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  Prologue


  "Girls going out with each other? No way."


  When I heard my friend's question, I just laughed it off. It all started when my friend, who had just arrived, joined us at my desk and said something unexpected. "Hey, did you hear the rumor? Someone saw a confession between two girls."


  The three of us discussed the topic further from there.


  "Marika, what would you do if you got a confession from another girl?" my friends asked me. I strongly reject the idea while shaking my head. That would be impossible.


  "Thought so," said my friends while laughing. My name is Sakakibara Marika, High school second year. I’ve worked hard for the sake of being popular in my class. Everything from my adorable fashion choice to the softness of my hair, all for that.


  This flowing smooth hair, tied into a pigtail, is my trademark. Even though it looks like a simple hairstyle, it’s actually something I learned from a beauty salon's class! The image I strive for is fluffy and adorable hair. Combine that with my efforts to polish my appearance and my conversational skills that let me easily join in with the flow, it's no surprise that I'm a popular person in my class.


  "I mean, why would girls date each other? Is there any point? Are you so unpopular with the boys that you compromise by dating another girl?"


  When I probed the conversation further, Yume and Chisaki, who’ve been listening since earlier, responded to my question with crisp laughter.


  "That's funny, Marika."


  We all agree that it’s weird and continue laughing. Suddenly, I feel a strong pressure from behind. I turn my head to look for the source of this pressure.


  When I look behind me, my eyes meet a pair of strong eyes that have been gazing intently at us since earlier. It turns out that the sharp gaze is coming from our class' cool beauty, Fuwa Aya.


  Seeing her delicate appearance, you’d think she could do no wrong. Her aura and her eyes make her look sleepy at all times, and that, combined with the sensual air that surrounds her and her gorgeous appearance, make it hard to approach her. It's the reason why she’s a lone wolf in this class.


  A nicely shaped nose, soft beautiful hair that flows without any signs of bed head. Her glowing skin makes me wonder what kind of UV care she uses. From the top of her hair to the tips of her toes, each part is so beautiful that I’d believe she was crafted from porcelain. She stands at around 160 cm, she has a great style and emits an elegant air wherever she goes. I’ve seen her get invited by a couple of our school's sports clubs, but she ended up in the going-home club.
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  Even though Fuwa is the solitary type, it's not like she dislikes interacting with other students. If she needs something, she will approach people. It seems like she just prefers to be alone. Even though she's a loner, there's no one who’d dare to lay their hands on her (TL Note: bullying). There's an unspoken agreement that prevents anyone from approaching her. She's athletic, smart, and a real beauty. Also, she looks like a young lady from a rich family.


  It irks me to think that this loner is on par with me in terms of popularity, even more so considering how indifferent she acts.


  Fuwa Aya is someone that never looks anxious or nervous, no matter the situation. She always looks aloof and never has had a gloomy expression. Fuwa always walks with a lot of confidence while staying true to herself. Her detachment somehow reminds me of a designer from the shop I went to before. She always looks like she’s thinking about something complicated. Also, rather than trying to fit in, she doesn’t even try to understand her environment.


  That's why I can't handle her.


  While I kept my mouth shut, Yume and Chisaki started to whisper to each other. "Is she looking at us?"


  Even though it wouldn’t be a problem if we talked normally, the pressure makes us lower our voices. Everyone in our group shares the same opinion about Fuwa, as expected from our friendship. That’s why there’s no problem if she's gazing at us. I am Sakakibara Marika, after all!


  "Come to think of it...!"


  I chose to change the subject with an over the top, cheery tone.


  



  "Hmm? What is it?
"Is there any other interesting stuff going on?"


  Sensing my desire to avoid the situation, the two of them joined me for the new topic. I started with a bit of self mocking.


  "You see, I’ve been kinda strapped for cash recently, even though there's this one bag I really want."
"Ah, come to think of it, you stopped your part time job, right?"
"Is it because you’re so useless that they fired you?"


  The bubbly Yume, accompanied by Chisaki's usual rotten tongue.


  "That's not it! The creepy old-man manager just kept sexually harassing me, so I got fed up with him and decided to quit. Ugh, it still annoys me whenever I remember it. I should file a complaint!"


  I emphasize my irritation with some exaggerated motion and an over the top sigh. It may seem like I’m over reacting to this whole thing, but people who’re easy to read are well-liked by the people around them. That's what I call ‘going with the flow’.


  The two of them shifted their interest from Fuwa to my story. Yeah, this is my win, did you see that, Fuwa? Probably not.


  My plan to change the subject had succeeded, but I wasn’t joking when I said I'm strapped for cash.


  "I wonder if there are any good part-time jobs out there."
"If you are interested, this senpai I know said that compensated dating pays really well."
"Compensated dating, huh..."


  There goes Yume with her unique suggestion. She's a good girl, but she's an airhead, and I worry about her often. I rest my upper body on my desk and relax my shoulders.


  "Not creepy old men again."
"But it's easy and pays well. You can get 10,000 yen for just one meal."
"Really? Does that mean I could get 30,000 yen in just one day?"


  I straighten my back again, suddenly full of spirit. Chisaki laughs at me.


  "Mari, all you think about is money, huh?"
"Oh, shut up. Listen, I was sexually harassed before and got nothing. But by doing this, I get sexually harassed for 10,000 yen."
"Isn't that the same thing?"


  Yume, who had been listening to our bickering since earlier just laughed happily. Me and Chisaki ended up laughing with each other too. Yep, this is what I like, a fun and enjoyable atmosphere between us. I’m surrounded by good friends and I'm grateful for it. There’s no doubt that this way of life is better than that of a loner without anything fun in their life. After a while, the bell rings, signaling that lunch break will end shortly.


  "Hey."
"Yes?"


  Suddenly, someone calls out to me and I immediately turn to face the source of the noise. I answer cheerfully, because I'm a popular person in this class, so of course everyone finds that talking to me is easy. It's not rare for me to get called out by someone. For me, it's a blessing and I'm always happy about it...  or so I thought.


  Ugh.


  I unconsciously let out my voice. It's Fuwa. W-why would she...


  "Do you have a moment?"
"W-What can I help you with...?"


  It's so sudden that I panic and reflexively use Keigo (TL note: polite form of talking). What am I doing, she’s just a classmate, why am I getting flustered? I manage to calm myself down and smile politely as if this always happens.


  



  "What is it? It's rare for Fuwa to reach out and talk to me.”


  



  Fuwa just stares down at me with those cold eyes, like she's appraising me. W-what is it, what’s her problem? Just say something, would you!


  I'm starting to get cold feet. Yume and Chisaki are looking at me expectantly, so I try to muster up my courage and stare back at Fuwa with a questioning look. Look, I'm at the same level as Fuwa, so this is easy. I can converse with her normally, is the impression I’m trying to give. It's not like I'm scared of her.


  Fuwa is still not showing any sign of movement. What is it? Is she even breathing? Or is she waiting for me to avert my eyes to say anything? Is that what you want? Too bad, because I will win this battle.


  It's been a few seconds since we started our (one sided) staring competition. Our showdown has drawn the class’ attention. The atmosphere’s turned weird. I can bear with this though.


  I won't give up, because this time, it's something that’s related to Fuwa. This battle will decide the top spot in the class. But Fuwa refuses to avert her gaze and finally decides to say something to me.


  "Are you free today? After school?"
"I don't have anything planned, so yeah, so I'm free."


  What's with her so suddenly asking me out after school!? I answer her smoothly even though I’m still panicking inside. Fuwa lets out a dazzling smile after hearing my answer. She laid out an invitation, just like that.


  "Then, let's go somewhere. I have something that I want to talk about."
"Hmmm, well, okay."


  Feigning confidence, I respond to her invitation while looking straight at her, even though there's cold sweat flowing on my back....Is this really happening? What are you planning, Fuwa...


   


  I can't comprehend what she's thinking, and that scares me.... 


  



  **


  



  After school, I went into the cafe that we agreed upon, right in front of the train station. There's a lot of people here, so I think our talk won’t turn into a fight. What am I worried about, exactly? Yume and Chisaki were worried and offered to come with me but I turned them down. They have part-time jobs today and it wouldn’t do to impose on them. Besides, if I make them take a day off and come with me, it will plainly show that I'm scared. I replied to their concern with a cheerful, "It's alright!"


  Actually, it's a given that I'm scared. But now’s not the time for me to seem weak, it’d make me feel like a loser. I ordered a latte with a lot of milk and then looked for a seat.


  When I'm looking around, I spotted Fuwa waiting for me. It looks like she got here before me. She’s sitting at a high table on the second floor. Both Fuwa and her reflection in the mirror are so gorgeous, it’s no surprise that people around us have been staring. People on the street who passed by were so bewitched by her beauty that they decided to come into the store. It wouldn’t be weird if this cafe wanted her to come everyday to boost their sales.


  There's a cup of plain black coffee in front of her. It suits her image so well that I'm contemplating the possibility of her deliberately choosing that to match her image. I let out a giggle at the thought.


  "...What is it?"
"Ah, nothing. Do you often come to places like this?"
"It's normal."
"Hmm, normal huh."


  I see, I see.


  So this is the end of our conversation...


  Fuwa doesn't say anything and continues to drink her coffee. Hey, it's not like I'm not good at conversation. If I'm together with my friends, I naturally speak a lot, you know? It's just, when it's come to Fuwa, it won’t come out naturally.


  But we can't stay like this. I didn’t come to this cafe to act like a mannequin in the store. I decided to bring up the reason why she asked me to go with her.


  "Then, what do you want to talk about?"
"...."


  Hm?? She's ignoring me? Is this a joke?


  "For Fuwa to have gone out of her way to invite me like this… she won’t ask me to do something bad, right? In the first place, we never talk with each other. When you said that this conversation is something that can't be done in school...it already sounded so fishy, huh. Well, I already agreed to come with you anyway."


  Fuwa proceeded to take her school bag and look for something. Then, she pulled an envelope out, put it on top of the counter and slid it to me. Suspicious...


  "This is..."


  What is this...I chose to swallow my question and slowly opened the envelope. My eyes widened, the content of this fishy envelope in full view. There's a stack of money with a [1,000,000] label inside.


  "HAA!? Eh, what, what is this, some kind of party favor? Toys? Counterfeit?!"
"It's the real thing."
"That! That was the answer I least wanted to hear!"


  I desperately wrap my arms around my head after I drop it on top of the counter in front of us.


  "What is this!? Are you showing off your wealth in front of my poor self? What are you?! Some kind of cartoon villain?"
"As if I would do something like that..."


  Fuwa stabbed me with her fed up gaze. Wait, why are you looking at me like that? That should be me. You are the one who suddenly showed me that amount of money! From the perspective of someone else in the cafe, we’re two high school girls with an envelope of money, it looks super fishy! What kind of transaction scene is this? Hey, just hurry and put it back inside your bag.


  "Because I have one million yen, that's why."
"It's real...This is my first time seeing one million yen in real life."
"You were talking about that, right, Sakakibara-san?"
"...What was it? Eh? About how I was strapped for cash? Haa? Does that mean you’ll just give me this one million yen?"
"As if I would give it to you just like that."
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  I know.


  Fuwa slowly tugged her bright-colored hair behind her ear. She calmly moved her cherry-colored lips toward the straw and took a sip. She’s just drinking coffee, but I feel like I’m seeing a beautiful painting.


  A conversation is something that has a tempo, it's her turn, so why does she drink her coffee so nonchalantly? She does everything at her own pace, so it must be natural for her to have others wait on her. This is why I'm not good with her.


   


  After she’s done with her coffee, she slowly opened her mouth again, "I heard that you would accept compensated dating for 10,000 yen/day."


  "Eavesdropping, huh. That's not a good hobby, you know?"
"Girls going out with each other? No way."
"...I did say that. What's so wrong with that? Also, you suck at imitating me."
"You see, I really hate people who are judgmental. Saying ‘that can't be’ even though they’ve never tried it."
"Haah?"


  What’s this? Is she looking for a fight?


  "Well, it's not just me. Yume and Chisaki also said the same thing, right?"
"The one who has money trouble is Sakakibara-san, right? That's why."


  Fuwa slowly swayed the envelope in front of me. Just like a skillful sales person, she smiles enticingly while unleashing a dominating aura. W-what do you want…?


  "10,000 yen for each day. Do compensated dating with me, for a total of one hundred days and one million yen. I'll prove to you that your statement is wrong, by letting you experience it for yourself."


  She suddenly said something unbelievable. Even with my high tolerance for weirdness, this is just so weird that I want to go home.


  "What? Are you okay?"


  I decided to confront her directly and speak out my mind.


  "In the first place, it's weird for girls to date each other. That's not a normal thing to do."
"As far as I know, selling your body to middle aged men is not a normal thing to do either."
"I'm not selling it. It's just light flirting. I just need to smile and let them treat me to something tasty. It's simple and easy."


  I feel her gaze become sharper. She really overwhelmed me with the pressuring air around her. That kind of look is the one I'm not good with.


  "Do you really believe it’s that simple? What if your partner is a police officer, what will you do if you get reported to our school? If that’s not the case, what if your partner turned out to be a criminal? It's easy for you to get dragged into something horrible. Did you really think it through? In the first place, can you fully trust the friend that told you that?"


  Her barrage of questions put me in a tight spot. Everything she said was true, I can't deny that. Fuwa is still looking at me with her fed up gaze, "I bet you didn't think about that. How much? That bag that you wanted."


  Why would she ask something like that.


  "It's around 30,000 yen, why?"


  Fuwa took three bills of 10,000 from the envelope and swayed them in front of my eyes.


  "Just with this you can buy that bag, and the rest will be yours, just from being my compensated dating partner."


  What's with this witch-like woman and her temptation. Somehow I can see a pair of horns and tail on her, damn, it suits her.


  "No, but that's..."


  Like a cat watching a ball of yarn, my eyes sway back and forth, following the 30,000 yen.


  "For me to sell my body to Fuwa...It can't be."
"At least you won’t be in danger if your partner is someone like me."


  Well, that might be true but...


  "If someone found out about this, that would be the end of my life."
"You just need to accompany me after school. The place will be my house, so no one will see anything. You don't need to worry. I also don't really want to be known as someone who won over Sakakibara-san with money, you know?"


  Fuwa just keeps giving me reasons why I shouldn’t be afraid of this deal. She cleverly worked to keep my interest, and keep my interest she did. The greedy Marika inside my head who yearns for the one million already accepted Fuwa's condition.


  No. This is Fuwa Aya. This must be a trap.


  ...But, because it’s Fuwa Aya, I'm certain that this is not some kind of joke.


  "I get it, you still can't decide. Let's make a deal then. A wager, if you will."


   


  Fuwa put the bills back into the envelope and secured it inside her bag.


  "For the next 100 days, if by any means you change your opinion about ‘two girls can't date each other’, it means I win. I’ll keep the one million. But if I fail to change your mind, the one million is yours, in addition to the 10,000 per day. How about that?"


  ...What?


  What does that mean...?


  "Is there any point to this condition? I mean, it's not like I would change my mind. Girls can't date each other."
"If that's what you think in the end, then that’s okay."


  Fuwa takes a sip of her black coffee again while I try to resupply my brain with sugar by drinking my latte. Let's calm down and think this through.


  Fuwa is rich, so one million yen might mean nothing to her. It's on par with a commoner like me using their money to buy juice from a vending machine. Maybe that's why she looks very composed right now.


  "......"


  I observe Fuwa thoroughly. Her appearance is top notch, but what's going inside her head is a mystery as usual. I’ve felt the gazes of people around us since I sat down and it seems like their attention is split 30% on me and 70% on Fuwa. I fully realize that even though my appearance is cute, it’s something that can be found easily, unlike Fuwa's beauty. Fuwa is so pretty that people find it hard to talk with her.


  As if challenging me, she tilted her neck while pointing her gaze, somehow looking enticing. It's like she's saying, are you afraid? Or something like that.


  I decided to fight Fuwa's gaze with my own. That's right, let's just do this. I will win this bet and I will take that one million yen. The result of this match is already certain from the beginning, I’m guaranteed to win. I have nothing to lose here, let's do this.


  "Okay, I accept that condition of yours. Let's do it."
"Hmm, I like your spirit."


  Fuwa looked at me like she found something interesting. At that moment, her face was certainly not the face of the Fuwa Aya who always looks bored in our class. It's a gorgeous smile that’s appealing and full of charm.


   


  Nope, that’s not my personal preferences speaking. It's something like a general opinion. Right, the opinion of a cold, neutral third party.


  "In exchange, can I ask you something, Fuwa?"
"Sure. What is it?"
"Are you a lesbian?"


  Fuwa puts her empty cup back onto the table. She tugs her strands of hair to the back of her ear. And, just like a witch enticing her victim, she looks at me sharply.


  "Marika will also become one soon. I will definitely make you fall in love with me."
"STOP IT!"


  Even though we’re inside a Cafe, I couldn’t help but shout. Right now, I feel goose bumps on my whole body.


   


   ** 


  



  High school girls are beings naturally filled with greed. We have a lot of things we want. That instinct completely outweighed my feeling of discomfort toward Fuwa. It’s the main reason I got cajoled into something unexpected like this.


  But it's not like I’ll change my mind. Because girls can't date each other. That's a given.


  Fuwa is also like that. There might be numerous girls who fell for her erotic gaze and beautiful face before, but she’s completely wrong if she thinks I'll act like those girls. This Sakakibara Marika won't fall for a girl who only knows how to use her appearance.


   


   


  The next day, Yume and Chisaki asked me about my outing with Fuwa. They looked worried, so I gave them a nonchalant reply that everything went well. I discreetly glanced at Fuwa, who’s sitting on her desk serenely looking at the outside scenery. As usual, I have no idea what she’s thinking, reminding me of the reason I can’t stand her.


  That feeling won't change even after the battle has ended. I guarantee that nothing, absolutely nothing will change. I'm doing this for the sake of the one million yen. I really should start to plan out what I’ll do with the prize.


  In short, I will win this 100 day match. And thus, the curtain to my glorious victory opens.


  Chapter 1


  It's the next day after my contract with Fuwa was finalized. Fuwa invited me to her house soon after school ended. Her house is placed strategically along the Keio Line. It's a good looking house, but it doesn’t fit my mental image of a corporate executive’s house. It’s also possible that they used their money for other stuff though.


  "Sorry for intruding..."


  I follow Fuwa up the steps to the second floor of the house. Step after step, we climb the stairs and arrive in front of a room. Ooh, it's Fuwa's bedroom.


  "Umm, is this okay with your family?"
"Don't pay it any mind, they always came home late anyway"


  That, that really is something to be concerned about, at least for me. 


  I take another look around Fuwa's room. A bed, a fluffy looking carpet, a cute drawer for her casual clothes. Also at the walls there is her uniform and bags. There's also an LED TV inside her room and at her desk, her laptop.


  Compared to a commoner's room, at least my room, this room certainly is a luxurious one, but somehow it feels a bit lacking for a stupidly rich person like Fuwa. It's also possible that everything in this room is crazy expensive, for example, that laptop might be worth a few million yen.


  "Please properly sit on the bed over there."
"Why would you specifically ask me to sit there."
"It's not like there's any deeper meaning."


  Fuwa briefly left her room, bringing back two glasses of cold barley tea on a tray. Somehow, getting treated like a proper guest by Fuwa gave me a shock. Also, it's a given that I choose to sit on the carpet rather than the bed.


  Anyway, since the two of us came here straight from school, we're still wearing our school uniform. Two girls wearing school uniforms having a conversation inside a bedroom with each other. Yup, there's nothing strange with this scene.


  "Then, from today onward, Marika is mine"
"That's weird!"
"What is?"
"No, nothing...."


  Once again, I reminisce about the sensation of hugging my lovely bag. Yeah, the one that cost 30,000 yen, the tiramisu-colored 2-WAY bag that I wanted. Just by imagining it, I feel like I can do this.


  "...I don't get it, but I already bought you the bag as an advance payment. You will let me do as I please for the next 100 days, right?"
"I get it...I won't run away now"


  The Marika inside me has turned into a splendid tiger. That tiger is now baring her fangs, its massive fighting spirit unleashed. With this, not even Fuwa can beat me.


  "That's a good response. Well, let's get started then"


  Without missing a beat, Fuwa sits right beside me. I can feel the sensation of her thigh on mine. It's a bit cold, with a soft sensation. Just for a moment, I can feel the tiger inside me shrink. For that second it felt like it turned into a docile cat.


  "Umm, excuse me. I just want to let you know that I'm a virgin, so please be gentle."


  Fuwa furrowed her eyebrows while looking intensely at me. 


  "Marika, is that how you think of me? Either it's opposite-sex or same-sex, we are all fellow humans here. I won't force you to do anything. I think your statement just now was pretty rude."
"Okay, I get your point, but it's kinda unsettling to hear something like that from someone who bought me for one million yen."
"I have a hundred days to make you fall deeply in love, I wouldn’t do something like that on day one. I am the type that enjoys the process."


  I hurriedly back away from Fuwa. I choose to retreat toward the corner of her bedroom. 


  "That reason of yours, it sounds too improper...while we are at it, isn't the school version of you too different compared to this version of you...? Usually, you exude this rich lady aura that won't pay any heed to your surroundings."
"I didn't do that deliberately, but why would I socialize with others anyway? School is a place to study, right?"
"You, do you really mean that? Wait, since it is you, that might be what you really think...what a weird fellow."


  After that, Fuwa stands up, turning her back to me. I use that chance to stick out my tongue and mock her in secret. As I thought, the two of us are polar opposite. It's impossible for us to get along. Whatever she does, it'd be impossible to make me fall in love with her. The tiger inside me is still going strong with that fighting stance. 


  Fuwa took a few books from her bookshelf. She then put everything on top of the table. These books...they are, um, manga? I obediently move closer to the table.


  "For now, read all of these"
"...read manga? Eh? That is my task for today?"
"Starting from today, for the next few days you will only read the manga. But you should read everything. No skipping pages, okay?"


  What is this girl saying? Huh? I get paid 10,000 yen/day to read manga? Really? Ain't this a heaven then? Could it be that I misunderstood Fuwa all along?


  "Then, go ahead and read it"


  I picked the manga from the top of the stack and opened it. If the manga turned out to be a grotesque horror manga, the whole stuff would instantly turn from heaven to hell. But as it turned out, the manga is nothing like that. It's a generic love story with school as the main setting. The art somehow gave me translucent feelings.


  "Is it really okay to read this?"
"Go ahead."


  Going to another person's room for the sake of reading manga somehow feels bizarre. Well, whatever, it's not like she's my friend anyway. After a few pages, this manga is quite interesting and I feel like pulled in. The story is about a girl who can't fall in love with anyone that she feels troubled by. And then, a black-haired student council president upperclassman confesses to her, and then the two of them begin a secret relationship.


  "Hey this is totally a lesbian story!"
"It's yuri."
"It's the same thing!"
"There are a lot of nuances, so I can't really say that they’re the same thing."
"I don't really care about that though!"


  I continue to open each manga on top of the table. This and this, also this one, everything is about a girl that fell in love with another girl! These are that kind of manga after all! Oi, Fuwa!!


  "This one is a heart-warming 4-koma manga about two high school girls living together. Because the other manga are like that, this one started to feel like this story is about lesbians!"


  "Calm down, Futaribeya is really a yuri manga"
"So that's why!"


  I arrived at the point where I just wanted to close every manga and scatter them on the floor. Fuwa skillfully grabbed my hand and stopped me from doing that. She really has good reflexes, that movement was not that of an amateur. It's shocking.


  "Marika, we are bound by the [contract] remember? You wont change your mind no matter what and to prove it you, will obey all of my requests. That's what we agreed on, right?"
"Uu...T-that's...I understand"


  Somehow when she called me by my name, it feels like I'm getting scolded, so I reflectively back down from our argument. I fixed my sitting posture and, just like opening a difficult text book, I started to read the manga. The stories are pretty enjoyable when I exclude the fact that they’re all about lesbians. These are just your normal everyday manga. 


  "How is it?"
"It doesn't suit my tastes, but I will keep on reading..."


  Even so, these things are interesting. I wouldn’t say that out loud though. I continue to read the manga. I felt like I could sympathize with the girl who was troubled because she fell in love with another girl even though that's not the norm. 


  Moving on to the slice of life manga, the feeling of everyday life with a tidbit of comedy feels relaxing. Also, this manga reminds me of Yume and Chisaki. It's closely related with our routine at school.


  I'm not an otaku, but I do read and enjoy manga. It's easy to access them from my smartphone because there's a lot of applications for that. But these, all of the characters are lesbians, they keep coming one after another. It’s astonishing.


  But there's one big thing that has been on my mind since earlier.


  "What are you doing sitting behind me, Fuwa?"


  I sat right in front of the table, and Fuwa sat at the bed behind me. I’ve been able to feel her gaze since earlier. She was observing me while I'm reading these manga. Her gaze feels so unsettling.


  "I'm not so generous to let you enjoy your 10,000 yen just by reading manga. Of course, the training will also progress while you're reading"
"Well, I guess that's a given. But hey, what do you mean by training? Geez, you and your choice of words."
(TL Note: In this context, Aya is using 調教, which can be interpreted as a training for animals)


  Without responding to my heartfelt protest, she moved her hand and placed it on top of my head. She’s caressing my head now!


  "Hey stop it!"
"Marika's hair is so soft. Everything is combed so perfectly, this must take a lot of time huh"
"That's true, but why would you touch my hair?!"
"It's not like you hate this, right? Just a normal light pat on the head, even friends do this with each other."
"Because it's you who’re touching me, it feels different!"
"Hm."


  As usual, she doesn’t listen to what I’m saying. She keeps stroking my hair without holding back.


  "You see, I'm pretty confident that I can make any girl, no matter the type, fall for me in the end."
"I feel like you said something crazy."


  It's okay if it's just grandstanding, but with her beauty and that level of confidence, it doesn't sound like a pipe dream. I can't help but think that. If I use the manga I read right now as a reference, she might be what they call a [super-dom]. Geez, I ended up remembering some very useless vocabulary.
(TL Note: Super-dom is the localization version of バリタチ (bari tachi, it means someone who can't be a bottom. Tachi is a slang for top in lesbian relationship while the bottom is neko) maybe there's better choice of word out there that I'm not aware with, feel free to share)


  "Our agreement imposes a limit of 100 days, and during the school days, our meetings are limited to only two hours long from after-school until before dinner. That's why, to increase the possibility of making you fall in love with me, I need to do things efficiently. I made a lot of plans to account for that, and this is one of those plans."
"You revealed an awful lot just now, and your plan...is stroking my hair?"
"Yes. For starters I will get you used to bodily contact. You are an only child, right?"
"You even investigated that stuff? How scary..."
"That's kinda necessary. I deduced that as an only child you had a relatively wide personal space, so while you're reading your manga, I will proceed to narrow your personal space by getting you used to body warmth."


  Fuwa's investigation and theory are real, but I don't really agree with the latter part. Even so, Fuwa proceeded with her plan by hugging me from behind. Close, you’re too close. What’s this, I can even feel her soft breasts pressing on my back.


  "I can't stay calm in this position."


  I'm a person who is bad with bodily contact, and considering that I'm also bad with Fuwa, this is like a double attack. In addition, my sense of smell is stronger than a normal person’s. It's very distressing whenever I smell a strong perfume. Anyway, this Fuwa, I felt a bit reluctant, but she smells so good and refreshing that it makes me feel like I’m floating. It was unsettling.


  "You will get used to this soon."
"It's disconcerting when you say something that sounds like it comes straight from experience like that."
"Just read the manga. You are a good girl, right, Marika?"
"Stop whispering in my ears!"


  While shivering, I once again ran away to the corner of Fuwa's room. She looked at me like I'm a pitiful cat who was not yet used to human warmth.


  99 days until our final showdown. It's still so far away.


  



  ***


  



  The days where I read manga only lasted for one week. Fuwa kept bringing a new title whenever I finished one, and when I finished that one, rinse, repeat. Because of that, I ended up cooping up inside the room on the weekend for the sake of finishing the manga. This week I read around 200 manga. I feel like I’ve read more manga this week alone than during any other time in my life. 


  "You finished everything properly, what a clever girl."


  As usual, I was in Fuwa's bedroom. She looked satisfied as she smiled and stroked my head. It was kind of vexing, because this past week, her relentless body touching really got me used with her touch. It was a huge difference in comparison to the first day. These days, I also give in to her obstinate acts such as holding my hands and poking my shoulders. It was a pain in the butt to keep protesting, so I let her do whatever she wanted. 


  Even though I was getting used to her touches, there’s no way that it felt good or made me happy, not one bit. I can guarantee this much.


  "Which one was the most interesting?"
"Umm...this one, I guess. But this one is also pretty good."


  Fuwa looked amazed at my answer, but that expression was also mixed with a tint of happiness.


  "I get it. Both of them are made by popular authors. I really like them. Marika, you have a good eye."
"I-is it? Well, I’ve read a lot of manga before."


  She praised me, it's not like I should respond in a crude manner, right?


  "Then, how is it?"


  The bright-colored hair Fuwa then sat right beside me. She rested her arms on my knees while staring at me. The shape of her hips naturally make her body form a beautiful curve. She looked so graceful that it wouldn’t be weird if I was taken aback by her charm.


  "Has your assessment about girls loving each other changed?"
"What a joke."


  But I'll still say this. I picked her presumptuous arms up lightly and moved them from my knees, what's with these cold arms anyway. Then, I proceed to tap one of the manga on the table. 


  "I won't lie, these are interesting, but, these are manga, they are fiction. People who long for the world of manga, what are they? Elementary school kids? Have you ever thought of killing people after reading a manga about killing? No, right? That's why your question is boring."


  I ended up my words with a smug grin and a great deal of confidence.


  "Manga will stay as manga, reality will stay as reality. In short, girls' dating each other? That will never happen."


  How’s that, Fuwa Aya! That's a perfect argument from me, if I do say so myself. You belittled me before, right! Even though I look like this, I have good grades and a good reputation, you know.


  But.


  "Yes, I see."


  Fuwa nods her head while agreeing with me as if I just stated common knowledge. She stood up with a relaxed look on her face. Isn't this supposed to be the part when she let out a horrible defeated expression?


  "...Umm, do you really understand what I was saying?"


  "Of course. I also agree with you on most of your points. Do you think I let you read these manga to make you admit that girls' love is great? Of course not, that's not the case. You’re not a simpleton and a pretty tough one to crack, and also..."


  Suddenly, Fuwa stroked my chin and lifted it with her slender fingers. The sensation of her skin on mine felt like being nuzzled by ice.


  "I prefer to make someone like me little by little."
"That's extreme."


  Cold sweats were starting to dampen my body. It's not like I felt like a mosquito in a frog swamp, okay?


  "Then, starting today we will proceed to the second stage of ‘Let's Make Sakakibara Marika Totally in Love with Me’. I’ve already made a few preparations for our new activity this week."
"Just do as you wish..."


  I sighed tiredly while resting my chin on my hand. She already planned out a few steps for doing this, huh. Well, whatever. Let's just wait and see what she’ll do. Fuwa picked a DVD and put it inside the DVD player. Hmm, so after the manga, it's a movie, huh. I couldn't see the title, though.


  "Oh before this, based on your manga experience tell me the differences between ‘yuri’ and ‘lesbian’."
"Umm, I can't really say it well but...maybe if it's in general. Like, yuri is kind of beautiful, while lesbian is something more...graphic, in an erotic meaning? Something like that?"


  Fuwa looked in my direction while sighing and shook her head. That reaction annoys me.


  "Well, it's okay. I expect you to do better next time."
"What will you make me do next..."


  While holding the DVD player remote, she made me stand up and sat in my place. Then, she opened her arms and looked at me while gesturing to sit on her lap. I don't have a choice other than being obedient and slowly resting my body between Fuwa's legs. This kind of treatment made me feel like a child.


  "After spending time with you, I'm starting to conclude that you might be not a yuri nor lesbian, you are simply a pervert."
"I don't really care what you think about me, but what do you think about a girl who sold her body to her classmate for one million yen for 100 days?"
"What a hardcore girl."


  Fuwa responded to my answer with a simple laugh. It’s such a rare occurrence that I widened my eyes, looking flabbergasted. 


  "What is it?"
"...Nothing."


  Fuwa's heartfelt laughter. It's my first time seeing that. It's cute...Wait, what am I thinking. That's not it, that can't be. 


  "I pity myself who obediently sits between her pervert classmate's legs. Hey now, come to think of it, either with random old men or Fuwa, I'll still take huge emotional damage in the end."
"Well, at least you are free from getting involved with fishy business by doing this with me."


  This girl, she admitted that other than the fishy business, she basically is the same as those creepy old men. Well it's okay, I'll get the one million payment anyway.


  "I'm starting the movie now."
"Yeah, yeah."


  I half heartedly rested my back on Fuwa's body. Actually, I don't like this. Her huge chest is so distracting that I want to take them off for the sake of my comfort. But there's no time for that, Fuwa casually placed her arms around my hips and hugged me tight. The sensation was like being enveloped by something warm. Just by that, I relaxed my body because it felt nice being hugged like this. I unconsciously lifted my hip, making Fuwa turn to look at me.


  "What is it this time?"
"Eh? Um, nothing"


  Even though our height is not that different and with that thin body, why does being hugged by her feel so nice? Come to think of it, this feels oddly similar to a hug from my mother or my father. Maybe it’s because she's a girl that it felt nostalgic and comfortable. Yeah, that must be it. 


  Fuwa suddenly tightened her hug. This girl, until now, how many girls has she seduced that she's so skillful at something like this? Well, I won't become one of them. As I thought that, she pushed the remote's button and the movie started.


  "It's starting, so watch it carefully."
"Yeah, yeah."


  Oh I think I know these kinds of movies. Something like an educational movie, right? I think it's about relationships, either heterosexual, or homosexual. The kinds of documentaries that were made for sake of education.


  So there's a cute girl with a bob-cut hairstyle sitting on a sofa, acting as the subject. Hm? What kind of documentary is this?


  "Are you nervous?"


  Ah, I think that's the interviewer's voice. I see, so it's an interview, huh. Judging by the voice, the interviewer must be a woman. The bob-cut girl looked embarrassed at the interviewer and answered her question.


  "Yes, um, wait, Give me a moment. Actually, it's my first time doing this kind of thing."
"It's okay, there's nothing to worry about. It's just us girls today, so relax, relax."
"But...even though it's only us girls, you are just so beautiful that I can't help but feel nervous."
"Fufufu, when I heard that I can finally meet you, I did my best for this, Karen-chan."
"Ah....that's the same with me♡"


  What on earth is this? This doesn't look like a drama, besides, I never saw these actors before. But this is a documentary, right? Maybe that's why.


  "Is this a video made by an acquaintance of yours?"
"You will know soon."


  I'm doing my best to keep my interest in the boring conversation inside the movie for the whole five minutes. I see, I understand now. The cute one was a university student, meanwhile the older one was a beauty in a two piece suit. They’re sitting awfully close on the sofa, aren’t they practically touching each other?


  I'm still watching until suddenly they started making out.


  What.


  I mean, wait, they kissed passionately and licked each other's lips. Huh? The touches slowly turned more intense and I can only watch them in awe. The room’s atmosphere turned awkward, and neither I nor Fuwa said anything. Cold sweat started to flow on my back. Is this? Is this really a...?


  I hurriedly scrambled to the table and picked the DVD cover. 


  



  "The Documentary of Amateur College Student's First Time Lesbian Experience, 24 Rounds with The Skillful Woman Director. The Climaxing Can't Stop, A DEMON-LIKE TECHNIQUE!"


  



  "THIS IS TOTALLY A PORNO!"


  
    
      [image: image-9]
    

  


  Fuwa stared at me like it's a given. Yeah yeah it is, so what? That kind of face. 


  "Can you explain why are two high school girls watching a porno, moreover, a lesbian porno, after-school? This is just impossible, it can't be!"
"From today after-school we will watch one porn everyday for two hours straight"
"It's been decided already!?"
"Our [Contract]."
"I get it!"


  How did she still manage to be calm after all of this?! I can't believe her! I gritted my teeth and went back to our previous sitting arrangement. She hugged me once again, I feel like I'm having an extra class with the teacher I'm not good with. I returned my gaze to the screen. It's alright, it's alright, this is just a video, just a mashup of pictures and sounds. It’s not something to be worried about.


  The actresses inside the screen kept kissing each other while groping each other's breasts. They took off their clothes piece by piece. Basically, the university student one is the one who was being attacked. The beautiful one just kept her composure from the beginning.


  What is this...Somehow these women, the impressions, it just looked like...me and Fuwa? Ha! I can't think about that. Huh.


  I never watched porn before but somehow, my first time ended up being lesbian porn. It gave me an odd feeling. Just like someone touching my chest, that kind of feeling.


  "Wait, that's not just a feeling! Fuwa started groping my chest from behind!"
"Marika, can you stop being so noisy?"
"I would keep silent as a rock if you didn’t do something like this so suddenly!"


  While we were bantering, she kept groping my chest from the top of my clothes. She makes a circular movement using her fingers on the tip of both my chest. Sometimes, she touches it from below like she's lifting them gently...


  "Uhm, no, wait. I admit that I got a bit better with body touch, but suddenly getting groped by the chest is a bit over the top..."


  I heard a tired sigh from my back.


  "Hey, Marika, I'm doing this when you still have your clothes on, you know? The sensation is still pretty mild, I say."
"Somehow this girl is complaining, even though she's the one who touched my chest without permission!?"
"After school, you are mine."


  She implied that she doesn't need anything like permission to do something like this, huh. No, but, as expected I sense danger if she keeps doing this to my body.


  "You said it before, that you will never do something forceful."
"Yeah I said that. I will certainly stop if you say something like ‘Even though I said I'm willingly selling my body to you, I'm a spineless little kitten who is afraid of just a little groping. Can you please stop this?’ while doing a dogeza and begging to me."
"....."


  That's definitely not something that you can come up with spontaneously. I can imagine her smug face behind me while feeling up my chest like this. I decided to play it safe here.


  "...You just did it so suddenly that I became surprised. Just do whatever you want. It's not like my chest will go away after you touch them"
"I won’t hold back then"


  I heard the sound of my bra hook being undone. Hey, hey, do you intend to touch them directly now?


  Hey, you never said that, was what I wanted to say. But I chose to endure it and did my best to suppress whatever I felt right now.


  The one who told her that it's okay to touch them is me, and I don't want to get bullied like earlier. I also really don't want her to know that I'm a little bit scared.


  She started to undo my shirt's button, one by one. I no longer had any underwear inside my camisole. I could feel her hands sneaking inside. Her cool hands made contact with my bare skin, it was a bit ticklish.


  I bit my lower lip to hold back my voice. Her fingers traced the line of my body, down to my stomach, and gently stroked my navel. Then, she slowly brought them up, finally arriving at my breasts. Her fingers skillfully shook my breasts in a gentle manner. Then, she lifted them, pinched them a little, and then rested them. I can feel the tip of my breasts slowly swelling by her touches. 


  It's normal for girls to touch each other's breasts, but not to this degree. I want to move my butt due to the weird sensation, but I could still hold it in. While trying to keep my composure, I spoke my mind in a low voice.


  "...You are playing with me."
"Nope, I'm quite serious."
"...."


  Then it's okay. Wait. No, this is definitely not okay. Is it? I keep repeating the same question inside my head. Geez I don't care, just hurry up and finish this already.


  "Hey, watch the movie properly."
"I know..."


  Fuwa continued playing with my breast and stroking it with her fingers. At first, it felt ticklish, but over time, I felt hints of a new sensation. Like when you are bitten by a mosquito and the itch just won’t go away. 


  When my focus returned, the girls inside the movie were also on the part where she was being groped. It looked pretty extreme compared with us. Those breasts were getting groped so roughly so that the shape changed from pressure of the hands.


  Ahh..ahh..the sweet voice from the screen echoes inside this room. I'm doing my best to keep my voice from leaking out, by pressing both hands against my mouth, and I can feel my eardrums tingling. 


  Fuwa's fingers were not only touching my breast, they also moved up to and stroked my nape, my shoulder, my upper arms, armpits, and my stomach. Her fingers, her palm, the tip of her nails, each different part of her gave me a lot of different sensations when they touched my bare skin. I feel like I’ve lost control of my own body, and I began to tremble continuously.


  Her touches get deeper each time, this might be what they called lovely caressing. 


  It's like she knew the exact spot to touch, the places that made me feel good, her hands glided across my entire body. Even though the only thing that had been taken off is only my bra, I feel like I’m wearing nothing right at this moment. 


  "Hey...this thing, when will this be over?"


  Asking this doesn't mean I'm admitting defeat. It's just, I’ll start to feel tired if she keeps groping my body non-stop. Even if you don’t know me super well, you should understand that I'm starting to feel uncomfortable with this whole situation. The right course of action when sensing that, is of course stopping what you are doing right now. 


  "Until the movie is over, so I think it's around in one hour or so."
"...."


  She had no mercy. It annoyed me. She must have realized what I implied, but she chose to ignore it. So that is your stance huh.


  "But, if Marika is really unwilling to do this, I will give up"


  If she had offered that earlier, I would have said yes without a second thought. But I’ve learned that she must be setting another trap, baiting me into carelessly accepting her suggestions.


  "If you want me to stop, you have to kiss me in exchange, on the lips, of course."
"Ha...haaa?"


  I turned my head to face Fuwa. She was so close that I could feel her breath. For a moment, I felt like my heart was going to burst. Wait, this wasn’t the time for my heart to start beating faster. In the first place, why would it be beating faster. The one who is at fault is Fuwa for suddenly bringing up kissing.


  "W-what were you saying?"
"I don't mind with whichever you choose. I like touching your skin anyway, it's so soft and feels so good to touch. I want to caress it forever"
"Forever.."


  Was she being serious? I couldn't read her. 


  The numerous places she touched are getting hotter each time her fingers stroke my body. It makes me want to run from her embrace. I really want this to be over as soon as possible. The inside of my head is so messy I couldn't think straight. 


  At that moment.


  I could feel Fuwa's hands moving inside my skirt and slipping in. 


  "Wha-"


  It’s too late to stop her. 


  "W-wait, Fuwa..."


  The fingers that slid in were tapping on my legs just like a pianist. They kept touching the sensitive places on my skin. Anyhow, why was I feeling good from being touched by a woman? I don’t understand it. Because, if the one who was doing this was one of my friends, I'm sure I wouldn't feel like this.


  "Fuwa, you are very used to this, aren’t you."
"It's a secret. When our training goes further, I will tell you."
"What's with that..."


  She was just as annoying as always. The Fuwa who ignored her surroundings and went at her own pace. Her face always gave the impression that she was the special one, that no one could discover what was inside her heart. That she must be looking down on us.


  I’m a person who works hard to read the mood, tailoring my actions for each person, forcing myself to laugh even when a joke isn’t funny. I try my best to maintain the class' atmosphere so that everyone can enjoy their school life. I’m someone who always does her best to befriend everyone. 


  Of course I don't want to get defeated by this person.


  Was what my heart kept telling me...


  But right now my head can’t even think straight. The place on the inside of my thigh felt hot where Fuwa kept touching me. 


  Fuwa kept moving her hands calmly and caressed me in all the right spots. I could feel something coming from inside my body. Step by step, it was getting closer. It might come in just a few moments. I sensed danger if she kept doing this.


  "Fuwa...wait...I already...."


  I only managed to let out a weak voice. Whatever those girls were doing inside the screen, I stopped caring long ago. I let out a voice that I would never reveal in front of my friends. 


  "I can't go on, it's impossible."
"A kiss then?"
"That...I don't want to."
"Alright, I'm also okay with this."


  The hands that moved boldly across my thighs moves back to my chest, giving me another weird sensation. She moved her hand, slowly but certainly, reaching the tip of my breast, my most sensitive part right now. I really wanted to stop her hand, but my body won't obey me. 


  "T-this is bad, Fuwa...please..."
"You see the girl inside the screen? She looks like she’s enjoying the whole thing, huh? Right now, you have the same expression as that girl, you know?"
"That's a lie..."
"I just want Marika to feel good."
"That...must be a lie, nnn!"


  Fuwa suddenly touched the tip of my breast. That moment, I can feel a sensation surging through my body. I unconsciously let out a cry.


  "No, aahh...."


  The fingers in my feet curl up due to the sudden impact. But Fuwa doesn’t stop. She keeps playing with the tips of my breasts. The heat in my body gathered in one spot, making the tips very sensitive right now. It was so sensitive that her rough touches that were supposed to be painful are satisfying. 


  The forceful hand, the gentle hand, it seemed like she enjoyed making my body her plaything. She kept moving from the tip to the base of my breasts and it felt good. I tried my best to not let out a moan.


  My hips kept moving on their own, my head felt empty, I could only see white.


  



  "You are cute."
"Even...if you say...that....ah"


  Fuwa still insisted on touching my most sensitive parts right now. While playing with my breast, she also started to bite my ear from behind. I couldn't hold it in and let out a moan, stimulated from two different places at once.


  Fuwa's wet tongue keeps dancing around while attacking my ear. Receiving her attack, my body is shuddering again. This is bad. 


  The feeling of getting attacked roughly from two different places was driving me nuts. I could see the peak of pleasure right in front of my eyes.


  I feel like I'm okay with whatever she'll do after this, be it another sensual touch or kiss, I will receive them. I just wanted her to release me from this sensation. 


  Fuu..


  Just like a breeze, Fuwa stopped her hand and moved them back around my hips. She returned to hugging me from behind. She hugged me so tight that I could feel her body warmth.


  "Um...eh...?"


  I must look like a fool right now with my gaping mouth. I turned my feverish face toward Fuwa. There, I found Fuwa to be smiling compassionately.


  "Good work, Marika. You did well for the whole two hours."
"Aa...."


  I returned my gaze to the screen. The movie was over. This was so unreal. I couldn't even remember how it ended, I only remember lewd watery sounds and how their bodies were glued to each other. I see. It's over.


  "...If it's over, then let me go."
"Ah, you're right."


  Fuwa released my body while my mouth was forming a へ shape. I put on my bra and fixed my clothes. Yep it was back to the usual shape.


  



  Just one thing, it seemed that the heat from earlier still lingered inside my body. Deep down, I really wanted her to keep teasing me until I begged her to stop. Geez, the other me is so noisy.


  



  Fuwa looked content while looking at me from her bed. She crossed her legs so that I could see her thin thighs poking out from her skirt. 


  "What is it, Marika? Do you have anything you want to say?"
"....There's nothing though?"


  This is the real Sakakibara Marika, not weak enough to give in to my traitorous other side’s will to beg her to play with my body again. My guts were telling me that the other me was crying right now. As if I cared.


  Yup. If we looked at the results, I did well to endure everything she put me through. It was my win for today.


  "Well, it wasn’t really a big deal. For someone who had a lot of experience, you were so-so, I think. Ah it really felt nice to get another 10,000 yen extra for defeating you."
"Sure."


  Fuwa patted my head gently, just like a kid. Fufufu, at this level, that kind of body touch already means nothing for me! In response to my grand victory, Fuwa kept her composure.


  "Well then, we will keep on watching porn while doing the caressing starting tomorrow. I will do my best to win over you someday."
"....Huh?"


  From tomorrow....for a while....?


  I immediately felt dizzy, and Fuwa used the chance to stroke my cheek. She moved closer and whispered in my ear, "Please be prepared, because I won’t hold back next time. I will surely make you fall in love with me."


  I only managed to look at her in awe. I think I just made a mistake and stepped on a dangerous landmine. This...this might be bad. 


  The time until our final showdown: 92 days


  



  ***


  



  From that day on, one day, one porn, for two hours for one week straight. The terrible days had started.


  Everyday while watching lesbian porn, she would tease my body. It might be because of my careless remark on the first day that her finger's movements are getting bolder. She would grope my breasts while playing with the tip nonstop. It felt like my breasts were no longer mine, because the numbness won’t go away.


  But somehow I managed to keep winning over her these days.


  Even though I desperately cling to her arms because it feels too good, I can still contain myself. It might be because I'm slowly getting used to her touches. 


  And then we finally arrived on Saturday.


  Last weekend, Fuwa was busy, so instead of coming to her house she made me bring her manga and made me finish those books at home. That's why today was my first weekend at her house. At the beginning of our contract, we agreed that on school days the duration of the training is two hours after-school. But to make up for that, my weekends and holidays were hers unless I have something important that can't be avoided. 


  In short, as long as I don't have any pressing matters to attend, I am stuck with this girl. Today, she opens with an outrageous remark,


  "Today we will go through three AVs"


  She's a minor, so how on earth did she manage to get this amount of AVs? Was it because she's so rich that she can use the black market or something? But that wasn’t important, her words just now sounded like a death sentence to me.


  "Impossible, impossible, it's impossible! No, you can't! Please I beg you, Fuwa!"


  It turned out that she’s been holding back this whole time, saving it just for this moment. She planned to destroy me completely today. I had been dancing in the palm of her hand since the very start.


  



  Today, she did her massage more passionately than usual and in six hours she groped and caressed my body into a truly unrecognizable state. The impacts were so strong that I can't even remember what happened. All I can remember is that I got so desperate that I ended up kissing Fuwa with all my might. Even though it was my first kiss, it felt like nothing. 


  What I said, or what Fuwa's answer is, I don't have any recollection of those. One thing I can remember is Fuwa's eyes back then. They turned into these carnivore eyes, something I’ll never forget.


  I held no special memories of my first kiss because the sensations of our bodies melding together were so completely overpowering. Somewhere inside my heart, I just accepted this without any resistance. So this kind of thing is special for a lot of people in this world, huh.


  "Ah...uff...hnnn"


  At the start, I could feel our lips simply touching each other, but after a while, the kiss suddenly got rougher. Fuwa licked my lips and wrapped my tongue with her own. It was soft.


  Fuwa kissed me intensely like she was tasting every inch of my mouth. Fuwa's attack was so strong, I felt like I lost my mind.


  When I opened my eyes, I saw breath-taking pure skin, like a white pearl. Those translucent eyes were looking straight at me.


  I’d never imagined before that the class’ lone-wolf, a beauty who lived inside her own world without any care, was pouring her passionate gaze all over me. Seeing her like this made me feel something that I can't describe.


  Before, I thought that kissing is just an act of saliva exchange between two people. Now, after I done it, kissing is like a way for two people to meld into one, spending their time sharing the same sensations.


  After a while, Fuwa pulled her head back and looked down at me. Nobody said anything for a brief moment, all I could hear was the sound of our breathing echoing inside this room. Then, Fuwa smiled.


  "Okay that's it."
"....Huh?"


  Fuwa took out a plastic bottle and drank some water. While looking at her, I knew I no longer could withstand the bursting heat inside my body. Looking at my condition, Fuwa lightly tapped my forehead while smiling playfully, "I’m saving the rest for tomorrow."


  I felt anguished for the rest of the day.


  First, willingly giving myself to Fuwa, who I dislike, was the worst feeling ever. Second, The lingering pleasure that she gave me won't go away, that was also the worst. Lastly, the side of me that had a lot of expectations for tomorrow, that was the worst of all.


  Just one thing, I wanted her to understand that right now, I’m longing for a physical bond, it’s not like I’m longing for a girl or something like that. I want her to properly understand that what she did only made me sexually frustrated, that it didn’t have anything to do with gender or sexuality.


  Also, regarding Fuwa, what she did to me won’t change the way I see her. I still can't stand her. Even at school, we don’t talk with each other. That's why when I stepped into her room on Sunday…


  



  "Ummf...chu...nnn...ahhh... fwaaa....nmmm"


  She instantly pushed me onto her bed and kissed me relentlessly. Our tongue joined as one into a very deep kiss. This was just for the sake of fulfilling our carnal desire. 


  Whatever happened inside the screen, we no longer cared. Our priorities were feeling each other's lips while tightly hugging each other. We uncovered each other's desires, and we ended up drowning in a sea of pleasure. 


  All that entered my ears were lewd wet sounds, my moans, and the sounds of our bodies joining together. We touched each other passionately and shared our body heat.


  Three pornos and six hours later, Fuwa has succeeded in disciplining my body.


  



  "So this is how girls have sex..."
"Interested?"
"...What a joke. To touch that kind of place, getting teased like that...it's really impossible."


  After we were done with the whole thing, I laid my body beside her. She slowly patted my head again.


  "Marika, you are cute."


  I can't say anything if you say it like that.


  For the following Monday and Tuesday, we were still doing the whole porn while only caressing things. What we did during Sunday… I really thought we would repeat that. The most annoying thing that happened this week was that everything had gone perfectly according to her plan. I can't accept this.


  



  



  And there are 85 days left until our final showdown.


  "Today is also porn?"
"Yeah."
"Okay, geez."


  Right after she played the DVD player, the movie started. This time is...3P play huh. Two girls ganging up on an innocent-looking girl.


  "I think I’ve watched more porn this week than in the rest of my life combined."


  "Congratulations for accumulating a lot of XP."
"If I'm getting a level-up by doing this, my growth is going in an odd direction, don't you think?"


  While sitting closely with each other, I can feel Fuwa bring her face closer to mine. "Mmn...", she kissed me and I kissed her back automatically. This might be proof that my growth really went into an unexpected direction. 


  Fuwa placed her head on top of my shoulder. She also held my hand and clasped her fingers between mine just like a pair of lovers. She might want to get spoiled today.


  "Your head is heavy."
"A human's head has more or less the same weight as a bowling ball. Of course it's heavy."
"If you understand that much, just move it."


  The atmosphere between two high school girls who were watching a lesbian porn together is very different from the atmosphere between couples, that's a given. Of course, in school, we didn't even glance at each other. We were rivals who fought for the top caste positions in the class, and right now we were in the midst of battle. That's why I decided to set this straight before we went further.


  "I don't want you to misunderstand, so let me tell you."
"Uh-huh."
"I don't have any feelings for you, not one bit."
"Because you hate me, right?"


  She countered me just like that.


  Hm?


  "Eh? You know? And you are still doing this and that despite my feelings? I don't get it."
"It excites me to know that my target dislikes me. It really lights my fire."
"Aahh, okay, I get it, it's okay. You don't have to continue. Let's just look at these actresses, they are working so hard right now."


  For the last two weeks, what went on inside her head remained a mystery. But at least I had gotten a good measure of her character. Fuwa Aya is a girl who is strong (literally), hates to lose, has a huge amount of confidence, and is a bully. It's all very different from her usual facade in the class. Of course, I think this is her real nature. 


  Humans each have their own where they belong. I belong in the school. I have a lot of friends, get approval from a lot of people. It's the result of a lot of hard work on my part, not just a simple coincidence. 


  Of course, that kind of place is different for each person. For some people, the place where they belong might be their families, or maybe their club activities, the others might find their peace on social media. There's also music, karaoke, or maybe just one’s own room. 


  In other words, 'the place where someone belongs' is different for each person, just like someone's choice of fashion. It's a place where someone can be themself, or something like that.


  The place where a girl with a huge amount of confidence like Fuwa belongs, I wonder what kind of place that is. I'm pretty certain that it's not school...


  She has a lot of adult videos, is rich, and what's going on inside her head is a riddle. While I was busy thinking about this, Fuwa brought her face closer to my armpits and started to sniff it.


  "Hyaa...! W-what are you doing so suddenly! I get it! I get it! I'll properly watch the video."
"Yup, the training is going well, your master is delighted."
"Excuse me!?"


  While letting her patted my head again, the tiger inside me had let out her intimidating aura. That didn't really work. Damn, if this was school I could have mustered up my courage better! If by any chance she beats me when we were inside the school, I felt like I would lose my will to fight forever, not that it would happen though. I’ll keep that to myself though.


  "Well, no matter how many DVDs you show me, it won’t matter that much."


  I forcefully moved Fuwa's hand and pointed at the screen, "In the first place, these all are just a fabricated world inside a screen."


  "Fabricated world."


  "It's something that was made for the sake of fulfilling one's desire, I won't say that all of them are like that but in the end it's all simply a play. I don't know if the actresses are really lesbians or not, but that's why these are something that was made to be shown. In short, it can't happen in real life."


  That's my answer for Fuwa.


  "I see."


  She agreed with me again. If she admitted it that easily, she must have already prepared something beforehand.


  "That response is scary."
"It's okay. I’ve already reached the main objective in this phase of my plan to make your body fully mine."
"It's not like that, my body is already yours, okay!"


  I hugged myself tightly for the sake of protecting my body from this carnivore. She didn't reply to my snappy remarks. That might just be her twisted form of kindness. I won't fall for that 'kindness' though!


  A hand, white like porcelain, got closer and touched my ears lightly. My body reacted on its own by jolting. With a smirk, she looked sharply at me, "Mind to explain this?"


  "You are the only person who’s ever touched my body to this degree, so that's a given."
"I see."


  She giggles happily. She really annoys me.


  "Well, our porn appreciation afternoons will only go until this Friday."
"So after that, we’re headed for the third stage of your plan."
"Yes."


  What will she do this time?


  "I showed you manga and adult videos, but Marika still won't admit that girls' love is possible, because those are fiction, right?"
"You sum it up nicely."


  She put it so nicely that I could agree with that. Hearing my response, Fuwa nodded and then began telling me about the third stage.


  "Next Saturday, make sure that you have nothing to do. Let's hang out together."


  She stared at me with eyes that looked like they stared straight into the soul. I really am weak to those eyes of hers. I ignore a lot of things for the sake of my fulfilling school life, while Fuwa doesn't care one bit and looks straight at what is in front of her. 


  That way of thinking might be the correct choice, but I can't handle that straightforwardness of hers. But I won't run away, I look straight into her eyes and nod with confidence.


  "It's alright, that's the part of our [Contract] anyway"


  She smiling meaningfully as usual, "Good girl, Marika"


  I don't know what kind of place she will bring me to next Saturday, but I won’t change my mind. 


  At the time, I still didn’t realize that her invitation foreshadowed the answer to my question from earlier: the place where Fuwa belongs, what kind of place is it?
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  Chapter 2



  Saturday. 82 days left until our final showdown.


  It was night time right after dinner, Fuwa and I had agreed to meet up in front of the station. I got messed up pretty badly by Fuwa last week, so I felt pretty lucky that this rather unusual meeting started at night. It was nice to get a whole day of rest, but the idea of Fuwa letting me take a break from her crazy requests is very unsettling.


  Well, whatever. I can never understand what goes on inside her head, so there’s no point in wondering. Instead, let's carefully appreciate my choice of outfit for today. It required a lot of effort, but the results were pretty satisfying if I say myself. I feel like no one can defeat me right now.


  I chose to wear my newly bought two toned one-piece along with the designated bottom. Of course the bag is that one, the 30,000 yen one. I also carefully picked my shoes and other accessories to ensure that my outfit looked nice.


  While waiting for her in front of the station, I could feel people's gaze on me. This one might be my best creation this year. It's cute, right! With this, not even Fuwa can deny my charm. When I imagine the face she’ll make the moment she sees me, it puts me into a great mood.


  Fuwa arrived right in time.


  "Hey, Marika."


  She looks even more stunning than she does in school. She has on a simple eye shadow that emphasizes the shape of her eyes. For her clothes, she chose a sleeveless blouse paired with a tight skirt to emphasize her figure. She’s wearing 7-cm heels that synergize well with her handbag. Her appearance tonight closely resembles my mental image of a ‘Lady of the Night’.


  She coordinated everything perfectly, and it made her look more gorgeous than anything I’ve ever seen before. Is this what they called adult's casual fashion?


  "Ugh...Fuwa."


  Ah, her appearance tonight is so discouraging. I looked like a high-school girl that ‘s trying and failing to look mature, pathetic but cute, but Fuwa nailed the adult image perfectly. 


  Fuwa’s eyes scanned me from the top of my head to the tips of my shoes. For some reason, she looked really happy.


  "You are so cute, Marika."
"Ah, okay. Thanks...."


  I can’t help but feel embarrassed if you compliment me so straightforwardly, geez!


  After accepting her compliment, I fold my arms while nodding to myself. Yes, Fuwa is right, I am cute. Compared to her, my adult charm might be close to zero, but it’s just because we are different. Yup, that's right. It doesn’t mean she won this time.


  "W-well, of course. You also look pretty nice, Fuwa."
"Yes, thank you."


  Fuwa thanked me with her usual simple smile. Now that I think about it, she put on more make-up than usual, because it's night time. From my observation, I concluded that she chose a matte foundation, coral-pink for her cheek, and a sensual color that fit her lips perfectly. I see. This will be a good reference for further study.


  "What is it?"
"Nope, nothing..."


  I unconsciously stared at her, and, realizing that, hurriedly pulled my gaze away from her.  Now’s not the time to get nervous because of Fuwa. Once I arrive at home, I’m going to browse for some light-colored foundation.


  



  We ended up walking side by side.


  Not to be weird, but somehow this situation reminds me of the very first porn I watched with Fuwa. That one with a cute university student and a beautiful actress. Geez, what am I thinking. I started questioning my own brain.


  "Hey, where are we heading?"
"It wouldn't be a surprise if I told you in advance."
"Really, anything related to you scares me..."
"Okay then, I'll tell you. We are heading to the store where I do my part time job."
"Eeh? You are doing a part-time job? Where? What kind of place is it?"
"I will show you later, look forward to it."
"It's just a part-time job right? Why are you putting on airs like that? Well, I guess it’s not a problem."


  We waited for our train on the platform. The train stopped and then we stepped inside. After 20 minutes on the Keio line, we arrived at Shinjuku. We exited into the bustle of the night in Shinjuku via the East Exit.


  Since it was a Saturday night, there's a lot of people here. It makes me dizzy.


  



  "For you to choose a part-time job in Shinjuku, you must love pushing yourself hard, huh."
"Is it? Actually, the main reason I work there is because it's a store that an acquaintance introduced to me."
"Hmm, that's nice. If only I had someone I can really trust to refer me to a good place to work. My last part-time place was so awful. The creepy manager kept touching my hips or my shoulders whenever he greeted me. He also liked to talk about my skin, like, high-school girl's skin sure looks nice to touch huh~ or something like that. He really was the worst. I tried to endure for a while but his creepiness was so over the top that it broke my creep gauge."


  I tried to tell her like it was a funny story by imitating the creepy manager's voice, but Fuwa only ended up staring at me with her passionate gaze. I wonder what the problem was.


  "That’s terrible. It would be great if you could crush those kind of people"
"Well, that was in the past. More importantly, this situation...for Fuwa to comfort me like this. I'll say this, throughout my whole life, you’re the only person who’s touched me everywhere in that manner."
"The way you say it is so arousing."
"Pervert."


  I replied to her remark with disgust. Fuwa kept walking like nothing was bothering her. This girl, she treats me like a little kitten who likes to bite their owner playfully...


  "If you are that concerned with your next working place, want me to introduce you to my place?"
"Umm, if the atmosphere is nice, I think I’d be okay with that. But your working place, it's not a family restaurant or something like that, right? A place that would demand you to keep smiling, that doesn't suit you at all."
"Good guess, but you’re incorrect. If it's something like a smile for a customer, of course I can do that much."
"That's a lie. It's a business smile, you know?"
"I can do it."
"Do it then, quickly!"


  I just wanted to tease her, but it looks like she took it seriously. Fuwa furrows her eyebrows for a moment and then throws her gaze toward another direction, her cheeks reddening. As I thought, she can’t do it. Ah, it's been a while since my last victory over her.


  "Well, for now, I think my workplace is something that you'll like."
"I'll look forward to it."


  



  We walked through a few alleys and she stopped her steps in front of a certain store. It's a bar with a retro feeling. This kind of bar is okay for minors as long as they don't serve them alcohol, right?  I’ve researched these kinds of places before! It's also okay for minors to work here as long as their shift ends before 10:00 p.m.


  



  More importantly, I'm excited because it’s my first time coming to this kind of store. Ignoring Fuwa, who’s standing beside me, I place my hand on the door knob and open it. I took a step forward, the inside had a nice and comfortable atmosphere, at least it did, until I moved my gaze and froze, shocked. There were two women kissing, right at the bar.


  "This is the lesbian bar where I work."
"As if I’d like something like this!!"


  



  Somehow, I managed to pass through and take a seat right at the end of the bar. When I looked at my surroundings, I saw that everyone was flirting with their partner. Over there, right there, ah, even there. They flirted so casually, holding hands, hugging, even kissing like the ladies at the bar...


  Maybe it’s because it’s dim here inside the store, that's why the customers here just do whatever they want and enjoy their time. Why am I even here...I feel so out of place...


  "You over there, are you a high school student? Why are you here? Looking for a partner? Or simply want to enjoy the atmosphere?"


  Unexpectedly, a staff member approached me. She had short hair, giving her a refreshing appearance. She had a petite body and a small face that made her body proportions look well-balanced. I felt like I’ve met her before, or maybe she looked like some actress?


  "Um, that's not the case. Iー"
"Ahaha, that was a joke. I'm sorry if I startled you. You are Aya-chan's friend, right? She's getting ready inside, you can drink this while you wait for her."


  The lady showed me a friendly smile and placed a cocktail in front of me. 


  I observed the cocktail before me. The liquid is transparent, with two lines crossing each other, one red and one yellow. The combination of the three colors made the drink beautiful. But wouldn’t the store get into trouble if they served something like this to minors?


  "Oh, don't worry, it's a non-alcohol beverage. This place has a lot of customers with various circumstances."
"Ah, so that's the case."
"Yup, that's why I have a lot of confidence in this one, it's my original drink, you see. This is a special service for an adorable customer like you♡"


  The lady in front of me casually said her line with a charming wink. My heart tightened for a moment right there. What was this, she's so damn cute, I want to befriend her, but...


  "Umm, excuse me. Are you also a lesbian....?"
"That's right. This bar is not a flashy one and certainly not interesting enough for tourists. That's why it's uncommon for men and straights to come here."
"...Straights?"
"Ah, straights refers to people who attracted to opposite sex. You are one of them, right?"
"Well if you say it like that, I am. To be honest, I don't really understand same-sex relationships..."


  I understand well that it would be rude if I bluntly say "It can't be!" to this lady, but I was still pretty frank with her. Having a conversation with a bartender at the bar counter somehow made me feel like an adult.


  The lady looked like she was reminiscing about something from the past, something nostalgic, judging by her lovely smile.


  "You are very honest. Back then, I also felt the same, I didn't understand, why were some people attracted to people of the same sex? Why would you date another girl? But one day there was something that triggered the change inside me. I’ve been a lesbian since then, I guess. What about you? What makes you attracted to boys?"
"Eh?"


  She suddenly directed a question to me, it was kind of unexpected, and I was taken aback. 


  "Ummm...why, I wonder."
"Was your first love a boy?"
"Ah, yes, that's right. I think it was back in the 5th grade. He was the most popular boy in my class, he was probably my first love...Um, that's why I'm attracted to the opposite sex, I think? Girls liking boys is the norm, right?"


  Ah, I went and said it. Me and my loose mouth. I hurriedly covered my mouth with both of my hands. The lady before me just laughed gently.


  "When you are still young, of course you are very concerned about what's normal and what's not. You will seek approval from people around you, care about what the society thinks about you. That's why I decided to open this bar, as a place for the girls that think they aren’t normal."


  Just after the lady finished speaking, the sound of a bell echoed inside the bar. A beautiful woman in a suit came inside and waved her hand in our direction. The bartender in front of me suddenly smiled radiantly when their eyes met. 


  "I think Aya-chan will come soon, please enjoy your time here."


  The bartender lady left after saying that and headed to the beauty that came earlier. It reminded me of a young maiden in love waiting for her beloved sweetheart.


  I kept looking at two of them until something clicked in my memory. 


  "Eh, those two, could it be..."


  I remembered the first porno I watched with Fuwa, the one with a university student and the director. The beauty who came in just now was the director and the bartender lady was the university student. Just how old is that AV?!


  Damn, I got nervous. This is not an everyday occurrence, right? Meeting and talking with an AV actress. Damn.


  I tried to calm myself by drinking the cocktail in front of me. Ah the sensation of water passing through my arid throat feels so nice. It was such a shame that in my current state I couldn't really taste the cocktail’s flavours, I could only taste the sweetness. It simply passed through my mouth straight to my stomach, what a waste.


  "Sorry for the wait."
"Hyaa!"


  I jumped in my seat with a shriek. The one who appeared suddenly from behind me is, of course, Fuwa. She suddenly appeared, wearing a white shirt that was covered with a coat. She also wore a tie and long black trousers. Her long hair is neatly tied into a ponytail. If I didn’t know she was Fuwa Aya, I may have fallen in love at first sight, simply because she was so captivating. 


  "Fu-Fuwa..."
"What? That's a weird expression you’re making there."
"No, um...that suits you...I don't really understand though."


  She grinned playfully while looking at me. That smile, it reminds me of the bartender lady from before.


  "It's an honor."
"Uuu...anyway, what is going on with this store? Why is someone from an adult video here...?"


  I asked her in a very low voice.


  "This store is actually owned by Karen-san. She was working as an AV actress for the sake of collecting money to start her own bar, and also experiencing societies while she was at it. A lot of regulars here are Karen-san's fans.”
"Why would you show me an AV that starred your boss?! Are you a pervert?!"
"Well, Karen-san always said that she gets excited whenever she thinks about the fact that the customers have already seen her in that messed up state."
"Is she a pervert?!"


  Fuwa got into her bartender mode and walked into the bar counter. She calmly walked in my direction and stood in front of me, who was still busy trying to process this whole thing.


  "My dear customer, may I get your order?"
"Well...a glass of water, I guess."
"My specialty cocktail then."


  Fuwa took a shaker and shook it skillfully. Huh, judging by her movement, she has probably been doing this for a long time. She worked diligently, so unlike her usual behavior that it made my heart beat even faster. This is so weird.


  "Aah, Aya-chan, you’re at the counter tonight!"
"A beauty as always, huh, Aya-chan."


  The customers who were sitting at the nearest table to the counter greeted Fuwa in a high-pitched voice. Huh, isn’t that kind of tone normally used to flirt with someone?


  I glanced back at Fuwa, and she just returned the greeting with a grown-up smile. That was her usual natural smile. Heeh, so she really can serve her customers.


  "...So, I guess you are pretty popular, huh."
"Am I? This is normal though."


  Did she just imply that her popularity is normal? Fuwa, who gets spoiled by a bunch of older women, and me, who is doing my best to reach the top caste in our class. I can’t really decide which one is better, but I already taste the usual bitterness of defeat. Ugh...


  On top of that...


  "So you usually go by Aya rather than Fuwa here, huh."
"That's right."


  Looking closer, the nameplate on her chest was written as "AYA". I watched the conceited Fuwa get called here and there by these ladies, and for some reason, I didn't like it. 


  In that event, let's shake things up a bit, shall we.


  I rested my chin on my hand and muttered something just loud enough for her to catch.


  "Then, I think I should call you Aya from now on."
"...."


  Aya clumsily released her grip from the shaker and it dropped, hitting the floor. The sound was loud enough that the other customers realized what just happened. From the table behind me, I could hear the voice of one of the regulars.


  "For Aya-chan to make that kind of mistake..."
"Yeah, that's rare."
"Is something wrong, Aya-chan?"


  I coaxed her, emphasizing the "Aya-chan" just a little bit. She looked at me, astonished.


  "Just call me whatever."
"Okay, Aya."


  Hmm, after saying it out loud, I think I like Aya better, and it felt more natural. Besides, she’s called me Marika since the beginning, so this much is alright, I guess. This made us seem equal.


  "...Yeah, yeah."


  Seeing her getting this agitated just because I called her by her given name felt so amusing, even though it was something so simple. The murky feelings inside me had vanished. Well, what I seek is a complete victory anyways. This was one win and a loss, huh. Back to square one, I guess.


  After a while, Aya put a garnet-coloured cocktail in front of me. I could smell the enticing scent of orange pear. For now, I’ll just forget about Aya, the cocktail she made is innocent. I proceed to pick the glass and enjoy the cocktail. 


  My throat is getting spoiled by the refreshing sensation. The after taste that lingered on my tongue was a new feeling. This cocktail was just like Aya in certain meanings.


  "Somehow, this cocktail resembles you."
"...Does it?"
"Yup."
"I see."


  She laughed innocently. Even though it was Aya, she couldn’t help but get excited when her original cocktails were praised. Seeing this side of Aya, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking that she's cute, just a little bit though.


  ...If only she could be that honest in her everyday life.


  "Hey, what if we did a bartender café during the school festival? It would be a hit. By using your looks, we can fish a lot of customers from other schools, both boys and girls"|
"Not interested. Besides, I'm already content with this."
"...It's not about me, right?"
"Who knows,"


  Aya shrugged her shoulders when Karen-san finally came back to the counter, "You look like you’re having fun today, huh?" Karen-san smiled playfully towards Aya. She calmly replied with a simple, "That's not true."


  Hmm, so she properly used Keigo here.


  After that, I spent my time watching Aya, who was doing her best as a bartender. I had nothing else to do anyway, maybe just checking my phone for once in a while. 


  Aya looked content with her job, judging by her easy-going smile, walking everywhere to deliver customers’ orders. Usually, she is the one who is all bossy and asking me to do this and that, it's sure nice being a customer.


  When I considered taking her picture, she frankly rejected the idea. I still took her picture in secret, though. After all, it was the side of her that has nothing to do with school or when spending time with me. I'm looking at Aya inside my phone screen, and she looked like someone from a completely different world, an adult world.


  Inside this dim store, no one else knew me except Aya. I liked going to school because school let me become a proper person with a lot of friends to have fun with. This is a bar, so it’s expected that I dress up a little, but somehow the atmosphere was so relaxing that I wanted to change into a pair of pajamas.


  "I think my workplace is something that you'll like."


  I remember her words earlier while watching her earnest face from afar. I took my glass and drank the rest of it. I put it back on the counter and stared into the empty glass.


  "...This makes me nervous."


  Being surrounded by girls that prefer other girls, it felt like I was trapped in a very odd situation. I tried to calm myself down by closing my eyes and letting the jazz melody soothe me. It made me want to melt together with the tune.


  



  "Hey."


  Someone was calling for me. I opened my eyes and there I found a blonde who looked like a half, was staring at me. She had a different kind of beauty than the kind exuded by Japanese people. She casually sat on the chair beside me.


  What's with this girl. Let's see, today I met AV actresses, Aya in her bartender mode, and then this rare blonde that reached me out. As expected of Shinjuku. I frantically searched for any English vocabulary that I could use to greet this blonde. Betraying my expectation, she casually spoke Japanese.


  "My name, Astalotte. You?"
"Ehhh....It's Sakakibara Marika."
"Oh, that's a nice name."


  She replied with a radiant smile, just like the sun. A bright smile that reminded you of a flower field. But why did she talk to me...


  "Umm...?"
"It's my first time seeing you here so I called you out. This place doesn't really have customers the same age as me anyways, so it's nice seeing you here."
"Well...I was kinda invited by my friend today..."


  I looked around to search for Aya, judging by her absence, she’s probably on a break or at the restroom. The thought of being alone was greatly discouraging. Wait, this doesn’t mean that I can’t do anything without Aya, okay? It doesn’t matter whether she's here or not, not a problem.


  Astalotte laughed innocently, what is that smile, is she trying to make me fall for her? Nice attempt, but too bad, I'm attracted to the opposite sex. I will admit that she's super cute though.


  "Do you come here often?"
"No, today is my first day."
"Oh, then let's become friends, Sakakibara Marika...Marie...Well then, Marie is it!"


  She grabbed my hand and enveloped it with both of her hands while shaking it up and down. She sure is friendly, and a bit forceful. When I held her hands in mine, they felt a bit smaller than mine. She might be younger than me.


  Aa, but this, is this what they called 'flirting'? Could it be that she's hitting on me right now? If she is, I bet the past me would get upset by her move. Right now though, I feel like I could tolerate these kinds of things, there were a lot of people in this world after all.


  Besides, Astalotte is super cute, I feel honored that I could catch her eye. It was a bit vexing that this version of me is the result of Aya's work.


  "I come here often, so just call me if you see me here next time. Nice to meet you, Marie!"
"Yep, it's also nice to meet you, Astalotte."


  After that, she stood up from her chair. In one swift movement, without giving me time to put up my guard, she moved her face closer to mine and gave me a peck on my lips.


  Eh. Wait. Eh?! Mouth-to-mouth! Out of the blue!?


  "Wha wha wha...."


  That girl, just like it was a very natural thing to do, just walked away while waving her hand, "Then, until next time!"


  She was like a storm. It was so shocking and sudden that I couldn’t get angry.
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  Hiie.... they said foreigners treat kissing as a simple greeting, was this that…?


  Astalotte's lip, they gave me a very different sensation compared to Aya's kisses. But one thing they had in common was their lips were very soft. It seemed like girls' lips were softer than boys' lips. Was that the cause for why there are girls who prefer girls rather than boys...? No, no, that was too simple a reason...


  "I'm done. Sorry for keeping you waiting, let's go home."
"Hiee."


  Aya who was back in her casual clothes looked at me with a questioning look.


  "Is there something wrong?"
"Umm, no, nothing."


  I couldn’t say it. There was this girl named Astalotte that kissed me on the lip earlier, I couldn’t say it to this girl. My guts were telling me that if I said even one word about it she would get angry and I’m the only one who she would direct it at. It wasn’t even my fault that Astalotte kissed me out of nowhere.


  Wait, we aren’t dating or anything, right? So I had no obligations to report anything that happened to her....yep, that's the way it is.


  "...Marika, was someone trying to flirt with you when I was away?"
"That's impossible!"
"Hmm..."


  Aya kept gawking at me, she wouldn't stop even during our walk toward the station.


  During our night walk, the streets still buzzed with a lot of people. Saturday, 10 p.m, it must be the peak time for Shinjuku because of how crowded it is over here. During our walk to the station, Aya casually held my hand because it seemed like I would be lost in this sea of people, she wouldn't let me go even after that. 


  The way she held my hand carefully, rather than treating me like a kid, it's like...she was treating her important person, or something like that. Wait, no. What was I thinking? She's Aya the big bully, as if she would do something like that.


  "Until when will you hold my hand? We're close to the station you know."
"You are not used to Shinjuku after all."
"...But what if someone from school sees us? It would be a pain to come up with an excuse."
"There's a lot of people here, that's just not possible."
"Uugh..."


  That's logical. There are too many people in Shinjuku during the weekend. No matter what you do or what kind of conversation you have, no one can see or hear you clearly. We kept walking closer to the station with our fingers intertwined, just like lovers. 


  "I love Shinjuku during the night. With this amount of people, there would be no one who knows me or pays any attention to me."
"Isn't that...pretty lonely?"
"It calms me down. No matter what kind of person I am, even though I'm different from others, I can still be myself."
"You can feel pressured by others?"
"Of course."
"Hmm..."


  She was being so honest it felt weird. It has been a while since I saw those worn-out eyes directed on me.


  "Am I simply a pervert inside your head?"
"Not just a pervert, you’re an odd pervert."


  While crossing the huge intersection, Aya took a deep breath as if preparing herself for something.


  "In school, I try to act normally. But I think I did it poorly and ended up with no friends. That's why I always thought that you are amazing, Marika."


  I didn't show it on my face, but deep down I was very surprised by her confession.


  "Eh? M-me?"


  Turned out that she did mind the fact she doesn't have any friends. That was so surprising. It was bad for my heart. Stop showing this vulnerable side of you out of nowhere, could you.


  Even though the street was filled with the boisterous noises, all I can hear right now is Aya's voice.


  "Marika is always acting as the center of the class. Whenever something interesting happened, you were always there. I bet that you will do good even in some unfamiliar place. Even in Karen-san's bar, just by sitting at the corner of the counter you instantly captivate my eyes. It seems like wherever you go, you will make those places become the place you belong. That's kind of cool."
"..."


  Aya didn’t look at me while saying that because she’s so focused on avoiding any contact with other people. But that was for the best. Because I'm sure, right now, my face is bright red.


  What's with this feeling?


  I’m supposed to hate her.


  Just from a single compliment, just by getting a blunt approval from her, I suddenly feel like I'm filled with warmth. 


  "That was the opposite of me. I never tried to reach out and find my own place. I'm okay with having just one place where I belong."
"The Aya I know in school,"


  My mouth moved on its own. I still didn’t have any specific words for her, but I couldn’t stop this feeling. I just let the words flow from my mouth.


  "You are not normal. You exude a strong 'Fuwa Aya' aura, well, that was my personal view though. But that was not a bad thing, that's, you know, kind of cool. Unlike me, who tried her best to fit myself with people around me, you are just being you. I can't become like you..."


  I used to think that she's annoying.


  But, these words that came from my mouth were my true feelings.


  "How should I put this, um, there's a lot of people like me. But people like you, they are pretty rare. It's nice, right, staying true to yourself. You can't think since you don’t fit anywhere, you don’t belong there, that was wrong. Of course it's okay for you to be your usual self. Besides, you already paid for the school, and you already had your own desk."


  Hearing my words, Aya giggled softly.


  "...What is it"
"Nope, just thinking that you are comforting me right now. Marika is very kind, is what I think."


  That unexpected honey-like voice made my brain freeze, I couldn't think of a reply.


  "T-that's not what I...Hey, just so you know, I always treated you as my rival."
"Me? Why?
"It's annoying to say the reasons so I won't say it. But I won't accept if you suddenly said something like a declaration of defeat like that. I want to beat you properly.”


  After receiving my barrage of complaints, Aya responded with another giggle. Why did she look so happy? I don't get it. I was being serious.


  We finally freed ourselves from the crowd and arrived at the Keio Line platform and waited for the train to arrive. Aya naturally let go of my hand. I could feel her lingering warmth in my hand. Girls' bodies are nice to touch, so that's a given. 


  "Well then, let's talk about our showdown."


  It's here, the tiger inside me has awakened after hearing that.


  "This time, I made you visit a place where girls who are attracted to girls is the norm. What do you think?"


  I recalled what happened today. I tried to arrange word by word for an answer.


  "I do understand that in this vast world, those kinds of people exist. Even Karen-san, she's a lovely person. But that's why, I'll still say this, it can't be."
"Hmm,"


  Aya stared at me like I was some kind of fascinating mystery.


  "Care to explain?"
"In the end, those kinds of people exist, it's common sense, right? It's up to them if they want to fall in love with same-sex or opposite-sex, it's none of my business. Also, it's not like I have any right to say something like ‘hey that's not a normal thing to do, just stop’."
"Uh-huh."
"...It's just a matter of choice. Those people are homosexual, meanwhile I'm a heterosexual. That's why, for me, it can't be. That's it."


  The train had arrived, we stepped inside while Aya was still observing me. She looked like she was enjoying our conversation and it made me a bit flustered.


  "I see, so you're still saying stuff like that."
"I'm not being obstinate, really. I just said whatever’s inside my mind. Even though you’ve already done a lot of things to me, it won't change my way of thinking"
"No, it changed."


  Aya denied my words. I couldn’t accept this, so I showed her my annoyed expression.


  "Why? I always said the same thing though?"
"That's the way you concluded things. But your train of thought had changed, like the way you view the whole thing."
"In the end I reached the same conclusion, ain't that the same thing?"
"It was not the same, you are clever, so you should understand."


  Huh, she suddenly praised me. What did she want? I got more agitated and stared at her. 


  "Marika is always thinking things through. You are not some closed-minded person that won't accept anything other than what you believe. You properly accept what you see and analyze it to reach your own conclusion." 


  Aya said it with confidence like she understands me better than I understand myself. Her words encouraged me a lot, not something I expected from someone that sounded so negative just a while ago. 


  "By reading manga, you slowly understand how same-sex relationships worked. The AV acted as a catalyst to widen your imaginations. When you came to the bar, you had direct interactions with those people. It was one step at time, but it affected the way you look at us. Don't you realize? The way you said ‘it can't be’ got weaker each time."
"That's..."


  Karen-san, Astalotte, also the bar's customers were filling my head. When I met them directly, of course I couldn't reject them obstinately. If I did that, it meant I rejected their existence and I didn't want to do that. Aya included.


  Aya slowly brought her face closer to my ear and whispered, "....Even now, you must be thinking that there's nothing wrong with girls dating each other, right?"


  "...No...No! No, nope, no!"


  I forgot that we were inside a train right now. I unconsciously raised my voice.


  "Nope, no. That's not the case, definitely."


  The feeling of touching other girls, the softness of their lips and hands, those were calming. But that was because we were girls that there was this sense of comfort by touching each other. Nothing good could come from girls dating each other. The kisses, the touches, those kinds of things are impossible. 


  If you want to fall in love, do it with someone of the opposite-sex. This is true, definitely.


  But if someone asked me why I would think something like that, I didn't have a definite answer. Because that's the norm, that's how it should be...These kinds of answers made me sound like I only stick to the rules without any basis to form my own opinion. 


  "I still think it's impossible for girls to fall in love with other girls."


  I once again made my point. 


  As if she expected my reaction, she looked at me with a bemused expression while laughing, just like a bully. 


  



  "Okay then, that's it for this stage. The next time we meet we'll begin the 4th stage of your training."
"...You won't give up huh."
"Of course."


  She once again caressed my head slowly. This girl really is looking down on me, huh. Annoying.


  



  "At this pace, it seems 100 days is too easy huh."
"You...."


  82 days left until our final showdown. Once again, my fighting spirit was burning passionately. Just a while ago, I thought that her bartender mode was cool, and after our talk I felt like we could get along better, but that was wrong! As I thought, I really can't stand this girl!


  This woman who treated me like a plaything, a big bully with overflowing confidence. She keeps making me dance in the palm of her hand.


  This whole thing annoys me. Finally, the train arrived at my station. Without looking back, I stepped out and left her inside the train.


  "I definitely won't lose to someone like you."
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  Chapter 3


  The days following that Saturday were nice and relaxing. Reason being, our school is doing a sports festival in the second week of June. Somehow, I ended up on a committee as a representative from my class. I've been very busy after school preparing the event. 


  While doing this, I still get paid 10,000/day, even though I can't fulfill Aya's request. I tried to get her to consider this time unpaid leave so she doesn't have to pay me, but she rejected the idea. She's so stubborn. 


  Well, on a positive note, it makes my work easier so I'm okay with that.


  The two of us only manage to meet for around 20-30 minutes per day. The days of my being on the committee stretched on and on, honestly it feels like we did nothing. 


  When we started this relationship, we agreed to make school-related activities the top priority, because we are students. Of course, being on a sport festival committee fulfilled that condition. 


  "I should've just joined the sport festival committee," is what she said, but please, give me a break. I can't imagine having to work with her during this event, I would need to be on guard all the time, sounds tiring. Besides, I have to protect my image.


  Even with all of this consideration from her, she still made me do a lot of things unfit for a student. That's why I'm doing my best to keep our relationship hidden from everyone. Of course, my efforts met a lot of obstacles.


  The other day, I left the classroom with my friends. At one point we split up because I had a committee meeting to attend. While walking alone, suddenly, Aya approached me from behind without a sound.


  "Uwaa! Ah, that surprised me...wait, Aya?"
"Marika, you left this the other day."
"Eh?"


  We are standing on a deserted set of stairs where it's rare for students to pass by. She shows me the content of a paper bag, it looks like I left my power bank at her house.


  "Ah! I completely forgot. Thank you."
"You are being loud."
"Ugh."


  I hurriedly covered my mouth with my hands. She gave me the paper bag casually and I accepted it. She's really being considerate, she must have been waiting for the moment when I was alone to give me this. We wouldn’t be seen if we met here...


  Or so I thought. After I parted with Aya, I continued on, and it turned out that Yume and Chisaki saw the entire thing perfectly from their hidden spot. What are they? Ninja?


  "Somehow, it's fishy~"
"Eh? W-what are you talking about?"


  Just like a movie scene where the bullies extort money from the victim, the two of them flank me from either side.


  "There’s something going on between you and Fuwa, right? Ever since that day when she called you out, the atmosphere between you guys has changed."
"N-No, nope, that's definitely not true. Me and Aya? Ha! As if!"
""A~ya~?""
"................"


  No matter how flustered I was, that's a really fatal mistake. I'm so dumb.


  "Oh! Look at the time! I need to get to the committee meeting!"
"Ah! She ran away!"
"Marika! Ah she's fast,"


  Ugh, so it’s come down to something like this....


  I need to think up a countermeasure for stuff like this in the future. I’ll discuss it later with Aya. My excuse might have worked this time, but it won't go so well next time.


  And with that, the sports festival had ended. My slow days with Aya during this period were pretty enjoyable. 66 days left until our final showdown. 


  



  ***


  



  "Good work today!"


  I raise my glass of orange juice and make a toast with Aya. It's the usual situation, in Aya’s room. Being here is so natural I’ve left a lot of personal items strewn about.


  "Aah, that softball match was really a blast. It was our complete victory. A fierce offense and a perfect defense, it was a good match! You are really good at sports, huh, Aya."
"Just a simple coincidence."


  Aya had already changed from her uniform into her casual clothes, and then there's me, wearing my uniform. Actually, I really want to take these off and take a bath, but it's been a while since we last met like this. On top of that, I still felt guilty about the payment I got during these past weeks. That's why I decided to head straight to Aya's house after school ended.


  "That one last homerun, you planned that, don't you?"
"You did well with your pitching, so wouldn’t it only be fair if I did?"
"Eeh, what’s this, are you doing your best for my sake?"


  Aya stares into my eyes from below, proceeding to touch my cheek and stroke it gently. I feel my body reacting to her touch. 


  "That’s a given, why would I need another reason?"
"Urgh..."


  I meant to use it as a bait to tease her, but she returned my ball with a spectacular homerun. I grit my teeth, feeling frustrated with her counter-attack. I really can't let my guard down in front of her.


  "More importantly, is this okay?"
"What is?"
"After-party. You were invited by everyone in our class right?"


  Aya looking at me faintly, those eyes reminded me of water drops. Huh, this is rare coming from her. Is she trying to be considerate? Really?


  This is a nice opportunity to pay her back for her attack earlier. I poke her cheek playfully, "If you are thinking that I prioritize you over my friends, you are wrong, okay? That's not the case."


  "...."


  I frankly spoke my mind before a problematic misunderstanding could occur between us. Aya didn't say anything, so I decided to attack her once again.


  "Right now, I'm in the middle of a match with you. The sports festival was a school activity, so I couldn’t do anything to avoid it, but if it's an invitation from classmates...Well I do feel bad for them, but if I tagged along with them, that would give the impression that I'm running from you. I don't want that."


  "I see."


  Aya smiling nicely after hearing my lengthy declaration of war. 


  "Marika is...a hard-worker, also a very diligent girl. I find that part of you very adorable."
"What was that...adorable..."


  Aya moved swiftly, bringing her face closer to mine.


  "Mmm...nnnnf!?"


  She took my lips just like that.


  Her lips really give a different sensation than Astalotte's. She really isn’t holding back this time, how merciless. Her lips act as a trigger for my body, judging by how honestly it’s reacting.


  I didn’t even realize it when she pushed me on her bed. Her flowing long hair flows over my collarbone, tickling it. I can't move an inch, due to the strong pressure on my shoulders.


  "Good girl, well then, let's do this just like you desire."
"W-wait, I don't desire anything,"


  I still hadn't finished my complaint when she kissed me again, more forcefully this time. It feels like her switch got tripped somewhere during our conversation earlier. I feel like her touch might make me melt. Without wasting a single motion, she had already placed her hand inside my shirt.


  "You wanted me to do this, right?"
"You are wrong!"
"You are not an honest one."


  Aya's hand started to grope my chest slowly while her other hands got busy with my lower part, stroking it lightly. I can't stop my voice from escaping my mouth, it makes my throat a bit dry.


  "You are enjoying this...."
"Well, it's been a while since our last time. Here, look at this, you are already so wet down here."
"That can't be...mmmn, that must be a lie...."


  As if proving her ownership over me, Aya started to move her hands more rough than usual. She really wants to make me cum by force. Even after I came once, she doesn’t stop and keeps stimulating my body, which reacts to each of her touches. My eyes are flickering,


  Since the beginning, this battle has been entirely one-sided. She kept on attacking me without letting me take a breath. Doing this with her is so difficult, much more than any softball match. Until when will this lingering burning sensation stay in my body…?


  "Haa..haa..."
"......"


  Aya let me rest on her bed, I don’t know when she removed half of my clothing or where it went. I hid my eyes using my arms and let out a loud sigh. Seeing me in that state, Aya sat on her bed while looking at me with that smug look of hers.


  I really despise that boasting look on her face.


  "I'm getting sweaty again."


  I sharpen my mouth to make a complaint toward Aya, but, well it means nothing after all of this.


  "Want to take a bath?"
"Hmm....."


  My house and Aya's are two stations away, it's not that far. I can endure this much, but...


  "...Let me borrow yours."


  As I thought, the smell of sweat is a bit strong. It’s Aya’s fault in the first place, so it's just common courtesy to lend me her shower once in a while. I’ll just say that I took a shower at school after the sports festival if my parents are suspicious about it.


  "Need a hair band?"
"It’s alright, I have my own. Is it okay if I borrow your bath towel?"
"Sure"


  This is not my first time taking a bath inside another person's house, but maybe because this is Aya's house, I get uselessly nervous. Although her room is on the second floor, the bathroom is on the first floor. 


  I pick my uniform, the one that Aya stripped from me earlier, off of the floor and head downstairs. I walk past the washroom and enter the dressing room. 


  The mirror has no marks on it, now that I think about it, everything inside this house is very clean. It must be nice having a helper to do chores.


  I take off my underwear in the dressing room and properly put it inside the basket after folding them nicely. I quickly put my hair into a simple bun and walk into the bathroom. When I look at the shampoo and conditioners all lined up nicely, it gives me the realization that this is the place where Aya takes her bath everyday. It makes me nervous.


  Speaking of bathing, up until now, we never got to properly see each other’s naked body, huh. Aya, well, she never took off her clothes when doing stuff with me. When doing this and that, she never took off my clothes completely, it's always the bottom half that she takes off. 


  Naked, huh. Damn, Aya's naked body...it's definitely a dangerous one. She has a great style, with a perfect amount of plumpness in a certain arqea. Ugh, I don't want to think about it. Nope.


  While I think about that, suddenly I hear the sound of a door opening. It feels threatening so I reflectively turn around and see Aya standing by the door. She's completely naked with only a bath towel protecting her body. She looks like she’s wondering why her appearance here is so surprising to me.


  "Why?!"
"Because I reek of sweat."
"Wait your turn!"
"Even though we already did so much more than this, you are still shy?"


   I don’t want her here, because I don't want to see that beautiful body of hers. Moreover, I feel like I’ve gotten plumper as of lately, as if I can show that to her! I hide my body from her gaze, making her laugh.


  "It's okay, you are pretty, Marika."


  Is she expecting me to answer it with a thanks and a cute wink? I don't have the composure to do that right now. 


  "The issue isn’t what you think about me!"


  Either she's used to this or she’s lost a few screws in her head, because she really looks comfortable with that nakedness of hers. 


  Hey, I know that you have beautiful legs there, they have a nice shape, because they’re slim and long, I know that feeling of wanting to show it off to the others....but still...


  Aya approaches me with soap in her hand.


  "Well then, let me wash you, you can sit here."
"What's with that ‘well then’? Are you joking?"


  My attempts to hide my body make me look pathetic, meanwhile Aya just keeps staring at me and pressuring me with her smile. Ah, this gives me a bad feeling.


  "Okay then, let me change my way of saying it. Marika, sit down there."
"Ugh."


  She's invoking the [Contract]...of course I have no other choice. I obey her command and sit on a bath chair. I can see myself inside the mirror placed right in front of me. There are two people inside that mirror, the first is a carnivorous lesbian, while the other is a hopeless girl, soon to be eaten.


  "...Stop looking at me so much."
"I never promised something like that."


  Aya laughs playfully while pouring the soap on her palms. She begins to touch my body from behind. It feels like I’m being hugged from behind. After a while, she starts to wash the upper part of my body with her hands.


  Her slippery hands begin to roam around my upper body, it feels good and ticklish at the same time. 


  "Why am I being bathed by my girl classmate...."


  On my back, I can feel the softness of Aya's boobs. It makes me feel weird, so I kinda want her to stop pressing them on my back....


  Nape, cleavage, chest, armpit, hip, back. The way she uses her fingers is gentle but bold, it feels like she's licking my body all over.


  "When I touch you like this, your chest feels unexpectedly large. Are you the type that gets thinner when wearing clothes?"
"Just shut up and wash them, pervert."
"Yes, yes...hnmm,"


  She started to bite my ear lightly from behind, so suddenly it's unfair. My knees get weaker each time she bites my ear.


  "Would you stop that?"


  She chooses to ignore me and starts to move her hands all over my body. Her slippery hands stroke every part of my body.


  "Marika's ears are so sensitive...How's this? Girl's hands feel unexpectedly good, don't you think?"


  I feel like I'll let out another voice if I open my mouth, so I clench my fists hard to keep my voice from coming out. This girl...she's getting cocky.


  "........"
"Not feeling anything? Okay, next let's wash the lower part."
"Wait, that'sー!"


  Aya stretches her arms and forcefully reaches between my legs. When she touches me down there, her hand slips through the bubbles that are slowly forming. My face turns bright red and I try to hurry and close my legs. It’s futile, though.


  Aya looks at me through the mirror, a mocking expression on her face.


  "What's wrong, Marika? I just want to wash your body, you know? But what's this?"
"Stop it...."
"If you reject me with that sweet voice, it only makes me more aroused, you know?
"Nnnnn..Nn..Haa.."


  For now, I try my best to hold my voice, to keep her lust from strengthening. But it seems like she enjoys watching me trying my best to hold back.


  "How is this, Marika? Hugging each other while naked is pretty stimulating, isn’t it?"


  She strengthens her hug, the bubbles on our body already dissipating, and the sound of our bodies hitting each other fills the whole bathroom. It sounds wet, and it resembles the sound of our tongues slapping each other when we kiss. 


  Aya’s relentless attack makes me feel light-headed. I feel like I could cum anytime but I try to resist by shaking my head vigorously.


  "This doesn't...feel...good at all..."
"Why don't you look at your own face?"
"Aa...."


  Ayaa forcefully grabs my face and directs it straight to the mirror. I slightly opened my eyes only to see a girl with rosy cheeks, like she's burning up. Her short breaths and a face wrapped in pleasure gave an obscene impression. There's no arguing that the girl inside the mirror is savoring each touch from her classmate. 


  In her slightly open mouth, a pink tongue can be seen, and above lay her moist eyes. The girl looks like she no longer has the strength to sit by herself, and she entrusted her whole body to the girl behind her.


  On top of that, she knows that the girl behind her can do anything that she wants to her most sensitive places.


  "Lies...for me to look like that...hnnn"
"It’s true, look at yourself, Marika."


  No matter how you look at it, the girl in the mirror is enjoying it, both body and soul. 


  "Is girls dating girls still unacceptable?"


  It's unfair if you ask me something like that after showing me that view inside the mirror. Aya continues assaulting me with her sharp gaze through the mirror. Judging by what I can see inside the mirror, the answer should be obvious, but...


  "....It can't be...."
"Oh well, I guess then I'll keep making you feel good until you admit it."
"Nnn....!"


  Her hands move more violently than earlier, as if she wants me to hurry and release the heat inside. I don't want to. This is inside a bathroom, Aya's bathroom, this isn’t the right place to do it. It makes me look like a pervert.


  Enjoying my futile resistance, Aya continues intensifying her attacks while watching at me through the mirror.


  "Hmm, as I thought, you really like being touched here."
"Like...as if..."


  My body betrays my will by twitching uncontrollably. Aya keeps touching my most sensitive places. I already feel like there's no end to her attack, my head is spinning.


  The pleasure keeps piling up into one huge wave. My body has given in, and the wave flows throughout me.


  "Uuu..."


  I can no longer think. I tried to stop the pleasure by stretching my legs and grabbing Aya's arm desperately. Seeing my sorry state, Aya hugs me gently until I calm down. She pats my chest slowly, it feels warm.


  "You did well, Marika."
"..."


  I glare at her with eyes full of resentment. I had the idea to bite her finger, but when I look at that gentle smile, I choose to scratch the whole idea. My puffy cheeks slowly inflated, looking at that expression of hers.


  "Let me say this."
"Uh-huh."
"This doesn't mean that I lose....It turned out like this, not because it feels good doing it with a girl, but because you are Aya."
"Me?"
"....Aya...you are used to handling women in bed, that's why you are good at this...that's the only reason."


  I totally sound like a sore loser right now. But, she only responds by continuing to hug me while letting out that warm smile of hers.


  "The only one who came this easily is you."
"..."


  She easily turns the tables on me. It's frustrating. I choose to not say anything. It really frustrates me, but she's not the type to lie in this situation. Deep down I already know it, but it's still frustrating.


  The black fog inside my chest is slowly piling up. Aya has abundant experience, I bet she’s done this with tons of women before.


  I wonder what this feeling inside my chest is. This feeling is like when coffee is spilled on a white shirt, and the stain is spreading slowly everywhere, filling up the white shirt. 


  I see, I must be annoyed about Aya’s obstinacy, for her to toy with woman after woman, I feel pity for those women. This must be it. There's nothing else.


  "Your body is very compatible with mine."
"That's not it."
"Hmm, then you just have a lewd body."
"That is also wrong!"


  My voice is showing my inner turmoil. Aya looks a bit startled when she hears my shouting.


  "Why are you getting angry?"
"Nothing..."


  Aya hugs me tighter than before, not too strong, like she's handling a precious thing in her arms


  "Marika."
"What."
"Are you in love with me?"


  I swiftly turn the cold water faucet, and the cold water runs over our bodies. Even though it's a suicide attack, I don't regret it. After all, I manage to hear the rare sound of Aya's shriek. Revenge tastes sweet.


  



  



  



  After I put on my clothes and dry my hair, here comes Aya's request for the 4th stage.


  "Make sure you have nothing to do for next Saturday."
"Again? Well, I don't mind though."


  We walk a short distance from Aya's house to the station. She always makes sure to accompany me until the station each time, I wonder if it's a form of kindness. I bet that side of her is one of her main weapons to make girls fall into her trap and drive them toward the depths of agony. Scary.


  "Have a date with me."
"...I have a bad feeling about this."
"I'll contact you later with the details. Don't forget to dress up, I want to see that cute Marika again."
"Yeah yeah."


  I wave my hand lightly and leave her. I'm sure she’s up to no good again. Can't be helped. After all, I chose to sell my body for money to her, I don't have room to complain. 


  I take my IC Card and tap it on the ticket gate, leaving Aya at the station entrance. Something tells me to look back, so I decide to turn around, for no reason in particular. It turns out that she's staring at me from behind the ticket gate, using that passionate gaze that I'm so weak to. 


  I never realized that after all this time that she always does that. Could it be that she is always making sure that I safely go into my platform from behind that ticket gate? I chose to wave my hand again, and she replied with a big smile on her face while also waving her hand. 


  What is this? The murky feeling inside me has worsened.


  My train has arrived, so I step into the car. I observe my reflection on the train's window. It reminds me of myself during our session in the bathroom. I feel like my head is overheating.


  Now that I'm thinking about Aya, I don't know anything about her. Even though I’ve gone into her room numerous times, I don't even know about her current girlfriend, or something like that. No, it's just that I never tried to think about that. 


  ....But that has nothing to do with me.


  Yeah, that kind of thing has nothing to do with our battle. I don't really care about her private life because it doesn't affect me at all.


  "Because, girls dating each other, it can't be."


  I choke out the words in a low whisper. Somehow it tastes bitter.


  That night when I lay my body on my bed and wrap myself on my blanket, I realize something,


  "This scent...is like Aya's."


  The smell of body soap is the same as Aya's usual scent. The same scent that always enveloped me during our time together. I bury my head onto my pillow and take a deep breath.


  Aya's temperature when she's hugging me inside the bathroom, the sensation of her fingers touching every inch of my body, her annoying smile.


  And then, the sensation of her lips during our kisses.


  Those sensations resurface all at once.


  "What is this, geez...why are you following me to my room. This is too much, even for 10,000 yen/day..."


  I slowly close my eyes while thinking about that girl. I'm sure that the reason I can’t sleep is because the tension from the sports festival hasn't left my body. That must be it.


  



  



  If I don't think in that way, my instincts are telling me that I will sink into something deeper and I would never be able to come out.


  



  *****


  



  

  Saturday, 61 days until our final showdown.


  We agreed to meet in front of the station just like usual, today's appointment is a little before noon.


  As per her request before, I chose to wear 14.5 mm pink-beige colored contact lenses. I'm wearing my girliest fashion to emphasize my cuteness. When Aya arrived and looked at me, she smiled while praising me, "You look cute."


  Of course her praise makes me happy, but it's not like I'm happy to be praised by Aya, okay? I’m just happy that my effort paid off. Not unexpectedly, she came with a choice of clothes that emphasizes her adult charm, far flashier than mine.


  "Where are we heading today?"
"Shibuya."
"Oh, 'kay."
"Not going to probe further?"
"No, because this is a date."
"You're right."


  She walks happily behind me with a smile, she's having fun right now. She is also wearing a skirt today, a flared skirt that emphasizes her adult charm. It looks good on her. 


  Once we arrived at Shibuya, she took my hand and intertwined her fingers with mine. It surprised me a bit.


  "Hey, it's still daytime."
"It's a date, so it's natural for us to hold hands."
"This date is just a normal outing between friends, right?"
"I didn’t explain this to you?"


  Without letting go of my hands, she answers my question casually.


  "Today, we will pretend we are a pair of lovers."
"....What's that supposed to mean?"
"The 4th stage is practical experience. Today, we’re celebrating the one-month anniversary since we started going out."


  I impulsively turn my head to look at her, saying something so crazy in such a composed manner. 


  "I don't get it...So you want me to become a lesbian? Just like that one manga, Yuri Café?"
"More or less."


  In short, we’re playing pretend, today, I’m playing at being Aya's girlfriend. Is that the reason why she chose somewhere a bit further than usual, so that we wouldn't see anyone we know?


  "....Okay then. So, is there anything specific I should do?"
"Just act like yourself, that's all. Of course you should remember that today, we are lovers. Or should I ask you to call me 'honey'?"
"I get it. I get it already."


  Aya shrugs her shoulders. 


  "Well then, let's start with lunch. There's a store that sells delicious looking pancakes. Since today is Saturday it might get a bit crowded though. If it's too crowded, we’ll look for another place."


  Aya pulls my hand happily, she looks even more dazzling than usual. Maybe because it's noon time that her make-up shade is a bit different than last time, when we went to Shinjuku during the night. Right now, she seems like the kind of bright character that would definitely get asked for one or two photos as a street model.  


  "I always wanted to go out and have fun with you like this. Whenever we’re together it's always inside my room. The last time we went to Shinjuku, well, that's just my daily routine, so that doesn't really count."
"You look like you’re having fun today."
"Because I am."


  She strengthened her grip on my hand.


  "Isn't that a given, since I'm having a date with Marika right now?"


  Seeing that innocent-looking smile makes my chest tighten. I don't have any idea why, it's just, maybe, I...


  I might no longer hate Fuwa Aya like I did before...is what I think.


  Don't get the wrong idea, I don’t mean it in a weird way. Now that I think about it, I have a reputation to protect at school. If I didn’t have that to consider, I think I wouldn’t have any reason to refuse Aya at this point.


  Besides, I have a lot of friends, I can have a conversation with anyone. If it's just getting dragged around by Aya without any weird contract between us, I think I can enjoy my time with her. If I think about it that way, it’s pretty clear that my feelings for her are just on the level of a normal friendship.


  "Aah, geez. Let's just get going, Aya."
"Yeah, okay."


  Anyway, it's been a while since my last time in Shibuya. The town has all sorts of ups and downs, but thanks to Aya, who already planned the whole thing thoroughly, we can enjoy the date normally.


  Our decision to wait for 20 minutes for an empty seat inside the popular shop was right.The fluffy texture with the perfect amount of fresh cream on the top makes the pancakes look mouth-wateringly good. It has the right amount of sweetness combined with a soft sensation inside my mouth. 


  "Eh, this pancake is crazy good."
"Yeah, as expected from a store recommended by a magazine."


  This store is really filled with young girls taking pictures for their Instagram. Of course, we are also among those young girls. I took a lot of nice pictures of my pancakes.


  "You don't have an Instagram, Aya?"
"I have one for working purposes, but not a private one. It's not like I need one."
"That's cold...Well, whatever. This maple syrup is so good~"


  While I do an exaggerated pose to emphasize my appreciation of the taste of this pancake, click, I can hear the sound of a smartphone camera. Aya took a picture of me.


  "W-what is it?"
"You are cute, that's why"
"Uhh..."


  I guess I'm finally starting to get used to her antics, I think while she looks at her picture of me with a soft expression on her face.


  Geez, whatever. I really did enjoy the pancakes a lot. We exit the store with big smiles on our faces. It's rare to see Aya smiling that brightly.


  "What's next?"
"If it's okay with you, let's go shopping together."
"That's alright, I intended to accompany you everywhere since the beginning."
"Thank you. This is why I like you, Marika."


  Ba-dump. Hearing her words made me halt immediately. It's the first time I ever heard her ever say that she likes me.


  "...You want us to do today's playing pretend to that degree?"


  Hearing my question, Aya shook her head while holding my hand. 


  "I just simply wanted to say that. I said it because I wanted to say it."
"You act like that towards everyone, right?"
"Why would you think something like that?"
"..Just because."


  I turn my gaze in another direction, just like a pouting child. But since our hands are connected, the distance between us doesn't change. Neither me nor Aya said anything while we walked toward our destination. This situation is not uncomfortable, just a bit awkward and it made me nervous.


  After walking for a while, we passed in front of a general store with a nice atmosphere, it looked interesting. As if she could read my mind, Aya looked at me and asked, "Should we go in?"


  I didn't answer and tugged her hand a little to convey my intention with a small gesture.


  "Just say it properly next time."
"Yesh..."
"Geez."


  After some playful banter, we went inside the store.


  There's a lot of accessories I've never seen before, they might be this store's original products. The accessories are beautifully lined up, in a very aesthetically pleasing fashion. The storekeeper must have worked hard to keep everything in order like this.


  I like to see and collect cute and small stuff. Whenever I saw some scented candle or aromatherapy that interested me I always bought them. Yume and Chisaki always warned me because this hobby of mine is the main reason why I keep spending all of my money. The reason I took a part-time job is because by using my own money I wouldn’t feel guilty when I splurged too much. 


  The store is pretty small, so the aisles between the shelves are narrow. Because of that, Aya naturally let go of my hand, and we browsed the store by ourselves. After making a round, I headed to a certain shelf that Aya was looking at. 


  "I never tried something like aromatherapy before."


  Huh, that's unexpected, considering Aya's working place.


  "I don't own a diffuser, so I can't do anything grand like an aroma bath. But usually I just pour one or two drops on my handkerchief and then put it near my pillow before I go to sleep. It's not much, but the scent is so relaxing, it's a nice feeling"
"Hmm, Marika is sensitive to smell, huh. You were having fun smelling your skin after you used my body soap, after all."
"A-as if I did something like that!"


  She knew. I tried to deny her baseless accusation in a very low voice, considering that we are inside a store right now, but she ignored me.


  "Then, let's buy a matching one. An aroma."
"Eh...why?"
"It screams 'lover activity', don't you think?"


  She smiles mischievously, her reasoning is a bit lacking, but I still consider it seriously while crossing my arms.


  "But aroma is something based on one's preference, I have mine and you have yours. Isn't it better if we just buy something based on our preferences?"
"You've got a point, let's do that."


  It's rare for her to back down so easily, but that's really the best way to enjoy aromas. I started looking around and smelling the samples one by one. I ended up choosing a tea tree aroma. The scent resembles eucalyptus; it gives off a gentle impression. Also, the scent has a refreshing sensation, if I mixed it with a citrus-based aroma, it should turn out pretty nice.


  As I decided to go with this one, a slender hand snuck up and grasped the same bottle as me. Aya picked the same tea tree aroma. Our eyes met and she smiled.


  "I also think that this one is nice."
"What are you, a kid?"


  We walked toward the cashier, although my eyes still drifted around, looking at the various products.


  "Oh my, it must be nice to buy a matching aroma!"


  The cashier reacted after looking at our same item. I replied to her with a bare minimum ‘Yes’. Aya, who is standing behind me, dropped a bomb so suddenly that I couldn’t prepare anything to counter it.


  "I want to try the things my girlfriend likes."


  T-this girl! Look, the storekeeper is surprised!


  "Oh my, oh my...that's wonderful"


  Ooh, as expected from a Shibuya storekeeper, that's a nice follow up. Not only that, she also displayed a form of respect for our relationship. 


  Aya gets too cocky and this time, she tried to drag me into her little play, "Right, Marika?" Said Aya while smiling happily. I only manage to give a wonderful fake smile.


  It's so embarrassing that my back is dripping with cold sweat.
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   "...Aya."


  When we exited the store, I called out to her in a very low voice. Aya acted like there was nothing wrong.


  "Today we are girlfriends, right?"
"So it was like that, huh. I got deceived again..."
"You make me sound like the bad guy here."


  Aya took my hand, but it had a different sensation than earlier. Just by touching her finger, I felt my heart on the edge of bursting. I hurriedly pulled my hand from her grip. Aya looked at me with questioning eyes.


  "Somehow, I suddenly become nervous."


  I thought that our playing pretend today was some sort of elaborate joke. Turns out I was wrong. Here in Shibuya, no one should know us. But for some reason I started to feel like everyone’s gazes are focusing on me and Aya, thinking that we are in a special relationship. 


  Me and Aya's relationship isn’t like that. I don't want to have that kind of relationship with her. I'm bad at handling her in the first place.


  "Marika, you are bright red."
"Shut up."


  I just want to go and hide.


  "How does it feel to be seen as a homosexual?"
“It's the worst. I'm normal, after all"
"That's it, making normal girls come to this side is pretty exciting, you know?"
"...What a pervert."


  I finally understand that those kinds of insults aren’t causing any damage, at least to Aya. She was the one who bet a million yen that she could bring me over to that side in the first place. But still, I want to get revenge on her, even just a little bit.


  "...You see, I’ve never had a lover before."
"Is that so? That's surprising, considering Marika's popularity."
"Hmm, what is it again. It's just that I have a lot of people to hang out with, but it's not like it should be limited to one person. Well, that's about it. Even though this is just an act, you are my first, I think."
"That's an honor."


  I hold her hand a bit tighter while flashing a smile, "And that's why, will you do your best to make me satisfied with today's date, My Girlfriend?"


  I expect her to get a bit taken aback by my attack, but she unexpectedly accepted it with a huge smile on her face.


  "That's okay with me. Today, you are my princess, after all."


  Fufufu, you get it don't you, Aya. I accept your pledge. Now behold, my maximum selfishness. Since these are your cute girlfriend's requests, you will fulfill all of them right? Aah, I really am an evil lady. I will trouble her a lot and make her regret this.


  "Hey, Aya-san. Y'see, I want to eat crepes."
"You look like you’re planning something...but okay let's buy some crepes."


  The weather in June really makes it feel like it’s already summer. We went to a stand and bought a strawberry-banana chocolate crepe. We divided it into half to share.


  Actually, my belly is already full, but having Aya buy me a crepe makes me a bit nostalgic. It reminds me of my childhood, when I asked my father to buy something, and he gladly bought it for me. It somehow reminded me of that feeling, and it made me happy.


  "Shopping for clothes is alright, but let's go to karaoke first. I want to hear you sing."
"Eehh, I don't have the confidence to sing for you."


  It's rare for Aya to show that troubled expression of hers. It makes me want to trouble her more, so I pull her hand a bit forcefully toward a building with a flashy 'KARAOKE' sign.


  This time, it's my turn to lead her around. I asked for a one hour session, and now here we are in a dark and narrow karaoke room. I went inside and sat comfortably, as if it was my own bedroom. 


  "What kind of songs do you like to sing?"


  Aya sits awkwardly while shaking her head.


  "I don't really know the recent popular songs. Even inside our bar, they often played western music. Marika can sing first, I'll listen."
"Geez, it's okay, even though I don't know the songs. Even now, you don't really know the kind of song I'll sing, right?"


  I took the remote control and input a new song that I was interested in. I lightly shake my body following the melody while singing.


  "~~~~"


  I actually like to sing. I like the feeling of letting out my voice amidst the melodies. During my time in middle and high-school, me and my friends often came to karaoke to kill time. Most of that was actually because of me and my love of karaoke. I liked watching performers on television during childhood, so that might be why.


  I keep singing without a care in the world, but it seems like Aya hasn't selected any songs. She keeps staring at me, even when I sit on the sofa to take a break after a few songs. 


  "Hm? Not gonna sing?"
"Nah, it's just..."
"?"


  Aya looks like she's embarrassed about something. At first, I thought it was because she's not used to karaoke.


  "Marika is very cute."


  Now it's my turn to stare at her.


  "Eh? You're getting embarrassed now? Even though you say it so often?"
"It's different from usual, somehow...well, you’re wearing cute clothes while singing a cute song so adorably, it's combo cute...or something like that...it's dangerous..."
"Haa..."


  Did I just trigger something inside her...I don't really understand, but she was praising me, right? I'll accept it gladly. 


  While I'm picking another song, the waitress came to bring our drinks. I drank my melon soda and proceeded to insert an idol song that is popular among men.


  "That's also ultra cute."


  I see, so this is right in Aya's strike zone.


  I sat on the sofa right beside Aya after finished singing that song.


  "You should enjoy yourself and sing something just like me earlier. You like it, right?"
"That's not the point, it's cute because you are the one singing."


  Is it really the case? I think the song will suit her. She's a cool beauty, so the gap between her appearance and the song will be amusing.


  "Umm, but I can't really imagine you enjoying getting pampered by guys. The Aya inside my head will play on her phone without any care right after finishing a song and just ignoring your surroundings."
"The me inside your head, her communication skill is too low. Even though it’s me, I can act normally in that situation you know?" 
"Even though you have zero friends..."
"That's not really a big problem. I admit that I’ve gotten lost numerous times between classes, but I manage it well. I can just have a teacher show me the way if the worst happens."
"Stop it, I'm getting sad just hearing your story."


  Fuwa Aya, who always acts like an empress, managed to get lost inside her own school. I tried to imagine her having zero idea where she should go and getting all flustered. My respect for her is slowly diminishing. I really hope Aya keeps doing her best so she won't lose to the Fuwa Aya in my imagination.


  That Aya is now placing her hand on top of my thigh while peeking at my face.


  "Hey, Marika. Is it okay if I kiss you?"
"Eeh? That's sudden."


  This Aya is also betraying the image of the Fuwa Aya inside my head in some ways.


  "I suddenly want to do it after seeing your adorable performance."
"I guess that’s fine."


  I hadn’t even finished consenting when she already put her lips on top of mine. After she let me go, I continued what I wanted to say earlier.


  "In exchange, you should sing something. I want to see it."


  I push the remote into her hands. She looks reluctant but still selects a song. Oh, it's a popular western song from a few years ago, it’s often used as background music for commercials, so I’m familiar with it.


  Aya warned me to not laugh before she started singing. Her reason is because it's her first time doing karaoke. Despite her barrage of reasons to not sing, it turned out that her pronunciation is fine and her voice is also quite good. I say overall, she delivered a satisfactory performance.


  "I really can't hold a candle to you. Now if only you stopped doing things so unsuitable for your gallant appearance" 
"You are the one who always calls me pervert."
"I was simply stating a fact."


  After I complimented her, she sang a few more songs. We left the karaoke after two hours of singing. Aya looks like she enjoyed the whole thing, and looks satisfied with her first karaoke experience.


  "Let's do this again sometime."
"Sure."


  I accidentally accepted her invitation. I started to reminisce about the fact that the past would have never accepted it that easily. This is...this feeling, is it possible that...


  "Could it be I'm a super-duper good person...?"
"Marika is a good girl."
"Right...That's why I managed to have fun even with someone like Aya..."
"I'll do my best to drag to my side, look forward to it"


  She puts her hands on her chest with a face full of confidence. Actually, everything from the erotic stuff to the lesbian bar, it had all been planned by Aya. So I might not be so wrong after all.


  



  After that, we enjoyed our time window shopping in 109 and also bought some clothes. We had a fun time trying on various clothes. I tried on some for Aya, and she tried on some for me. No matter how I look at it, I had a blast.


  Aya always said that I'm cute no matter what kind of clothes I tried on, her barrage of praise made me get too carried away. It's all her fault.


  She keeps treating me kindly, no matter how many selfish requests I make, not even a trace of annoyance on her face. In the end, my great plan ended up in failure. I even ended up acknowledging her bottomless generosity.


  "Hey, Aya..."


  For today's plan, we agreed to end the outing before dark. It's just before dinner time, so we headed back to Shibuya Station.


  We enjoyed our remaining time just like a normal couple. But even so, I really want to make sure about something.


  "Why are you so kind to me?"


  It's a fact that I'm cute and fashionable. I also can read the mood and go with the flow even when it’s really hard. But I think her reasons for being this kind to me have nothing to do with any of that.


  "Kind? I bought you, Marika. There's not even a speck of kindness in my actions."


  Her answer sounds like self-mockery.


  "....Is it? I don't think so.
"It's because you’re kind, don't you think?"


  Even though she phrased it like that, I had a blast today. She fulfilled all of my selfish requests and she paid attention to me more than usual. She spoiled me a lot today, making sure that I won't have any issues, and did her best to keep my mood. 


  I stopped walking, and because we were holding hands, she also stood still and looked at me. I also looked into her eyes, but in the end not a word came out of my mouth.


  I have my own dignity, I can't say it just like that.


  "........."
".......?"


  I understand that I can't be like this. Last Saturday when we went to the bar, Aya wore high-heels so I also chose high-heels for our date today. But I’m not used to wearing them, so Aya slowed down her walking pace to make sure I wasn’t pushing myself for the whole day. 


  She also made sure that during our walk, she stood on the road side, "It would be dangerous if you fell, after all." During our walk in the crowded place, she always went ahead and shielded me so I wouldn't bump into any strangers. 


  She just wanted to make sure I enjoyed our time together, and to be honest, she scored a perfect score as a lover, if I evaluated her performance today.


  That's why I really wonder, what does she think of me? Am I a special existence for her? Or is it just simply how the rich spend their time, playing around with a lot of women?


  I don't get her.


  What does she want from me?


  "....Marika?"


  Just by gazing at her won't convey anything. I'm a bit glad it won't reach her.


  "Nothing, just forget it. Sorry, it seems I'm a bit tired from all of the walking, let's hurry so we can get home quickly. I want to rest, after all I’m still going to your house tomorrow"
"...Okay."


  I formed a fake smile to fool her, she answered with a simple nod and a worried face. She knows that I’m hiding something.


  But, it's not like I can do anything about that. Our relationship is something less than lovers and less than friends. I couldn't bring myself to saying stuff like that to her. 


  We ended up talking about trivial things during our time inside the train. We arrived at Aya's station first, so we split up. When she said her goodbye, she pointed at our matching aromas.


  "Marika, I'll use this aroma tonight when I sleep, so you do the same. That way, I‘ll feel like we are together tonight."


  I wave my hand while smiling wryly.


  "If I'm up for it."
"I'm content with that. Today was fun, thanks for today."
"Yeah, I had fun too."


  She waited on the platform while looking at me. The train started to move and she stood there until I left the station. The parting time between lovers doesn't taste sweet like maple syrup. 


  During my time alone inside the train, I feel gloomy for some reason. Today was supposed to be fun, and I really enjoyed our time together. Why did it suddenly turn bitter? I sigh while looking out the window. The painful feeling inside my chest refuses to go away.


  The cause of this is probably not because I don't understand what Aya wants from me. It’s probably the opposite; I can't understand what I want from Aya. 


  61 days until our final showdown. I wonder what kind of answer I'll come up with in the next two months.


  For now, I just want to say one thing.


  "...I'll refrain from using the aroma tonight, Aya."  


  If I use the aroma, I’ll feel like I'm losing, and that's why I definitely won't use it.


  



  ***


  



  The next day, Aya texted me.


  [I'm sorry, I have a sudden errand. I'll still pay you, but let's cancel today's appointment]


  I left my house 30 minutes early today, so I was already near her house when her text arrived. 


  "She's so formal."


  I look at the text inside my phone with a wry smile. But since we're already here, I think I’ll pay a quick visit to her house. I'll just complain a little and then go home. 


  A small pitter-patter sound can be heard, it's raining. The weather during this season is a bit unclear and hard to predict, just like my relationship with Aya. I quickly open my favorite polka-dotted umbrella and continue walking, in a great mood. This is probably the effect of yesterday's princess-like treatment from Aya. 


  If it's Aya, she would forgive this small selfishness of mine. She won't get angry, she’ll probably make a troubled face while talking with me after this. Because she’s always very lenient to me. When I almost reach my destination, I see a person's figure in front of her house.


  It's a girl.


  She's holding a small camelia-colored umbrella, and she’s waiting for someone. She has gorgeous blonde hair tied into twintails. She gives off a peculiar feeling. She has a bright expression that reminds me of an open field. She looks like she’s expecting someone.


  I feel like I saw her somewhere.


  That girl at Aya's workplace, that beautiful girl that looks like a half. Her name is...Astalotte. I feel my heart is beating so fast that I can practically hear it thump.


  It's not really weird if they know each other, right? It's a very reasonable thing.


  The door is opening and Aya, who looks like she’s in a hurry, comes out from her house and lets the blonde inside her house. The girl quickly went in without restraint, she seems like she’s used to it. Looking at what just happened, I only manage to stand there while looking at the tightly closed door. 


  "Aa....."


  I can't really hear my own voice because it’s engulfed by the sounds of rain. 


  I'm upset. I understand that I have no right to feel upset, but I still feel upset. I'm disgusted with myself for getting upset over something like this. I'm going around the street and looking at the window of Aya's room. I can't really comprehend what I was thinking during this time. It was something I did unconsciously.


  But among the jumbled things inside my head, I'm certain that there's one thing that really makes me wonder.


  What is Aya's relationship with her?


  I’m still staring at the window and after a short while the curtain is pulled shut by Aya. There's no other movement after that. I just know that the girl must be inside that room.


  I waited for another five minutes before finally realizing that this is a bit too much. After I recovered my ability to think logically, I decided to just go home. 


  I have many things to do during the holiday so this is not a big deal. I don't know anything about Aya anyway, so I have no business knowing her relationships whatsoever.


  Me and Aya are being connected by a one million yen battle, we are enemies, nothing less, nothing more.


  I remembered Astalotte's smile, she's cute and gorgeous. If we were in the same class, there's no doubt that she would be more popular. There's an old saying "Like a Moon and Turtle", somehow it resembles me and her. I did my best to get acknowledged by the whole class, while she wouldn’t need to do anything for it. Her radiance is a real thing, a special one.
(TL Note: Like a Moon and Turtle (月とスッポン) has a meaning superficially similar but completely different just like moon and turtle's shell with a similar shape but they are two completely different things.)


  "Haah...."


  I look at the rainy skies above me.


  "Stupid Aya."


  This bitterness must be caused by her sudden cancellation, making me do this pointless walk. There couldn’t possibly be any other reason for this murky feeling inside my chest. I feel like it's a bother to go home so I open the group chat between me, Yume, and Chisaki.


  [Hey, are you guys free? Wanna hang out somewhere?]


  I stare at the black cloud from inside the station, ah, here come their replies at the same time.


  [Sorry~ I can't~]
[Me too, invite me next time]


  Haaah, I sigh heavily. They must be in the middle of having fun on their own anyway. I admit that I’ve been a bit distant lately, which makes it hard for them to invite me out, it sucks.


  These two are always together nowadays, could it be that they’ve already crossed that relationship line...?


  "Hahh, as if. I can't stand this, it's the worst. As I thought girls dating each other is, definitely..."


  Definitely.


  There's no way. I can't say it. Even though there's no one else, even though I'm alone, I just can't say it. 


  Chapter 4


  As soon as I arrived at school, someone grabbed my hand at the corridor that lead to the classroom, it's Aya. Getting a close up of her good looking face since morning feels like receiving a strong offensive attack, with that face she hurriedly said her apology, "I'm really sorry about yesterday"


  I answered her apology with a light smile, "It's not like I really mind it. In fact, I should say thanks for gave me an easy 10,000 yen just like that. Lucky." Yup, this is really the truth.


  After looking at my light response, she looks content. Short after, her face change into her usual expression, that annoying one.


  "Even though you are alone, you properly did you homework, right?"
"Of course I properly read those manga. But my reading pace is a bit slow so I only able to read a few and haven't finished all them yet. It can't be helped"
"...Geez"


  We realized if our conversation in the middle of corridor getting longer than this, the others might get suspicious. We should act like usual within our own territory so it won't trigger any suspicion. 


  Before Aya manage to leave, I stop her movement, "Come to think of it." I said it casually just like starting a normal conversation about weather.


  "What were you doing yesterday? You told me to cancel the whole thing quite suddenly after all"


  Aya acts normally like there's nothing wrong with my question, at least it looks like that in my eyes.


  "Aah, yup. It was a sudden errand"


  I choose cut off the topic before the air became heavier, so I just smiling at her like usual. 


  "I see. But that kind of last-minute cancellation is bad so stop doing that, okay? If you can't, please say it beforehand. I also want to playing around with others, you know"
"Marika, your days are mine on the first hand"
"Yeah yeah, got it"


  And we split up after that. 


  The relationship between Aya and me inside the school is just like a strangers. It just turned out like that naturally, I don't even really get it. But since the school is the place where I belong, I don't want to change the current state of our affairs.


  "Haah.."


  I hold my chest while taking a deep breath. I tried to looking for a word of encouragement for myself.


  "Well, this is 10,000/day job, so there must be a lot of hardship I should putting up with"


  What kind of hardship, I can't really explain it. The pain inside my chest won't gone, what on earth is this feelings. I have no idea.


  



  



  



  



  "Oooh, here she comes, Marika that became so busy as of lately that she won't hang out with us"
"Oh my, this is Marika-san that suddenly got a boyfriend but somehow won't telling us"
"Nah I don't have any"


  Starbucks after school. I ordered a cup of caramel-latte and then headed to our table. When I arrived, the two of them greeted me with that little play. 


  Today, Aya has her own errand again so I choose to spend my after-school time having fun with Yume and Chisaki.


  Yume is a mood-maker and the subject of me and Chisaki's teasing. Chisaki is responsible for the sharp comeback. It seems like the two of them are under impression that [Marika has a boyfriend].


  "Chisaki-san, please mention the characteristics of woman that suddenly got a boyfriend"
"She become difficult to hang-out with, her hairstyle and her perfume changed, the way she used her money also changed. What else, oh, different taste of fashion, and many more"
"If it's change in fashion sense, a normal high-school girl also did that much you know"


  The two of them are ignoring my protests. They proceed with the talk about my 'boyfriend'. They mainly mentioned the type of boyfriend they will approve and the type of boyfriend they won't accept. If this 'boyfriend' is not up to their standard they will do their best to make me break up with him. They really went out of their way for something so unimportant. I kind of understand that they are just getting worried about me. Wait, it also possible that they are just being curious. 


  "Marika, you aren't really doing that compensated dating, right?"
"Of course not"


  I lied so naturally. In fact, I did it, girls. The partner is a high school girl, one of our classmate.


  Chisaki respond with a simple "Hmm" while still observing me. I tried my best to avoid any eye contact with Chisaki's eyes. She's famous with her ability to judge between lies and truths. I choose to focusing my gaze on my caramel-latte. Looking at us, Yume laughs in a careless manner.


  "Well, if Marika really did that, she won't have this face of a penniless person"
"Who do you call having a face of poverty, who?"


  What a surprise, I just met a far more rude person than Aya. Yume responds my comeback with a simple laugh. Well this is a nice chance, let's change the topic.


  "Who cares about compensated dating, is there any exciting stuff recently anyway?"
"Nnn, ah, Marika sure is getting along with Fuwa as of lately, kind of topic"


  The topic hasn't changed at all. I tug my hair behind my ear and answer it calmly, "Is it?" 
Rather than frantically reject the idea, it would better if I accept the root of the rumor and clarify some points. 


  "Well that's a given. Sometimes you and Fuwa would talk about something on the corridor. Beside, Fuwa doesn't really have any friends, right? So you guys are kinda stand out."


  Indeed. But I already prepared in case something like this happened so I lay out my well-composed answer.


  "Our house are on the same direction and we board the same train. A while ago, we accidentally went home at the same timing. It would be weird if we didn't talk at all even though we are classmates, that's why I tried to reach her out. After that, we sometimes talked at school"


  Yup, our relationship is only at that degree.


  "You know that I'm good at befriending people, right? It might be the cause why Fuwa took a liking on me"


  I said it jokingly. The image of that certain rainy day slowly floating inside my head. I shake my head lightly. That's right, our relationship is at that degree, nothing more.


  "Heeh...Fuwa is rumored as a girl that likes to playing around. They said she has a night job at Shinjuku, that's why you should be careful. Sometimes you are careless after all"
"For Yume to say anything to that extent...I see, then it must be quite serious"


  So the fact that she worked at a bar is leaked. The bar is a safe place, but the sound of [night job at Shinjuku] is too powerful. Of course it would become a rumor.


  "But she sure is calming down since entering high school"
"Is she?"
"I went to the same middle school as Fuwa"


  Chisaki said it casually. Eh, what's that. I want to hear about her past. But if they realized I hold any interest in her it would become another problem. No, but I'm curious...


  I tried to carefully approach the topic and pretend that I'm not really curious but just want to know at the bare minimum.


  "Heh, what kind of person was she during middle school?"
"Hmm, she got along with everyone in class, she also was in a club. She's really pretty so she was quite popular back then. It only until Fuwa involved in a certain accident though"


  Accident? Aya, what kind of accident you've got involved in.


  "Ahh I heard that one before from Chisaki. That one was pretty enthralling. It ended up became a bloodshed after all."
"Why am I the only one who have no idea?"
"Fuwa was in tennis club back then, during her second grade she snatched the boyfriend of her senior from tennis club. That senior was getting so pissed that she brought a scissor and attacked Fuwa at her classroom."
"Eh, that's scary"


  I unconsciously leaning closer to Chisaki, that's a plain case of violence, it's kinda horrifying.


  "It turned out that the boyfriend is simply an insincere one. He has a girlfriend but still confessed to Fuwa. It was really unfortunate for her to get involved in that whole thing"
"And then?"
"The senior that barged into the class swung her scissor while screaming [this thieving cat!]"


  What is this, Showa Period? When I heard the story it sounds like just a simple funny one, but if I was in that place I definitely won't be able to laugh it off.
(TL Note: Showa Period = (1926 - 1989))


  "The teacher is too surprised to do anything, the other students also scared so no one was brave enough to act. That senior launched herself with scissors toward Fuwa's direction. It felt like seeing a horror movie. When she looked around, no one dared to gave her a hand. Fuwa's life was really in danger back then."
"Eh?! She's dead?!"
"She's in our class. Who do you think our Fuwa is? A clone?"
"Well, almost. Fuwa were bracing herself and with a calm expressions she gallantly defeated that senior using aikido."
”Eh, that's amazing"


  Behind that calm expression she managed to do something like that. Yeah I can imagine it. She's good at sport and has a great reflex, also she's unexpectedly strong. So it's because she's dong martial arts. That overwhelming aura of her is not just a simple thing but the result of her martial arts training.


  "But after she got involved in that uproar, people around her were making distance and she ended up being alone."
"Hee..."



  That one was not amusing, so I only furrowed my eyebrows.


  "What was that, she didn't do anything wrong, right? She only got involved by coincidence"
"Well that's right. But for middle-school students, that kind of experience was pretty traumatic so we can't really blame them. On top of that, after that uproar Fuwa was no longer trying to mingle with other students."
"That's..."


  I know that it's no use to complaining about this toward Chisaki. I also sure that Aya did that because she doesn't want to involve others into her personal problem, that's why she created distance from people around her.


  ...She sure had a lonely school experience back then.


  I picture Aya whose sitting alone at her desk gazing at the outside scenery through the window. If I was in the same middle-school with her, will I befriend her? I tried to imagine the situation.
[I'm a good person so you don't have to worry! Also, Fuwa did nothing wrong!]
...Is what I would probably said to her. If I did that, would I manage to distract her from the loneliness?


  I felt prick in my chest.


  "In school, I tried to act normally. But I think I did it poorly and ended up with no friends. That's why I always thought that you are amazing, Marika"
I remember her voice when she said that to me. 


  Considering the accident almost caused a bloodshed, it's no wonder that even Aya would feel a bit scared to make contact with other people again. 


  A normal student supposed to learn how far you can involve yourself in other's life, and study the boundary of things that could hurt others. That chance were being taken away from Aya, that's why she never understand the importance of these things. 


  But Aya was not giving up with her situation. She doesn't want to back down as a loser. This is only my wild speculation, but I think after she worked at the bar and mingled with adults, she slowly recovered and having fun in her own way.


  She set a precise boundary where school is a place for studying, I don't really understand her standards for that though...


  She might be worrying about a lot of things during her time alone, looking for the place where she belongs by herself and then she found it, that's so mature of her.


  She is two or three steps ahead me.


  "Haaaaahh....."
"Eh"
"What is it?"


  I suddenly let out a very heavy sigh while resting my whole body lazily on the table. If I want to convey the annoyance that piled up inside my chest in a few word, I only think of this one.



  "Fuwa is so annoying..........."
"The output from those stories are this?!"
"Just how bad is your hatred toward her"


  Well, our relationship started from money. After going this far I realized that our relationship no longer can be defined by just that. The thought that I can't beat her after all, is lingering inside my head, but I won't admit it.


  Because our battle hasn't over yet.


  



  



  



  



  "I'm sorry that we couldn't meet for a while"


  Aya opened the door while showing a guilty expression. Usually we agreed to went on a different time from school and then meet up at the station near her house during our meeting. This time, she unusually went home first and greet me at the front door like this.


  "..."


  It's not like she should apologize over something trivial like that. I let myself in without saying anything and then the door is closed.


  I saw Astalotte went inside this house last Sunday, and today is Friday when she finally asked me to come. In short I got 50,000 yen in the span of five days without any hardships. The time left until our final showdown if 55 days. Lucky.


  We headed toward Aya's room. When I arrived, I look around her room just like someone who wanted to searching for her partner's cheating evidence. I found the aroma we bought together last Saturday at her bedside, it makes my heart flutters for some reason.


  "It feels like it's been a while since the last time I went into your room"
"I said sorry"


  I said my line monotonously and she laughed wryly. I choose to sit in my usual place while hugging my knees. After short while, Aya came back from downstairs bringing the tea for each of us.


  It feels like I would think about something negative so I choose to clear my mind and not thinking about anything. I fixate my gaze on the empty corner of her room.


  "These past days, did you get lonely because we can't meet like this?"


  Aya who took a sit beside me asked me while bring her face closer to me. She also placed her hand on my thighs and stroke it slowly. It's tender, and a bit chilly since she has a low body temperature.


  It's the palm that understands my body better than myself. 


  Her movement took me back from my state of nothingness and make the negativity inside my head emerge once again. 


  "Not really. I had fun together with Yume and Chisaki after all"
"I see. Did you went to karaoke?"
"We went to Starbucks and had a lot of fun talking after that. Actually, I also had fun not only with Yume and Chisaki because the other girls also invited me out to a lot of places. These past days were really fun."


  This is the truth. No matter which group I joined in, we always had fun together. They always treat me right and it's comfortable.


  "I see. Marika is really amazing."


  She gently pat my head. She touches my body in a carefree manner just like usual. With a confident movement that shows she understands my body well, she slowly stroke my cheek without any hesitation.


  



  I want to use that kindness of hers to make her troubled.


  



  "Don't wanna"
"Eh?"


  Aya stopped her hand after hearing my blunt rejection.


  "I don't want to have sex today"
"Why is that?"


  She's staring at my face. I tightened the hug on my knees while turning my back on Aya. 


  "It's not like I should have exact reasons if I don't want to. I just don't feel like doing it."
"What about our [Contract]?"


  I know that I'm only being stubborn right now, I act like a small kid. But if I let Aya does as she please right now, I know that I'll hate that. I feel very miserable. 


  "...I won't do something I don't want to"


  I keep looking toward another direction so I can't see Aya's face. She hugs me from sideways. I know this scent, it's from the aroma that we bought together last time. It's the scent of tea tree aroma.


  The mess inside my head is starting to settle down. It seems the effect of tea-tree for relaxation is true. Actually, the fact that she used this aroma on her make me happier than the side effect of tea-tree scent.


  Fragrance is one of factor that represents someone. Among the five senses within our body, she choose something that related with me for one of her sense, which is smelling sense. It makes me think that it's possible that I'm special to her.


  She treasures me properly. Our relationship is not limited to the 10,000/day for 100 days battle. Her behavior where she choose to use that aroma everywhere even inside her bedroom is a proof.


  I understand well, Aya. I'm good at reading my surrounding you know.


  But, if all of them is my own misunderstanding, if I imagine the fact that she doesn't really regard me as someone special in her life...as I thought let's just stop.


  Because of these train of thoughts, I no longer be able to thinking straight. It's just my obstinacy that running wild because I have no idea what should I do. 


  "If you want to have an illicit relationship, it could be someone other than me, right? You have a lot of partner for doing that after all"
"As if. I don't have anyone like that"


  Even when she replied it clearly, I'm still being stubborn and shake my head.


  "You have. Because you are too good at sex. You have a lot of experiences after all. You must dated numerous girls before me. Even now, you have that kind of partner whether one or two, right?"


  She keep stroking my cheeks gently with the back of her palm.


  "Are you implying that I'm always playing around? It's true that I work on that kind of place, but that doesn't mean I would carelessly laid my hand on others. I'm not Karen-san"
"...Lies"
"I'm not lying. I would never do something like lying to you"


  Aya is serious. Of course I'm happy hearing that from her. But...


  It seems like I'm really a handful woman.


  I was bought by Aya, I should have no rights to complain no matter how she treated me. The only thing I should do is just smiling and let her touch me as much as she wanted. Because that is my job. It's a job that fitting for me. No matter what kind of bad things I face, I would read the flow and let myself adjusted with the situation. It worked out with everyone.


  It should be that way, but...


  "Because, you were..."


  Aya enveloped me inside her arms and looking down on me.


  "Actually, I'm sorry. Somehow looking at Marika since earlier, I'm losing my self-control"
"Eh.....?"


  She doesn't even give me time to react, she already pushed me down on the carpet. When I'm looking up at Aya's eyes, it radiates a deep passion within her fiery soul, probably reflecting her burning desire and lust.


  I don't really understand why did she get turned on over my current state. I just heard the story about the senior and her skillful aikido, so her eyes look scarier than usual. 


  "Don't. I already said that I won't do it."


  I tried to resist by moving my arms and legs, but if I'm being too violent it will harm Aya so I tried to break free with a minimum force. 


  If I'm doing it like this, it would seems like I only resist her on the surface while actually I already accept her completely, even though that's not my intentions.


  "I like you, Marika. Here, look at me"
"No, hmm, nnn...!"


  She took my lips and shoves her tongue inside. She ravages inside my mouth greedily. I tried to push her tongue outside with my tongue but as if waiting, she hurriedly took the chance to entwined it with her own tongue.


  I can feel my saliva are being sucked in by her rough deep kiss, I can only hear the wet sounds caused by our kisses. She used her tongue intensely and depriving the strength from my whole body just like a drug.


  I no longer manage to let out any strength to resist her attack. Just like seeing her prey that already weakened and ready to get eaten, her lips form a smile. She started unbuttoning my shirt.


  I tightened my lips and looking away from Aya. It was so easy to make my body obeying Aya's command that it was so frustrating. It feels like my tears will flowing out anytime.


  "...Even though I already said that I don't want to, why are you doing this, Aya...I said that I won't do it, right?"
"If you said something like that with that expression, anyone would attack you. Because right now you have a really obscene look on your face"
"That's, that is a lie....Because I really don't want to do this..."


  [Really?], there's the devil inside my head that questioning my own words.


  [Are you sure you don't want to? Because if you really don't want this, you know you just don't have to come here. If you really don't want this, just leave her and get out of this room. But you won't do something like that, isn't it because you want this? In the end, you are happy if Aya pay attention to you, you are happy when she touches you, am I wrong?]


  I can't straightly deny those words from her. Because, whoever Aya is going out with, what kind of secret she has, right now at this moment it doesn't matter for her. Right now she's only thinking about me. 


  She finished unbuttoning my shirt and removing my bra. Using one hand, she restrained both my arms above my head. I really look like a little sheep that ready to get eaten anytime. 


  "Because right now, you have an expression that asked to be eaten, look, you are expecting this"
"...."


  I choose to shut my mouth and not giving her answer. The devil has changed her form into Aya with her teasing smile meanwhile the Aya in front of me bring her mouth closer to my ear.


  "It's okay, Marika. I will do this as you wish. I'll make a mess out of you. No matter how hard you beg me, I won't stop. Because right now, I no longer can be stopped." 


  While Aya is whispering on my ears, she started to touching my breasts. She keep chasing after me using touch after touch without letting me looking any place to run.


  My body started to giving in to the pleasure that keep piling inside.


  I no longer manage to hold my voice in. The sounds that came out of my mouth is so foreign like it's not mine.


  "Ah...no, don't...ahnn...ahhhh....."


  It's just like what Aya said, it looks like my body is being too honest today. By just receiving a little stimulus it gave out an instant reaction. For me to getting this sensitive might be the first time.


  "No...ah, this feels weird...no, I don't like this, it's scary...."


  My body won't stop shaking when I'm tried to told her. The words that I was trying hard to squeezed out from my throat went become nothing when it just make her attack rougher than before.


  Her finger's movement are getting bolder, because my current body is being sensitive more than usual, every single move from Aya are making me drown into pleasure.


  "Why, it's like...because, I thought Aya is....I......"
"I love you, Marika"



  She whispered sweet words right on my ear.


  My eyes are flickering, Aya's hands are moving from my breasts to the area around the hip, and then going slower to the lower part of my belly. She touched my thigh briefly before inserting her hand inside my skirt.


  "No, it's scary...Aya...if you go further...it will make me crazy...no, don't do it...."
"Here, put your arms around my neck like this, right, good girl. You can slowly open your legs. You don't have to think of anything, just leave everything to me. I will make sure that I touch every part that make you feel good"


  Just like a word of magic, my body can't resist her after she said that to me.


  She kissed my eyelids that getting wet of tears. Just by that small gesture, the black mists that reside inside my chest had gone somewhere. Her lips are soft, gentle, and warm, I like them. 


  "Aya...Aya, Aya..!"


  While I'm calling for her name, I desperately clinging on her while kissing her lips. I inserted my tongue into her mouth to savor each of her taste. But she's so composed that she's receiving my kiss while supporting my head so I can keep kissing her. 


  To keep me at ease, she gently wrap my tongue using her own tongue. 


  It took all of me only for one kiss, but without showing any hardships, Aya keep make me cum without any break using her relentless attacks.


  It's suffocating, it's vexing. 


  I tried my hardest to stretch my arms and stroke Aya's thighs and bottoms. I moved my hands and insert my hand inside her underwear.


  "No, Marika..."
"Don't want to...I also, want to touch you...I also, want to..make you feel good...."


  I manage to squeezed out my words bit by bit, Aya is staring at me with that gentle smile of hers and accept my pleading. She took my hand and guide my fingers to the proper spot. Her sensitive part feels hot like it would melt my fingers.


  "This is the place, Marika. Hey, do it gently, okay? But as long as it being touched by Marika, I think it would feel really good."



  She taught me with a very gorgeous smile.


  I think that smile is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen from her.


  



  From there on the two of us are being drowned inside the sea of lust.


  



  We enveloped each other's body and exchange a lot of kisses while pleasuring and indulging each other. We exchange our burning breath while sharing the surging heat on our body.


  Whilst I'm moving my clumsy finger inside Aya, her voice is leaking out. Somehow it makes me happy.


  "Haah, haah"
"...Haa..."


  We laid our body on Aya's bed alongside each other in naked state. After climaxing many times, my body felt a pleasure that I never tasted before. My body sure did well to withstand the whole things. 


  Without saying anything, we filled our time by exchanging gazes that filled with affection. Just like a blooming flower, Aya is smiling beautifully. I can feel that my face is getting red by seeing her. 


  I slowly observe that passionate gaze, somehow right now, it feels pleasant.


  ...But, that's for another time.


  No matter how good sex felt, it's still not good to force someone to do it.


  "....Aya, I said that I don't want to do it"
"You're still saying that?"


  She's laughing again. It's not like I'm really angry, I just want to say something stubborn, probably. In the end, I became just like what Aya said. I don't dislike it though.


  It's just, even though right now we are not wearing nothing and just done being honest with each other using our body, I'm still afraid to ask her about that.


  I decided to turn my back on Aya while bend my body just like a sulking child.


  "Be honest with me...what do you think of me?"


  I asked her using a transparent-like, an unappealing voice. This kind of girl, is totally not cute.


  Comparing with the ideal scene inside my head, our body is too far apart. I actually really want to do this properly, I want to look cute in front of her. But right now, it took my all to make sure that my voice won't come out quivering.


  Aya answered my question by hugging me from behind, "I like you, you are the most adorable girl, the only one I love"


  She always gave me her sweet words, stuff that I want to hear. Could it be that she's far more inept in reading atmosphere? But, that's not the answer I sought. What I really want to hear is her real feelings.


  "...Aya, you really areー"


  Just before I finished my words, someone was ringing the bell. Aya get up from the bed, the intense air between us just vanished into nothingness in just a short moment. Aya looks like wondering what's the deal with the bell while put on her clothes.


  I had a bad feeling about this. Somewhere deep inside my heart I don't want her to go, but I choose to joke around, "Whose that I wonder."
I manage to squeeze out a smile. I can keep my mood thanks to her 'confession' earlier, but, even at this time, I still tried to adjust myself with the situation.


  Aya who finished wearing her clothes are heading to the front door. After she's gone I also took my clothes and wear them properly.


  I tried to suppress my murky feelings and following Aya to the front door. When I'm stepping down on stairs, I can heard that Aya is arguing with someone. When I arrived at the first floor, I saw that girl.


  Why.


  "Oh my....? I feel like we've met before....Aah, the girl that I met at the bar! Marie, so you also did stuff with Aya, huh!"


  Astalotte is standing right at the door wearing unfamiliar uniform. Just by her existence, this house became something that so different from usual. She said something extraordinary with that straightforward attitude. Considering she looks like came from foreign countries with different culture, she didn't meant anything bad by that. Probably.


  She's really cute, and a good girl with over-friendly traits. It's just that she has bad timing. Aya looks troubled while folding her arms. I let out a finely made fake smile.


  "It's been a while, Astalotte. Are you also one of Aya's?"
"Yup, that's right!"


  She let out that bright smile that suits open-field. Out of nowhere, Astalotte said something outrageous, at least for me.


  "ーSo you also Aya's sex friend, huh. Let's get along then!"


  I already used to see Aya's bitter face by now, but this time it's not in her usual observing manner. Today for the first time in my life I feel a killing intent.


  I quickly went upstairs to pick my bag and going back to the front door and wearing my shoes. I no longer have the energy to keep my usual appearance. 


  "Well, I'll go home for now. You should enjoy your time with Aya"
"Wait, Marika. You misunderstood, this is not like what you think"


  Somehow Aya's line sounds like a loser university student that get caught on cheating. Astalotte reach out her hands and hug Aya while sniffing her.


  "Oh my you guys already had sex earlier!"


  What a thing to said. This kid is really a wild one. Well whatever, you guys can do whatever you want.


  "Listen, Marika. Hey, let me explain"
"What? Is that girl is nothing to you? Or you want to say that she's something like a relative's kid?"
"No, that's not the case"


  Aya looking straight into my eyes and staring at me. What does she want, I no longer can think straight. Maybe, she realized that I already crying a lot inside.


  Ignoring everything, Astalotte was following after us. This kid really is merciless.


  "I've did a lot of sex with Aya! How about you? Want to do it together?"
"Good bye"
"Wait, Marika!"


  I choose to ignore Aya's pleading and keep walking past her. I hurriedly heading to the station. I stomp my shoes strongly toward the pavement that it makes a loud thumping sounds. 


  It's not like I was expecting her.


  But when I look at behind me.


  



  She's not coming.


  



  *****


  



  

  I don't really want to go home with this mood, so I wander around and board the train without any exact destination.


  I look stupid. Why should I get jealous when I learnt the truth behind the relationship between Aya and Astalotte. I don't even want to admit that this is jealousy on the first place. Even though I just discovered that everything that came out of her mouth is just a sweet lies, it's unlikely that it would impact our relationship.


  I'm just getting annoyed because she lied to me. Yeah, that's it. That's why I'm getting irritated since earlier. I nod my head after I'm convinced that I found the true reason behind this agitated feeling of mine.


  I need someone to listen to my complaints, I really want to pour all of my dissatisfaction to other people. But I can't really think of anyone I can share my problem with because this is about Aya.


  "Ah..."


  There's one person. 


  I waited for the right train to get on and after a while, I arrived at Shinjuku.


  That's right, I can go to that bar. When I stepped into the platform, I once again check my wallet to make sure that I bring the adequate amount of money with me. I remember that Aya doesn't have shift today. Now if I thought about it, for me to know something like her part-time schedule might be the sign that I've got too close to her.


  I walked following the street just like the route she taught me the other day. I arrived in front of the bar that placed far from the crowds. The store's name can be seen clearly, [Plante a feuillage]. It's in French, I wonder what does it mean.


  Considering this store is mainly for adults, I really debating whether I should really go in or not. I choose to open the door in front of me. I recall that scene when I went in that day, I don't want to repeat the same mistake, so this time I'm doing this slowly and extra careful.


  Surprisingly, there's just a small number of customer inside. Maybe because it's still too early. 


  Karen-san that standing inside the counter is looking at me, "Oh my."



  "You are coming alone today, Marika-chan?"
"You remember my name"
"Well, that's a given. It's not possible to forget the name of a cutie like you. But it might be a problem if you come while wearing that sailor uniform"
"Ah, as expected this is bad huh"


  Well, of course. While still wearing uniform, I went to Shinjuku and visit a bar. It sure makes me look like I'm up to no good.


  Karen-san let out a bitter smile and pointing to the customers inside the bar, "See."


  The other customers are looking at me with deadpan face while whispering, "I-It's a sailor uniform. A real high school student....!" or "D-dangerous. It's high-schooler...Cu-cu-cuteee....." any many others.


  Ah, um, alright.


  "It will be troubling if you excite them more than this."


  Karen-san picked a cardigan from inside the counter and lend it to me. I put it on on my body. The temperature inside the store feels a bit cold, so it feels nice to wear an outer like this.


  The other customers mumble in low voice, "Ah, the sailor uniform is being hidden away...!" or, "The celestial high-schooler is gone..." while sounds frustrated. 
It's interesting but I want them to stop.


  "Anyway, what brought you here today? Is there anything interesting happened?"


  If it's something interesting, the scene just now is quite a fascinating one.


  "Karen-san, one cup of a super strong sake, please"
"Don't want to. I don't want my business getting suspended by the authority"
"Then, sleep with me"
"Eh!"


  Karen-san quickly covered her hands while her eyes look glistering. 


  ......Just now, I think I just saw her licking her lips. Is it just my imagination? Well, it might because I said something super careless at the moment.


  "..........................We can't. Aya-chan might get angry at me"
"Ah, okay"


  So if Aya is cool with it she really want to try it with me, huh. Now if I remember, Aya once said, "I'm not like Karen-san." This might be what she meant by that.


  "High school girls are still inside my strike zone, so don't ever say anything thoughtless like that again, okay? I might ended up train your body into a super submissive sex slave that no longer could live without me and despise other people's touch after all"


  Karen-san slowly rubs her well-trimmed middle finger and thumb together. She has an innocent face with a calming aura, but her choice of words really reflecting her career as an AVs actress.


  For now, I order a cup of non-alcohol cocktail that she recommended. It has the same color with the afterglow seas, a beautiful orange with olive-colored at the surface.


  I took a sip and it instantly gave a refreshing feeling inside my chest. This cocktail might has an effect to reduce stress after all.


  "What is i~t? Did something happened with Aya-chan?"
"Err, well..."


  I wonder what should I told her. I observe Karen-san's expression while thinking.


  "Aya is popular, right?"
"Hmm, well she is. But all of my staffs are quite popular, you see"


  I imagine Aya that gets pampered by a lot of women. It's vexing.


  "So it's true, but it's not like I have any problem with that. I do know that she treasured me and I don't really care about her past relationship. But after knowing that she has a lot of sex friends and I just one of them, it really pissed me off..."


  When I was pouring my heartfelt words, Karen-san looks like she was questioning something and lean in closer. But I ignore her unusual behavior, I feel like I just want to scratch off my head right now.


  What am I saying toward someone that I just met twice.


  "Somehow right now, I sound like a really troublesome woman"
"Women are troublesome creatures anyway. It's not really a problem."


  When Karen-san is the one who said it, for some reason it sounds like it has another meaning.


  "In short, you want to be someone who has an equal standing with Aya-chan, right?"
"Eh? Equal standing?"


  An unexpected question hitting me so suddenly that I can't grasp the meaning behind that question well.


  "You don't want her to regard you as an ordinary existence, you don't want to think about her and getting troubled alone. You want her to keep thinking about you at the same extent...You want her to become worried about you. Is this wrong?"
"Eh...umm..."


  Karen-san might be true. She easily guessed what's going on inside my head. But I don't want to admit it.


  "If you are saying it like that, it makes me look like I'm really infatuated with Aya"


  Karen-san looking at me like questioning what on earth am I thinking.


  "Eh?"
"Haa...this might be what they meant by the only one who doesn't realize is oneself...Well, whatever. It's better if you just quickly solve the misunderstandings, Marika-chan"


  Karen-san smiles delightfully just like a cute witch while pointing at something behind me. When I turned my backー


  "Marika"
"Eh"


  She's standing behind me out of breath, she still wearing her uniform with a parka as an outer layer. She took a deep breath and sitting beside me. She then ordering a bottle of Perrier while staring at me. She made an expression just like she demanded an explanation from me, I choose to turned my face onto another direction.


  "Why are you here alone?"
"I asked Karen-san to sleep with me"
"Marika..."


  The air between us are getting quiet. She responded again with a surprised voice.


  "....Even though we just did it a lot, you haven't satisfied yet? What an obscene girl..."
"That's not it!"


  I swear the people in this bar are really good at making my head aching. The gong inside my head are echoing as a sign that I already reached my limit.


  Whatever, I will face her head on. I fixed my eyes on Aya and pointing my finger at her.


  "At the first place, what are you doing here. It would be great if you just do the second round with that cutie, am I wrong?"
"I already said that our relationship is not like that"
"She clearly said sex friends though"
"That's something from a long time ago"
"Our conversations earlier also a long time ago for you, right?"


   Hearing the words that came out from my mouth, Aya completely lost her temper.


  "You just choose to interpret my words in a bad meaning. You don't even have the intention to listen to my explanation since the beginning"
"If the one side admit that they are in a relationship while the other side won't admit it, the probability that it's the truth is 50%. Do you have any proof that could make me believe your words?"
"If it's me I will believe everything what you said. We already joined our body after all"
"Oh my is that so, but I beg your pardon, the body and heart is two different things. It's not like I have the ability to seeing through your past and discerning the truth by having sex with you."


  We are staring at each other. I would, definitely, won't ever avert my eyes before this woman.


  The customers inside the store keep increasing. Karen-san tries to explain what is happening to the crowds, "It's just a stupid bickering between high school girls. Please don't pay it any mind". Hearing her explanation, I almost said my complain toward her, but then Aya is pulling my hand out of nowhere.


  "I get it. Well then, I will mention the name of girls I had sex with before. Listen carefully."


  I get the feeling that the whole store has focusing their ears to listening Aya's confession.


  "No one asked you to do that"
"You want to know everything including my past, right? It's okay, I have no problem with that, it's not something I want to hide anyway. I never know that you have a serious case of jealousy"
"Haaah?! I never said that I was jealous!"
"Just because you were a virgin you are getting so persistent about my past women. You really are a troublesome one, but I like that part of you"
"I already said that you are wrong! I'm getting this pissed not because your past but because you were lying! You said that you are not seeing anyone but in fact you are seeing someone! You liar!"
"That's why, I already said it numerous time..Just, please listen to me, Marika"


  Karen-san suddenly slip in between us and trying to calm the situation just like a referee.


  "I should admit that Marika-chan is too naive here, but Aya-chan's way of thinking is also too rigid"
"I'm not like that!"
"Me too, I'm normal"


  Both me and Aya turned our face away from each other. Seeing that, Karen-san is smiling while folding her arms. 


  "Listen, Aya-chan's definition of [normal] is a common thing here, but please understand that it's not something common for most of the high school students. You can't force your own value to her, okay?"
"....Uh-huh"
"I will borrow her for a moment. You should also try to calm down, Marika-chan"


  Karen-san pulls Aya forcefully to the back. It seems like she's getting a thorough scolding from Karen-san. For some reasons, another customers have gathered around me.


  "I understand your feelings, Marika-chan..."
"Eh"


  She has an appearance of an office lady with a pretty face and she's wearing a suit. She keeps nodding her head right beside me.


  "It can't be helped if you are being troublesome. Because it's a given for a woman to get curious when she found out that her partner is seeing someone else. It's okay, I'm your ally!"
"No, waitー"
"I also thought the same thing! You are on the right so you don't have to apologize. You have the rights to get angry if you caught her cheating on you"
"Umm"
"That's true. Getting involved with an evil cheater at this age, Marika-chan you poor thing. That type of woman will rely on her body when she no longer has anything she could say."
"Ah, that one is true"


  The conversations are getting wilder. These ladies are getting more excited. The audience are divided between my ally and Aya's ally. Somehow I get the impression that our fight are starting again but it's getting done by our representative. 


  "You guys are wrong!"


  I choose to let out a loud voice and the fight between the ladies has stopped, they turned their focus on me. Alright, I took a deep breath and prepare the explanation to solve the whole misunderstandings. Let's started by the most basic thing.


  "It's not like I'm in love with Aya or something like that!"


  Huh? I can read my surroundings so I can feel it. Somehow the atmosphere is turning into a very peaceful situation. The ladies' expressions are changing while looking at me, their face are turned into Buddha-like expressions. A few of them are patting my shoulders gently while saying something like, [Yup, that is life].


  I think I also heard someone were saying, "Natural tsundere high school girl...precious..." in a very quiet voice.


  "We are sorry, Marika-chan. We said a lot of boorish things to you. We will back toward our seat now and watch over you. Just do your best, okay?"
"Ah..um, yes." 


  I don't really understand why these people suddenly backing down and let out an impression that they won't dare to get involved with us. I just being honest back then...I can't even feel satisfied with my action after seeing their reaction.


  After that, Aya came back with face full of remorse, here comes the second round. 


  "I'm sorry, Marika"


  She suddenly bowing her head to me. Eh, what is happening.


  "I didn't try to understand your feelings and forcing my own value to you. I'm sorry if I made you uneasy all these time, it must be hard for you right, Marika."
"Wait, wait a minute"


  Why does she behave like a cheating boyfriend again. Why would she said something like that. Karen-san, just what did you do.


  Aya naturally pat my head that filled with vigilance toward her. Through her hand, I feel like she's treating me like an owner that finally understand her cat's odd behavior. I can't accept this. 


  The fact that I don't hate getting patted by Aya annoys me more. If I admit it, it's like I 'm acknowledging that my body is hers.


  "Astalotte started to came here since around last year. She took a liking toward Karen-san. That's why back then they joked a lot about stuffs with a bit innuendos."
"...Hee"


  At the end, she told me about her past. Okay then, if you want to do that I'll listen.


  "She came here alone?"
"Yeah, at that time she was looking for lesbian bar that allow minors. After that meeting and few minor baits, she ended up sleeping with Karen-san"
"Wait, wait a minute"


  It's the second time for today. This story escalate a bit too fast. I make sure that Karen-san that serving a customer is away from us and ask Aya in a very low voice.


  "Eh, sleep, do you mean they had sex? How old is she now? She's underage right?"
"Middle school third year"


  That's a crime...


  "Karen-san is a really carnivorous top, if you come to her she will capture you and eat you up....that's why, you can't do something like that again. Even if you meant it as a joke she will show no mercy and make a mess out of you. I believe that you are not that careless."
"Ah, okay"


  I suddenly feel chills in my body, could it be because I'm wearing her cardigan right now?


  When I'm still thinking about the cardigan, Aya's eyes are swimming around like she's forcing herself to say something she doesn't want to.


  "After that, Karen-san and Astalotte are started to getting along"
"?"


  "Haaa," Aya let out a huge sigh. While covering her eyes, she suddenly confessed something outrageous.


  "This might sounds strange, but I ended up getting involved in their relationship"
"Aya, you....is that true?"
"...I was young back then"


  This is stuff from last year, right? I stare at her with a dumbfounded look, she looks embarrassed judging by her reddening cheeks.


  "It's because I already know Karen-san from before that, and Astalotte was also inviting me, I thought if it was just once...but I ended up did it with them a few times. Doing it by three people were embarrassing so I decided to stop. Since then, I never joined them again, not even once. I'm not lying. But even then, Astalotte insist on calling me her sex friend, It's tiring to deny her each time she said that so I let her. She won't listen to me anyway..."


  I see.


  "...That's what you called sex friends right...?"
"Wrong. Because there are three of us. I'm not the main, I just acted as something like a support"


  She came up with the logic I can't really understand well.


  Ah, the sound of cracking inside my head can be heard. The Fuwa Aya inside my imagination really shattered into nothing. 


  The only thing left about her inside my imagination...let's see. It's the Fuwa Aya that was getting lost inside the school and had no idea where she should go during moving class. She looks too approachable like that.


  At the other hand, this another Fuwa Aya in front of me is looking at me with an anxious look plastered on her face. Her gazes keep swaying around and she's staring into my eyes.


  "...Are you getting disillusioned?"


  For her to confessed all of that stuff, she must gathered up a lot of courage. But, I'm not her so I kinda struggle to keep my own composure here.


  "Uhh, well, I wonder....Something like threesome is like stuff from another world that it couldn't affect the way I'm seeing you."
"If you phrase it like that I don't know I should getting relieved or the opposite"
"I'm also confused over here. I mean, the girl I always had sex with suddenly confessed that she was in a threesome relationship before, moreover the partners are middle school student and ex-AV actress, that was...pfft"


  Ah I think I reach my limit. I let out a loud laughter, this is so funny.


  I always thought of her as a mature person. But after I saw her telling me about her past with cheek as red as tomato just like a drunkard, I ended up seeing her as a big child. This is so strange. 


  "And then you guys ended up became sex friends. Aya, why did you accepted that invitation...Haah, my tummy hurts"


  She seems become more embarrassed each time I let out a laughter.


  "I don't know. I was horny that day. Also, I saw one of Karen-san's video back then so I kinda interested"



  She's being too honest now. Could it be that it's not like she doesn't want to lie to me, but it's because she's so clumsy that she can't tell any lies?


  "Stop, you don't have to make me laugh more than this. Hey, is it possible that you are not a pervert but simply a fool?"


  I gave it my all to make a fool out of her. Aya is looking at me with her sharp gaze and shifted the blame on me.


  "Marika is the foolish one"
"Nah I never did threesome"
"Can we just forget that for a second? I'm talking about you and your idea about compensated dating without thinking further about the consequences"
"For example, having someone barge into you class while bringing a scissors?"
"...Correct. If you can't predict the action of someone that you close with, what about a complete strangers? If the worst happened and you are being attacked, can you protect yourself? I bet you can't"


  Her words are hitting my chest. Considering she already involved in that one accident, her words feel heavy. I'm not able to say anything.


  I tried to break the silence between us.


  "But it turned out alright...Because you were the one who bought me"
"...."


  She turned her face away from me, judging by her suspicious attitude, it's like she implied that the whole fiasco is not just a simple luck.


  It feels like getting splashed by the cold water right on my face, I came into a quick realization.


  "Eh, you don't say..."


  Could it be that, Aya was...


  "....You were worried about me, and then decided to make that agreement with me?"


  This moment might be the biggest surprise for these past two months. Aya started to make an excuse for this.


  "I'm really bad at talking like this, but when Karen-san scold me earlier, she told me to just stop hide anything from you."


  It's rare for Aya to getting cranky like this, I understand that she's just trying to hide her embarrassment though.


  "...That's right. I was worried about you"
"Is that the truth?"
"Is there any other reasons?"
"But, I thought you just get pissed at this annoying classmate that denying the possibilities of girls' love and then you decided to give me one or two lessons. Or something like that"
"Why would I have sex with someone I hate. That's foolish"
"Eehh....?"


  Well, that's a given. But, eehh...?"


  This talk is just too sudden that my brain can't keep up. This is just too weird. I regard myself as someone that good at reading my surroundings after all.


  "In short, you just simply wanted to hinder me from doing a compensated dating with random old men because you were worried. To make sure it works, you asked me for that [Contract] before I manage to do it for real. Is the whole stuff about girls can or can't date each other is just a convenient excuse?"
"It's not like that it has zero relevancy, but that's the gist of it."
"Why?"
"............"


  Just like a baseball player that expecting her coach's instruction, she's looking at Karen-san.


  Karen-san responds Aya's sign with a slight nod.


  Aya is sighing, and then she's looking at me, she sighs again.


  "What is it"
"You really bad at reading the situation, huh"
"Haa!?"


  How dare she! Oh, and I don't want to hear that from her!


  "I never misread every situation before! Haa? Are you implying that your reasons is something that so obvious if I think about it? The reasons behind your action to bought me for one million yen?! Are you saying that it's something so easy to discern if I'm using my head?!
"Of course. The proof is, well, I bet everyone in this bar already know, you are the only one who haven't figured it out"


  "People that already figured it out!"
I know that everyone in this store are eavesdropping our conversation since the beginning, so I decided to take a vote.


  Everyone are raising their hands. No no, nope, nope, this can't be.


  "I bet you guys are just following the mood and raising your hands!"
"Listen, Marika"
"Wait, I fully understand your intention. I'm intended to solve this by myself because this fascinates me. Just give me another one week to solve this problem."
"Marika."


  Aya forcefully make me looking at her, her eyes are serious. Alright then.


  "Please just listen to me. I know about you since our first year"
"I see..."


  I also know about you. We were in a different class back then, but I already heard a lot of rumors about you. Of course many of them is a bad one, mainly because the seniors assumed her as a cocky new student. Out of curiosity I joined my friends to visited her class only to see what kind of person is she.


  I remember that Aya from back then was very beautiful.


  That's why the probability that the rumors were made out of spite are pretty high. For a beauty that has a bad reputation, a place like school is too narrow for her. I felt a bit sympathy for her back then.


  Well, after we were placed at the same class on the second year, it turned out that I have a bad compatibility with her brazen attitude. 


  "I always saw you as someone who shines everywhere and I thought that was amazing. Everyone look like they are having fun whenever they were around you, and I also thought you were kind of cute."
"We-well, I was kind of a popular person"


  She holds my hand and looking at me with that usual passionate gaze while saying something fervent like that. It makes me simply embarrassed.


  "When we were placed on the same class, you instantly became the center of the class. You always took the initiative to enter the committee, and you always reached out your hand to the girls that being avoided. You always smiling while paying attention to everyone, that's why I always admired you"


  This is embarrassing.


  "T-That's not true. I just read the mood and make a comfortable class for everyone, because that's what I wanted. It's all for my own sake. And also, actually I really can't stand you"
"It was because I deliberately avoided you"
"...Why?"
"You know that thing from middle school, right? There's nothing good came out if I stand out, it would only invite troubles, I'm not good enough. That's why I made sure that you couldn't approach me. I don't want to make you involved with me"
"You ended up involved me in your life though"
"I had no other choice, because, you were saying something like that...As if I could holding back after that."


  That tone, I'm familiar with that voice tone. It resembles my usual tone when I can't be honest. Right now, she looks like me when I'm being stubborn.


  



  Could it be that.


  Aya is.


  



  I can feel my face is getting hotter.


  This might be just me being overly conscious, but, is it possible that...eh?


  I take a peek at Aya's face who has the same color as mine. I faintly asked her in a docile manner.


  



  "Are you....in love with me?"


  



  Aya is playing with her hair while taking a deep breath like she's buying time. I can faintly smell her scent, the smell of shampoo. Along with the usual shampoo scent, there's a mixture of faintly sweat scent. The scent that were always remained after we had sex.


  I'm waiting for Aya and gulp slowly. It feels like the clock inside this bar is stopping. I no longer able to hear anything even the melody of jazz that usually flowing around.


  Just like accepting her fate, Aya finally confessing her feeling to me, on a literal meaning.


  "That's right, Marika. I'm in love with you. I always thought that it would be great if I could become closer to you"


  Hearing that confession from her, the mists inside my heart are gone in one short moment. Behind those slowly fading mists, I see that my world has suddenly become so bright. 


  Seeing Aya right now, she reminds me of a sun at the horizon. It shines so brightly that I can't looking straight at her face.
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  "Ee, eehh...That's...Umm..."


  Aya who just finished her confession still attacking me with her honest words just like a rain of arrows.


  "That's why, when I heard you want to do compensated dating, I loathe the idea. I did feel sad when you frankly said that you won't accept a relationship between girls, but more than that, I really can't help but worried about you. What if something bad happened?"


  I'm looking back at my past self.


  Until now, how many times I said [it can't be] in front of her, and how many times I hurt her feelings by doing that? I made her going through numerous harsh rejections right on her face.


  When I realized what I did, I can't stop shaking. I proceed to take Aya's hand with mine.


  "I'm sorry, Aya. I only said a lot of hurtful things to you all these time."
"[It can't be]?"


  Aya loosened her cheek into a smile.


  "I don't really mind. It's far more exciting when I succeed at making straight girl coming onto this side. Besides, the partner is the bright and cute Marika, that was the best"
"Uwaah, pervert"


  Aya looks totally unshaken by my past rejection. Give back my feeling of remorse.


  "Haah, geez...but it makes sense. When your crush suddenly said that she wanted money, of course you hurriedly pulled one million yen easily to make your wish come true. You are super rich after all."
"Rich? Me?"
"Eh? That wasn't the case?"
"Why would you think I'm rich?"


  That's because, I can't really say it...that I knew it from a baseless rumor.


  "Because you effortlessly pulled out one million yen from your bag...that's why I thought that must be the case"
"What was that"


  She's laughing. That laugh is so dashing that it makes my heart fluttering.


  "That money is the result of my part-time job here. It's something like an emergency fund"
"Eh...Then, you are just a regular high school girl with a normal view toward money?"
"I wonder...I made quite a lot after all, compared with the standard part-time jobs out there."


  What a surprise...


  "Eh, then you always used that emergency fund for my sake? Am I really amounted that high in your eyes...?"


  Without any doubt she casually nods her head.
"Of course."


  I can't believe this.


  Indeed, she looked like she's enjoying her work here, the opposite of my dark history where I get sexually-harassed in my previous workplace. But still, it's one million yen, you know? It's natural if you use it for your own sake, right?


  Even though over here I almost put my body into a dangerous situation for the sake of 30,000 yen bag. Geez.


  Just like covering the heat inside my chest, I whispered slowly, "Aya, you like me too much"


  Geez, what was that.


  Uuh, I feel so happy right now. I'm happy, but.


  "Is it? But I have no regret. Because I already imagine one day I would like to use that money to make the person I love happy"


  Hearing Aya's words, my heart can't stop beating fast since earlier.


  "I would be content if after our agreement you learned that compensated dating is dangerous so you won't dare to try doing it again. But when I think this as a chance, I did my best to make you fall for me."
"Ah, so that's why you said 'like' a lot..."


  Right now, Aya's face look like someone that just passed a huge storm. She's staring at me earnestly. 


  I always thought that I'm bad with that eyes.


  But the truth is, I wonder...


  Whenever I'm looking at those eyes, I can't calm down. But does it mean I'm bad with it? I don't think so...
It's the opposite. it's because I'm getting overly conscious when she gazed at me using those eyes.


  Ah, I should give her an answer. I'm getting a bit flustered. For her to love me that much....
Aah geez, I still can't believe this. There's a huge panic inside my head.


  "Um, listen, Aya....what did you think when we had our first kiss and first sex?"


  Why on earth I asked her something like that.


  "It's the best. I felt really glad to be alive. I'm really grateful for my parents that made me learnt aikido.


  She grips her hands tightly into a powerful-looking fist. I really want her to stop imagining her parents' faces when she sleeps with me though.


  Aahhー


  Even though she regarded me as someone who can't read the mood, as I thought she's a lot more clumsy than me. Because we always passing each other without trying to understand our partner's intentions up until now.


  "....Why"
"Eh?"


  I ended up chewing her out.


  "Why would you hid the most important part?! Say that first! I couldn't comprehend your way of thinking and always get annoyed at you. If you like me, say it properly since the beginning!"
"Eeh, is that really important? Isn't my feeling has nothing to do with the whole thing?"


  What is this girl blabbering about.


  "Of course it's important! In fact, it's obvious that your feeling is the most important thing! If you just said it since the beginning, something like money is totally irrelevant!"
"Irrelevant?"
".........Nah it's nothing"


  I can't say it.


  ....I imagined, what if I got confessed by her on that day, I wonder what would I do. 


  I insist that girls dating each other is something that can't be happened, on top of that, being confessed by Fuwa Aya that I hate. But when I picture Aya confessed to me with a red color smeared on her face...I think I would be happy.


  At first I would become conceited, after all that Fuwa Aya is confessing to me. It's a given that it gave me sense of superiority.


  But I bet that feelings won't lasted. If Aya launched her attack extremely just like what she did so far, I would definitely...


  



  Definitely, what?


  
I would definitely...?


  



  



  ーI would definitely fall in love with her?


  



  



  When I arrived at my answer, my heart is beating faster so suddenly it's choking me. My chest feel painful, my vision has become narrow. There's one person on the center of my vision, Aya.


  "Hey, Marika"


  She touched my cheek while looking at me with that pretty face.


  Just by that simple gesture, I can feel something like an electric current is running in my body. I feel like crying.


  "I properly conveyed everything from the depth of my heart. Now it is your turn. What do you think? You still hate me even now?"
"That's not..."
"Say it, Marika"


  I can't escape from her since I currently sitting at the corner of the counter. I realized that I'm being dishonest right now since I haven't respond to her confession since earlier.


  ".......I won't kiss someone I hate"


  I want to be honest, but the word that came out of my mouth is so twisted. This is not what I wanted to convey. Aya who understand it well won't back off and keep on chasing after me.


  "What do you mean by that?"


  I want to properly say it.


  "I...no longer hate you"
"Just that?"


  I took a breath, my heart won't calm down it feels like it would tear my chest apart.


  I timidly shake my head, I can do this!


  "It's not...just that..."
"Then...do you like me?"


  The hand that touching my cheek is moving to my hair, she's stroking my ear slowly. My head feels numb just by her touch.


  I no longer able to hear any other sounds around me. My world is only filled with Aya.


  I should say it here, because if not, I'll lost this chance for the rest of my life. I should convey this feeling to her. I can do this.


  "...Yeah"


  But Aya shook her head ruthlessly.


  "That won't do"
"Eh..."


  I'm sure that my face is full of despair right now. Looking at my current state, Aya licked her lips in an erotic manner.


  "Say it properly. Hey, you like me, right?"
"Aya...you bully"
"It's because you are being cute right now. Besides, I already said my part properly"


  Yeah you did. That's why right now I'm being this embarrassed, and being this happy. I can't keep this feeling for myself, I should share it with her.


  That's why, I should properly say this.


  This is not about the winner and loser, even though that was the case, I want to let Aya to become the winner. Remembering her devotion and love for me all of these time, I want to give her the medal.


  I already decided that I will pour all of my feelings into these words.


  



  "I"


  



  My breath stops. Just pour all of them.



  All of these feelings.


  



  



  "I...like you"


  The feelings are overflowing. It no longer can be stopped.


  "I like you very much, I really like you, it's true that I like you. I'm in love with you"


  I hug her. I can feel her in every inch of my body. These feelings won't stop.


  I decided to stop being obstinate, and the result is these feelings that I no longer able to put the lid on them. 


  "I'm sorry because I couldn't be honest. Because, I always thought that you didn't really care about me, I thought this feeling is only one-sided. I was sure that was the case and it's upsetting, that's why I didn't want to admit it. ..."


  I just get a realization after hearing my own words.


  The fact that I'm deeply in love with her.


  "But now, I'm happy. Because you properly conveyed your feelings to me. I'm happy, because this feeling of mine is not just one-sided thing....I like you, I like you so much...I want to be with you together forever, from now on"


  Aya pats my back gently. I don't realize that at one point I started crying. It's the tears of happiness that came out because we finally understand each other's feelings. It's the first time I feel something like this.


  This is also my first time loving someone this dearly. Aya gave me a lot of first time, and at last, I able to become honest with my feelings.


  "I like you...since when, I don't know. But it might be that since the beginning I already fell in love with you....Because I was always getting curious about you, and I always adore you. I'm always looking at you since a long time ago."


  After all these time, Aya is still willing to love me. Knowing our love is mutual makes me, very very happy.


  Aya wiped my tears with her fingers and then smiling at me.


  "Thank you, Marika. Let's be together forever."


  Hearing that gentle answer from her, I swiftly nod.


  "Yeah. I really like you, Aya."
"Me too, Marika"


  Getting carried away with the mood, we're staring at each other's eyes and bring our faces toward each other to kiss. Before we manage to do it, a palm has come between us to act as a wall. Hey that's boorish.


  I frowned and looking at the palm's owner.


  There's Karen-san with her hand on her hips, looking at us with a wry smile.


  "That was a wonderful display of confession scene. But, you don't have to servicing these ladies by doing something more, okay?"
"Eh....?"


  I completely forgot.


  I throw my gaze onto the store, everyone quickly avert their gazes from us. Come to think of it, this is inside the store. Even though this store is quite dim, it's still enough to see what we did clearly. 


  Uwaah....this is crazy embarrassing.


  Karen-san pointing her finger at one door behind the counter while smiling. 
"That's why...do the continuation inside. Okay?"


  Somehow there's a weird voices that came out from the other customers, something like, a melodious chorus that showing their disappointment...


  But right now, I can't read the mood. I have something more important than reading the situation and adjusting myself with the flow. 


  She's inside my arms right now, my one and only, special one.
The place where I belong, the place that formed by one million yen agreement.


  I took off the cardigan and put it at the chair after folding it neatly. I turned around and stand up from the chair.


  "Let's go, Aya"
"Yeah, Marika"


  The two of us walk into the room behind the counter, it's a break room. When she opened the door, I can quickly estimate that the room is around 4-tatami wide (TL Note: around 6.6 sqm) with bed inside. It's just the two of us together inside this cramped room. Aya closed the door and she smiles while looking a bit embarrassed.


  "I often borrow this bed whenever I stayed over. That's why the sheet are being changed regularly, it's okay. Beside, this store has a shower room, um, that's why..."


  Just before Aya finished her ramble, I lay my body on the bed while facing her. I made sure that my skirt is properly placed so it won't make any troublesome crease.


  "Aya"


  Ah, this bed smells like Aya.


  Just by figuring it out, my heart feels like being squeezed again. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, the memories of us touching each other is started to flowing inside my head.


  Aya is not the only one that holding back, I also want her right now. I might...turned into a pervert. I'm sure that her perversion is spreading on me. Yeah, that must be the case. Because right now I really want her.


  I opened my arms and tried to looking at her charmingly.


  I just, invite her.


  "It's okay. Because, I know that right now you want to do it. You were aroused since earlier, right? Hey, come here...and properly make love with me. Okay?"


  She dived into my chest. 


  



  



  For us who do something like this at Aya's workplace, we really are, just a pair of helpless children....♡


  Epilogue


  "Eehh!?"


  Aya let out an uncharacteristically loud voice.


  This is Aya's room, so no one can be bothered if we're being noisy, it still surprised me though. But Aya doesn't care. She keep looking at me dreadfully with a face like she just faced a sudden betrayal.


  "...Did you understand what you were just saying? Marika, are you serious?"
"Okay, calm down and listen." 


  I repeat my exact words earlier with the same intention.


  "I said that I haven't fell in love with you"


  It's one month after we decided to going out. The season has completely changed into summer. While enjoying the cool air from Aya's air conditioner, we were planning our summer break activity.


  "That's just over the top. It's too much no matter how I see it"


  Aya rest her head on the top of the table while staring at me coldly.


  I didn't have the intention to make it sounds so weird, it's just the way we interpret thing might a bit too different.


  "It's not like that. Because back then you said that you will make me fall [thoroughly]. Right now, I don't feel like I [thoroughly] in love with you.


  That's right. This is what I mean. I'm not being unreasonable. With this, I'm sure even Aya would convinced...or not. She looks very discontent right now!


  "Let me ask you first, how do you define [thoroughly] anyway?"
"I can't help but thinking about you all the time from wake up until I sleep, I no longer could live without you!...kind of thing?"
"I see..."


  She's showing a difficult expression while placing her hand on top of her mouth. 


  Our relationship hasn't really changed since we started dating. Of course, I'm in love with her, but I think it's quite different with [thoroughly in love with her] kind of thing.


  "...So you mean that we are still in the middle of our one million battle?"
"Yup"
"You still think that girls dating each other is something impossible?"
"Hmm...well, yup"


  Her expressions become more difficult than before. I observe her from the sideways, she sure is gorgeous even from this angle, ah I like her. What I'm feeling right now is a gentle sensation, a taste of love.


  "Because, the one I love is Aya and it has nothing to do with other girls. I like you not because you are a girl, but because you are Aya.
"No, well, let's just leave it at that for now"
"What is?!"


  She pinched my nose and I let out a shriek.


  "Just tone down that stubbornness of yours"
"That was not my intention..."


  In fact, up until now I'm still wondering why would girls date each other. Actually, I still confused about the fact that I'm a homosexual. It just feels so unreal since all these time I only able to liked opposite-sex.


  That's why, I can't really label this love with [thoroughly].


  "Marika is, how should I put it, you really are temptress, huh"
"Eh, why!"
"Because, the way you said it, you implied that you want me to make you fallen in love [thoroughly], right?"
"Why does it become like that!?"
"You want me to hurry up and make you mine completely and rushing me. I never know that you already drowned that deep, well it's my fault that I'm too slow to figured it out. You really are greedy"
"That's not it!"


  This girl, she really interpret things the way it would benefit her. While still getting cocky, she gently pat my shoulders.


  "I understand. Let's go to the hot-spring during summer break. I'll pay for it"
"Eeehh!?"


  I don't know what triggered her impulsiveness, I really don't get her.


  "That's sudden...It sounds fun but I feel bad if you're going to pay for it"
"Then, let's use that one million yen"
"So, if I win, I would be the one whose going to pay for it, vice versa?"
"Yeah"


  Even if you said it like that...
It's not like I still desired that one million. I always thought that Aya is a super-rich celeb with a hundred billion yen inside her bank account, but after I know that the one million is the result from her job, of course I can't do that.


  Even now, I'm planning on pay her back the 30,000 yen she spent on my bag. I don't have any intention to told her beforehand, but Aya probably already figured it out. Beside, unlike before, I never brought up any topics concerning the money.


  But currently, the other party is looking at me with a smug smile like she's provoking me.


  "In the end, I'm the one who will pay for it anyway"


  She sure has a lot of confidence. She has a beautiful face, but seeing that conceited face of hers only boils something inside me.


  Ah, it's been a while since I'm getting this agitated. Since the day we started dating, Aya took a huge leap and being super-kind-girlfriend and treated me well that I've forgot the fact that she is a big bully!


  "Heh, I accept your challenge, let's go to that hot-spring trip. But you are wrong if you always think that everything will turned out as you planned. I assure you that I won't fail this time!"


  Her smile is getting darker.


  "I really like that gap between what you said and your reaction, it's cute. You always playing hard to get but actually you really have a low endurance that by getting attacked only once you already yield in."
"I'm not! You will lose that composure once I beat you! Just see!"
"Yeah yeah, I'll make sure to enjoy it."


  Aya spread her arms while shrugging her shoulders.


  "I'll totally make you say something like [Please forgive me for saying something like it's not possible for two girls being together. I'm really a fool. That's why, just let me cum]"
"As if I will say something shameless like that! You watched to much porn! Geez!"


  I feel like a little puppy that disobeying their master. Well, actually it's a tiger. It's a breeze for me to eat a girl like Aya.


  Just look, Aya. I already learnt a lot from my past mistakes to improve myself after all these time......


  And then we headed into our 99th day of our final showdown.
We planned our trip for the 15th until 16th of August.


  



  After we decided the date, there's a few things that we should talk about. The first thing is Astalotte. I decided to ask her about Astalotte's business during her time inside Aya's house. 


  "Well, there's a few circumstances, it wasn't a big deal"
Hearing that half-baked answer, I keep glaring at Aya.


  "Uh, sorry. I don't have any intention to hid this from you"
Is what Aya said while looking apologetic.


  "Asta came here for the sake of reading manga"
"......Manga?"
"Manga. Yuri Manga"



  An unexpected trivial reason....


  "She's only a middle-schooler and doesn't have that much money. She also can't go into Manga Cafe, that's why she used my house"
"Eehh...?"
"She came to Japan because she likes those stuff anyway. The main reason she applied for exchange because she's longing for that. Apparently, yuri culture is quite popular overseas."
"If it's just that, ain't it better to just lent her few manga so she can read them at her own house?"


  Aya let out a really repulsive face after hearing my suggestion.


  "No. She read manga in a really bad manner, like folding on a certain page."


  Aah, Aya does really care about her books' condition.


  "But you let me brought them to my house?"
"You don't have bad manner when reading books. Beside.....you are special"


  S-so that's the case.


  It's really a problem if you keep doing a surprise attack like that. Wait, it's not problematic, just embarrassing.


  "That's why, our relationship is not something you should worry about. At worst, Asta just touched herself while reading the manga."


  Umm...um?


  Somehow Aya just said something outrageous. Maybe it's better if I don't probe further, yep, let's stop. I won't deliberately stepping on a landmine.


  "Geez, you should say that since the beginning. Beside, you did something like cancelling our plan on the last minute, it makes me worried in case something happened to you."
"That's because Asta suddenly came. It takes an hour from her house to mine, I can't just make her going home like that."


  Aya is kind, or maybe unexpectedly a total pushover. Even when we did karaoke back then she ended up singing after I forced her to.


  "Well then, is she still going to your house?"
"No, I said that I have girlfriend now and I can't let her inside my room anymore. I don't want to cause any misunderstandings between us."
"Eh? Ehehe...so it's like that"


  Crap, I can't holding back my smile. She just referred me as her girlfriend.


  Well, it's true that we are girlfriends, somehow I can't explain this feeling well. It's embarrassing, it's ticklish...Girlfriend, huh.


  "And so, this is her response," Aya picked her phone and show me a message from Astalotte.
[Next time let's have sex with the four of us then!]
As if. The bar is too high for me.


  "Is she a lust demon or what?"
"I always think to make Karen-san take the full responsibility"


  So it's Karen-san's fault...


  "So, what was your reply? You won't said something like [Okay then next time], right?"
"I just simply said [No.]"


  I'm looking at Aya's face. I always thought that a stiff expression fits her image, but recently I think that she also looks good with sullen face. It's my own thought anyway.


  She whispered at me, "I don't want to let others seeing you naked after all."


  Aah, so that's the reason...Yup. But I kinda understand. Because I also don't want to let others seeing her naked state. Ah, whenever I came to remember that thing it makes me agitated.


  "Even though you did a threesome before"
"....I won't do it again"
"Really?"
"Of course"


  Aya hugs my arm tightly. I can faintly smell a scent of tea tree from her hair. She stares at me from the area around my chest.


  "I also don't want you to do it with someone other than me"
"Yeah yeah, I get it"


  Geez, she's being cute at time like this. Even though it would be alright if she always being spoiled like this...I bet she would turn into demon during our hot-spring trip....


  



  



  



  



  The thing that changed other than Astalotte, it's another surprising thing. 


  It was after we agreed to go to family restaurant after-school and eating there. 
A sudden coming-out.


  "Actually, the two of us are dating"


  From Yume and Chisaki.


  



  I unconsciously loosened my grip on the spoon. It fell onto the floor I ended up making the waiter exchange it for me.


  I still can't really proceed the sudden information and ended up just saying "Eh? Eh, eh, eh, eeh?"
"S-since when?"


  I don't bother to ask them questions like, why would you date a girl, or, even though you both girls, because I secretly dating Aya. 


  Yume looks like she's embarrassed and keep looking down.


  "Winter, during our first year..."
"Since that long ago!?"


  Eh, wait, wait a minute.


  "B-back then when you guys asked me about girls' love stuff, you guys were already dating? You guys just wanted to see how I react?"
"Well, yeah"
"Uwaa...so that's why. I'm sorry, I wasn't able to realized about what's going on"


  I hurriedly bowing my head, the two of them are laughing while assure me that it's okay. The time where I think that my [good at reading mood] title is a self-proclaimed thing might come soon. I'm having an identity crisis.


  I see. So that's why they always together...But, what should I do now.


  "Umm....congratulation?"
"Thanks?"


  Yume laughs again.


  "We thought if we told you, you will get disgusted at us. Because back then you frankly rejected the idea of two girls being together after all."
"Uhh, well, that's...I already went through a lot of things"


  I started to mumbling starting from the middle. Chisaki is looking at me and laughing with that famous eyes that can discern lies and truths.


  "So even Mari is growing up each day, huh. You also getting along with Fuwa as of lately."


  She said that while smirking. This girl, could it be she already figured it out...?
Yume looks puzzled and has no idea, but I really can't let my guard down around Chisaki.


  "Eeeh, I wonder what is this feeling. You see, like, my friends are getting into a special relationship, it gives me an odd feeling. Ah, but it's not like I hate it! It's just...uhh, I'm not being a bother, right?"
"It's okay it's okay, because it's Marika. Just let's keep being friends like always. That's enough, ri~ght?"


  Yume turned her gaze to Chisaki, asking for an agreement. Chisaki tilted her neck while saying, "Ri~ght."
Those act, somehow, really make them look like a pair of lovers.


  "Yeah, it's not like we are telling you this for any specific reasons, so you don't have to feel any obligation to do anything. We just want to let you know."
"Ha....well, if you guys are okay with that."


  But still, I can't helped but feeling dumbfounded when my best friends that I already know for over a year suddenly date each other...


  Yume was my first friend after starting high school. I don't have any friends from the same middle school here so I wanted to make a lot of friends. I have the confidence but can't really suppress those uneasiness inside me.


  The one who reached me out when I was in that state is Yume.


  "Hey, hey, you over there. You sure are cute! Let's become friends!"
I ended up laughing after hearing her flashy greeting that sounds like she's hitting on me.  


  Yume has a small body but she's filled with charm. Her grade is, well, at the level where I'm wondering how she managed to get in, but that's also part of her appeal.


  It's a regular occurrence where I helped her with her study before test. She always said, "No, I don't want to study anymore! It's my limit" It was kinda funny.


  Aya always thought of me as someone that bright and cheerful, that I always look like I'm having fun with a lot of people, but that's because Yume is together with me.


  Whenever I'm with Yume, she will dragged me into something dumb, but that's okay because it always turned out to be fun.


  "Yume and Chisaki, huh...."


  Chisaki is, the one I get along with after Yume.


  At first we talked because she has a good sense and she's an interesting person, it doesn't took long for us to hit it off.


  At first I kinda looking up to her, but after a while she showed her hidden sharp tongue that annoyed me sometimes. But when I think that as a sign that she became comfortable with us, I was happy.


  Whenever Yume had her shift, I went hang out normally with Chisaki. Sometimes we bought clothes together even though we had a different taste in fashion. Her advice is always on point, that's why I enjoyed my time with her.


  These two that I treasure as my best friends are lovers, huh....


  "Hey, this is just out of curiosity so you don't have to answer, but, which one did the confession?"


  Considering Chisaki's aggressiveness, it might be her who took the initiative.


  "It's me!"
"Eh, Yume?!"
"Umm, well, yeah"


  Whilst look like she's embarrassed, Yume passionately told me about their story. Could it be that she wanted to do something like this since ages ago?


  "Do you remember during Christmas last year? When my boyfriend since middle school was cheating on me?"
"Aah, sure. There was event like that"


  That one time where Yume got really angry, me and Chisaki did our best to comfort her. After that, I had my part-time job so I went ahead. If my memory serves right, during Christmas eve that night, Yume ended up sleeping over at Chisaki's house.


  "That time, Chii-chan was being so kind to me, and then....ehehe...."


  



  .............


  



  "Eh, wait. That's it?"


  Yume stares at Chisaki and then laughing shyly. Eh, wait.


  "You broke up with your boyfriend, then got Chisaki to comfort you, after that you ended up falling for her? You, just how easy are you!?"
"Because, that night Chii-chan was really warm you know!? She was being super kind you know!? She also got mad for my sake you know!? I can't helped it but falling in love with her, right!"


  No no no, that's too hasty even for Yume....


  Anyway, Chii-chan? Even though she usually called her Chisaki.


  Yume hugs and rub her body toward Chisaki, these two are being completely lovey-dovey, it makes me shy looking at them.


  "But Chii-chan won't accept my confession you see, even though I told her numerous time that I like her, she won't believe me"
"Ah, I'm glad Chisaki is a decent person"
"What were you implying there"


  Because, Yume, that means you are okay with anyone as long they willing to lent you an ear...


  Yume is pouting while keep hugging Chisaki's arm tightly.


  "Whatever~ She did reject me a lot back then, but in the end she agreed to go out with me after all~"
"Well, at first I just wanted to playing around you see."
"Eeeeh, that's mean"


  Chisaki shrugs her shoulder.


  "Because dating girls sounds interesting, right? There's also this thing, that I'm afraid if I reject you too strongly it will affect our friendship. If I put it in a good way, Yume is too earnest. Simply said, she's an idiot."
"Aah..."


  I really understand Chisaki's train of thoughts. I would definitely troubled if I was the one got confessed by Yume.


  "That...might be possible...but still..." Yume agreed with Chisaki with a small voice.
"But in the end I'm the one who decided to accept your confession, and also"


  Chisaki changed her expression into a gentle one, unlike her usual self while stroking Yume's head.
"I might get affected by Yume's feelings, and you were being super cute back then."
"Ehehe..."
Yume looks so happy getting praised by Chisaki.


  .......Hm? In the end they are just bragging, right?


  Anyway, looking at their faces, I get into a realization. So I look like that when Aya praised me...somehow it feels like looking at the mirror and it makes me embarrassed. Why are you geting embarrassed, you often did that kind of play with Aya, right? I did my best to bury the other me that being noisy since earlier.


  



  "Err, hey..."


  If I haven't changed, I might choose to not talking about this. But, I want to hear their thoughts, because I believe in them.


  "...Chisaki, when you accepted Yume's confession, just how far you gave it a thought?"
"How far...?"


  Errr, that's, uh, this is a bit hard to say.


  "Um, that kind of thing, like, there's a lot of hardships when you decided to date another girl, right? For example, you will received judgmental gazes from the societies, or your future plan when you choose to going out with another girl...Stuff like that."
"Aah, that. Well, more or less"


  Chisaki answered my question with a laughter, that's unexpected.


  "But hey, I guess it won't do if I'm thinking that far ahead at this step. For me, I try to date Yume and see if we are compatible enough for the long term ahead. If not, it's a natural thing to break up, right? Being friends again...might be a bit difficult. But rather than being afraid and not doing it at all, I think it's better if we just try and enjoying what came to us later. That sounds far more interesting, right?"
"Interesting..."


  I'm getting perplexed by her answer. So Chisaki choose to enjoy the current situation rather than think about stuff in complicated way. That's so carefree.


  "Mari is someone that looks like okay with every situation, but actually you are being cautious with your surrounding and a bit coward. I'm not like that. But that's not a bad thing, because that's the right behavior to surviving in this world, right? I'm a bit envious with that character of yours."


  That last part is quite surprising.


  "But I still think that it's no use if you think about it too hard. Even if someday we will break up, right now our feelings are mutual and we decided to going out is the truth. I just want to enjoy the time we have together right now."
"...Chisaki"


  My best friend is laughing earnestly. Her radiance is getting stronger.


  "We won't know is it possible or not for girls dating each other if we don't try it, right? For example, it might be possible that I would love Yume more than anything in my life after this. But that kind of thing has nothing to do with the gender, right? Or something like that"


  Yume whose hearing Chisaki's what-if explanation joined her hands in front of her chest just like a shoujo manga character and looking at Chisaki with a moist eyes.


  Yume is a sucker for romantic stuff anyway.


  "...Chisaki, you are incredible"
"Hm? Am I?"
"Yeah...Even though we often together I never saw this side of you. I've come to respect you a bit."
"Ahaha, just don't fall for me, okay? Yume will get jealous"


  She concluded her answer with a smile and then laughs. Indeed, it's not odd for Yume to fell for a dashing woman like Chisaki. 


  "It turned out that there's a same-sex couple just right in front of me...Could it be that there's a lot of same-sex couple in our school that I'm not aware of"
"It's possible. Our school is an all-girls school after all."


  Hearing that lukewarm answer from Chisaki, I started to thinking a lot of things.


  Even though I'm taking a popular girl attitude, I have so many things I'm not aware about. It's possible they exist among the people I've met. What if I unknowingly hurt that person with my words? I can't help but wonder.


  Falling in love with same-sex partner is not something to be scared of. Yume that being honest and straightforward with her feelings and choose to confessed. Chisaki that was brave enough to face and accepted Yume's feelings. These two are my precious friends and people I respect at the same time.


  "Yume, Chisaki. Just tell me if you need any help or face any problems"
"That's sudden. What happen, Mari?"
"Somehow, the feeling of friendship is flowing out...Somehow..."


  I'm holding my fist powerfully. What a weirdo, is what Chisaki said, like she's mocking me jokingly.


  "If we are talking about problematic stuff, it might be that. We only able to do house dates. If we went outside while holding hand and being seen by someone, it might invites some trouble, right?"
"Umm, that's right. It's a bit hard to fool them. Ah, I know!"


  Hearing Chisaki's problem reminded me of that.


  I picked up my wallet and took a business card from inside. There's a specific name and location for a certain shop.


  "You see, there's a good store located in Shinjuku. The master is kind, and the customers are people who prefer girls, it's pretty relaxing there."


  Karen-san's goal when she decided to build her own store might be closely related to their current problems. A place where they belong...it is not limited to one place, it would also triggered the possibility to discover other places.


  Karen-san is someone that bring me and Aya together in a certain meaning, I'll pay back her kindness bit by bit, first is by doing a quick advertisement for the store.


  That one was quite effective to take Chisaki and Yume's attention, it looks like they are getting interested with the store. The question about why do I know those kind of store is not coming, maybe it's out of kindness.


  "It's just, you guys better be careful"


  Both of them are really the definition of high school girls after all.


  "Don't ever come while wearing sailor uniform"


  



  *****


  



  

  At last, the day for our hot-spring trip has come.


  



  Two days one night, the trip between two of us.


  It would be a lie if I said my mother allowed me to go that easily, but with extra amount of effort, I somehow manage to got her permission.


  From finished my summer homework early, helping around the house, also, I made a point that I'll have a trip with girl so she doesn't have to worry....


  For the final card, I tried to beg and convince her, "Even though it's summer break, you are busy with work and father is on another prefecture because of his job. At this rate I'll rotting away inside the house during summer break on my second year high school!"


  After going this far, my mother finally gave in to my intense amount of begging. "Just promise me to take care of yourself, okay?"


  



  And finally.


  "Please take care of me for today."
"Yeah, me too."


  We met up at Shinjuku Station and boarded a train heading straight to Hakone-Yumoto Station. We arrived around noon and planning to just take it easy and enjoying the hot-spring. We ride shuttle bus from the station and get off near our inn. 


  The air during summer is scorching hot, walking around mountain at this season make it easy for us to get sweaty.


  My clothes for today is a white blouse combined with pleated mini-skirt. When we arrived at the inn we will change into yukata anyway, and this is my first trip with Aya so I don't want to skimp around. I have my own pride as a girl.


  Aya is wearing no-sleeve shirt with a long skirt that gives of a cool impression. She's so stunning that I unconsciously staring at her. 
"Is there something wrong?"
Aya asked me because I gawked at her since earlier, I hurriedly assure her that there's nothing wrong.


  "Nah, it's just I remembered that the first thing I honestly admitted about you is your good fashion sense."
"Really?"
"Yep. We had a different fashion genres but I like your style. Just by seeing the way you coordinated your clothes it's obvious that you put a lot of thought in it."
"Your eyes have a scary ability there."


  She smiles at me with a face that doesn't suit her statement.


  "I'll do my best so I won't getting tired by your endless compliment"
"No, that should be my line"
"No matter what you wear, you will look cute anyway, whether it's a super weird t-shirt or some character costume."
"What did you mean by that"
"Ah, I would be okay if I become someone responsible to pick your clothes. It would be fun choosing what kind of clothes that look good on you, of course I'll also do the underwear. For a life time."
"That's a violation to Article 13 of the Constitution of Japan! I have the freedom to choosing my own clothes!"
(TL Note: A very useless trivia. Article 13: "All of the people shall be respected as individuals. Their right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness shall, to the extent that it does not interfere with the public welfare, be the supreme consideration in legislation and in other governmental affairs.")


  When we done bickering around, we arrived at the inn.


  We choose this inn together, they just re-opened after done remodeling for most part. The front desk is sparkling it makes my high-school self felt out of place. But, right now I have this crazy beauty with me so the overall result is a huge victory (what victory?)


  Since we are still student, we properly hand the documents including our parents approval. When we done with the administration, they lead us to our room.


  We reached the inner part of the long corridor where our room is placed. The inn-keeper left us after greet us with a smile, "Please enjoy your time"


  "Uwa, this really feels like a hot-spring trip! This traditional room!"
"You're right"


  After put her luggage in the corner, Aya pour the water into the electric pot and boil them. Then, she poured the tea like she already used to do it.


  Meanwhile I, what is this called, this thing that placed behind traditional sliding screen where there's small desk with two chairs facing each other. I enjoy my time there, ah I know, it's called Hiroen.


  "Ah this feels so good. We picked a right room"
"You're right"
"Aya you too, come here. The space in front of me is empty you know. Let's take a picture together"
"Yeah yeah"


  She came while bringing the tea for each of us. 


  I'm looking for a good angle for doing a selfie....


  "Somehow this is...."
"Hm?"
"When we sit together like this, rather than a lovers, ain't this feel like we are married couple..."


  Ah this is a little embarrassing...


  I tried to fool her from noticing my burning cheeks by sipping the tea Aya brought with her earlier. I just realized that this is our first trip as a lovers...I completely got into the trip between friends kind of mood since morning that I forgot. Ah not good, I'm starting to being super conscious with the whole situation.


  Just like noticed that I let my guard down, Aya swiftly lean her body toward me and stole a kiss. It surprised me when I suddenly feel the sensation of her glossy lips.


  "Wa-wait, Aya...We just arrived..."
"Because you suddenly become embarrassed and it's cute, that's why"
"Ge-geez...don't pushed the blame on others, you just want to do it, right...You really don't care about the TPO as long as you have the urge to do it." (TL Note: TPO = Time, Place, Occasion)


  I keep complaining while pouting to hide my embarrassment. My girlfriend who really turned on right now somehow already move quickly to laid out a futon.



  U, Uhmm......


  "H-hey, the sun is still bright out there"
"Hurry up it's not the time to just standing there"
"Eh...she's being super eager right now....."


  Aya quickly took off her clothes and left her with one piece of a thin camisole.


  A white skin just like a porcelain, a nicely shaped bottoms that fitted under her lingerie which make her body looks more tempting. She's really hoping for this. Hiee...


  "This trip's main purpose is to make you understand after all"


  A well-carved beauty like Aya is sitting on the futon in the middle of traditional room, somehow....it feels like it would triggered something inside me. Even though we are both girls, I still unconsciously swallowing my own saliva because she's that gorgeous.


  "Or, is it because you afraid you will lose so quickly that you don't want to come here? It's not a problem, you know. There's still plenty of time, should we play something more child-like?"


  I think I just see a pair of devil-like horns between her hairs while she provoked me using that annoying smile. As expected, it irked me so much, who said that I'm afraid!


  My embarrassment was defeated by this burning fighting spirit, I took off my blouse and it left me with a pair of underwear.


  I set the air conditioner's temperature a bit lower and sneak inside the futon where Aya is waiting.


  "So impatient. You are being too desperate for this, don't you think? It won't really matter, whatever you do I won't fall [thoroughly]. Fufun~ I will make sure to turn your effort into nothing."


  Aya climbed on top of me kissed me. She placed both her hands on my ears, I can hear the sounds of our tongues entwined so clearly like it's echoing inside my head.


  The seconds our lips parted, I can feel the tears are welling up.


  U-Umm, as expected from her battle mode, she became so rough from the start. This much, is nothing...If it's only for two days and one night I can counter them.


  "There's one thing I would like to clarify"


  Her cheeks are bright red, she licked my cleavage, I can feel a burning sensation from her breath. 


  "I want to do this not for the sake of that battle, but because I like you."


  She's looking at me with that passionate gaze from above my body. 


  "It's because I like you that I want to make love with you, it's because I like you that I want to make a mess out of you. Remember this."
"...Um, yeah"


  This, this might be dangerous.


  Up until now, it feels good even though when we were doing it for the sake of just having sex. But if right now she touches me with that fiery feelings...


  Can I manage to endure her attacks?


  



  The cries of cicadas and the strong light from the sun are entering our room. Aya is looking at me and proceed to take off my underwear.


  She moved her head and sucked the tip of my breast. That gorgeous-looking Aya is getting so engrossed with my breasts it makes me feel weird that I unconsciously let out my voice.


  "Our room is quite far from the other room, you don't have to hold back your voice. Just let it out aloud."
"That's, don't...say it, like that..."


  This is not good. I got swallowed inside her rhythm. The sensation is similar with getting sucked in into the whirlpool of pleasure.


  



  "Marika..."
"Nnn...nn, fuh...aahhh...."


  We spent the rest of the day by having a...leisure...? sex until evening. The sun has already set when we stop doing it. Aya's skin has turned into maple-colored due to her high temperature. 


  Both of us are soaked in sweat, and probably, our scent is a bit too much. I really want to dip into hot-spring before we had our dinner....I tried to think to shake off this feelings of pleasure from my body.


  But still, Aya, she was being intense. Her attacks today is just so different with her usual. 


  "You were being too rough...what if my body getting sore by tomorrow and I can't stand up because of you?"
"I'll gladly carry you home"


  ...It's really plausible that she would do that. I took a bottle and gulp it to replenish my water need. I put back the bottle with a sigh while Aya is looking at me smugly. I stared at her with eyes full of resentment.


  "What was that, Aya...You were holding back all of these time.....?"
"When we did it inside my room, our voices will easily leaked out. But when we are here, I no longer have to worry about that and I can do my best."
"You can do your best...."


  Aya once again came closer. Her eyes are glittering so brightly.


  "Well, let's do it once more. I will do my best to make you feel it a lot that you'll lost your mind."
"Uhh...Just don't overdo it, please"


  At least I already asked her once, but she's a bully so she won't do it as I requested. 


  It seems like that our day will ended just by doing sex.


  



  



  



  Our room has a private bath, that's why I really intended to wash off these sweats before we have a dinner, but.....


  "Nnn, nnm...nn...aahh!"


  Aya made me sit on the edge of the tub and she forcefully opened my legs and she sat there. I came a few times before but she won't let me off.


  "No, no please stop, I already...no, ahh, cum again...no, it feels good, no, stop...aah!"


  My hips are shaking by the intense sensation, I desperately shake my head and begged her to stop but she didn't care. She keep going and forcefully make me cum again and again.


  "~~~~~"


  My body released all the tension once I came again. I really look like a little girl when Aya is on her peak performance.


  I thought I could manage something but that's not the case at all. My body reacted easily just by her one touch. On top of that, whenever she's done messing with me she would kissed me tenderly. That's why whenever I cum I relentlessly opened my arms to hug her tight.


  My expectation will soaring through the skies whenever I received her kisses.
Ah, no...she is being rough again....


  Aya would definitely attacked my weak spot, she perfectly controlled my body into the peak of pleasure.


  Whenever I thought that I was close, she would stop her hand's movement. After that I would become anxious and when I'm least expecting her, Aya would touched me with an intense force unlike her previous movement. The sudden stimulus would instantly made my body reacted, I feel like my inside turned into magma that could erupted anytime. Even now, the heat are swirling inside my body.


  Aya swipe my drool and deliberately showing it to me while still looking at me. 


  "Hey, look at this. You really are enjoying this right, Marika?"
"Uhh..."


  It's embarrassing. I can't say anything, not even one word to her.


  Just, just a bit more. It's so close, but Aya wont move her hand again.


  



  I started to feel frustrated, when I decided to just beg her to put an end to this unbearable feeling, Aya is getting off from my body. She kissed my cheek lightly and smiling.


  "It's almost time for the dinner. Let's go"
"..........Ah, um, okay......yeah"


  I only manage to nod, I can't think clearly due to the fuzzy feelings in my head and body. We washed our body properly this time and wore our yukata. Then, we headed to the dining hall. During those period, my body is trapped between sweet numbness that won't leave my body.


  "Hey, Aya"
"What is it?"


  I tried to tug her yukata a little while facing her. She smiled at me beautifully that I find it a bit lurid, I choose to not saying anything.


  



  



  



  When we entered the dining hall, most of the tables are already occupied. We showed our dining hall pass and the waiter guide us to our table.


  "Apparently, their roast beef is pretty good"
"O-Ooh, is it? I'll looking forward for the foods then"


  We choose a dinner set plan. While waiting for our dishes, we talked about a lot of trivial stuff. But my body won't calm down since earlier that I can't properly spoke during our time together.


  "Marika? Marika?"
"Eh, ah, sorry. W-what is it?"
"Let's try the main bath after this, is what I said....Fufu"


  While smiling at me, she sneak her hands under the table when no one can see them. She slowly stroking my thighs.


  "Wait...."


  Just by her simple touch, I fell like I can't hold back my voice. I pushed my hands on my mouth to keep my voice down. I feel my tears are already came out and I glared at her.


  "For you to do something like that in here, are you insane....?"
"It seems that it turned out to be very effective, huh? When I stopped touching you at that point."
"........"


  As I thought that was intentional....This jerk.....


  While showing a calm face just like a noble lady, she exude an erotic pink aura that only I can perceive. 


  "Do you want to continue where we left of right after we done with the dinner?"
"Th-that's...not really"


  Finally, the waiter came with a lot of Japanese Cuisine we ordered. It looks perfectly same with the sample pictures we saw the other day, looks delicious.


  "Get off your hands of me, the food is here. Now eat and stop saying weird things."
"Okaay, let's eat."


  I tidy up my hair and started eating. The taste really pleased my palate the moment it touched my tongue. I used up a lot of energy today so I was really hungry. When I imagined what will happen after this, I savor each dishes and make sure that I ate all of them.


  "Huh? You hate tomatoes, Aya?"
"I'm not really good with the raw one. I'm perfectly okay with sauce or soup"
"Huh, I see. By the way, I'm okay with both"


  Aya stabbed her tomato and then hold it out in front of me.


  "Aaahn"
"Eehhh....?"


  I looked around me, there's a lot customers that bring their families here!


  "Being shy?"
"Nah, if it's only a funny exchange between friends I'm cool with it...but...with Aya, it feels...lewd"


  I manage to said it despite being this embarrassed. Aya won't stepping back and with a stronger gaze she's pushing that fork on me. She's really persistent at time like this. Rather than getting stuck in this situation, I choose to surrender and opened my mouth.


  "........Nnn"


  Ah, the sourness is pretty strong.


  "Good girl, Marika"


  I get praised by Aya, I feel pretty complicated right now because when she praised me like that it makes me happy...


  Not good, she's getting cocky because I keep let her doing as she pleases.


  "....Well, you also did good today."


  I said it while keeping my composure.


  "Doing something like that, is kind of hard for you, right? The one who keep doing it is bound to be more tired than the one who get done, right? Moving your fingers without any break is quite tiring, right? I don't really know though"


  I raised the flag for the injury time of our battle earlier in the futon, be thankful. Then, Aya's reponse is...let's see.


  "Not really, I think. It's okay. I trained for it after all"


  Fuwa Aya. The woman who proved martial arts training that supposed to strengthen her muscle power also doing great at supporting her sex life.


  "Rather than me, Marika"


  Right now, Aya put up an expression just like a master whose scolding her maid.


  "You were being so desperate to hold back your voice back then, came for few times, also having your body trembled that much. I know you really want to hurry and go back to our room, but for now let's enjoy the dishes and rest your body, okay?"
"Ugh"


  She ended the injury time with a deadly finishing move. Along with the tenderness of the roast beef, I also tasted the flavor of defeat.


  "Somehow....it always turned out like this, huh? Between you and me."
"Marika as an undisciplined temptress bottom while me as the attacker"
"Sorry I don't really understand with that specific choice of words...What I mean is we always being stubborn, and then provoking each other. At this rate we might ended up in a very nasty fight...is what I think"


  Aya shook her head after hearing my miserable future prediction.


  "It's not the same"
"Is it?"


  She's smiling at me kindly.


  "Because your voice is kinder now"
"I don't really notice something like that myself"
"If it's me, I know. I'm always looking at you after all"


  The area around my hips are tightening again because she suddenly let out that kind voice.


  After that incident at the bar, she sure always be honest with me and never hide anything. She's being too straightforward right now that the moment where I'm getting embarrassed increased drastically.
But, I see.


  "That's...of course it would change. I am your girlfriend, more or less..."


  I think I understand now, as long as I have this feeling of 'like', everything will turned out to be okay. For example, even though my partner is also a girl just like me....or something like that?


  "Marika"
"Y-yes?"


  Aya is looking straight at me, I do aware that I just said something crazy embarrassing just now. I can see a fiery blaze inside that eyes.


  "W-what is it?"
"Let's go back. I really want to mess with my adorable girlfriend right now"
"We haven't eat the dessert yet!"


  She grab my wrist strongly it horrifies me. I really don't understand her switch. But at this moment I started to realized that as her girlfriend I might need to train my body.


  



  



  



  Just like her declaration earlier, or should I phrase it as just like what she promised earlier. She really doing as she pleases the second we stepped into the room. Just like a pet that offered their stomach to get patted by their owner, my body keep being honest responding to each of her touch. My voice are getting louder, just like a pet that rejoiced because their owner's intense touches.


  No one know this side of me, whether it's my father, my mother, or my friends, this me is only for Aya. This me exists to get touched and satisfy Aya's desires. This me, right here right now is formed from our time together, when we joined our body like this.


  It seems like we already done everything and fulfilled Aya's desires, at that moment that's what I thought....It turned out that my experiences is still far from enough, but that's for another time....


  We were doing it so intensely that we didn't have the chance to dip into the main bath. I don't know when, but at one point I fell asleep.


  



  



  The sun shines brightly through the window. I slowly opened my eyes.


  I'm pretty sure I wasn't wearing anything when I almost passed out last night but right now I properly wear my yukata. It looks like I should thank Aya for doing a lot of stuff after I fell asleep.


  "....Ah"


  I found Aya whose looking at me, I can see my half-asleep state through the reflection from her eyes.


  "Aya, you weren't sleeping?"
"No, I just woke up earlier"
"I see"


  I moved my body a little and then crawled into Aya's futon and snuggled up on her.


  "What time is it?"
"Umm, it's around 7 at the morning. It's okay if you want to sleep more"
"Okay"


  Aya slips her hands around my chest while gently caressing my head. It's warm, and it smells like Aya.


  "Hey, Aya"
"What is i~t?"
"You see, I like you"
"Me too. I like you, I really like you"


  It's been 100 days since our first proper conversation. The last day to make me thoroughly fall in love with her. I spend this moment blissfully while enveloped inside her warm body. 


  "Haa"
"Is it cold?"
"Somehow it feels like you completely got me"


  I tightened my hug around Aya's figure. She has a bountiful chest, a slim waist, smooth skin, it really is a girl's body. A body just like mine.


  "Hey, do you always prefer girls since back then?"
"Hmm..."
"Ah, you don't have to answer if you don't want to. That was sudden, right? I was thinking about myself, y'see. What if one day I suddenly stop being in love with you, what would I do. I was being anxious by myself." 


  Because, this love I'm feeling right now is something I always regarded as a mistake and not normal.


  I asked Chisaki about stuffs, I thought a lot of things by myself, in the end, I had arrived at one conclusion.


  "....That's why I really wanted to [thoroughly] in love with you. When I'm being yours, I no longer should be afraid about what will happen in the future, that's why...."
"......Marika"


  Aya kissed my forehead, her smile is a lonesome one when she's looking at me.


  "What about now?"


  Her voice sounds calm, but I can feel an uneasiness from her. 


  That's why, I...


  "Um...but right now I think this doesn't have anything to do with something complicated like that. Whether my partner is a boy, or someone else, it would still be the same. It's just simply that I want to treasure this feeling of love that I currently have."


  I rest my body on Aya's body, hoping that my answer will reach deep inside her heart.


  "If you told me to not worry about anything from now on, it's a bit impossible, I think...But at least, for now I'm pretty sure that there's no one else in this world that held me dear and love me as much as you. After we do this trip, I can guarantee that much.
"...I see. Okay, I'm glad that my efforts came into fruition"


  Hearing that contented voice of hers, I can't help but laughing. Up until here, this morning really feels like a moment happiness, it was really the best morning.


  "Then, what do you think about girls dating each other?"
"...........Ugh"


  Aya changed her position and leaning on me.


  Aya's kindness and Aya's cruelty appeared at the same time. The arms around my neck just like a tie that binds me around.


  "Hey, Marika. What do you think?"


  I never and won't ever say this, but I like seeing Aya when she's on top of me. This moment when nothing else other than me matter in her eyes. 
I feel like I have no place to escape from her, so I can be honest right now.


  "It can be...."
"Nn, clever girl"


  In the end, our 100 days battle ended up with her glorious victory. 


  But it can't be helped, it's okay.


  Aya is no longer an enemy, she also not a stranger, her happiness is also my happiness.


  I lightly getting up from my futon and sneak my hand around Aya's body. I bring my mouth closer to her ears and whispering sweetly at her.


  "Actually, you make my body remembered a lot of things, that's why I think I no longer can be apart from you...."


  She let out a complacent smile, it looks like I will get pushed down since early morning.
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  Hey, Aya. From now on, you should only looking at me, okay?
Let me keep on thoroughly loving you.


  



  



  With this, my 100th day ended up with a major defeat, but our 100th day ended up with glorious victory.


  



  



  



  And we lived happily ever after.
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  Extra: The Girl Who Fell in Love Since the Beginning


  Fuwa Aya sitting on her chair while focusing her gaze on a certain direction.


  "Morning!"
A girl is entering the class while saying her morning greetings.


  Her name is Sakakibara Marika, this class' famous student.


  She has a bright hair with a cheerful smiles. Wherever she goes, she lets out a brilliant aura with an easy to recognize voice so she's really stand out. Her outer appearance is dazzling, but she also has a kind personality. She always paid attention to her surroundings and give a hand to those in needs. With those qualities, everyone is bound to get attached to her.


  Just by her presence, the class' atmosphere will become soft and enjoyable. It also applied during her walk toward school, she always surrounded by a lot of friends. She's really shining as main protagonist while bathing in the sea of spotlight.


  (Today, Sakakibara-san looks cute as always)


  Aya sighs when she remembers that Marika's existence is just like a dream. Her hand will never reach the protagonist who is standing at the stage.


  Sakakibara Marika is someone who lived in a different world.


  She is an attractive girl. For a few times Aya thought that it would be nice if she can get along and talk normally with her. On a certain days when she somehow get turned on, she thought to somehow coaxing Marika to get her sleep with her.


  (Ever since I got infatuated with Sakakibara-san, I sure no longer have any interest in doing that stuff with other girls)


  



  But after she went a lot of up-and-down in her life, Aya decided to just looking at Marika from afar, it's plenty for her.


  (I'm really glad we are in the same class)


  Aya really cherishes this small happiness of hers.


  



  "Girl going out with another girl? That can't be"


  Hearing Marika's voice saying something like that, Aya feels like her heart went cold. It's just as if her shallow thoughts are being answered in a very brutal way.


  Of course, it's not weird if she's a person from that side. We are destined to never crossing path with each other.


  (....But, well, that's a given)


  She decided to bury her feelings that hidden deep inside her chest into a more deeper hole. Marika is a cute and pure girl, it won't do if Aya dragged her into Aya's world. Since Aya started working in the bar, she started to get better at controlling herself.


  (Well then, let's study)


  Let's just avoid this feeling for now and focus on today's lesson preparations. Aya is preparing her studying material while using Marika's voice as her BGM. But then...


  "That's not it! The creepy old-man manager just keep harassing me sexually so I got fed up with him and decided to quit!"


  That statement from Marika packed quite a punch for Aya that she almost crushed her pencil case.


  (Sakakibara-san was sexually harassed...?)


  When Aya imagined a scene where pervert middle-aged man is enjoying Marika's body with his hands, she went pale.


  Aya can easily picturing Marika's efforts and time to polished herself and make sure she managed to emphasize her cuteness.


  Aya can feel that her blood is boiling when she realized that filthy man was trampling on a girl's praiseworthy efforts.


  (I think a legal treatment can be done here)


  But, no matter how pissed Aya was, it won't change anything if Marika doesn't wish for it. If Aya ended up doing something, it would only fulfilled her own ego. Aya just wanted to appeal Marika by showing her good sides after all.


  In fact, Marika is talking about her sexual-harassment experience while laughing, Aya is wondering if she really doesn't care about the whole thing. She ended up labeling Marika as a tough girl and Aya getting more impressed by her bravery. If it was me, I would definitely broke a bone or two.


  (....This is not good, I already resolved myself to behave during my high school years)


  Aya shook her head and took a deep breath. She tried to calm herself.


  (Anyway, Sakakibara-san sure had an extreme topics since earlier)


  It doesn't mean her choice in making topics will lessened Marika's attractiveness in Aya's eyes, but deep down Aya really wanted her to lead a peaceful life. Considering Marika's personality, it would be better for her to went into an academy for rich-ladies rather than normal school like this.


  (....As if. As I thought I was being too protective over her. Sakakibara-san might looks careless sometimes but she has a good insights)


  Aya always become reckless whenever it was something related to Marika. At this rate she might getting reported someday because she stared at Marika too much. Aya already seen a lot of example through the experiences during her job at Shinjuku.


  Aya once again let out a sigh deep inside her heart when Marika suddenly dropping a bomb.


  "Really? I only need to do that much and I already had 10,000 in my hands? I was sexually harassed before and got nothing. But by doing this, I get sexually harassed for 10,000 yen of course this one sounds better"


  Aya can heard her laughter, she really wanted to smack her head on the table right now.


  What happened with having a good insights?!


  While not saying anything, Aya decided to get up from her chair. Her sudden move might make her dizzy so she decided to hurry up and move her legs. 


  After doubting for a moment, she decided to call her out.


  "Hey"


  After her shoulders twitched for a moment, Sakakibara Marika turned into Aya's direction with a very wonderful smile.


  (....Even though it was just a joke, as if I can let her doing a compensated dating with strangers, it can't be)


  Aya started to questioning Sakakibara Marika's insight, it might be not that great unlike what she imagined before. If that's really the case, Aya determined to protect her by her own.


  Fuwa Aya's sense of duty are burning intensely.


  



  ***


  



  For now, Aya succeed in making appointment after school with Marika. Aya is so lost about what she should do from now on during the class.


  She tried to do a simulation for their conversation later.


  First, the pattern where Aya just being honest and convey her feelings.


  She really worried about Marika and she doesn't want to let her get caught in a dangerous situation. That's why she will stop her. If it's money that she wanted, Aya would gladly provide her with the financial support.


  If Marika responded with [Why would you go that far for me?] with a dubious expressions filling her face.
Then.....her answer is.....
[Because, I'm in love with you?]
Aya whispered it inside her chest.


  She looked at Marika from her chair, then she furrowed her eyebrow and rejecting the idea. It sounds fishy. Besides, Marika must be familiar with getting confessed by either boys or girls. Aya really doubt herself if she worthy enough to do that. 
(※ Later it would revealed that this one is the correct choice, but right now, Aya doesn't dare to think doing this even inside her dreams)


  On the first place, Aya can't imagine that Marika would willingly receive an easy money from her own classmate. Even though she's being really sincere in giving her money, the possibility of Marika getting repulsed by her action is still pretty high.


  If she really want to do this, she need a proper motive so she won't getting suspicious. Not something easy, but something that would stand as a strong reasons.


  (....That's right)



  Aya remembered something, she quickly write it down on her notebook.


  (If Sakakibara-san is really willing to sell her body, that's right....if the partner is me, she will faces nothing dangerous)


  That's right. It would be totally safe and I have no reasons to worried. I will never do something that will harm her, it really is a good idea. That's right, I will buy her myself for 10,000 yen/day.


  I will buy her...and then what should we do?


  Make her clean my house? Washing my clothes? Or maybe....
.....Aya's hand has stopped.


  (I will buy...Sakakibara-san)


  The image of half-naked Marika getting wrapped in a cute ribbon floating inside Aya's head. That was...as expected, not good, right? It's just too appetizing.


  



  (Right now what I have in my bank account is around....The way to make a girl fall for me...Uhhh....)


  Fuwa Aya's brain is working at the high pace. It's a brain that she took a pride in for making her got first place in her grade. Planning...First phase, second phase, third phase......


  When she snapped out from her own world, the note has filled with the detailed plan. The plan to make Sakakibara Marika thoroughly falling in love with her in 100 days. Actually, judging by the content it much more like a guide to make Sakakibara Marika drowned into the depth of pleasure.


  (Somehow, I feel like I can do this)


  As long as she had this, Aya confident that she could make every kind of girl become head over heels for her.


  (But, Sakakibara-san is....)


  Aya is hesitating and getting troubled.


  Up until now, she's content by only looking at Marika from distance. If she directly involved herself, it will only rage her sense of immorality.


  Just like coming into a hand-shaking event with her idol that she usually only can see through the television, Aya is being afraid.


  (As I thought it would be better if I only warn her. The final decision depends on Sakakibara-san though)


  When Aya almost erase her notes that filled with nonsense, the teacher has turned their body to call a student.


  "Well then, for the next part, today's absent number is, Sakakibara-san"
"Yes"


  Marika swiftly standing from her own chair after getting called by the teacher. She graciously standing while looking at the textbook, she's sparkling.


  Right now is modern literature class, she read the content of the book with a precise intonation and then end her part with an accurate rhythm. 


  "That's enough. You really did well, Sakakibara-san."
"Thank you"


  Marika shake her hand while sits again. It looks like she had an eye contact with her friend and she make a peace sign to the friends. Looking at that, Aya unconsciously nodding to herself.


  The well-liked Marika, a bright and cute girl. Marika whose living in the bask of light.


  ....She won't say that she was living her life like that, but during middle-school, Aya had quite a lot of friends. But now, she's being isolated from others. That's the thing they called being unfortunate. She suddenly getting attacked out of nowhere, without choosing the time, place, or even the role.


  (....................)


  She would never let that bright smile turned into a darkness, Aya doesn't desire that. She vows that she will never let it happen. 


  Aya thinks of her plans once again, as expected she can't let things go into an uncertain direction.


  She can't let this responsibility fall into other person, this is something she should do by her own hands. She should do this for Marika's sake, it can't be helped. Right. She's not doing this for her own interest, or her own pleasure, or her own feelings. Absolutely.


  



  ***


  



  (I'm not being nervous. I'm not. It's the truth)


  Soon after the bell rings, Aya hurriedly dashed off from the classroom. She has something she should do before she met Marika. While still wearing her uniform, she's heading straight to the bank.


  She completed her withdrawal notes and waiting for her turn, it's for the sake to withdraw one million yen from her bank account. 


  When the lady received her notes, the lady asked her for the reasons of the withdrawal. Aya already prepared her perfect answer to counter the lady's suspicions. Aya is still student after all, it's normal for the bank staff to make sure that she doesn't get involved in any fishy transaction.


  "It's for my marriage funds"
"Eh? Uhmm...."
"I'll use this money as a down payment for my marriage ceremony site. I'm still 16 this year, but I'm planning to have ceremony next year. Is this okay?"


  The lady is smiling. Along with the face of suspicions, she also looks a bit agitated hearing the reason. Aya took the envelope from her hand and bow her head as a sign of gratitude. She then left the bank and headed to the Cafe where they decided to meet up. 


  Right now, even though she's bringing one million yen inside her bag, the fact that she would have a private talk with Marika after this worried her more. 


  What will happen after this, is exactly just like what she planned. There's only one little unexpected things occurred where Aya had no idea that things would become like that.


  



  ***


  



  "What is it...."
"Ah, nothing"


  The talk has ended well and we are walking home together. For now, the one million yen is kept inside my bag. If I meet the same lady, it's not like I could say that the wedding are canceled, it's too painful to do. After a short thought, I decided to deposit my money via ATM.


  We exited the Cafe and walking toward the station. Marika is walking beside me while keep looking vigilant and putting her guard up. She looks like walking with a kidnapper.


  Well, that's a given. I just proposed something like 100 days battle out of nowhere, of course it lowered Marika's favorability of me. I'm good with that.


  "Let's buy that bag tomorrow, it would act as something like an advance payment."


  Aya looks happy. With this, she succeed on protecting Marika from dangers. She already achieved around 90% of her main goals.


  After this is, she planned to touch her moderately and then let her off after their agreement ended.


  Right. She only intended to do that much.


  "This can't be, this is definitely can't be happened, this can't be....."


  Aya is looking at Marika that keep repeating her words in an inaudible voice. She never thought that a protagonist that lived in a different world, someone that she would never crossed path with, is walking beside her right now with a distance that enough for Aya to observe her eyelashes' shape.


  Her heart is beating faster. This is weird. I should've already understand about my role in her life and I can't let her get involved with me. But what if I make use of this chance...


  "Marika"
"What"


  My voice reached her. She responds to my words. She's even glaring at me.


  My chest keep getting hotter. This feeling, is not something I took account before.


  (If I managed to make her fall in love with me, she will stay with me even after our agreement has ended.....?)


  Even though it's only limited to physical relationship, she doesn't mind. A girl that supposed to be a faraway existence and I already gave up to reach is here right now, spending the same moment with me.


  At this moment, Aya can't fight the temptation. This moment is a miracle.


  She stops walking, following after her, Marika also standing still.


  "What do you want? Why are you looking at me....Stop persistently gazing at me would you"
"Is it?"
"Let me say this first, today I still haven't sold my body to anyone yet. The me right now is only mine, your ownership over me is starting tomorrow"


  Hearing a statement that sounds like a challenge, Aya just stretched her arm toward Marika's direction. Marika is getting alarmed by her sudden movement, but like ignoring her reaction, Aya placed her palm on Marika's cheek and caress it gently. 


  "Wha....What are you!?"
"..........."


  



  Aya couldn't say anything. 


  It's warm.


  Her hand feels like melted when it touches that tender sensation.


  This girl will become my possession starting tomorrow. For the 100 days, I can do anything I want to her. I'll convince her, and make her accept all of me.


  (Something like that is)


  Definitely impossible.


  Someone who can stand this amount of pressure, there might be none other than a saint or wise-men.


  "I'm starting to get fired up"
"Haa? That's totally my line though?"


  But of course, Marika doesn't have any intention to lose here, it really easy to figure it out just by seeing her expressions. She smack off Aya's hand from her cheeks.


  "I'll also say this, don't ever try to holding back, I really despise those kind of things"


  Aya sees the eyes that full of determination. She is a person that fully believe with herself and her own future, it looks dazzling and beautiful.


  Maybe if Aya didn't do anything, Marika will be okay. She doesn't need Aya's concern over her own circumstances. She could manage by her own power and make her own wish came true. Marika exude a huge amount of confident that makes Aya think that would be the case. She really resembles a sun.


  "I get it"


  Aya accept her condition and nods. Even if after 100 days she lost her money and Marika, she won't hold back on anything. Because right now, she's standing on the spot where Aya can reach her. 


  "I won't holding back, I promise"
"What's with that? Were you planning to do that?"
"Just a bit. It's not fun if I win this too quickly"
"Annoying...."


  Marika stomp on her feet and walking ahead leaving Aya behind. Aya gazes at that back and that gently flowing hairs.


  Each time she opened her mouth, she only said offensive things. But that can't be helped because she's someone I bought with a money. I don't want to asked her smiling nicely whenever she's with me, because that's meaningless.


  I don't want to get spoiled by her kindness, so I will properly placed myself as her "enemy", and so I need to act like one.


  "This looks fun right, Marika"
"What is"
"Things that would happened starting tomorrow, and days after that"
"Huh, it must be nice having an upper hand"
"Well, I already splurged money for this. Also, I think you should be happy with this arrangement. This one is pretty good for a part-time job, don't you think?"
"That's true! The only problem here is you!"


  Aya laughs at her answer.


  "You can say anything you want for now, because soon, you will think that you no longer can live without me"


  Even though I already determined to do this, being hated is really not fun. It's just that I have no leeway to choose this freely.


  Actually, I always love you. These words are always hidden deep inside my chest. And with that, the 100 days battle to make her thoroughly fell for me physically has begun. Or so I thought.


  



  ***


  



  Aya opened her eyes slowly, somehow she fell asleep.


  Right now, her body is shaking along with the train's movement, she can feel a soft sensation from her cheeks. She slowly raise her head and heard a gentle laugh from her side.


  "It's rare for you to doze off like that"
"Nnnn...."


  Currently we are on our way back from the hot spring. Even though it's a weekday, considering it's summer break right now, the train is pretty crowded. It seems like I leaned my body to Marika and had a good nap since earlier.


  Marika held back from yawning.


  "Even though I was saying that, I only woke up just now"


  I see. Today is the 100th day since that fateful day. 


  "Marika, last night must be hard for you"
"Why are you saying that like it doesn't have anything to do with you...Who do you think responsible for that...."


  She said her protest while showing her anger, but her eyes still radiate warmth just like a sun, and Aya is reflected on those eyes.


  Aya laid her head on Marika's shoulder again.


  "I like you, Marika"
"Eh, that's sudden. You want to get spoiled?"


  Instead of caressing her cheek, she grip Marika's hand tightly. Her body really feels warm, and gentle.


  "I really like you. I love you"
"T-that's....me too...."


  After checking her surroundings, Marika who answered Aya's confession is a small voice is really lovely, she can't held back her overflowing love.


  Aah, really. For us to come up until this point, this just like a dream.


  Just like, a miracle.


  



  "Hey, Marika."
Aya closed her eyes and whispering to her.


  "I'm in love with you"
She strengthened her grip on Marika's hand.


  "....E-even I....also....like you, Aya."


  



  



  When our summer break ended, we will go back to our normal school days. We can't be this close with each other, but I'm still happy with that.


  



  



  Because, our relationship that started with something physical, has changed into something deeper where our hearts are connected as one.


  Bonus Manga
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