughout his life, he would inevitably feel a sense of guilt. Each time he eocnotuners a classmate, he would remember the one he had killed himself. Even Nishino had at least that much of a conscience.


  Then so, he recalls the ideal he strives for, and in it there were no such warped things. He does not now how far off it is, but at the moment of his death, he wants to think from the bottom of his heart that it was a good thing he was born. That over ambitiousness, is his wish.


  “Hurry and say it.”


  “Eeh, that’s right.”


  While putting on some airs, Rose continues.


  “In these three month period, you and I will become companions.”


  “Do you plan to leech off of me?”


  “If that is what you believe, then that may be so.”


  In order for Rose to step into Nishino’s everyday life, they need to establish a relationship of power. Although the futsumen wins out in pure ability, taking sociability and humanity into account, then they are relatively even. Depending on the situation, there are also cases where the blonde haired loli comes out on top.


  “Francsica’s terrible, but your also the same. More so than I imagined.”


  “Is it no good?”


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Ara, you accepted much faster than I anticipated.”


  Rose answered with some surprise.


  It seems that it was unexpected.


  In short, from the image she has of Nishino, she did not think he would so easily accept, so she was now stumped. Living together with someone he doesn’t like, and even with the condition of cooperating, if it’s for a final farewell, then that’s just how much he is willing to endure.


  “In those three months, there’s no guarantee that I will get a job.”


  “Are you the type, that like playing tricks on the girl you like?”


  “You went and said it. Is that all?”


  In the three month period promised to Rose, whether Nishino gets a job or not, does not matter to her. What is far more important, are the feelings that are not conveyed to the other party. That is the reason for the proposal. A humble appeal.


  Therefore, if there are no complaints, then there is no problem at all. Above all, at this moment the proposal itself is what is meaningful. What she is seeking from Nishino, is not a temporary love.


  It is just as her words from before stated, complete reliance. For that reason she must make her own feelings be known to her to the other. What is important is not a reactionary response caused by Rose’s feelings, but for Nishino to be voluntary, to be blind, to be religiously devoted.


  Rose understands the futsumen’s mind. If Nishino becomes aware of the true feelings of favor she holds towards him, then the relationship of the two should at least progress. And so, her guess was correct. The virgin would certainly be the first to accept.


  But, that differs from the future she desires.


  What she desires, is for the feelings she holds in her heart to be returned in the same way by him. Even if a hundred years were to pass, that terribly muddy and chaotic love would not change. It is something much more hideous than the love of a boy and a girl of the same age studying side by side.


  As a result, if she were to be killed by Nishino, then that would be fine in itself.


  “Eeh, I’m thankful that you accepted my proposal.”


  As she thought the second might have been refused, a smile rises at the unexpected consent. With this the time they can spend together has further increased, in the inside the blonde haired loli is wildly dancing. She is brimming with the energy to follow the futsumen around all day.


  “That is all from me.”


  Rose answers as she lets some tensions out of her shoulders. The climax had been crossed, so it is similar to a breath of relief. But, for the one who doesn’t perceive this, his way of answering is in a lighter tone than usual, and he smiles as if to mock his opponent.


  While staring straight at her, Nishino says what he wants.


  “If you throw away the first promise, then I will just have a cause, and I will be able to dispose of you. In that way there would be no sorrow, and no regrets. I will be able to meet the new year with a refreshing feeling.”


  “Is that really the case? You may end up shaking your hips at me.”


  “Sorry, but I don’t have a hobby of purchasing cheap women.”


  “My value should be decided after the three months”


  “…Fuun, how worthless.”


  “Now then, isn’t it about time for that child to return? It’s a long awaited trip with classmates, we have to enjoy it to the fullest. If it’s here, then you may be able to improve your relationships in a short time.”


  Taking a glance at the church’s side, Rose separates from Nishino.


  What is she planning this time, with the fustumen’s attention on her, she heads for the entrance. In a casual manner she extends her hand to the door knob, Gii, a dry sound is made, and the wooden door is easily opened.


  “I don’t want to hear that from you.”


  Nishino’s answer was dyed in displeasure.


  Without facing her gaze to him, Rose indifferently answers back.


  “Is it fine to remain like that? To be alone in a large crowd is miserable? True loneliness is not an island void of people, but to have a lively group close by. If it’s you, then you should more than understood from these past few weeks?”


  “Coming from that mouth?”


  “Didn’t you realize the existence of that group?”


  “…What a witty woman.”


  Hitting the bullseye a pained face appears on the loner.


  The words that were returned, had neither the sharpness nor annoyance they usually have.


  “Humans, cannot live alone.”


  “So what are your trying to say?”


  “But for the humans who die a lovely death, those are very very few. Yes, very.”


  “……”


  Somewhere in Rose’s words, sorrow could be felt.


  It must be because of that, Nishino showed hesitation at his next words.


  Then she turns back to him, and with a natural smile she continues.


  “Isn’t it fine? During the time you’re together with me you won’t be alone.”


  As soon as the topic became about interpersonal relationship, the power relationship between the two made a sudden turn.


  Nishino could not help but be made aware of his own inferiority. Thanks to that, the flow of the conversation was completely in Rose’s hand. But, when he thinks of only enduring it for three months, the futsumen resigns himself.


  “It’s surprisingly pretty. Should we enter?”


  “Is it fine to just go in? I don’t see any tourist facilities.”


  “It’s fine if we apologize if they get angry.”


  “What an irresponsible woman…”


  Through Rose’s urging, Nishino tours the inside and outside of the church.


  From then, while waiting for Shimizu who went out for business to return, the sightseeing between the two continues. The length was nearly an hour. The bathroom was an appropriate excuse, but Nishino had no way of knowing that.


  Rose and Travel Plans


  


  That day, in the living room of her own home, Rose’s chest throbbed with expectations.


  “The beach is also wonderful, but giving up on this church is difficult…”


  Sitting on the sofa, large quantities of pamphlets enclosed her, and an enjoyable smile rises on her face. To be more exact on what type of pamphlet, it is a pamphlet directed toward tourists for Santorini in Greece’s Aegean Sea in southern Europe.


  Just as many Japanese imagine, on the photograph on the page, the sea continues from the precipitous cliff, and it is crowded with pure white building. No matter how it is viewed, that scene under the cloudless sky shown on the picture, gives off a relaxing feeling.


  Before the unending sea, on the poolside of the hotel’s terrace, what appears to be models for a group of friends open their champagnes with a smile, it is the very picture of happiness.


  “Fu-fu-fu…”


  So while gazing at the pamphlet, Rose’s cheeks slacken.


  The day of the graduation trip Takeuchi-kun proposed is approaching.


  Just as the other members should be, she also thinks of plans for the trip, and she devoted herself to the details of the program. Beginning with the clothes she will be wearing, up to the flow of sightseeing on the day, these considerations are repeated day after day.


  Because of that the living room was filled with the materials gathered for the trip. Not to mention the top of the sofa table, but pamphlets and magazines are scattered on the sofa and floor. The memos and tags that can be seen, show how much effort she put into the trip.


  “It will be a very wonderful trip.”


  In the corner of the living room, there is a brand new bag purchased for the trip. A large carry case with a caster attached that has a capacity of one hundred liters


  “It’s a long awaited chance, maybe I should bring a camera and other equipment.”


  Confirming the camera in her hand, she lifts her bottom from the sofa.


  But then, at that moment her phone shook.


  Confirming the caller reflected on the screen, her expression changes into a frown.


  “…Honestly, a woman with bad timing.”


  On it is her superior, Francsica’s name is displayed.


  Rose reluctantly receives this.


  What naturally comes out of her mouth are frivolous words.


  “Calling this late into the night, which fool could this be?”


  “Ara, excuse me? Speaking of which it is night at your place.”


  “You’re not a child, at least take the time difference into consideration.”


  “That’s what the excuse me was for, I properly apologized didn’t I?”


  It appears that Francisca is out of the country.


  As she is a busy and talented woman, Rose who accompanied her was also forced to face daily troubles. It’s because of that that when they meet sarcasm is thrown around. That is no different for a phone call as well.


  “I’m sleepy. I’m hanging up.”


  “Wait right there, I have a single request.”


  “…What?”


  “Can you take the next flight to here tomorrow?”


  “No.”


  “Wasn’t that too fast?”


  “Of course.”


  “……”


  To receive a job at this timing, it would certainly interfere in the trip with Nsihino. There was no chance that the blonde haired loli would agree. At least for this time she has to refuse no matter the cost.


  “It’s rare for the hardworking Rose-chan to arbitrarily refuse a job.”


  “I’ve only been working recently so I’m a bit tired. I want a break.”


  “Fuun?”


  “…What is it?”


  “Rose-chan, do you think you have the liberty to refuse a job from me?”


  “……”


  Francisca’s tone becomes a little stronger.


  Receiving such a challenging voice, Rose has trouble finding her next words. But, the recent her, and the her from a few months back are different. If it’s to spend a trip together with he who is in her heart, then she has the guts to kick away the troubles in front of her.


  “By losing my cooperation, don’t you think you would lose your path to success?”


  “……”


  Compared to the caller, Rose’s tone was casual.


  But even then, in her tone is a firm and strong will that compels one to agree. It must be because she felt this. After several seconds of thinking, Francisca concedes.


  “Fine. But, please send another person in exchange. Immediately.”


  “Eeh, I don’t mind if it’s only that.”


  “Then I’m counting on you.”


  Then so, no sooner than she received Rose’s consent, the call was cut.


  Just as the contents said, she appears to be rather busy.


  “…Really, that woman truly only gets in others way.”


  Even though she already took a bath, and changed into her sleepwear, she wasn’t able to enjoy her time. In a hurry she changes into her outdoor clothes, and leaves the pamphlets littered home.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Having left her home, Rose gets picked up by a taxi and heads to Roppongi.


  Where she is dropped off is a multi-tenant building at the edge of the business district. Her destination, is the narrow bar of 20 tsubos in the basement. As she opens the door,karan koron, a dry but satisfying sound rings out.


  On the other side of the counter, an employee with a large build quietly polishes a glass. Other than the employee there are no other figures of customers that can be seen. This is because it is almost time for the day to change, so the customers have already left.


  “What? This late at night. I was just about to close up.”


  “I came with a job request.”


  He confirms that there are no other gazes, and walks up to the counters.


  Then so, the black man who works as the bartender, Marquis, speaks.


  “…You do?”


  “Is that bad?”


  “……”


  Across the counter, the two’s line of sight intersect.


  Rose’s is under Francisca’s jurisdiction. Thinking that carelessly sticking his hand in can end badly, Marquis hesitates at his next words. However, on one hand they have cooperated a number of times, so he also hesitates at flatly rejecting it.


  After worrying for some time, he places the polished glass in his hand down and responds.


  “Well it’s fine, I’ll hear it.”


  “Thank you, it really helps.”


  After confirming that Marquis had taken a listening posture, Rose briefly explains the request received from Francisca. As it needs to be done fast, there is no other person that she could rely on. That is why no matter what, she has to secure manpower at this place.


  Because of that, her words were earnest.


  After all, the trip together with Nishino is at stake.


  “…I see, I understand what you’re saying.”


  “Will you accept it?”


  “But even then, my side is also short on manpowe.r”


  “The pay will be great.”


  “Lets see…”


  Marquis crosses his arms and thinks.


  Some time later, a proposal comes out of his mouth.


  “As a condition to accept this job, there’s a job concerning something nearby, will you undertake it? In exchange I won’t mind sending someone over. We also have jobs lined up already.”


  “…Nearby you say, which area?”


  “Tokyo. The jobs is due before the end of the week, how about it?”


  “……”


  Receiving Marquis’s words, Rose worries in her head. After all, the job might influence the trip. However, the current her doesn’t have the option to choose. After considering many things, she decides to accept his proposal.


  “Fine.”


  “Is that so.”


  “However, the job will end within two days. Is that fine?”


  “…It can’t be, do you plan on starting it right now?”


  “Is there a problem?”


  “N, no, doing it faster would also help me…”


  “Then it’s decided.”


  With a lovely smile, Rose shows her agreement.


  For Marquis who doesn’t know of the circumstances, only a bewildered expression mangned to come out.


  While that was happening, the bell attached to the door once again rings. Kara koron, the dry sound echoes in the shop, the notification of a customers entrance. With their conversation cut short, the attention of the two naturally moves to the shop’s entrance.


  “I, I came!”


  A new customer, a person that the two of them remember.


  The popular rock fella who is selling well, Ogata Tarousuke.


  “…So it’s you.”


  “……”


  As soon as he enters, his gaze goes around the shop.


  Then so, he confirms that there are no figures other than Marquis and Rose, and his shoulders drop a little. As for the bartender that has met with him a countless number of times, it is easy for him to see what the other wanted.


  “He didn’t come today either.”


  “…Looks like it.”


  A discouraged Tarousuke.


  With that figure in sight, Rose asks Marquis with an amazed expression.


  “He came all the way out here?”


  “Aah, lately he’s been shown his face almost everyday.”


  “……”


  Even now, Taorukse still hasn’t met with the person he aimed for in the store.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  The next day, Rose sneaks into a membership club located within Tokyo.


  The reason for that is the job that was accepted from Marquis.


  A new midsized building that was built in a corner of the high end residential district. As it cost more than the condominiums in the surroundings, its entrance has a solmen design, and it can also be perceived from the large bodyguards that stand in front.


  It had long grown dark, and at times, luxury cars stop by the front as people exit them. The clothing of the people who head for the buildings are also fitting. Everyone appears to be a rich person.


  In contrast to the stern outer appearance, the insides are painted in gaudy colors. In the room lit by the luxurious chandelier, a scene just like the high class clubs in Ginza spread out. The employees that are coming and going as well, they are only young cute women, and men with handsome faces.


  “……”


  Right in the middle of that, is the figure of Rose waiting tables as a bunny girl.


  Making use of the ID that Marquis provided, she was able to sneak in and pose as an employee for the mission. In her hand she holds a tray with glasses placed on top, and she goes passing these around to the guests on the floor.


  The targeted person, is in the so called VIP space deep inside, and he drinks while surrounded by many girls. Brawny men in suits stand around him, and they stare at the other guests as if to intimidate them.


  As there are many gazes, it is quite a difficult job.


  However, Rose has a reason that she can’t pull back for. The trip with her loved one that is right in front of her, and that impatience, had stirred her body into action.


  Then so, nearly an hour passed of going around and recommending drinks to the guests, while also peeking on the targets state. Gradually getting tired of waiting, in the corner of her eyes she sees the other party finally begin moving. With two men in suits tagging along, the target man begins moving.


  This was the opportunity she was waiting for.


  “……”


  Rose follows the back of the men as the move through the floor.


  Just before leaving the room, she hides the tray with glasses on top under a cart that is decorated with a vase. While acting as an employee to the end, she chases after the target’s back. If there were suspicions to be raised, then it would be the destination of the other party. Where does he plan to go, she continues her tailing while thinking of many things.


  After exiting the floor, he heads for a corridor with restrooms.


  It seems like he needs to relieve himself.


  “…Not even going to the toilet by himself, what a cowardly man.”


  From the corridor that has people coming and going, they progress a little further and then turn a corner. Thanks to that, there are no other people in the surroundings watching. Only some people that occasionally come out after they reilief themselves. If she is to do something bad, then there is no better location than this.


  It’s there that she decided to advance the job.


  While in her bunny girl appearance, she approaches the front of the bathroom. Naturally what enters her vision, is the guard to the side of the restroom. One of the two who came along with the target kept watch at the entrance.


  “Oi, the woman over there. This is the mens…”


  “I’m sorry, I’m in a bit of hurry.”


  Rose breaks into a run as she approaches the man.


  Not even seconds after approaching, without giving the opponent any time to do anything, she grasps that neck with her own right hand. On the outside her small build looks unreliable, but the physical ability that is held inside, far exceeds that of an adult male who engages in physical work.


  From the man’s neck, the sound of bones creaking is made.


  “……”


  With no time to raise a scream, the bones break as his life came to an end.


  While still holding the man’s neck, Rose continues moving while dragging the body along. After walking for several meters, sinks that are lined up at a corner enter her eyes. there are no other figures in sight. And in that corner, she places the man’s body down as if throwing it.


  So then, as the wristwatch hit the floor, Gashan, a dry sound echoes in the surroundings.


  “…What is it?”


  The voice of a person from one of the stalls.


  The voice of the man Rose is targetting.


  “Should I go check?”


  “No, don’t move from here.”


  “Acknowledged.”


  It appears that the remaining guard has been waiting in front of the stall. While exchanging words with the target man, Rose was able to hear them. Inside of the restroom, the stalls and urinals form a corner from the independent sinks, and with a wall between them, a blind spot is made.


  Also, there are no presence other than them in the area.


  It is there, that she moves directly to the front of the stalls partition.


  “Wait right there, this is for men…”


  But, those words were not able to reach their end.


  “I know, that’s why I came.”


  In the same way as before, her right hand grabs the nape.


  Together with a Me-kii sound, the bones in the man’s neck are broken.


  Like the other guard, the opponent life ended without being able to raise his voice. It was as easy as switching an electric light on and off. Having lost it’s support, as Rose lets go, the back of the body reclines on the stall door, and slowly slides down.


  Hearing the sounds that occured, a voice is raised from the stall.


  “O, oi, what’s wrong? There was some strange sound just now…”


  In no time at all, Rose thrusts her left arm at the stall’s door.


  The tightly grasped fist shoots through the outside of the wooden door to the inside.


  “Wha…?”


  From the point of view of the man relieving himself, a person’s arm suddenly sprouted from the door. Receiving an incident beyond expectations, a short sound came from inside of the stall. Confirming the voice belongs to the target, Rose makes a large movement with her arm.


  As she puts power into it, the hinges break.


  Ba-kii, together with the sound of destruction, the stall door is removed.


  What appears, is the idiotic face of the target sitting on the toilet. With his pants pulled down, he was surprised at the appearance of the unexpected Rose.


  His hand grips the toilet paper from the roll. It seems that he was just in the middle of wiping his butt.


  “Wh, why is a bunny girl…?”


  “It’s not like I’m in this outfit because I want to.”


  She kicks the door stuck on her hand, and it falls to the bathroom floor.


  During that time the man takes out a gun from his pocket, and he aims it at Rose. But, the sound of a shot is not heard on the floor. The high heels of the bunny girl moved a moment faster, and she kicks the grip from bottom to top.


  The gun that separated from the man’s hand, hits the ceiling, and like that it falls to the neighboring stall.


  “……”


  “I won’t make it hurt, so please stay still.”


  For the third time, Rose’s arm moves.


  In an instant the man’s neck is lifted, and her right hand tightly squeezes.


  As her fingers sink into the flesh, the sound of bones breaking echoes in the restroom.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  Having safety finished, Rose’s heads to Marquis.


  Then that was in a great hurry.


  She arrives in the same way as last night, right as the day was about to change. Luckily there were no other guests in the shop, so immediately after entering, Rose draws near to the bartender across the counter. And so, at the time they meet she begins the job report.


  With that vigour that is unlike her in front of him, Marquis became timid.


  “You really did finish it in two days…”


  On top of the counter, the screen of her phone reflects a picture as proof.


  It reflected the crushed neck that ended his life, and the figure of the target collapsed onto the bathroom floor.


  “Are the conditions cleared with this? Please hurry and get in contact.”


  “A, aah…”


  While overwhelmed, Marquis takes out his phone and goes off somewhere to start his call. Confirming that, Rose sits down on one of the seats by the counter. Whether she wanted to or not, the low voice enters her ears, and that somewhat restless time passes by.


  “……”


  A few minutes after that.


  Marquis’s voice calls out.


  “Thank you, you really helped.”


  The bartender puts the phone into his pocket, once again takes the glass in hand, and begins polishing with the dish cloth.


  Gazing at that figure, Rose suddenly lets out a sigh.


  Having protected the trip, she had finally attained comfort.


  “So about this, it became a sudden change in plans. In addition to the reward the expense will also be sent over. Whether it comes from Francisca’s purse, or if you personally pay it, that doesn’t matter to me, but don’t forget about it.”


  “Eeh, I understand.”


  It was by no means a cheap sum, but even then Rose responds with a nod in good humour.


  To her, the trip together with Nishino, no matter how much money is spent, it will be a wonderful event with no regrets whatsoever. In fact if she had to use money, then this is where she was willing to use as much as she could.


  “By the way, there is another request I have.”


  “What?”


  “Would you be able to prepare womens clothes in a hurry?”


  “…What do you mean?”


  “Under here, the bunny suit.”


  “……”


  One way or another Rose was in a hurry.


  After finishing her job, she borrowed a coat from the coat room at the spot, and she came while still wearing the clothes she had. Thanks to that, exactly as the person herself stated, underneath the coat whose size doesn’t fit, is the bunny girl outfit.


  “It’s biting into my crotch, it’s hard to move in.”


  “…Okay.”


  Guessing what it’s like in his mind, Marquis had an indescribable expression.


  　


  　◇　◆　◇　


  　


  After many struggles, Rose finally meets with the appointed day of the trip.


  She was wide awake and unable to sleep the day before, and she arrived at the airport while in a sleep deprived state. That is how excited she was. Her heart was thumping.


  But, what should have by all means been her arriving at the tip of happiness, just before the departure flight, she despaired in the airport’s lobby. A profound sorrow fell upon her.


  The cause is from what was conveyed by Takeuchi-kun, the notification of Nishino’s abscenece.


  “Have you confirmed that with the person himself?”


  “Eh? Aah, he came and returned the ticket himself.”


  “……”


  “It was just yesterday, but that Nishino came to us during club activities, and he said he couldn’t make it to tomorrow’s trip. That’s why, with no other choice, it’d be bad to waste the ticket, so I butted in for a bit.”


  Because of that, Rose couldn’t even let out a sound.


  There was no way she knew of this.


  That if she had obediently accepted Francisca’s request, then she would meet with Nishino at the location.


  Several days later, Rose realized that truth, and she was stuck lamenting her own misfortune.


  A Certain Days Incident in the Bar (Tarousuke and Bottle-keep)


  


  Just as the time was about to pass midnight. In the basement of a multi-tenant building at the edge of Roppongi’s business district, is a narrow bar with a space of 20 tsubo. As the customers have been dealt with and it was about time to close, a single man visits.


  “I, I came!”


  Karan-koron, Tarousuke appears along with the sound of the bell.


  In his hand he holds a single bottle. It is still sealed and unopened. Marquis who sees that questions it. If his memory is correct, it is the alcohol that Nishino always drinks. It is a relatively scarce bottle, and even Marquis has trouble obtaining it.


  “What is that?”


  “Sorry but I’ll be keeping this.”


  “…Bring-your-own[1]?”


  “Bring-your-own, since there aren’t any bottles of the one he drinks.”


  “……”


  He said another strange thing, so Marquis thought.


  However, if he were to reject it then the conversation would get long, thus he meekly accepts it. Since he wanted to go home quickly, he places the bottle he received from Tarousuke in an empty spot on the shelf. Then so, he turns to the customer as if to ask is this alright.


  But then, the other party had already settled down on a counter seat.


  “Then do it fast, but I’ll have one.”


  “…It’s already time to close up shop?”


  “Oi, oi, your keeping the bottle, one cup should be good shouldn’t it?”


  “……”


  Marquis ended up having to take back the bottle he had just put away on the shelf.


  The week following that incident.


  Tarousuke once again visits the shop in a triumphant manner.


  The demand is a straight double[2] from the kept bottle.


  Gazing at the customer from a distance, the bartender thinks if taking it was a mistake. While pretending to pour the kept bottle, he makes it from a different alcohol. Distributed from the same distillery, it is a bottle of a different age. The price difference is one zero less than the one that was brought in.


  “As expected, this alcohol has to be straight, don’t you also thinks so?”


  “…Aah, that’s right.”


  Tarousuke takes a sip of this, and no matter how much he drank, he did not notice.


  Thanks to that, Marquis obtained another troublesome alcohol supplier.


  Afterword


  


  I am very happy to be able to write an afterword for the third volume of this story. This is a story that stands out in comparison to others, and I am very happy to be able to continue publishing it.


  If I’m blessed with the opportunity to write an afterword, the first thing I want to say is that I’m very pleased with the illustrations by Matanonki-sensei again.


  In this volume, there is a new character who will be one of the heroines.


  Seeing the character design was the most exciting part of working on the third volume. The cute silver-haired loli is a sight to behold. I can’t get enough of her berry long tongue. The deep splits are also very cute.


  Also, the third volume is a book where you can feel the main character “Nishino” more than ever before.


  In the beginning, there was an option to not draw the face of Nishino’s futsumen, but this was not possible without the kindness of Matanonki, who took the “head-on confrontation” approach.


  I think it would have been difficult to publish the three volumes as a book without the kindness of Matanonki.


  With the help of the illustrator, I was able to create a book of values that would have been impossible to achieve with just the text. This feeling, which I would never have experienced if I had been writing the text by myself, is a great motivation for me.


  I would also like to thank Matanonki for his wonderful illustrations. As you can see on the right, it is no exaggeration to say that this work is made possible thanks to your illustrations.


  The first and foremost thing I would like to acknowledge here is the readers who support this work, thank you very much. Thanks to all of you, we have been able to deliver the third volume to you. I would like to repeat that I am very happy about this fact.


  I would like to express my sincere gratitude to the editor in charge for his detailed support not only in the editing process but also in various other areas. I would also like to express my heartfelt gratitude to the people in charge of proofreading, sales, designers, bookstores all over the country who put this work on the shelves, and everyone who is helping us out.


  I look forward to working with you on “Nishino” from Kakuyomi and MF Bunko.


  Buncocoli (Bunkorori)


  Credits


  


  Author: Buncocoli


  Illustration: Matanonki


  Translation by: mao / MaoTL (Web Archive Link)


  Edited by: c010r3d / C010R3D1T (Link)


  Footnotes


  


  Graduation Trip 1


  
    
      	TL: futsumen + voice = futsuvo ↩



      	一-か-八-か (Ichi-ka-bachi-ka) – All or nothing, sink or swim, make or break. (JMDict) ↩


    

  


  Graduation Trip 2


  
    
      	TL: I don’t know a thing about guitars so probably wrong ↩


    

  


  Graduation Trip 4


  
    
      	TL: Mega sport should be some sort of motorcycle ↩



      	TL: She has a weird speech thing, I explain it in the post ↩



      	hole, lol. ↩



      	急-がば-回-れ (Iso-gaba-mawa-re). More haste, less speed. Haste makes waste. ↩


    

  


  Graduation Trip 5


  
    
      	W-sitting. ↩


    

  


  Graduation Trip 6


  
    
      	Test of English for International Communication. ↩


    

  


  A Certain Days Incident in the Bar (Tarousuke and Bottle-keep)


  
    
      	TL: BYOB, bring-your-own-booze/beer/bottle. ↩



      	TL: don’t know my alcohol terminology ↩
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