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    Bubble Tea Challenge


    “Bubble tea challenge…?”


    Mahiru tilted her head in confusion, and Amane, knowing that he should not have mentioned it, pursed his lips in regret.


    They were headed home when Amane spotted a mobile bubble tea shop. “It’s trending nowadays.” he said it as a joke, but Mahiru did not seem to know. There was a strong feeling of naivete on her face, as she showed no understanding of what was going on.


    It appeared she was shocked by his reaction however, and started to panic a little.


    “Erm, I-I do know of bubble tea though. It is made from tapioca powder. High school girls do drink it often.”


    “…You never drank it before, Mahiru?”


    “Embarrassingly, no.”


    “That’s surprising. You don’t drink it with Chitose?”


    “Chitose-san said, 『I prefer crepes to bubble tea』…”


    “Ahhh…”


    That big eater of a high school girl would surely say such things. Another reason might be that both of them often ate the crepes from the shop at the station, which were really good.


    “But, erm, sorry for not hearing about this, but I do not know what this bubble tea challenge is…though I heard there is a condition to be met while drinking bubble tea or something…”


    “Ahh yeah that’s about it…you don’t have to mind.”


    It was great that she quickly wrapped her mind around it, but challenging that was pretty much a lost cause.


    If she failed, Mahiru would be troubled, but if she succeeded, Amane would be troubled over where his eyes should go.


    “Ehh, I am a little curious now that you say so.”


    “You don’t have to be.”


    “Mmm…but that aside, since girls do like to drink bubble tea, I shall buy one.”


    “O-oh.”


    Since her curiosity was piqued, she informed Amane of her intentions, and joined the waiting queue of high school girls.


    It appeared this would take a short while, so he had a look at his smartphone.


    About five minutes passed as Amane watched Mahiru and waited for her to queue, before she finally returned.


    She was holding a drink, apparently milk tea, with some black beads inside it. He saw at first glance that it was bubble milk tea, and was a little impressed.


    “Sorry to keep you waiting.”


    “Ah, it’s fine.”


    “This is the first time I am drinking it. It seems the bubble tea challenge is to put the drink cup on the chest and drink it.”


    “Pfft.”


    “It is convenient to search things on the web. Almost all answers can be found there.”


    It appeared the wise Mahiru had turned to the instrument of technology without hesitation. Amane usually felt it was a good thing for her to adapt so quickly, but this time, he was left vexed.


    “Shall I challenge it?”


    “N-no, erm.”


    “Amane-kun, you have been looking here for quite some time.”


    “Sorry about that. No, erm…I-I’m a little curious, and it looks like you’ll succeed…”


    While he had no guts to stare at her, he had a rough gauge of her bust size, having spent much time with her.


    He did not know the exact cup size, but it appeared hers was a little larger than average, with ample space to put items on it, and she should be able to succeed the bubble tea challenge without difficulty.


    It would be actually distracting if she were to succeed at doing so before him, so he wished she would not do so, if possible.


    But as a male, he had a desire to see her do so after all, and it left him in a dilemma.


    “I will do so if you let me try, Amane-kun.”


    “…Ahh, erm.”


    “I do understand it is natural for males to be curious about the females’ chests.”


    “I feel conflicted that you’re being so understanding…”


    “It is scarier if you are not interested, no?”


    “Well, when you put it that way.”


    It would be strangely scary to see a high school boy without any sex drive. At the very least, Amane was just like the others, but not showing it out of concern for Mahiru.


    “…Do you want to look?”


    “…I want to.”


    And just like ordinary people, he lost to temptation.


    Mahiru only suggested trying the challenge because Amane was the one who mentioned the bubble tea challenge, but he had this feeling that she was trying this because of him, and felt an itch within his heart.


    Everything Amane wanted her to do before, Mahiru did so, and that was scary, “Now then.” she was about to put the bubble tea on her chest.


    Then, Amane grabbed her wrist.


    “Mahiru-san, erm, it’ll be hard to deal with your clothes if you fail here. Better to do it when we go home.”


    “I guess so.”


    She nodded away understandingly, and he was relieved. He looked around, and found other males glancing at them from time to time, averting their eyes once he looked back at them.


    (Can’t take any chances here.)


    They were looking here, having realized that a pretty girl with a really nice body was about to do the recent fad that was the bubble tea challenge, but Amane did not want others to see.


    He was not bemused to have his own girlfriend being part of their delusions.


    But he could not simply express these thoughts, and he showed his usual expression as he patted Mahiru’s head.


    He felt a little regret as he heard the chatter regarding her gentle smile, but he too smiled once he remembered that her smile was directed at him.


    “Speaking of which, I have just thought of it. Is it not safer to use water if I want to try putting something on my chest?”


    “Well, when you put it that way, yeah.”


    Already used to his headpats, Mahiru looked a little shy, before she stared at the bubble tea in her hands.


    It was called the bubble tea challenge, but it was simply a measure of whether the bust size was sufficient in holding up a drink, so there was no need to do the challenge with bubble tea. Rather, it would be better if the container had water instead.


    A reasonable choice, so Amane thought, and Mahiru looked up at him.


    “Shall I take the chance to drink and see if it is delicious?”


    It appeared Mahiru had more interest in the bubble tea than the challenge itself, and that she was embarrassed about wanting to buy it without a reason.


    As she stared back at him with a look of anticipation, he could only marvel at how cute she was. “Well, you bought it, Mahiru, just do what you want.” so he answered as he patted her on the head again.


    “Is this fine?”


    Once they got home, Mahiru changed into plain clothes, puffing her chest under her one-piece skirt. She was not being proud of it, but maintaining balance for the thing to be placed on it.


    There were significant lumps on her chest, and balanced upon it was the bubble tea cup she bought before they returned home. She had finished the bubble tea, and it contained water and some ice.


    “A-ahh…I guess…”


    Amane saw her balance the cup, and his eyes just wavered.


    He was the one who suggested this, but once he saw her actually do it, he found the destructiveness to be way beyond his imagination. She really could do it, so he thought, and there was an unspeakable sense of shame rising in him.


    Mahiru was confident in her own body. One might say she had always focused on maintaining a fine figure. She never thought she would fail at this challenge.


    “…Is there anything particularly attractive about this to males?”


    “No, erm, well…it’s just the proof of big and small.”


    “Huh…is that so? Speaking of which, Amane-kun. Do you prefer them big or small?”


    “Ack.”


    Amane did think that Mahiru might one day raise this question, but since she asked so boldly, he was left conflicted as to how he should answer.


    It was not a matter of size. Amane felt that he would not mind the size as long as it was Mahiru. The more important aspect was the touch. He had no strong bias to size, but after all, men would long for such a fluffy feeling.


    But if he told her honestly, “You are a boy after all, Amane-kun.” she might reply reluctantly.


    “…I think size isn’t a problem as long as it’s you, Mahiru.”


    “You are avoiding the question.”


    “Ack.”


    He was trying to give his view as a boyfriend, but Mahiru thought he was avoiding the question, staring at him with a displeased look.


    “I will not be angry. Please state your honest opinion.”


    “…No, erm, ah…you seriously want me to say this?”


    “Yes.”


    “Ah, erm…I like them at your size. Like this, just big enough to fit a hand…a-and, besides size, there’s also softness. I think you’re good like this…that’s all.”


    Faced with a reproaching stare, Amane could only blurt out his honest thoughts, and pursed his lips together.


    It seemed Mahiru was embarrassed about the softness, for she quivered slightly, her face blushing.


    Amane did not know how to comfort her, and for the time being, he felt he should reach his hand out and pat her head to calm her down. However, she shivered greatly, and took a step back.


    Splash, it sounded like water had landed from above.


    “…Ah.”


    “Ah…”


    Mahiru looked down at her chest, exclaiming in surprise.


    As expected, the massive movement caused the cup to topple, and the liquid in the cup drenched her chest.


    Luckily, it contained water, and at most, it would cause the one-piece dress to stick upon her skin.


    However, Amane was struck with a massive visual shock.


    Mahiru was wearing a white dress, and as she was soaked, the skin sticking to her clothes was visible. The skin, and the bra she was wearing were vaguely showing before him.


    Light green today, once he knew of this information he should not have known, Amane had the urge to slam his head onto the wall.


    “…Sorry.”


    “Do-do not worry. It is my fault…”


    “No I shouldn’t have touched you.”


    This would not have happened if Amane had not reached out to her.


    “Anyway, I’ll lend you my clothes. Go change into it and dry your clothes, or else you’ll catch a cold.”


    “U-understood…”


    He could not let Mahiru remain drenched, so he hurried into his room, got a large T-shirt, and handed it to her. She stared intently at this shirt.


    “Ca-can’t this do?”


    “No-not that…I shall get changed then.”


    Mahiru averted her eyes, and hurried into the washroom. Amane watched her back, and knelt down.


    (…I’m definitely hated now.)


    Even though Mahiru would have understood to some extent, she probably did not want Amane looking at her with such lecherous eyes. Even she would feel embarrassed and uncomfortable about him commenting on the feeling.


    Mahiru wanted Amane to state his true thoughts, but he was too honest about it, and it would have repulsed her.


    (…Her impression of me’s ruined now.)


    He should not have been honest to such extents, and reproached himself in regret, his forehead knocking into the table next to him. Then, he heard the clear sounds of the slippers on the floor, approaching him.


    It appeared Mahiru was done changing. Amane turned towards her with his head hung low, and saw her glossy white legs.


    He looked up unnervingly, and saw her in the T-shirt covering till half her thighs——he then stopped lifting his head, and averted his eyes.


    “Erm, why are you wearing only a T-shirt?”


    “This is what you gave…Amane-kun, your forehead’s really red. Did you hit something?”


    Mahiru was wearing a one-piece dress before this. Having recalled that, Amane cursed his folly, and Mahiru knelt next to him, patting his forehead.


    She continued her gesture, and Amane could not bring himself to look aside. He turned towards Mahiru, and found her wearing the no.1 clothing a male would want his girlfriend to wear (according to Amane’s findings)——the boyfriend’s shirt.


    Luckily, Amane was bigger, and his T-shirt was relatively larger. He chose a larger shirt for the petite Mahiru, and it was large enough to cover her thighs.


    However, it was abnormally big on the slender Mahiru. The collar was just large enough on Amane, overly large on Mahiru, and the T-shirt was on the verge of falling from her shoulders.


    The massive collar was showing her undergarments. His eyes spotted that faint green, and he experienced the so-called male instincts.


    “…It is red and swelling. What did you just…”


    “N-nothing, erm…just relieving some frustration.”


    His frustration was relieved, but with Mahiru leaning towards him, a bigger frustration loomed. She was leaning forward, and the parts large enough to balance a bubble tea cup were partially exposed.


    Frustrated, Mahiru’s face too turned beetroot as she froze. Amane felt a little restless.


    “…Eh, I’m really sorry for that just now.”


    “Eh?”


    “E-erm, well…you felt disgusted, right?”


    “Di-disgusted…really?”


    “…By me looking at you like that.”


    Amane did not explain in detail, instead merely hinting. Mahiru widened her eyes once she heard that, and smiled, looking a little perturbed.


    “…You are mistaken, Amane-kun. I do not dislike that. I am just a little bashful…I am glad that you like it, A-Amane-kun.”


    She lowered her long eyebrows, putting her hands upon the lumps. She looked adorable, and he had the urge to embrace her. However, her attire was a little worrisome, so he resisted the urge.


    Mahiru blinked at Amane, giving a wry smile.


    “…Erm…it is… fine. Here…”


    She spread her arms wide, welcoming him. He stared at her, the scales of balance in his heart greatly shaken, and when she suddenly looked a little disappointed, he hastily embraced her.


    The cloth between them was a little thing, and Amane felt more softness than before, glancing aside and looking down.


    Once he saw the lumps that easily passed the bubble tea challenge, he was embarrassed of his own actions.


    Mahiru sensed his stare, and was a little embarrassed as she wryly put her hands behind his head, bringing him onto her chest.


    “…I do prefer the Amane-kun challenge to the milk tea challenge.”


    It seemed Mahiru was smiling, but as Amane’s face was buried into her chest, he could not see her expression.


    The only thing he understood was that the longer he was embraced, the feelings inside his heart were harder to suppress.


    He thought to himself that he should never let Mahiru do this the next time, but the fluffy feeling was…he decided to let himself enjoy this a little more, and enjoy Mahiru’s warmth.

  

  Boyfriend’s Shirt


  The faint sound of water droplets could be heard in the bathroom, along with the occasional sound of water splashing and falling into the water.


  Amane sat on the sofa in the living room, listening to the sound of water echoing in his ears, and felt very embarrassed.


  The story began when Mahiru spilled soy sauce.


  As they had finished using their soy sauce, Mahiru was about to pour new soy sauce into the bottle—but she accidentally dropped the bottle when she was about to keep it.


  Unfortunately, the bottle was up high, so the soy sauce spilled directly onto the white dress Mahiru was wearing. To make matters worse, the soy sauce was not spilled on the inconspicuous hem of the dress, but on the part of her body.


  Seeing this, Amane too panicked and went to wipe the soy sauce on the floor. He asked Mahiru to hurry into his bathroom to wash up, and gave her some clothes.


  Mahiru’s house was next door, and Mahiru could go back to her house. The biggest fail Amane committed was that he handed over a towel and a shirt and shoved her into his own bathroom.


  As a result, Mahiru was taking a shower in his own bathroom to wash away the soy sauce.


  (……I mean we’re boyfriend and girlfriend so there shouldn’t be any problems…snatching her clothes was.)


  Amane did not remove her clothes, but he did have her strip quickly.


  It was improper of him to casually force a female to remove her closed…but at this point, it was crying over spilled milk.


  While Amane regreted his hastiness and was distracted by the fact that Mahiru was showering in his own home, the sound of water stopped. Immediately after that, Amane’s fidgeting body too stopped.


  “……Amane-kun.”


  Amane was not mentally prepared, and spaced out on the sofa for a few minutes. Following that was the sticky sound of moist slippers on the floor as Mahiru exited.


  Looking at Mahiru’s freshly bathed appearance, Amane averted his eyes.


  It was Amane’s fault.


  He was thinking about how to bleach her clothes, and neglected to do so. Mahiru was wearing only a dress, so it would be difficult for her if Amane only gave her a shirt.


  Before him, Mahiru had one hand covering her chest, wearing only a shirt.


  Amane randomly pulled a shirt out of the closet, but on second thought, considering Mahiru’s figure, he should have chosen a smaller shirt.


  The long shirt draped down like a dress, just enough to cover half of Mahiru’s white, smooth, yet elastic thighs. After all, the shirt would not be able to cover her thighs completely, and at this moment, the skin exposure of Mahiru’s lower half was akin to wearing a mini-skirt in general, on a dangerous edge.


  Mahiru’s upper body, was akin to wearing a strapless shirt, the clothes barely hanging onto her shoulders. Thanks to this, the speckles white skin of her chest was also unreservedly displayed before Amane.


  Furthermore, the contours of the collarbone and cleavage at Mahiru’s chest were seemingly exposed for Amane’s eyes only.


  Mahiru’s appearance was so shocking that Amane leaned forward, and almost fell off the sofa. He looked at the floor and sighed at his failure.


  “Wh-what is the matter, Amane-kun?”


  “…Ah, i-it’s nothing…”


  “Really…?”


  Mahiru bent down with a worried face and looked at Amane, who tried to look over while desperately keeping his face away.


  Although Mahiru had been pinning the shirt down with her hand, the manner in which she bent forward caused the loose shirt to fall further, and there was a bulge before Mahiru’s chest.


  But even so, at best, only the underwear will be exposed—so Amane assume.


  (…Wait, did she come out in this shirt, and no underwear?)


  Amane felt that he had just seen something he should not have that was flickering before his eyes. The faint feeling of pity in his heart highlighted the fact that he was a male, and yet also added some emptiness to his heart.


  In hindsight, that bottle of soy sauce fell so perfectly. The dress and the inner shirt was one thing, the underwear too might have been stained. It was not surprising that Mahiru removed all her clothes.


  Amane looked cautiously at Mahiru, and then understood why she had one hand covering her chest. There was nothing beneath, and it was a last resort to cover the things that would be exposed accidentally.


  “…Ah, erm, eh…nothing… dammit”


  “W-why are you suddenly cursing?”


  “Ah, I’m just cursing myself…forget about it!……can I ask you something??”


  “Wh-what is it?”


  “……Do you hate me now?”


  “Why do you think so?”


  Mahiru narrowed her eyes and asked with an incredulous look. Amane looked at Mahiru and was careful not to glance at her body.


  “I was too careless…like, I made you remove everything because of all the soy sauce that fell on you, but I only gave you a thin shirt. You’re thinking that I did that on purpose, didn’t you?”


  “Why are you so pessismistic…no, I too know that you were panicking, Amane-kun…”


  “But…well…you must be embarrassed or scared too, right?”


  Mahiru would be hesitatant about wearing a thin shirt in front of men. Even though Amane was her boyfriend, the two were still in a pure relationship, and Amane felt that Mahiru would dislike such things. Furthermore, Amane would be flustered if Mahiru appeared too provocative before him.


  After hearing Amane’s stammering explanation, Mahiru’s eyes widened, and she then showed a slightly troubled smile.


  “……I am a little bashful, but not scared.”


  “Why?”


  “…Ultimately, I … am ready to give my everything to you, Amane-kun. But of course, I need to mentally prepare myself for such things.”


  Mahiru said adamantly, and her face shyly tinged with red. Seeing Mahiru in such a state, Amane pursed his lips and suppressed the urge to hug her.


  At this state, if Amane were to huge her, he would definitely caress Mahiru. His feelings aside, Mahiru’s shirt was thing, and having just left the bathroom, her skin was irresistale. The strings of Amane’s sanity could not withstand such a tug.


  He saw her firm and alluring body, and stroked her head, having the urge to sigh. Mahiru too lifted her face and looked towards Amane, not hiding the blush on her face.


  Her damp pupils shone with deep love, faint shame, a little hesitation—and some vague anticipation.


  The moment her eyes looked into his, Amane felt a surge of electricity run through his back.


  His heart began to pound violently, and unpleasant impulses rushed to his brain from afar.


  Suddenly coming back to his senses, Amane found himself kissing Mahiru’s pale cherry-colored lips and taking her soft body into his arms as well.


  A mellow, smooth touch his body never had came through the thin fabric, and a sweet tingling sensation ran through his back, straight to the back of his head. But this is not a warning given by reason; it felt like the slow paralysis of his sanity.


  And the sweet taste and sound of the lips meeting escalated matters furhter.


  The kiss was so intense that Mahiru’s body gradually collapsed, but Amane did not hold on, and gently fell to the the sofa.


  The soft hair strands fell together with Mahiru’s body onto the sofa. Mahiru’s face showed a little surprise, but her expression was still full of sweet honey-like happiness, and when Amane kissed her again, her mouth flowed with even sweeter sounds.


  “…Sorry”


  After enjoying a moment of deep kissing, Amane suddenly came back to his senses and hurriedly removed his body from Mahiru’s. However, the warmth and touch left from their kiss remained remained on his palms, making Amane very fidgety.


  “……I thought you would start on the sofa.”


  “I’m really sorry.”


  “……It is fine, but you usually hold back too much, and your desires nearly exploded.”


  “Ugh.”


  Amane had nothing to say as Mahiru struck him where it hurt.


  Amane usually cherished Mahiru and had been suppressing his desires, which resulted in the dangerous situation where his sanity almost broke down.


  While Amane had a grumpy face, Mahiru smiled and slowly sat up.


  The shirt on her was was already loose, and at this moment, one shoulder was exposed from the collar. Her hair had fallen over her shoulder, but Mahiru remained unbothered as she showed a faint smile, reaching out to caress Amane’s cheek.


  “……You have always put me first in your heart, Amane-kun, but for me, you are first in my heart, you know? Although, I would be a little shy if you suddenly…became proactive like today”


  “……Mahiru.”


  “I will be glad to kiss or be touched by you. I like whatever you do, Amane-kun.”


  Mahiru said so, and started to squirm again. As he looked down at Mahiru before him, Amane swallowed various words, kissed her gently, and then quietly buried his face in her exposed shoulder.


 April Fools’ 2019


  Author note: Mahiru doesn’t like to lie, so please take it as a story from a different universe.


   


  “Amane-kun, I have someone else I like.”


  It was noon, April 1st, their rest day. Mahiru was seated next to Amane on the sofa when she smiled at him.


  Amane himself knew it was a joke, even before he thought further about it. Looking at her attitude till this point, he was confident there was no boy she would like more than him.


  Furthermore, it was April 1st. In other words, April Fools.


  Mahiru appeared to be hoping for him to be caught or something as she showed a smile. She usually had no interest in such events, so it was very likely Chitose taught her something weird.


  Then, he would simply play along.


  “I see. So you’re abandoning me?”


  “Heh?”


  In response to Amane’s words, Mahiru exclaimed in surprise.


  “I thought I’m the only one for you, and I’m already thinking about the future…I see. Can’t help if there’s a guy you really like, Mahiru. My fault for not noticing your feelings there.”


  “…It appears you know, even though you are into this, Amane-kun.”


  “Know what?”


  Amane deliberately retorted back, and Mahiru groaned,


  “…A-about, me lying to you…”


  “Well, I know that you like me, Mahiru.”


  “Th-that is right, but…uuu”


  “You like me, and you lied to me while trusting me, right?”


  He was asking a question, but Amane was really confident.


  The proof of that truth was how Mahiru was looking down with her face all red. It seemed she did not expect to be seen through completely.


  He gave a wry grin at her uselessness, patting her head.


  “Well, I lied too, so tit for tat.”


  “Lied?”


  “I won’t leave you. I would have thought of leaving if it’s in the past, if it’s for your sake, Mahiru…I can’t do that now though. I hate this.”


  If it were in the past, he would have left Mahiru if she had fallen for someone, and back then, he did not express his feelings.


  But it was impossible for him at this point. He could not endure the thought of not being next to her.


  He hoped that Mahiru’s feelings would never leave it, and if there was a possibility of her finding another boy who was better, he felt he was willing to better himself, and have Mahiru fall for him again.


  Having said that as he stared at her caramel-colored eyes, her cheeks turned red instantly.


  “A-Amane-kun.”


  “Mahiru, you’re mine…can’t I?”


  “No-not that, you cannot…for I am yours, Amane-kun.”


  “Nn.”


  Once he got Mahiru’s promise, Amane embraced Mahiru firmly as though he was ensuring his possession of her, and she smiled away in delight, looking a little bashful.


April Fools’ 2020

 
  “Say, Mahiru.”


  “What is it?”


  Recently, he had been used to Mahiru’s meal services.


  Her curt voice remained the same as usual, but there seemed to be something different.


  “…Why are you wearing a cap in the house?


  Mahiru was wearing a cap. One could not say that it did not suit her. This boyish style certainly suited her.


  However, the strange fact was that she was doing so indoors. She, always one to dress appropriately, could not possibly be wearing a cap indoors. There was no reason for her to do so.


  It would be one thing to say it was a fashion statement. Given Mahiru’s personality however, Amane felt this was rather unnatural.


  “…There is a reason.”


  After a short silence, Mahiru answered as she looked aside. Amane had a feeling she was hiding something, and stared at her.


  Mahiru would never wear any headdress as she said it would mess her hair; surely she was hiding something.


  People would usually hide visible changes like hair loss. It was not impossible for her to lose hair because Amane had been stressing her out.


  “I see…sorry for stressing you out…”


  “I know what you are thinking, but that is not the case. I do not have any skin showing on my head.”


  “I know. There’s no way it’ll drop off in a single day. What are you hiding.”


  “…You will not laugh at me, no?”


  “I won’t laugh at you if you don’t like it. I’m not going to tease you.”


  He did not know what she was actually hiding, and it probably was something big enough to make her so secretive. It might be rude of him to laugh at her if it was really troubling her, and he did not want to hurt her.


  Once he answered seriously, Mahiru muttered something, and hesitantly put her hand on the cap.


  She removed her cap, and revealed what was hidden beneath―there were triangular pet-like parts that should not possibly grow on a human.


  “Say.”


  “Please be quiet.”


  “I didn’t say anything yet…are those real?”


  “I would not be hiding them like a fool if they are fake. I found them growing on me in the morning.”


  It was impossible to think that Mahiru would make such a joke, or dress up like this. The ears did not seem artificial. Amane stared at them, found them twitching from time to time, and clearly, they were the real deal.


  They were of the same color as her hair, and one could see capillaries at the earlobes. They were obviously not artificial.


  Since she had such ears, he looked towards Mahiru’s waist, and was glared at.


  “Pervert.”


  Amane did not have such deviant thoughts, but it was fact that he looked from her waist to her buttocks, “Sorry” and he could only apologize immediately.


  To wit, he could not see a tail as it was covered by knitwear and pants.


  Hmph, so Mahiru snorted, and Amane apologized as he looked towards the triangular ears on her head in a non-disrespectful manner.


  She already had a pretty face, and a fleeting presence. The addition of the cat emphasized her innocence and cuteness. Amane was not really interested in the kemomimi commonly seen in manga or games, but he had a strange riveting feeling seeing cat ears atop a pretty girl’s face.


  His impulse could be described as the urge to pat.


  As a cat lover, Amane was really interested in these ears, and found them really cute. He would want to pat if he could. However, they were part of her, and she would feel something if he did touch. He could not capitalize on this chance.


  He merely had the urge to touch, and nothing else, but he knew it was possible as he would be touching her.


  Thus, he resisted the urge to, and asked Mahiru who was a little nervous.


  “Got any idea why this happened?”


  “I would not be so troubled if I have. However,”


  “However?”


  “…I have a dream that I will be back to normal if I am doted on.”


  “By who?”


  “I do not know.”


  Mahiru sounded a little colder than before, and it appeared she was in a bad mood. Amane realized this, but he wondered what he should do.


  She said she could return to normal if she was doted, but nobody knew if this stupid condition would actually work. Also, what did it mean for her to be doted?


  Was it fine if she was doted on like a cat?


  However, Amane could not simply touch her, and could not try it―he glanced aside at Mahiru, and in a corner of his eyes, he saw the ribbon on the shelf, which his mother gave to tie food up


  It appeared cats liked things that moved about, and as with this flimsy consideration, he took the ribbon before Mahiru’s eyes, and shook it before her. In that instant, the ribbon was slapped aside.


  He shook the ribbon again.


  And the little hand slapped it aside again.


  Another ten seconds of silence beckoned. Her white face turned red.


  “…Amane-kun.”


  “N-no, I was just wondering if you will pay attention to it, since you’re a cat now.”


  “P-pay attention…I think my eyes just naturally followed it…”


  It was truly an adorable sight to see Mahiru stare intently at the ribbon as he shook it and flail her hand at it. Amane had the use to tease her with the ribbon.


  She was not purring, but she was being attentive while being teased, and her cat ears twitched. She was already similar to a cat, and Amane sensed that she was increasingly similar to one. No, she was already a cat.


  He knew that she would be angry thereafter, but the adorable sight before him at this point left him unable to resist the urge. From time to time, he shook the ribbon, and Mahiru finally could not resist the urge as she leapt at the ribbon.


  While she was acting like a cat, her weight did not change, and Amane tumbled over, lying face up on the sofa.


  He groaned as he was pushed down by her, though it was due to this unexpected, sudden action than her weight.


  As he felt this moderate weight on himself, Amane stared at her.


  Her face was redder than before due to excitement, and she was staring at Amane…or actually, the ribbon he was holding, her eyes sparkling. She really was like a cat, and he gave a wry smile.


  Before he knew it, the tail hidden under her pants poked out, standing straight. Ah, so she has a tail, so he thought. He looked up again, saw that she seemed to have regained her sanity, rooted as she sprawled on him.


  “You alright?”


  “…Uu, nya.”


  It was the first time she made a cat-like voice, and she shivered as she started to struggle. It would be dangerous if she fell off the sofa suddenly, so Amane hurriedly grabbed her with his hand.


  Amane’s senses were agitated in various ways, whether it was the sweet fragrance or the soft sensation. The most impressionable however was her blushing face and shivering body. She really was adorable.


  “I-I get it. I get it. I know you’re embarrassed, but it’s dangerous for you to fall off, so hang on.”


  “U-uuー”


  “Sorry! It’s my fault! Please calm down or I can’t let you go!”


  Mahiru was unable to calm down, and Amane was worried that she might fall if he let go. No matter how athletic she might be, it would be an awkward landing if she fell sideways from the sofa.


  He looked aside as he patted her back to calm her down. Mahiru gulped, and headbutted onto his chest.


  Clearly she was kicking a fuss, but since he was the one who teased her, he could only let her be.


  “…Amane-kun, are you enjoying this?”


  “N-no, that…a little.”


  “So you are!”


  “I-I can’t help it. You’re cute…”


  Even leaving aside the fact that she was a girl, this adorable pretty girl had cat ears. Obviously he had the urge to keep looking and teasing her.


  It was fact that he might have overdone it. He wanted to apologize as he looked at her, and Mahiru headbutted her head into his chest again.


  It really hurt this time, “ugh” and he groaned. Mahiru did not lift her face however as she muttered, “…Please dote on me as you like.”


  “Huh, eh?”


  “I-I i need to know if I will return to normal by doing this! I have to pin my hopes on the suspicious voice.”


  Or it will be terrible if this continues. Mahiru’s voice started to sound teary. Amane too started to panic. He realized that he should not be hesitant to dote her; he should be finding a way to get her back to normal. At that moment, Mahiru reached her head towards him, wordlessly pleading for him to pet her head.


  Will she really be back to normal if I dote on her…? Amane was greatly skeptical of this, but he had to try to know. He hugged Mahiru, sat up, and patted her head.


  Her cuticle was smooth and glossing, and felt smoother than expected. Whenever the hair strands slipped through his fingers, Amane could smell a faint sweet smell.


  The little ears poking through her hair were softer, silky smoother, and very fine.


  The ears were thinner than he expected, yet full of warmth.


  As he gently rubbed the fluffy ears with his fingers, her body suddenly shivered. He hurriedly let go, thinking that he had hurt her. However, she shook her head, and it appeared she wanted to continue.


  He continued to gently caress her head and cat ears as though they were fragile. “Funya.” she let out a sweet cat-like voice.


  …For some reason, this is draining my conscience away.


  Even though he was merely patting her head and cat ears, he felt that he was doing something very bad.


  He was a little hesitant, wondering if he should continue like this. However, Mahiru did not look disgusted, and there was a chance she would be back to normal if he doted her…he continued to coax her with his fingertips and palm, but Mahiru suddenly grabbed his hand.


  Amane wondered what was going on. He stopped, looked at Mahiru, and saw her hazy eyes staring at him. His heart jolted.


  Mahiru did not seem to mind Amane as she reached her tongue out to lick his fingertips.


  “…Ma-Mahiru!?”


  He felt a scalding sensation on his fingers, and realized then that her tongue was not as rough as a cat.


  Amane’s face was hotter than her tongue though, and his face went red.


  It was not strange for a cat to lick her master’s fingers, but he felt that her sucking his fingers was an immoral sight.


  He hurriedly pushed Mahiru’s shoulders away, and looked right into the confused caramel eyes.


  A tad later, Mahiru might have understood what she just did when she saw his face―her face boiled red, she hurriedly stood up, and escaped to the washroom.


  “Uunnnnyyyyaaaaaaaaaa!” The voice she made when she retreated really resembled a cat, so Amane analyzed with his remaining bit of sanity. The other shreds of sanity had him recalling the heat and feeling of the tongue, prompting him to start rolling on the floor.


  Thud, thud, his heart was pounding louder than before. He looked towards the washroom she vanished into, and was dumbfounded.


  10 minutes later, Mahiru returned from the washroom. The ears and tail had vanished from her, and in place of those was the wariness of a stray cat meeting a stranger for the first time, along with a thoroughly embarrassed face. She kept her distance from Amane the entire time. Seems like her cat-like habits haven’t disappeared completely, so Amane quietly thought.


 
 
  “Trick or Treat.”


   


  October 31st.


  Mahiru suddenly said these words, and he was reminded that it was Halloween.


  He was confused, as he did not have much interest to begin with, but it appeared Mahiru wanted to challenge herself in this seasonal event. She appeared to be dressed in a nurse uniform.


   


  Where did these clothes come from? He averted his eyes as he wondered, but Mahiru appeared a little displeased by the weak reaction shown, and sat next to him, poking his upper arm.


   


  “…Or do you not know of Halloween?”


  “No actually, I know what it is, but…”


  “Please give me sweets. If you refuse, I shall prank you.”


  “Sweets huh? Alright.”


   


  He pulled out the mint gum he bought after school from the bag next to him, and handed it to her, causing her to frown in intrigue.


   


  “I am surprised that you have some, but gum…”


  “It’s a sweet.”


  “That is true, but this probably is not sweet.”


  “It’s not sugarless.”


   


  There were some zero sugar gums sold out there, but this was one with sugar added, so he could pass it off as one.


  Mahiru looked extremely peeved that she never got to prank Amane, and this time, he reached his palm out to her.


   


  “So, it’s time you give me something now right, Mahiru?”


  “Fufu. I have prepared this in advance, just so that I will not be pranked.”


  She seemed to have expected Amane to say this, smiling away as she took out a syringe filled with some colorful fluid.


  It was not to be used for medical purposes. It was a plastic case in the shape of a syringe. The tip was not sharp, the hole on the tip and the cylinder itself being very big.


  It probably contained some colored water candy.


   


  “We made it like that to go along with clothing. We also have ramune in the form of medicine capsules.”


  “Well, you’re being thorough here…”


  “Chitose-san and I thought about this…just to ask, Amane-kun, what do you think?”


  “Well, that’s cute…cute, but.”


  “But?”


  “…I really hoped you wouldn’t choose to wear a miniskirt.”


   


  For cosplay purposes, she was wearing an outfit with a design and length not seen in the actual job, but perhaps it was a little too stimulating.


  He could not see the undergarments, but he could see the legs. It was a little awkward to Mahiru, with her nice body, wearing this uniform.


   


  Truly it was Chitose’s idea, so he muttered as he looked aside, hearing a chuckle.


   


  “…Does it not suit me?”


  “It does…but if you’re wearing such stimulating clothing.”


  “You mean?”


  “I’ll be troubled, you see…aren’t you more troubled than me?”


   


  Amane might lose his mind and go for some skinship, so if possible, he hoped she would not wear such clothing.


   


  It appeared a stunned Mahiru did not understand him, and he gave a wry smile as he reached his arms around her knees and back, lifting her up and putting her on his thighs.


  He then lifted her face, and brought it close to his cheek. With a hand on her back, he gently caressed her thighs.


   


  “Since you like to wear this, can I touch?”


  “Ah, uu…th-that is something you cannot help with, right?”


  “What, you want me to touch you?”


  “I did not say so! You are to be punished with sweet medicine for saying this, Amane-kun.”


   


  Her face was completely beetroot as she injected the water candy onto his lips, and he did not resist.


  The water candy that was squeezed out slightly was sweet, and Amane, not one particularly fond for sweets, did not like the taste.


   


  After eating a little, he snatched the syringe from Mahiru’s hand, putting it on the table.


  Then, he bit on Mahiru’s lips.


   


  “…! …Nn!!”


   


  Since she was displeased with the gum, he thought of sharing this sweetness with her, and when his lips left hers, she was left completely limp.


  Her body quivered slightly when he gently caressed her thighs and back, and there was an unspeakable sexy feeling to that. In fact, there was nothing particularly erotic, and he merely felt itchy.


   


  “…I gave you candy. Don’t prank me now.”


   


  Mahiru pouted for a little while, and muttered away; Amane chuckled as he began to pat her head, coaxing her.



Konorano SS

  “How long has it been since I received a birthday present?”


  Mahiru searched her hazy memories as she cupped the teddy bear on her knees, muttering to herself in her room. She never informed others of her birthday, and felt that it was not worth celebrating. When she was younger, she told her friends that if she was asked about the presents and celebrations she received, she would stop talking to them.


  Later on, she stopped talking about these things altogether.


  Her parents never celebrated her birthday, though they did give her a present, a letter, a few notes of five-digits yen. She had hope, and opened it to find such practical things which should not be given to children. She remembered being utterly shocked by this, and felt despair by how her parents were so callous towards her.


  For this reason, she would not mention her own birthday, and even if anyone else were to ask, she would keep evading the topic.


  She did not want others to know that nobody celebrated her birthday, that her parents disowned her. The older she grew, the more people tried to appeal to her, and she started to find presents a taboo.


  (…He is weird.)


  She chuckled, recalling how bashful Amane was. She initially regretted the mistake of letting him know of her birthday, wondering why she did so, and was furious at why she did so to him, of all people. However, she knew it was unreasonable to be angry at him, and once she familiarized herself with his gruff attitude and his distinct kindness, the negative emotions she harbored vanished.


  Over the months they spent together, she recognized his contradicting personality of being forthright and dishonest, and also that he was caring for others, his kindness and understanding that were usually unnoticed by others. She felt he was born with these attributes, and when he occasionally talked about his family, she sensed that it was a result of his nurturing.


  (–Such a happy family.)


  “I am so envious.” so she said, before swallowing the rest of her words as she looked down at the teddy bear she received. Its eyes were round, its face was adorable, and its body was pudgy like a cub. It was truly distinct. Might be awkward for a high school boy to buy such a thing.


  He bought this for her, not because she was the Angel, but that he was well taken care of by the person called Mahiru Shiina. It was the first time she received a present given out of complete goodwill, and it delighted her.


  She stared at the bear, the button eyes reflecting her image, her expression gentler than she imagined. She felt ever so calm, partially because the bear was so cute, and also because of how Amane treated her, as an ordinary person, and it brought her comfort.


  The teddy bear was large enough to be embraced in her clutches. While carrying it, she rolled about on the bed, the texture and sturdiness built to perfection. She looked at the cute teddy bear in her clutches, and grabbed it firmly, not letting go.


  (…I shall make omelettes for him tomorrow then.)


  Amane never actually mentioned it, but he probably loved eggs, given how he looked while eating it. He did not want to owe any favor, but she decided to make one egg dish the next day for him, and imitate his nonchalant look as a little memory.


  She imagined him gobbling down the omelette with a scowling face, and her lips naturally curled into a smile.


Cat Day

 
 
  This story is just a fantasy scenario. It’s based on last year’s April Fool’s Day, and in the end, it is just a “what if” story.


  Mahiru, who visited Amane’s house every day, noticed that Amane looked very strange.


  “…Wait, I know what you want to say, hear me out. I didn’t become like this because I like it.”


  For some reason, Amane was peeking out from the gap of his ajar door. Mahiru convinced him to let her into the house, and she noticed that Amane looked far different from before.


  As for what was different, he had some body parts that should not belong to humans.


  The long, thin thing covered with black fur that grew out from near Amane’s tailbone was shaking slightly.


  Slightly apart from each other on two sides of the head were similarly colored triangular objects. Mahiru looked at it, and they twitched slightly, as though cowering.


  Yes, Amane had what they called cat ears and tail.


  This mysterious phenomenon had happened before, and similar parts did grow on Mahiru. They did not expect the same to occur to Amane’s body.


  “…Maybe. It seems the strange condition to recover is to be doted.”


  Amane muttered unhappily, and his cat ears twitched. Mahiru stared at Amane intently.


  Mahiru once compared Amane to a wolf, but when she saw Amane’s posture, she felt it would be appropriate to call him a cat too. Amane’s face shape was not rugged, and truth be told, he looked mild with some masculine aura. Thus, such cute body parts really suited him.


  Mahiru thought that if Amane were to be compared to a cat, it would be a black cat. When such cat parts grew out of him though, Mahiru realized that this was so appropriate for him.


  (…So cute. It is great that he is as aloof as a black cat.)


  Amane’s mood would be ruined if she were to say so immediately, so she swallowed the words she was about to say. Amane’s expression was even colder than usual, so Mahiru took Amane’s hand, which was frozen in place. She thought of finding a place to sit down first, so she sat down on the bed despite some hesitation.


  The hand she was holding seemed hotter than usual, Perhaps it was because a cat’s body temperature was higher than a human’s, or because Amane was shy.


  “…Can I dote you?”


  “You sound like you want to dote on me no matter what.”


  “Was I found out?”


  “You’re fidgeting and look like you want to touch…I was the one giving affection the last time, so I can’t really say anything now…but I really want to ask who’s actually benefiting from my cat ears. ”


  They aren’t cute at all. Amane grumbled as his ears twitched. Mahiru thought he looked so irresistibly cute, and could not help but hug Amane.


  This sudden hug caused Amane’s body to lose balance slightly, and his face was buried in Mahiru’s chest. Ommph!? A vague sound was made, and Mahiru started to touch Amane’s ears.


  Unlike Amane’s hair, which was smooth and shiny without much care, the fur on his ears were smooth, shiny and soft.


  There were actually blood vessels and nerves, and she could feel the warmth and pulse.


  “They are cute.”


  “…Say.”


  “I cannot? I would like to rub them. You can do so too, Amane-kun.”


  Mahiru strokes the soft hair and whispered, it seemed Amane’s future of being doted on by Mahiru was predetermined. She could hear his breathes, and it seemed the issue was the posture he should have while being pampered.


  Mahiru’s true intentions was to embrace Amane and savor the soft touch, for she thought Amane was too cute and could not help but love him to the fullest.


  Amane really looked like a black cat aloof to people, and Mahiru had the urge to dote on him.


  “…We’re on a bed.”


  “Yes…do you wish to sleep, Amane-kun? My impression of cats is that they like to sleep, so I guess you are no exception…”


  “You’re doing it on purpose, aren’t you…I’m a cat, but there’s no guarantee that I’ll turn into a wolf.”


  If this would cause Amane to turn into a wolf, then Amane had many chances to become one. Mahiru never encountered such a situation, and felt that Amane was safe.


  And even if Amane really becomes a wolf.


  (…I shall not resist him.. If Amane-kun could say those important words to me)


  Although Mahiru knows it’s not good for them to lose to their desires…she was delighted to be needed by Amane.


  If Amane really wanted it, Mahiru would have let him touch her as much as he wanted, but this was Amane, so this probably was impossible.


  Mahiru caressed the obviously unhappy Amane as if he were a child, and he seemed to have given up, rubbing his face against the place where he was buried and wrapping his hands around Mahiru’s back.


  However, it seemed he felt shy to the point where his neck was red..


  This is what is adorable about you. Mahiru thought in her heart, but she did not say it out loud. She discreetly felt the soft feeling on her hand that was placed on Amane’s head while rhythmically patting Amane’s back, and then noticed Amane’s body gradually relaxing.


  She heard a slurred muffled sound in Amane’s throat, proving that Amane was feeling comfortable.. Mahiru did not know if she should be happy about him as a human or as a cat, for all she knew was that Amane’s tail was wagging happily.


  (…What Amane-kun usually does not show, he shows through his tail. So cute.)


  Perhaps his sense of reason had dulled after becoming a cat, for even though they were doing things that he would usually run away, he was able to accept so at this moment. It would be usually impossible to fawn and huge Mahiru in a petulant manner or burying his face in her chest in contentment.


  It was so cute that Mahiru could not help but hug Amane tightly and stroke his head. After a few moments Amane slowly raised his head and revealed his eyes.


  The obsidian-like pupils were as hot and moist as ever.


  The color was so brilliant and deep that Mahiru could not help but be mesmerized, and the hand that had been touching Amane lost its strength.


  Amane’s expression ease as he moved his face away from Mahiru’s chest, and then buried his face in Mahiru’s neck.


  The neckline of Mahiru’s dress was a slightly loose wide V-neck, and Amane gently nibbled on the bare skin of her neck, causing Mahiru’s body to freeze.


  For some reason, though it was a more reserved manner of contact, Mahiru’s heart was suddenly filled with shame.


  She felt that his lips had a different feel from her own. It was as if something solid was wrapped around them, and her body trembled just from his lips moving upon hos body.


  Mahiru’s reaction was not from disgust, but from the overflowing shame..


  The breath that was rougher than usual struck the ear, and Mahiru’s back trembled even more.


  Mahiru had found it cute and endearing before, but the feeling faded…she even found Amane a little sexy.


  Amane’s gurgling voice sound throat souned so close.


  Was it because of the current situation? It did not sound like something of comfort, but of a deep chirp when eyeing its prey.


  Mahiru was not afraid, but felt very bashful, and her arms wrapped around his back grabbed his clothes. Then, she noticed something.


  “……The ears and tail have disappeared.”


  While Mahiru was intoxicated by Amane’s passionate eyes and sensation of the lips, the cat ears and tail had disappeared before she knew it.


  It seemed the condition that doting would cause them to disappear was true.


  Amane heard Mahiru murmur like a sigh, his body trembled with surprise, and he slowly averted his face away.


  His face, which was no longer covered by anything, turned red.


  “…Just kill me.”


  Amane groaned and fell back on the bed, turning his back to Mahiru and covering his face with his hands. Mahiru hastily patted Amane’s head “It is fine. I am not angry. Okay?” as she frantically tried to console Amane.


 
  Day of the Master


  The girl Amane worked for, Mahiru, was a perfect young lady.


  She was the eldest daughter of a family that ran a conglomerate, and was capable of anything. She was an intelligent girl who knew thousands of things, was perspective, and leveraged her comprehension ability and quick wit to expand her knowledge into learning about many different fields,


  Besides academics, she also dabbled in martial arts, and was a top-class athlete in all sports. She was a perfect student with both brains and brawn, her beauty was unparalleled, and it would be appropriate to call her perfect.


  She was also a warm, gentle and kind-hearted woman, the ideal lady to anyone.


  Or so she appeared,


  “Milady, you can’t. I’m working.”


  Amane and a few servants knew that when she was off the spotlight, she would discard the persona of a perfect lady and act like a spoiled brat.


  The Master headbutted Amane while he checked her schedule in the notebook, and Amane turned around to tell her off.


  Amane served her ever since she was a child. His parents were indebted to her family, and the arrangement was that he was to serve them as a butler and chamberlain, but he never expected them to be so fond of him.


  It seemed Amane’s parents sent him to relieve Mahiru’s loneliness, who was always alone due to family reasons, but this was beyond their expectations.


  “…So it is fine when you finish work?”


  “As long as there’s an appropriate distance.”


  “That is fine then.”


  “That is a huge problem.”


  This interaction and closeness was permitted as they were in the house, but not when others could see them.


  Amane was tempted to sigh and wonder how this happened, but it was probably because he had been taking care of the lonely Mahiru in her parents’ stead while they had been too busy to appear at all, and he resembled an older brother to her.


  Thanks to that, or maybe because of the circumstances, Mahiru was extremely close towards Amane. Whenever the two of them were together, she would snuggle up to him and fawn around.


  Mahiru was old enough to get married at this point, so he tried to pull his distance from her since this distance would be inappropriate, but he could not bring himself to do so as Mahiru showed him a teary face, so the closeness remained.


  Amane immediately rejected the idea, and Mahiru hammered him on the back, but it did not matter as he looked down at his notebook, as usual.


  “Starting at 4pm today, you’ll be having Ikebana lessons, and once that’s over, gym as usual, and once we return home, you’ll have a bath, and then dinner. There won’t be any plans after that, so you’ll have free time.”


  “…Does this free time mean that your work ends, Amane-kun?”


  “Well.”


  “Then, shall we have tea together?”


  A sloppy-looking Mahiru clung onto his back, and he felt nostalgic for some reason. “Well, about that,” he answered tentatively, and she continued to do so, happily.


  Amane wanted to say that a fine lady should not touch the opposite sex without permission, but she looked so happy behind him, that he bit his lips, acted calm, and rolled the notebook to hide his emotions.


Syosetsu Commemorative SS

“Mahiru, what are you applying?”

Mahiru, seated on the sofa, was spreading some translucent stick on her lips, and Amane blinked away.

“Lip balm. Honey flavored.”

So she said as she gently applied it. Well, there actually was the word ‘honey’ written on the packaging.

“They come with flavors nowadays…?”

“You do sound like a grandpa…they do come with flavors recently, like chocolate, strawberry, green apple. I usually use medicinal lip balm because of the school rules, but Chitose-san said this is fine too.”

It appeared to be Chitose’s recommendation. Mahiru herself seemed to like it as she capped the lip balm back excitedly.

“Oh.” So Amane said as he stared at Mahiru’s lips. They were softer and bouncier because of the balm, giving off an indescribable, refreshing scent.

“…What is it?”

Once she noticed herself being stared at, Mahiru tilted her head incredulously.

“Well, just wondering if it’ll be sweet to kiss.”

“Hm hm, do you want to try?”

She smiled impishly as she pointed at her lips, thinking it would just be a joke. “Don’t mind me.” but Amane answered as he bit at her lips.

She shivered, never expecting him to really do so, but she never intended to stop him, for she was the one who invited him.

So Amane enjoyed the moist lips, softer than usual as he felt his way along her lips, the sweet taste of honey spreading in his mouth.

“…Well, that’s really sweet.”

So he muttered, and a blushing Mahiru glared up at him.

“…You said that and you’re the one embarrassed now…owww, I get it, I’m sorry.”

As he was slapped by her, he decided not to taunt her anymore while he continued to savor her lips.

He felt a different sweetness from the usual kiss, and whenever he licked her, she would fidget bashfully, leaving him desiring more.

“…But it’s really sweet.”

“Nn…E-erm, my balm’s going to wear off.”

On the verge of surrendering, Mahiru pressed her palms on Amane’s chest, her bashful and moist caramel-colored eyes staring back at him.

“I can’t continue?”

“Uuu…I am reapplying it now. Hmph.”

It appeared he was allowed to continue.

Finding Mahiru to be adorable for choosing to forgive him again, Amane brought his lips onto hers again.

The following day, Mahiru sat next to Amane with lip balm applied, the color of her lips different.

Amane unwittingly smiled, and realizing that, Mahiru retreated back tentatively.

“Wh-what is it?”

“Well, my girlfriend’s cute.”

“What is with that out of a sudden…nn”

Before she could finish her eyes, Amane stuffed her lips with his own, the rich sweetness of the sweet and sour fruit spreading in his mouth.

He bullied Mahiru for deliberately changing the flavor, and his lips naturally relaxed. He felt she wanted to be kiss when she applied a different flavor, and for some reason, the kiss lasted longer

“Strawberry today?”

After a while, he removed his lips, asking her, and found her face to be completely sizzling, resembling a red, ripened strawberry.

“What’s the flavor tomorrow?”

“…Chili peppers?”

“Your lips will swell, Mahiru.”

“They will swell when you are kissing me so many times, Amane-kun.”

She muttered with a pout, and having messed up this time, Amane gave a wry smile as he kissed her gently.

“In that case, we’ll make them swell with sweetness. You can help me with that, Mahiru.”

“…I want to apply chocolate lip balm on you, Amane-kun.”

“As you wish.”

So we can kiss, huh? He wondered, but never voiced it out; he was bemused by how enthusiastic she was for some reason as he thoroughly enjoyed her lips.


Pocky Pretz Day

  Amane returned home from school, sat on the sofa and ate some chocolate Pretz. Next to him, Mahiru began to fidget.


  He was eating from the suspicious looking item Chitose had shoved onto him. However, he did not think much about it.


   


  “What is it?”


  “Eh, no, erm…it is rare seeing you eating chocolate sweets.”


  “Well, I prefer salty snacks after all, but Chitose just shoved this onto me. You want some too, Mahiru?”


   


  I can share some with you, Mahiru, so he implied, and it seemed Mahiru herself was wondering if she could help herself. What is it? Mahiru appeared to be aware of what it was, but she was just waiting.


   


  He handed the opened bag to Mahiru, who made a little groan, pressing her forearms onto her forehead.


   


  “…Do you know what this is about?”


  “No, I know there’s something up because of you and Chitose, but I can’t really figure out anything. Sorry.”


  “So you do not know what day it is today.”


  “Yep.”


  “……Why do you think you received the sweets?”


  “Isn’t there some event going on, or some message involved?”


  “If you know that much, how have you not realized it…?”


   


  Mahiru frowned with confusion, groaning as she put her hand on her forehand.


  Hearing such words, Amane did not know what else to do, and decided to pat Mahiru’s head anyway.


   


  “…You do not have to rub it in.”


  “What do you want me to do then?”


  “I-I do not want it…but…I expected just a little…”


  “Expected?”


  “…You are eating that Pretz, so…I-I will not say what I want however…”


   


  Mahiru shook in embarrassment, and Amane was left troubled as he took another Pretz.


  He chewed at it, and Mahiru lifted her face.


   


  Next to him the caramel-colored eyes were wandering around, and Mahiru finally made up her mind as she stared at him, grabbing Amane’s hand that was holding the Pretz.


  In the blink of an eye, Mahiru seemed to snap as she brought her face close to him.


   


  At that moment, by the time he realized it, the blushing Mahiru put her lips onto his.


   


  “Nn.” A soft voice could be heard from Mahiru’s throat, her lips still sticking to his. It was rare to see her so aggressive, and while feeling ashamed, Amane gently brought his lips over hers.


   


  After a short while, their lips left each other, and Mahiru’s eyes were looking bashful. She was feeling ashamed as she started this, and Amane grinned back.


   


  “Th-this is what I am referring to. It is this day.”


  “Yeah, I get that.”


  “Pl-please do not laugh.”


  “Laughing, or smiling?”


  “The latter please.”


   


  The distressed Mahiru could not hide her shame, and Amane chuckled as he gently caressed her hair.


   


  “…Can I be honest?”


  “Yes.”


  “…I just want to eat this normally. Don’t really like such games after all.”


   


  Once he expressed his honest sentiments, “Yes” Mahiru lowered her eyebrows understandingly, and smiled.


  It seemed she had misunderstood him; while Mahiru lowered her eyes forlornly, Amane wrapped his arm around her back, and brought his lips to her ear.


   


  “…If you want a kiss, wait till we’re done eating this.”


   


  Of course, one would expect a kiss to be sweet, especially when there was chocolate in the mouth. After all, Mahiru had the sweetness and bitterness of honey. There was no need to add chocolate to that.


   


  Once he gently whispered, Mahiru’s face turned red like a boiler, and nodded away.


   


  Satisfied with that reaction, Amane embraced Mahiru in his lap.


  He doted on the panicking Mahiru, and began sharing the Pretz packet with her.



GA Bunko SS

  “What happened to your hand?”


  Amane was sitting on the sofa when Mahiru saw his bandaged hand, and she frowned.


  “Ah, accidentally twisted it during gym class. I had a checkup at the infirmary. Told to rest for a few days.”


  Amane accidentally lost his balance while playing basketball in gym class, and he managed to break his fall with his hand, twisting it. The bandage was thus the result of this folly.


  The twisted wrist did not seem to hurt much, and it was said he could recover fully in a matter of days, so he did not mind…but Mahiru frowned.


  “…What do you intend to do?”


  “What else? I’ll just live as normal, try my best not to move it. It’s not like it’s my leg that’s injured.”


  “Amane-kun, are you insulting people like me who have injured their legs before?”


  “Don’t misunderstand. Anyway, it’s not going to affect me that much to a point of being a hindrance. It’s fine, don’t worry.”


  Amane never wanted Mahiru to worry this much for him. After all, it was a little suffering caused by his own carelessness. He could use his left hand, and was not too bothered by it.


  Mahiru thought otherwise however. She looked at Amane’s wrist, and gently sighed.


  “…I shall assist you until your hand recovers.”


  “Eh, you don’t have to. I can use my left hand. I won’t have any issues in my daily life.”


  “You are incapable of housework with both hands, and you say you are fine with one?”


  “Ugh, now that you say so…but you really don’t need to worry. I have my left hand.”


  “Please accept my kindness.”


  It seemed she was still mindful of the moment when she injured her ankle. He felt that she repaid the favor with her meals, but it seemed Mahiru thought differently.


  She sounded so calm and adamant, and would not allow for him to refuse. He felt a little perturbed, but he could only accept her graciousness obediently.


   


  Ever since she found out about Amane’s wrist injury, Mahiru studiously took care of his daily life.


  She made onigiri, and ensured that Amane could eat with one hand. She even took over the housework Amane should have done, and even shopping. Such thorough care left Amane flabbergasted.


  The toughest ordeal however was when he had to eat the side dishes.


  “I really can eat with my left hand.”


  Mahiru fed every single dish to his mouth, like a mother bird to her fledglings, which left him very awkward.


  Mahiru’s viewpoint was that she was simply taking care of the sick, and she probably was not embarrassed in the slightest. The one being fed however could not maintain a calm look. He did not dislike this, but he was very, very, very embarrassed.


  Mahiru probably assumed that Amane was right handed, and could not use his left hand deftly. Ahhh, but even so, her feeding him was really a grueling test of will.


  If Mahiru was actually embarrassed by this, Amane might actually die from embarrassment. Luckily for him, his sanity points merely dropped by half, given how she did so dutifully.


  He watched her silently as she fed him, and sighed hard.


  “…Erm, can I be honest here?”


  He actually intended to state so, but Mahiru’s stubborn insistence would not allow so. Perhaps he would not be in this embarrassing situation if he had said so right from the beginning.


  “What is it?”


  “…I’m ambidextrous.”


  “Eh?”


  “I usually use my right, but I actually use both hands when I was younger, so I can eat on my own.”


  Amane wanted to say that he could use his left hand, but it seemed Mahiru never realized he was ambidextrous, so she basically forced him to eat.


  She was stunned to hear his words, and her face turned increasingly red.


  “Wh-why did you not say so earlier?”


  “I wanted to, but I couldn’t when you’re so pumped up. I tried to stop you.”


  “Th-that may be so…”


  “But since you’re so enthusiastic this time, please continue until my bandage’s removed.”


  Since he had blushed for so long, it was time for Mahiru to suffer. He thought this little payback should be fine.


  So he thought as he deliberately laughed at Mahiru, strongly restraining the shame that was about to explode in him, but it seemed this shame had reached her, for she blushed, and quickly stuffed lots of dishes into his mouth, clearly as a retaliation.


  “Oy, that too fast.”


  “I do not care.”


  She turned her head aside, saying so with a shriller voice than usual. Amane chuckled at this sight of her, and restrained the shame in his heart as he chewed down on the delicious dishes she picked for him.



Melonbooks SS

  “…Why are you looking lethargic?”


  Amane looked lifeless as he slumped into the sofa, and Mahiru was mystified.


  “I was curious about Kadowaki’s daily training, so I tried doing the same.”


  Oh, I see…Mahiru muttered so in response to his weary words, and sat at the empty seat next to him.


  “I guess the track team’s training methods might be too much for me now…I nearly fell asleep in the bath.”


  “That really is dangerous. You should be careful.”


  Amane groaned at Mahiru’s reproach, and leaned completely into the sofa.


  He merely did Yuuta’s usual training in the spur of the moment, and ended up in this ugly state. He was physically worn out, and the muscle aches tormented him to a point where he felt his body did not belong to him.


  Mahiru showed a wry smile at Amane’s weary self, it is good to work hard, but you have to proceed in order and adapt slowly, so she lectured as she caressed his head.


  Usually, it was Amane who patted her head, but this time, the roles were reversed, which left him very conflicted. The force and manner in which she did so felt very comforting, so he let her be.


  He lost the strength to resist, probably because he was too tired. Given that it was the one he liked doing so, he was more agitated than displeased.


  He started to feel sleepy in Mahiru’s caress, and carelessly leaned on her shoulder. He felt it might be bad to do so, but she merely smiled. Her breath felt ticklish to him.


  “You really are tired. Here here, you may fawn all you want.”


  “…Don’t spoil me like this. And don’t try to pull a fast one on me.”


  “I am merely taking care of you though? And it does seem like you started it this time, Amane-kun.”


  Amane could not refute this, and tried to struggle. Mahiru smiled as she had him lean on her.


  “You can simply fawn around, no? I can give you my lap.”


  “Stop spoiling me rotten…”


  “But you are already rotten, no?”


  “Shut up…I’m working hard, see?”


  “Yes, you are working hard, Amane-kun.  A lot had happened over the past half year. You have worked hard in have done well in studies and sports,  I do feel it is a must to rest a little.”


  “…How can I rest well on a lap pillow?”


  “You say so when you slept so soundly.”


  “…T-that’s because…I was tired.”


  Mahiru had no intention to spare Amane, for she giggled and answered,


  “You can ‘rest’ lots today then. That is good, no?”


  The smile looked so bashful to him, and yet a little infuriating, so he pursed his lips, and pressed towards Mahiru.


  She did not seem to be suffering even with his weight upon her, and her voice showed joy and exhilaration.


  “Oh, finally willing to fawn around?”


  “…Whatever you say.”


  “I suppose so.”


  Mahiru let Amane lean on him as she gently caressed his head with one hand, the other hand on his palm. He buried his face into her shoulder, wanting to hide his embarrassment.


  After that, you are really red, Mahiru muttered at his ear as she continued to pet him, and his face and ears were all red, exposed before her. Hhe could only grit his teeth  and endure so.
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