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Summary: 
                                    For 16-year-old Aya, life was simple. Academically gifted as one of the top students in the nation, and heralding from the renowned and wealthy Kuramoto family, it was like she was playing life on easy mode. Oh, and it didn’t hurt that she was also a complete beauty by all standards of the word, catching the heart of almost every guy in the school.

Everything was going according to plan, until the new transfer student arrived...

                                







Chapter 1 - Aya


            “I like you! Please go out with me!”

A tall boy with neat black hair, and a handsome face bowed his head, his cheeks red, and his hands tightly curled into fists at his side.

In front of him stood a girl of slightly above average height, but that was the only thing that was slightly above average about her. The rest of her features significantly blown past the barriers of what one would consider average, and even further beyond that, as an impeccable snow-white face was revealed, adorned by perfectly shaped lips of the purest pink. Straight midnight-black hair flowed past her shoulders, complimented by a pair of dreamy hazel eyes that seemed deeper than the world’s ocean where you stared at them. It was easy to get lost in her eyes, which must had been one of the many reason why she was getting confessed to at this very moment.

You see Aya, as this girl was called, was no ordinary girl. It wasn’t just her looks that were extraordinary, but she was also one of the top students in Japan, having received many academic awards and scholarships that others would die for. Not only that, she came from the prestigious Kuramoto family, an elite group that controlled the biggest bank in Japan; the Kuramoto Bank.

That was why Aya sighed, holding her index finger and thumb to her forehead at the sight of the handsome young boy bowing his head before her. She had been in this situation countless times, and the novelty had already far worn off, to the point of annoyance.

Is this guy serious? Does he really think he stands a chance with me?! Aya glanced from behind her hand at the boy, who was wearing the same school uniform as Aya. However, Aya was wearing the female version consisting of a maroon jumper covering a white collared shirt, and a striped skirt that fell just above her knees. Running up her elegant legs were black stockings, stopping in the middle of her thigh. Aya’s uniform was perfectly worn, with no signs of adjustment, just like the aura of perfection she emitted.

Aya closed her eyes, grimacing at the thought of being with the boy in front of him. This guy… if I’m not mistaken, his name is Eito, and his family owns a famous car company… Still, I am way, way beyond this guy’s league. I can’t believe he would actually ask me out. This is such a joke.

Despite how classy and elegant Aya looked, inside she was a prideful and stubborn girl, spoilt by the incredibly easy life she had been gifted. However, she still had an image to uphold…

Aya placed her hand away from her forehead, and smiled, a beautiful smile that seemed to radiate with an angelic charisma. She wasn’t doing anything special, this was just how she looked every time she smiled.

Seeing this, Eito’s face reddened even more, his heart accelerating to a rapid pace. S-She smiled at me! Does this mean I have a chance…? I mean, I’m not that bad of a choice, right? She should know that my family is rich. I’m also good looking and smart! Maybe she’ll say yes...! Ah, I’m so happy seeing her smile, I could die right now!

“Eito…” Aya called out softly, her voice like everything about her, was perfect, like an expensive violin. “I’m really happy that you feel that way about me…”

Oh my god, is she really going to say yes?! Eito’s face perked up with anticipation. I can’t believe it! I might actually be able to date Aya, the Aya that everyone at the school admires! Everyone’s going to be so jealous, I—

“…But I can’t return your feelings.”

“A-ah…” Eito felt a grave sadness falling over him, but he had expected this. Every single person that had ever confessed to Aya had failed. And among these people were better guys than him. “That’s okay…”

“I’m really sorry about this…” Aya’s face winced with pain as though she could empathetically feel what Eito was feeling. In reality, the pain on her face was from the thought of Eito thinking that he ever had a chance. “I-I can’t imagine how much courage it took for you to say this…”

Idiotic courage. Next time, think about who you’re confessing to! Aya thought, but nothing about her face revealed her true inner thoughts.

“I-it’s okay. It’s nothing, really…” Eito laughed weakly, shaking his head. He was feeling better with how empathetic Aya was appearing to be. “Don’t mind yourself about it. I just wanted to let you know my feelings, Aya.”

“Really?” Aya’s face still seemed concerned, but she was actually getting impatient. When the hell are you going to take the hint and leave me alone? “Are you sure it’s okay? I really feel bad for this…”

“Don’t worry yourself, Aya.” Eito gave Aya a firm look, but he blushed, staring into her face. She was just too pretty, especially when her face was filled with concern, staring at him like this. “You shouldn’t go out with someone you don’t like. I respect your decision, but I won’t give up.”

Ugh. What the hell?! You won’t give up?! Clearly, I’m not interested in you! Aya smiled, that angelic smile once again and Eito’s mind was sent to a place of heavenly bliss. “Thank you, Eito… for taking this so well…”

S-she remembered my name! Eito blushed some more. He couldn’t believe how he was behaving. It was like he was a young kid again, blushing in front of a pretty girl. He never acted like this in front of anyone else. Eito was the captain of the school’s soccer team and was extremely popular with the girls, so it was strange that Aya could make him feel this way.

“No, I should be thanking you, Aya.” Eito said. “You’ve been so nice to me even though you couldn’t accept my request.”

“Of course. I know how hard it is for you to do something like this.”

Aya had no idea how hard it was to do something like this. In fact, she had no idea what hard even was. The only thing that she ever had to really work for, was her excellent grades, but that too was just a result of discipline and innate talent.

“Thank you, Aya. I appreciate it.” Eito replied, then glanced around. He had called for Aya behind the school building at lunch where there was no one else around. Lunch was ending soon, so he had to get back to class. “I feel much better telling you about my feelings.” Eito returned his glance back to Aya. “I’ll leave you alone now, I’ve already wasted too much of your time.” Eito laughed.

Finally. Now you leave… after wasting my lunch time. Aya laughed with Eito to not seem impolite. “No, not at all!”

Aya’s laughter was even sweeter than her smile. At that moment, it was like Cupid had shot a thousand love arrows into Eito’s heart, freezing him in time. He stared lovestruck at the laughing Aya, his mind completely empty except for thoughts of her.

Seeing that Eito wasn’t speaking, Aya coughed into her hand. “Well, I’ll be going now. Thank you, once again for your feelings, Eito.”

But Eito didn’t say anything. He was still in a daze from seeing Aya laugh.

What’s with this creep? He’s staring at me and not saying a single word! Aya was annoyed. She just wanted to go enjoy the rest of her lunch in peace.

With a polite ‘goodbye’, Aya quickly scuttled off, leaving Eito alone behind the school building.

Ah, thank god that’s over… Aya walked back to her classroom, heads turning to glance at her as she walked. She didn’t pay any mind to this, as this was normal and she had gotten accustomed to people glancing at her beauty.

Entering her classroom, more heads turned to glance at Aya. Students from her class that had stayed behind in the room, some had gone out. Walking to her desk, she saw two girls waiting there.

It was her two best friends, Sana and Fumiko. Sana had curly brown hair, freckles on her cheeks and wore cute glasses that shielded a pair of black eyes. She was a studious girl as her appearance suggested, and not too bad in the looks department. Like Aya, she was one of the top students in the nation, although Aya was smarter despite studying less.

Fumiko had light purplish hair that was dyed, and a pair of dazzling brown eyes. She was extremely gorgeous but nowhere near Aya’s level. No one was really near Aya’s level in the looks department. She wasn’t the study type like Aya and Sana, however, she was moreso the type to focus on her appearance, as evident from her manicured nails that were painted a shade of pink.

The reason why both her best friends were good looking was that Aya chose her friends carefully, wanting to be with people that matched her standards, or at least was closest to it, since no one really matched her unrealistic standards. It was a trait of Aya, that of perfection, to create herself a life that was the closest to her ideal.

“Ah, Aya!” Fumiko’s face lit up when she saw Aya entering the classroom. It was like she was waiting for Aya all along. “How did it go? Did Eito really ask you out?”

Hearing this, the rest of the classroom was listening intently, some glancing over at Aya’s direction discretely.

“Aya, you should be careful to just follow guys like that…” Sana said in a concerned tone.

What had happened was that Eito, being from a different class, had come to Aya’s classroom to ask to borrow her for a second. If Aya had said no, it would had looked impolite, and so Aya agreed, as she refused to do anything that would tarnish her reputation, even slightly. But Sana didn’t understand this.

“Nothing happened.” Aya smiled politely as she sat down at her desk, with Sana and Fumiko sitting around it. They had moved their chairs so that they would be sitting with Aya. “Eito just needed some help with an event he was planning for the soccer team.”

“Eh…” Fumiko stared at Aya with a suspicious look, not believing her. She knew that Aya was a polite girl that didn’t want to embarrass guys that asked her out. “Are you really telling the truth?”

On the other hand, Sana took Aya’s words at face value. “Ah, so that was all…” She said, completely believing Aya. Despite being book smart, Sana was a naïve girl that didn’t experience much in life other than staying at home with her books.

“I’m telling you that’s all that happened.” Aya laughed, seeing Fumiko’s reaction.

“Hmm…” Fumiko peered deeper into Aya’s face.

“A-anyways,” Aya was put off by Fumiko’s stare. Fumiko was a more intuitive girl, that seemed to be able to read people easily despite her grades being poor in comparison to Aya and Sana. “Did you guys see the new drama that was on television last night?”

“Oh, I was studying last night.” Sana said. She studied every night. “What was it about?”

It was good that Sana was here to help Aya change the topic. That was one reason why she chosen a naïve girl like Sana to be one of her best friend.

“You mean the one about—”

Fumiko started but was interrupted when the bell rang, signalling the end of lunch.

Argh!! Lunch is over already?! Aya grumbled in her mind. That stupid Eito wasted all my time!!

Students that were missing from the classroom began pouring into the room, sitting down obediently at their desks. Fumiko and Sana moved their chairs back to their desks. Fumiko sat in front of Aya, while Sana sat behind. Their position in the classroom was in the middle right, next to the window and away from the classroom door.

As all the students were sat neatly in their desks, waiting, a tall guy wearing a white collared shirt tucked into black formal pants walked into the room. He had black hair and looked to be in his early 30s.

“Sorry, I’m late guys, there’s been something at the office I had to do.”

This man was the teacher of the classroom, Mr. Abe. He was young for a teacher but was extremely smart.

He placed some paper and books he was holding down onto the table at the front of the classroom.

“Today, we have a new transfer student. She just arrived at Tokyo today after having lived in the country side for a while, so everyone should be nice to her, okay?”

Huh, a new transfer student… a girl… Aya was sitting with a perfectly straightened back and posture in her seat as she always did. She had been taught well to not slouch or lean on her chair. That doesn’t really concern me…

“Okay, you can come in now.” Mr. Abe indicated to someone outside the classroom.

The person outside didn’t respond, perhaps they were shy.

“Don’t be nervous, come in.” Mr. Abe tried to be accommodating, smiling, but that wasn’t his strong suit.

Slowly, a girl walked into the classroom, her head down and her arms held tightly down in front of her. The girl had long black hair, falling over her shoulders, plain but seemingly to be very soft. She was on the shorter side of things in terms of height, and had an undeveloped body with a small chest.

“Please welcome Hikaru.” Mr. Abe said, then glanced to the girl. “Give the class a short introduction about yourself.”

The girl was quiet, her eyes still staring down at the ground. She seemed really nervous, her cheeks pink.

Hesitating, she lifted her head up, revealing a very cute face. A flawless, white complexion, with big, round brown eyes, and strawberry pink lips that pouted out of the rest of her face, enticingly. Her long black hair fell past the sides of her face, further emphasising her cuteness.

“I-I’m Hikaru…” She said, then bowed. “Please treat me well!”

Aya rose up slightly in her chair to glance at the girl. Although Aya was much prettier and there had been cuter girls than Hikaru that Aya had seen, something about Hikaru drawn her in.

Doki doki.

Her heart was beating faster at the sight of Hikaru, something that she had never felt before in her life.

W-what the… Aya couldn’t help but to stare at Hikaru, her eyes refusing to move away.

Hikaru glanced around at the classroom timidly, then her eyes met Aya and she quickly turned them away, seeing how intently Aya was staring at her. She was also intimidated by how pretty Aya was. She had never seen a girl that beautiful before.

“Ah, let’s see…” The teacher’s eyes scanned the classroom. “Let’s put you over there.” Mr. Abe pointed at the seat besides Aya, that had been empty due to the previous student leaving the school, then nodded with a satisfied look. “Aya should be a good influence for you, Hikaru you will seat there.”

Some quiet groans could be heard from the classroom as they had been hoping they would be able to seat next to Aya. Now that hope was dashed away.

Hikaru gave a short nod, then walked over to the seat next to Aya, her head down and cheeks still pink. The class was staring at her because they had nothing else to look at. She didn’t like the stares.

Aya was the one that was staring the most intently though, but no one noticed.

Hikaru moved past Aya’s desk, muttering a quiet ‘sorry’ before plumping herself down at her allocated seat. Hikaru placed her bag under her desk, taking out some notebooks and other items to place at her desk, before glancing to her side at Aya.

Ek! Why is she still staring at me? Hikaru’s face blushed, as she turned her stare down at her desk. That girl is so pretty… I never saw someone like that…

Hikaru glanced over at Aya again, then smiled weakly.

“Hi… I’m Hikaru…”

Aya stared at Hikaru, then glanced away, ignoring Hikaru’s greeting. What the hell? Why is this girl making my heart beat so fast?!

Ah… Hikaru watched as Aya turned her head away, ignoring her. I guess she must not like me… She seems to be really popular… I guess that’s why…

“Anyways, let’s get back to class…” Mr. Abe said.

        


Chapter 2 - Bully


            Aya glanced over at Hikaru besides her, her heart still beating fast. Hikaru was staring down at her notes, a strand of black hair falling past the side of her face. Hikaru’s hair was plain, with nothing done to it, but it still looked as soft as hay. On the other hand, Aya’s hair was perfectly straightened and had been treated with expensive products that made it fashionable despite being modest.

Doki doki.

Aya was staring at Hikaru’s pouting strawberry pink lips, they seemed really soft too. She wanted to touch them…

Oh god. What the hell am I thinking?! Aya quickly returned her gaze at the front of the classroom. Although her mind was in a wreck, her face looked calm and gentle on the outside. She was good at controlling her outer appearance like that. Could I really be… for a girl at that?!

Aya bit her bottom lip, showing the first sign of fluster that she has ever shown involuntarily. No… this can’t be… I’m Aya Kuramoto… I have an endless list of guys to choose from, why would I choose a girl?! But… why haven’t I chosen any guys…?

Well, that’s because none of them matched my standards! I’m a beauty that’s super smart and wealthy, there’s no way I could just choose any guy, right?

Not understanding her feelings, Aya stared down at her notebook, not paying attention to the class.

“…Aya?”

Mr. Abe was calling for his top student, waiting confused. Usually, Aya would respond to him straight away.

“Aya…?”

He called out again, staring at her. Aya was sitting at her desk, staring intently at her notebook.

Now, the whole classroom was beginning to turn and look at Aya.

Hikaru glanced sideways at Aya, and instantly, Aya raised her head up, realising the situation.

“Ah, Aya…” Mr. Abe said, seeing that Aya was now looking at him. He was getting worried for a moment there. “I was just asking you to come up and show the class how to solve this maths equation, it’s quite complicated.”

“Of course.” Aya smiled politely, regaining her usual demeanour of elegance.

She stood up from the desk, then walked over to the front of the classroom. All the guys were staring dreamily at her. Whenever Aya was called to solve a problem, it would just be an opportunity for guys to gawk at her. No one really cared about the problem she was solving except for the girls.

Reaching the whiteboard where a long maths equation was written out, Aya wrote down the steps to solve the problem neatly on the board.

“…and then you do this.” She finished, placing the marker at the bottom of the whiteboard, then she turned around to the rest of the classroom, smiling.

“Thank you, Aya.” Mr. Abe nodded. Thank the lords that I have Aya in my class. I’ve been receiving countless teaching awards because she’s been dragging the whole class’ average straight up. “You can return to your seat now.”

Aya nodded politely, then strolled back to her seat. She tried to avoid looking at Hikaru.

Seating back at her seat, she could now look back at Hikaru when the whole classroom’s attention wasn’t on her. She saw that Hikaru was staring down at her notebook, trying to solve the problem that Aya had just solved on the board, but she was having difficulty with it.

“That’s not how you do it…” Aya said to Hikaru, and Hikaru glanced up at Aya confused.

Oh my god, she’s looking at me!! Aya leaned over gracefully, and wrote down the correct way to solve the problem on Hikaru’s notebook.

“It’s like this…” Aya said, her face calm and relaxed.

“I-I see…” Hikaru stared down at what Aya had written down, surprised that Aya was helping her out. She had thought that Aya didn’t like her. “Thank you… Aya…” She had remembered Aya’s name from the teacher calling out to her.

“No problem.” Aya returned back to her perfect posture at her seat, then stared straight ahead at the teacher as he continued talking. Hikaru knows my name! I can’t believe I was so close to her! I scraped the side of her arm when I leaned over! She was so soft!! Argh, what am I thinking?!

School eventually ended with the bell’s signal, and all the students in the classroom started packing up their things.

“Remember, today’s lesson! It’s going to be very important for the exam at the end of the week!” Mr. Abe said.

But no one was really paying attention.

“H-hey Aya…” Hikaru tried to call for Aya as she watched Aya packing up her things, but Aya ignored her, and she quickly took her stuff and left, leaving Hikaru at her desk.

She’s ignoring me again… Hikaru felt sad. She had thought that Aya helping her with the maths problem meant that she actually wanted to be friends. I guess she actually doesn’t like me…

Sana and Fumiko quickly got their stuff too, pacing after Aya to catch up with her.

“Aya, wait for us!” Sana called out, joining Aya as she left the classroom.

“You’re going so fast.” Fumiko commented, also joining Aya by her side. “Do you have a date today or something?”

“No!” Aya snapped, surprising Fumiko.

“I was just joking…” Fumiko laughed. “No need to be upset.”

“Are you feeling okay, Aya?” Sana asked. They were now walking past the school hallway, leaving the school with a crowd of students.

“I’m fine…” Aya said, then glanced at her two friends by her side. “…that transfer student…”

“Huh? You mean the transfer student seating by your side?” Fumiko asked. “What about her?”

“I don’t like her…” Aya said bitterly.

“Really?” Fumiko laughed. “What? Since when do you not like someone?”

“Did she do something to you?” Sana asked in a concerned tone.

“She just… annoys me…” Aya said. She was still confused about her feelings. “When I look at her, I get annoyed…”

“That tends to happen sometimes.” Fumiko said. “You can’t get along with everyone in the world. Sometimes two people just hate each other for no reason.”

“I-I never experienced something like that.” Sana said.

“That’s because you’re always at home studying!” Fumiko replied. “Anyways, just forget about the transfer student, Aya. I want to hear about all the cute guys that have asked you out!”

“Fumiko!” Sana said.

“Whaat?” Fumiko replied. “Don’t you want to hear about it too?”

“M-maybe a little bit…” Sana said, then shook her head. “But that’s none of our business! You shouldn’t ask about Aya’s love life like that!”

“We’re her best friends!” Fumiko said. “These are things we’re supposed to know!”

“I’m not dating anyone.” Aya sighed. She had to give Fumiko something otherwise she would pester her forever.

“Are there any guys you’re interested in?” Fumiko continued.

They were now walking out of the school, heading to the train station together. This was how they always went home.

“Not really.” Aya said. “I haven’t found anyone yet…”

“It’s okay, Aya.” Sana said, noticing the tone in Aya’s voice when she said that. “Don’t force it. You want to just let it happen naturally.”

“But you’re so beautiful!” Fumiko said. “You can just choose any guy in the world, how can you not like any guy?”

Aya thought about what Fumiko was saying. I mean she is sort of right… but all the guys that have asked me out are mostly from our school… maybe I need to go out more to find other guys…

“I’m dating someone!” Fumiko said.

“R-really?” Sana glanced at Fumiko, surprised.

Even Aya was a little bit curious. She knew that Fumiko often played around with guys, but she usually never ‘dated’ as that was more of a serious thing. “Who’s the lucky guy?” Aya asked.

“Oh, he’s not from our school.” Fumiko said with a dreamy look. “He’s from Kokusai High.”

“Kokusai High?” Aya said. What the hell? Not even from our school? Fumiko… you’ve settled so low...

Kokusai High School was second to Hibiya High School. Hibiya High was the school that they went to, which was the top in Tokyo.

“How did you meet him?” Sana asked.

“A karaoke party.” Fumiko replied. “It was a group of guys and girls. He was one of the guys that were invited by my friend, and we sang a duet together. Oh my god, it was so romantic! Next time we should go!”

“Ah, but I have to study…” Sana said, then glanced over at Aya. “I’ll go if Aya goes…”

Aya thought about it. That sounds really beneath me, why the heck would I go to a sketchy karaoke party with a group of guys… do I really look that cheap?... But… I have to get over that Hikaru girl…

“Okay.” Aya nodded. “You can organise it Fumiko, and let us know.”

“Ah, really?” Fumiko said, surprised. She had thought that Aya wouldn’t go as she didn’t usually like these types of events. “That’s awesome! We can get a bunch of hot guys if you’re going!”

Ugh… Aya smiled politely. This just sounds horrible. I should have said no.

Arriving at the train station, Aya waved her friends goodbye and took the train home alone. Although she was incredibly wealthy and her family insisted on her taking a limousine, she had told them that she would take the train alone as she enjoyed walking with her friends and the freedom of going home alone.



The next day, Aya arrived at school in her limousine. Although she went home by train, she got to school by her limousine. She didn’t really have anything to do in the morning, and it was hard to organise getting to school together at the same thing with her friends, so that’s why there was a difference there.

Stepping out of the luxurious black limousine, onlookers stared at her, mesmerised by her beauty, as she held a hand to her face, keeping her hair from blowing in the wind. On her other hand, she carried her school bag, held in front of her.

Yesterday was just a coincidence… I’m sure if I saw Hikaru again, I won’t feel the same way… Maybe I’ve been doing too much Aikido lately…

With that thought in mind, Aya walked confidently to her classroom, ignoring the gaze of onlookers as she always did.

The school was quite big, as expected from the top ranked high school in Tokyo, having their own swimming pool, gym, basketball courts, tennis courts, anything you name, and it was probably at the school.

Students greeted Aya as she walked past, shy ‘good morning’s which Aya responded to with a smile. Almost everyone in the school knew Aya, that was how popular she was.

Entering her classroom, she saw a group of students crowded at Hikaru’s desk. Hikaru was seating in her desk, her hands covering her head.

“You should leave this school!” One of the students sneered at Hikaru. “You’re just a bother here! Stop annoying Aya!”

“Do you think you’re special just because you get to seat next to Aya?”

Fumiko was at the edge of the crowd, laughing.

“Aya said you’re annoying! You must had done something really bad to her!”

“Just leave the school!”

Aya froze, seeing the scene unfolding in front of her. Why is everyone bullying Hikaru?! And, Fumiko is in on it? She… The dots connected in her mind. Dammit! Fumiko must had told everyone I said that Hikaru was annoying!

No one had realised Aya had entered the classroom yet.

“Hey…” Aya called out, as she approached the group.

Upon hearing her voice, the group turned to look at Aya, moving away from Hikaru.

“Hi Aya!” They smiled at Aya, as though nothing had happened.

“Aya! How are you?” Fumiko bounced towards Aya. “You look as lovely as ever!”

“What… what were you guys doing just then?” Aya said.

“Um…” Fumiko glanced backwards at Hikaru worriedly. Crap. Aya probably doesn’t want us to bully Hikaru since Aya’s such a sweet girl… but I wanted to get rid of Hikaru since Aya said she annoyed her… “Nothing.”

“…”

Aya stared at Fumiko quietly. Should I say something…? But why should I care if that girl is getting bullied? It’s not any of my concern, right?

Aya decided to not say anything, and smiled, pretending she didn’t notice anything.

The group of students that crowded around Hikaru’s table, returned to their desks, allowing Aya to walk past, and she sat down at her desk next to Hikaru.

Aya glanced over at Hikaru.

Doki Doki.

Her heart was still beating fast at the sight of her. But there was also something tugging at her heart…

Hikaru was staring down at her table, her eyes hidden behind her fringe.

“Hey Aya…”

Sana touched Aya on her back, and Aya turned to look at Sana.

She leaned in, whispering to Aya’s ear.

“They were bullying Hikaru… Fumiko was trying to get her to leave the school…”

Dammit, Sana why do you have to tell me this? Now I can’t pretend to ignore it.

“No way…” Aya feigned ignorance, laughing weakly. “Fumiko wouldn’t do something like that…”

Sana pouted at Aya, she opened her mouth to say more, but Fumiko interfered.

“Hey, Sana, what are you talking about?” Fumiko didn’t hear what they were whispering about but she had a feeling of what Sana was doing.

“N-nothing…” Sana quickly leaned back into her seat.

The bell sounded, signalling the start of class, and students began coming into the room. Aya was still concerned about Hikaru, glancing over at her. Noticing that Aya was staring at her, Hikaru raised her head up from the table, and smiled faintly at Aya.

Aya quickly turned her head the other way.

Ah, so it’s true after all… Aya does hate me… Hikaru thought to herself.



Lunchtime started, and students started leaving the classroom, some choosing to stay. Aya took out her lunchbox from her bag. Her chef had prepared it for her, a bento with an exquisite selection of food, all of which were Aya’s favourites.

“You always have such a great lunch!” Fumiko said, looking at Aya’s bento with teary eyes and a yearning look.

“Y-you can have some if you want…” Aya said, seeing the look on Fumiko’s face.

“No, I couldn’t!” Fumiko said, then took out her own lunchbox. It was similar to Aya’s except not as well prepared.

Fumiko’s family was rich as well after all. Hibiya High was a private school known for its prestige and many wealthy families sent their children to study here. Fumiko’s family was in the telecommunications industry, though Aya didn’t know what they did exactly.

Likewise, Sana pulled out a delicate lunchbox that was also well designed. Her family were known to be wealthy academics that played a vital role in the field of science. They weren’t as wealthy as Fumiko’s family though.

Curious, Aya glanced to her side to see what lunch Hikaru was eating. She watched as Hikaru pulled out…

A sandwich and a juice popper.

It was like the lunch of an elementary school kid.

What the heck, is that really her lunch? Aya thought to herself, then heard chuckling from around the classroom.

“Hikaru, what is that…?”

A boy with dyed blond hair and black eyes approached Hikaru. He was with Fumiko’s group earlier that was bullying Hikaru. His name was Kenzou.

“Ah, this…” Hikaru was confused at first, then followed Kenzou’s stare to her lunch. “This is my lunch…”

“Really…?” Kenzou couldn’t hold back his laughter now, then reached out grabbing Hikaru’s sandwich.

“H-hey…” Hikaru got up from her desk.

“Hey guys, look at this!”

Kenzou laughed, holding Hikaru’s sandwich up in the air. “She’s got a sandwich for lunch,” Kenzou peered into the plastic wrapper holding the sandwich, looking inside. “It’s got like jam or something!”

Aya heard a stifled giggle from Fumiko who was sitting next to Aya’s desk, after having moved her chair.

“Come on, Kenzou, that’s not nice, give it back…” Fumiko tried to put on a serious look, but the giggle in her eyes betrayed her.

Sana was sitting quietly besides Aya, shifting uncomfortably in her seat.

“You’re right, Fumiko. This is not nice.” Kenzou bowed as though he was in a play. His family were famous actors, so he had also inherited their genes and love for theatricality. “This sandwich is just awful.” Kenzou tossed Hikaru’s sandwich to the side of the room, flinging it at a group of girls that screamed in laughter as they moved away from the sandwich.

“Woops.” Kenzou said although he didn’t mean it. “Sorry, Hikaru, my fingers slipped.”

“…”

Hikaru was standing at her desk, biting her lower lips. She looked like she was about to cry.

Seeing this, Aya got up from her table and instantly, the classroom went quiet. Even Kenzou piped down, despite how much he was enjoying the attention of the class.

Aya walked silently to the sandwich that Kenzou had chucked onto the ground, and picked it up, then walked back over to Hikaru.

“Here…” Aya placed the sandwich down on Hikaru’s table, then went back to her seat with Fumiko and Sana.

The atmosphere in the classroom was now awkward, with no one wanting to go up against Aya.

“Uh…” Kenzou glanced over at Fumiko, confused. Didn’t you tell me that Aya hated Hikaru? He thought in his mind, and his eyes were trying to say the same thing.

Fumiko shrugged, then ignored Kenzou.

Y-you… Kenzou glared over at Fumiko. Now, you’re making me seem like the bad guy…

Sighing, Kenzou left the classroom, heading somewhere else to avoid the atmosphere in the room.

“Um… so about that television show last night…” Fumiko said to Aya, trying to change the atmosphere in the room.

People started talking again, seeing that Fumiko was talking to Aya. The two of them had a great influence over the classroom, especially Aya. Fumiko’s popularity came partly from her close friendship with Aya.

Hikaru took her sandwich out of the plastic wrapper, chewing on it, as she glanced to her side at Aya. I thought she hated me… But Aya helped me out… 

Watching Fumiko and Sana talk cheerfully to Aya, Hikaru sighed, eating her sandwich alone, and taking sips out of her juice popper on occasions. I wish I had friends…

She glanced around the classroom, but noticed that people were avoiding her glance. A girl brushed past her desk, and Hikaru smiled weakly up at her.

“H-Hi…”

Hikaru tried to greet the girl, but the girl just walked past, ignoring Hikaru’s greeting and headed to the group of girls on the side.

Everyone’s just ignoring me… Hikaru stared down at her desk.



“Hey Fumiko, what’s going on?” Kenzou was annoyed, as Fumiko approached him at the school grounds.

School had just finished, and people were still pacing around, heading home or to their cram schools.

Fumiko had excused herself from Aya and Sana to meet with an irritated Kenzou after the events of today.

“Didn’t you say that Aya hated Hikaru?” Kenzou said. “I thought you told me we should get rid of Hikaru.”

“Ah, yeah.” Fumiko replied, running her fingers along her purplish dyed hair. “That’s what Aya said to me. She said that the new transfer student annoyed her.”

“Then, why would she help her out like that?” Kenzou said impatiently. “Do you know how bad that makes me look? Lucky the entire class wasn’t there to see what happened!”

“Sorry about that, Kenzou.” Fumiko smiled, clasping her hands together in front of her. “But, let’s just go on with the plan. Aya probably just doesn’t want to bully the girl, herself, since Aya is always so polite and sweet.”

“…”

Kenzou stared at Fumiko, then sighed. “Just don’t make me look like the bad guy…”

“I get it, I get it.” Fumiko laughed. “We will just keep the bullying out of Aya’s sights. Try not to do it in front of her.”

“Right…”

“If we do this properly, Hikaru should leave the school on her own very quickly.”

        


Chapter 3 - Friends


            The next few days were followed by even more discrete bullying by the rest of the classroom against Hikaru. Her table was vandalised with profane words and drawings, telling her to leave the school, and the same was done to her locker, with someone having badly dented the front of it, causing the lock to break. Her sport shoes were missing and so were other items she had placed in her locker, replaced by thumb tacks that stabbed at her fingers as she reached in.

Despite all this, Hikaru stayed silent about the unfair treatment she was receiving. If you looked at her, you wouldn't even know she was getting bullied, except for the slightly sad look on her face which she was doing a good job at concealing.

Aya glanced over to her side at the badly vandalised table of Hikaru's. Most of it had been rubbed out, as Hikaru had been arriving to school early to rub it off herself, otherwise the teachers would had noticed.

Aya bit her lower lips, thinking about what to do. She didn't know the full extent of which Hikaru was being bullied, but she knew something was going on.

That stupid Fumiko! Does she think I'm an idiot? Of course, I can tell that Hikaru is getting bullied when you're that obvious!!

She sighed, glancing out at the window besides her desk. Why do I have to do something...? Isn't it fine like this... Maybe she'll leave and I won't get these feelings anymore...

But still... it hurts me to see Hikaru getting bullied...



This was unusual for Aya, as she had seen countless people being bullied before Hikaru, and she had never once given them a second thought. After all, there were so many unfortunate people in this world. If she was to feel sad about every single person that was sufferring misfortune, then she would be sad all the time!

"For the exam we had yesterday..." Mr. Abe was standing at the front of the classroom, holding a stack of paper. "I've got the results."

Excited mutterings occurred around the classroom, and people perked up to their seats curiously. Such was the school that was known as the top school in Tokyo.

"Firstly, I just want to let everyone know who got first place in this exam." Mr. Abe continued, his face glowing with pride. "This person has managed to achieve the top rank in the school for this exam."

The students in the classroom already knew who the person was. It was the same person every single time.

"Aya Kuramoto!" Mr. Abe announced, then glance over at Aya. I'm going to get another raise this year, thanks to this girl... I've been blessed with so much luck to be teaching this class... "Congratulations!"

Aya smiled politely from her desk. She didn't mind the attention of the classroom. She was used to it, and although she dressed and made herself look modest. She was far from it. She loved being showered with praises.

"It's nothing, really, Mr. Abe." Aya said, pretending to be embarrassed.

"You should be proud of yourself!" Mr. Abe said, not knowing that Aya was completely full of herself. "Don't talk down your achievements like that!"

Aya laughed, and the faces of the boys in the classroom went red.

From the corner of her eye, Aya could see Hikaru staring at her with admiration.

Wah, this girl's so smart! Hikaru thought to herself. I can't believe I'm sitting next to such a smart person!

Ah... Hikaru is staring at me...! Aya's cheeks went pink, and she tried to keep her eyes off Hikaru.

"Hey, are you okay...?" Fumiko blinked at Aya.

"Anyways, I'll start handing papers back now." Mr. Abe said, satisfied with himself with what he thought was helping Aya get more self-confidence.

Mr. Abe started calling names of students, and they rose up from their desk to collect their paper. Until finally...

"Uh..." Mr. Abe stared down at the last paper that he was holding, then glanced up at the room. "Hikaru...?"

Hikaru got up from her desk with a cheerful smile. It was an innocent smile, like that of a child.

As Hikaru reached the teacher's desk, Mr. Abe muttered something to her, then she nodded, her smile falling, and they left the classroom together.

"I'll just be one second." Mr. Abe said, before he left the room with Hikaru.

...

The classroom started chattering amongst themselves.

"Hikaru must had done really poorly for Mr. Abe to take her out of the room like that!"

"Can't she just go back to the country side! She's obviously not suited for Hibiya High!"

"She's ruining our class average!"

...

Aya glanced around at the conversations that were taking place around her, then bit her lower lips anxiously. It was like a new habit of hers now. She couldn't help it! Hikaru was making her worry all the time!

Noticing this, Fumiko stared at Aya.

"Aya... are you sure you're okay...?" Fumiko said. "You've been... acting differently..."

"Huh, me?" Aya caught herself, then quickly stopped biting her lips. Dammit! How could I be so careless? "Oh, I'm fine... thanks Fumiko..."

"I think Hikaru did pretty badly in the exam..." Sana said from behind Aya. "I saw her guessing some of the answers..."

"W-well, that's because she only just transferred here." Aya found herself defending Hikaru. "Anyone would do poorly if they only got one week to study."

Fumiko glanced at Aya strangely. "Didn't you say that Hikaru was annoying the other day...?"

"Yes." Aya shook her head. "But it doesn't make sense to make fun of her grades when she just transferred here."

"..."

Fumiko continued looking at Aya.

"I agree with Aya." Sana said. "I don't get why everyone's so mean to her..."

Fumiko had no choice but to agree too. "Yeah, you're right, Aya."

Mr. Abe returned back to the classroom, and the classroom went quiet again. Hikaru followed after Mr. Abe with an embarrassed look on her face and she avoided the stares of students as she quickly went back to her desk, hiding her paper inside her bag.

It was obvious from her reaction that she had done poorly.

Ugh, Hikaru! Why do you have to be so obvious for?! Aya winced inside her mind. Now, everyone's gonna know you did poorly!

Mr. Abe coughed, drawing the attention of the room, and resumed teaching.



I've been at this school for an entire week, and I haven't made a single friend! Hikaru sunk deeper in her seat. I want to just go back to Takayama... The country side is so much better than Tokyo... Why am I so unlucky...?

Hikaru sighed. She had never wanted to come to Tokyo in the first place. Her parents wanted her to come here, spending all their money to send her to Hibiya High, a school known for its prestige. She had tried really hard in the entrance exams for her parents, and managed to actually gain admission, but inside the school...

She glanced down at her bag. She had gotten 41% in her paper, a mark that was incredibly low for Hibiya High, and especially for the class that she had entered. Mr. Abe had told her not to worry as it was the first week of her being in the school, but still...

She shook her head, trying to not let herself feel down. Even though, everything seemed to be going against her, she wanted to make her parents happy. She couldn't bare to see the look on their faces if she was to leave the school that they had spent so much money for her to enter. That was why she didn't tell anyone about the bullying.

Glancing at her side, Hikaru saw Aya laughing with Fumiko and Sana. The three of them were so pretty, but Aya was easily the prettiest. Aya had immaculate skin, and a face that was model-like with a pair of beautiful hazel eyes, surrounded by dark long lashes.

Besides her angelic face, Aya had a well developed body, sculpted with curves at all the right place. She also had a perfectly sized chest compared to Hikaru...

Hikaru stared down at her flat chest with a red face.

I wish I was like Aya...

She sighed again, then gazed around at the classroom which were filled with people talking to one another. She was the only one with no one to talk to. She glanced back at Aya's group.

I just want some friends... even just one would be good... Hikaru thought, then mustered her courage, puffing her face. It was lunchtime after all, and that meant everyone was talking to one another. It's not weird for me to talk to them... right?

"...And then, my dad said we will go to Europe for vacation!" Fumiko said, trying to entertain Aya.

"Europe?" Aya said. "I've been there so many times, isn't it boring after a while?"

"Ah, I've also gone to Europe." Sana said. "My parents took me there a few times because they had to go to a conference."

"It's fun! No one gets to go to as many vacations as you do, Aya." Fumiko laughed.

"E-Europe..."

A fourth voice coughed, drawing the attention of the three girls as they turned to look at Hikaru. Hikaru's face was red, and she was nervous to join their conversation. "...What's Europe like...?"

"You..." Fumiko stared at Hikaru with a blank look. "You've never been to Europe?"

Hikaru shook her head in a cute way, turning more than necessary.

She's so cute!! Aya stared at Hikaru, a blank look on her face too. I want to pat her head...

"Europe is really fun!" Sana said. "You should really go, there's a lot of interesting things to do!"

"R-really?" Hikaru said. "I-I want to go, but my parents can't afford it..."

"Your parents can't afford it?" Fumiko bit her tongue, trying to not laugh. "How are you even at this school?"

"H-hey Fumiko..." Sana said.

"They spent all their money to send me here..." Hikaru said. "My parents are fishermen..."

"Fishermen?" Fumiko snorted. "What? Come on, Hikaru. Please don't joke around like that!"

"I-I'm not joking..." Hikaru said, confused.

"Really? Fishermen?" Fumiko raised her voice, and the rest of the classroom was starting to giggle too. "You're too funny, Hikaru!"

Hikaru's cheeks reddened, hearing the classroom giggling.

"Don't worry." Fumiko was still chuckling. "No one is going to judge you here. We're all your friends."

"Oh, okay..." Hikaru felt comforted by Fumiko calling her a friend.

"You do know about Aya, right?" Fumiko said, and Aya felt herself tensing. She felt awkward when Hikaru was looking at her.

"Aya's family owns the Kuramoto bank! The biggest bank in the country! Surely, even you've heard about that, right?" Fumiko said proudly, placing her hands on Aya's shoulders. "The Kuramoto family comes from a long heritage of financial experts and bankers!"

"Ah, stop it, Fumiko..." Aya laughed, but this time she was actually being genuinely modest. Usually, she liked to let people know about her background on purpose in a subtle way to feed her ego.

"Sana's family, the Hirata group are famous academics in the science field! And my family owns the JMC network! One of the largest telecommunications company in Japan!" Fumiko announced. "It's nice to be acquainted with you, uh... fishermen Hikaru."

"Come on, that's enough..." Aya forced a smile, trying to stop Fumiko from saying more. Jeez, this girl is almost like me inside, except she doesn't care to hide it. Probably because she's too stupid.

Seeing that Aya was telling her to stop, Fumiko restrained herself from saying more, although she wanted to continue to tease Hikaru. "Anyways, we'll let you eat your sandwich in peace!" Fumiko said. "I'm sure you don't want it to go stale!"

"Ah, okay..." Hikaru nodded, not knowing that Fumiko was teasing her. She felt happy that Fumiko was calling her a friend.

With that, Hikaru turned to her sandwich, eating it by herself while reading her notes.

"That was too much..." Sana said, looking at Fumiko.

"What?" Fumiko laughed playfully. "I was just trying to be nice."

"..."

Sana didn't want to call Fumiko out. But she knew that Fumiko wasn't 'trying to be nice'.

"Do you guys... think that Hikaru is really cute...?" Aya said.

"Huh?" Fumiko blinked. "I mean..." She glanced over at Hikaru, then back at Aya. "Sure... but you're way better looking than her, Aya."

"She is cute. I agree." Sana nodded.

"I mean... do you guys ever want to just pat her head..." Aya continued.

"Um... no." Fumiko couldn't see where this conversation was going. "She's cute, but that's normal... there's heaps of cute girls at this school."

"Uh, yeah. I don't really feel that way..." Even Sana was backing out. "Do you want to pat her head, Aya?"

"No!" Aya snapped, her face red. "I was just asking! That's all!"

"Ah, okay..." Sana said.



At the end of school, Fumiko excused herself from Aya and Sana, saying that she had to go to volleyball practice. It was true that Fumiko was an excellent volleyball player, but that wasn't the real reason she had disappeared. She had really gone off for a different purpose.

After making sure that Aya and Sana had walked off, Fumiko waited at the end of the school with a group of other students. Kenzou was amongst these students.

"Hey Fumiko!" The students greeted Fumiko cheerfully.

"Fumiko." Kenzou nodded, seeing her. "Did you make sure Aya has gone off first?"

"Yeah, I did." Fumiko said with a wink. "Of course."

A tall guy with black hair and a handsome face emerged from the group. It was Eito.

"So... where's this girl that has been bothering Aya recently?" Eito said, his face showing hints of anger. Who is it that has been annoying the love of my life? I need to help Aya ease her mind. And then maybe we could...

Eito's face reddened at his thoughts. No! The beautiful Aya wouldn't do such an indecent thing with someone like me... I must calm my thoughts, Eito...



Fumiko gave Eito a disgusted look, seeing him deep in his thoughts, then sighed. "She should be coming any minute now."

Waiting for a while more, they finally spotted the person they were looking for.

Plain, black hair and a pair of innocent brown eyes. Hikaru was walking out of the school and towards the gates with a cheery look on her face.

"There she is." Fumiko whispered to the group.

As Hikaru approached closer to the gate where the group was waiting, Fumiko stepped in front of her way with a playful smile.

"Heey, Hikaru~!" Fumiko sang. "Where are you going?"

"Oh, hi Fumiko!" Hikaru was slightly surprised to see Fumiko stopping her at the gates. "I'm just going home." She laughed nervously, seeing the group gathered next to Fumiko's side. One of the guys, a tall boy with black hair was glaring at her angrily. There was about fifteen people with Fumiko.

"Going home already?" Kenzou walked next to Fumiko, joining her in stopping Hikaru's way. "Why don't you come play with us first?"

Ek! What's going on? Hikaru glanced at Kenzou with a frightened face. That's the boy that took my sandwich the other day...

"I-I have to get home..." Hikaru said. "My mum is waiting for me..."

"I'm sure she won't mind if you're just a tiny bit late." Fumiko laughed, grabbing onto Hikaru's hand. "Come on, we're friends, right?"

...

Hikaru stared down at Fumiko's hand that was grabbing onto her. Friends? She felt more at ease, then she smiled weakly up at Fumiko. "I-I guess I can stay for a bit..."

"Great!" Fumiko said. "Let's go this way then!"

Fumiko started dragging her back into the school, and away from the exit.

"A-are we going back to the school?" Hikaru asked.

"Yes!" Fumiko said, as her group followed the two of them. "Trust me. We're friends!"

 

        


Chapter 4 - Saved


            Fumiko’s hand was holding onto Hikaru’s tightly as she led her to the back of the school. Most of the students had left the school ground by now, leaving them alone with Fumiko’s group.

“H-hey, Fumiko, where are we going…?” Hikaru asked, but Fumiko wasn’t answering.

Suddenly, she was feeling very scared. She had never experienced something like this back at her hometown of Takayama, so she had no idea what Fumiko was going to do, while a normal person would had figured it out by now.

Arriving behind the school building, where it was completely empty and far away from the rest of the school, Fumiko released her hold of Hikaru’s hand.

“Are we here…?” Hikaru asked.

Fumiko turned to Hikaru with a dark expression.

“You’ve been making Aya act weird lately.” Fumiko said. “It’s happened ever since you transferred here.”

“I-I did…?” Hikaru wasn’t exactly sure what was going on, but seeing the look on Fumiko’s face told her that it wasn’t good. “I-I’m sorry, Fumiko, I don’t really understand…”

“Look, I don’t really care about you to be honest.” Fumiko raised her nails, glancing down at them. “I’m just doing this because Aya said you were annoying her.”

“What do you mean…?”

“Who do you think has been leaving all those messages on your table, idiot.” Kenzou chimed in. “Why won’t you just take a hint and leave the school?”

“…”

Now, Hikaru could see what was going on. City life was sure different to the country side. She has barely been at the school for one week and already she was getting bullied out.

“I can’t just leave the school…” Hikaru said. “My parents will be upset—”

“Do you think I give a shit?” Fumiko snapped, annoyed. What is up with this naïve girl? “You’re bothering everyone in our class, and we all know that you did horribly in the exam. You’re dragging our whole class’ average down.”

Hikaru flinched, seeing Fumiko snap at her. “I-I’m sorry…” She bowed her head, feeling very scared.

“The main thing is that you’re bothering Aya!” Eito stepped forward. “Fumiko told me all about it. She said that Aya is annoyed by you.”

“B-but I didn’t do anything—”

“Shut up!” Fumiko yelled. “You’re such a little…”

Fumiko grabbed Hikaru’s arms, and Hikaru tried to pull away reactively, but she was smaller than Fumiko. Hikaru was also not very athletic due to her short stature.

“I-I’m sorry, Fumiko!” Hikaru cried. “Please, let me go!”

Restraining Hikaru from moving, Fumiko pulled Hikaru’s arms behind her back, holding them together.

The group laughed, seeing Hikaru crying, tears falling from her face.

“She’s crying…”

“What a baby…”

"We haven't even done anything yet..."

No one was helping Hikaru. There were smirks of arrogance and contempt all around her.

“Hey, Eito.” Fumiko called, still holding onto Hikaru’s arms behind her back.

“Yeah?” Eito said.

“Hit her.” Fumiko said.

Hit a girl? Eito didn’t feel right about hitting Hikaru, seeing what was actually going on. He was down for anything when he had heard that Aya was having some problems, but now that he was here, he didn’t really feel like he could hit a crying girl.

“Isn’t this enough already?” Eito said. “You’ve already made her cry…”

An awkward atmosphere was going around the group. Eito was a pretty respected student, but Fumiko was also very popular.

Fumiko raised her eyebrow, then scowled. “Come on, didn’t you say you would do anything for Aya!”

“Yeah, but…”

“Stop being such a wuss.” Fumiko sighed. She knew that bringing Eito here was a bad idea, but Eito had insisted on coming when he heard that Aya was having troubles.

Giving up on Eito, Fumiko turned to Kenzou.

“Kenzou, hit her.” Fumiko ordered.

With a shrug, Kenzou walked forward, then threw a punch into Hikaru’s stomach.

Hikaru lost her breath, as the punch hit her in the stomach, and she lost all the energy in her legs, leaning against Fumiko who was holding her up. She coughed harshly, then cried.

Fumiko laughed. “Come on, hit her again! We will get some pictures later!”

“I-it hurts! Please, just let me go!” Hikaru cried. “I’m sorry!”

“I’m soweee!” Kenzou imitated Hikaru mockingly, then laughed. “Do you really think we’re just going to let you go if you say sorry?”

“Come on, just hit her again!” Fumiko said, annoyed.

The rest of the group started jeering as well.

“Hit her!”

“Punch her in the face!”

“Do it, Kenzou!”

Just as Kenzou was about to throw another punch into Hikaru’s stomach, a familiar voice sounded, like strings from an orchestra.

“What the hell do you guys think you’re doing?!”

The group froze, recognising the owner of the voice and turned around to look…

Midnight-black hair, deep hazel eyes, and a face that reeked of beauty.

Aya stood behind the group, her face in disbelief.

“A-Aya…” Eito said, overwhelmed by the sight of her. No matter how many times he saw Aya, he was always stunned by how beautiful she was.

Fumiko quickly released her grip of one of Hikaru’s hand, pretending she was holding Hikaru’s other hand in a friendly gesture. Hikaru was hunched over, her free hand going to her stomach, and her legs shaking.

Fumiko tried to smile and play it off, though she was nervous inside. “Aya! What are you doing here? I thought you went home with Sana?”

“I had a feeling that you were going to do something awful…” Aya said angrily. “And I was right.”

“We didn’t do anything…”

Aya stomped over to Fumiko, then pulled Hikaru out of Fumiko’s grip.

“Ah!” Fumiko released her hold of Hikaru’s hand.

“You guys… you’re awful…”

Aya turned around, staring at everybody in the group. Everyone was shifting uncomfortably.

“Aya, I-I had nothing to do with this!” Eito stepped up, trying to pronounce his innocence. “I tried to stop them! They told me that you had a problem with—”

“Shut up!” Aya glared at Eito, then turned to Fumiko.

“Don’t ever talk to me again!” Aya said.

Fumiko’s face paled. “Aya… I was just trying to help you… you told me…”

But Aya was already walking off, taking Hikaru with her by her side.

They left the back of the school building, leaving the group there as they started heading for the school gates.

“Are you okay, Hikaru?” Aya stared at her worriedly, her heart was aching in a way she never felt before. “I’m so sorry…”

Hikaru was still sobbing, barely recognising who her saviour was. She was holding onto her stomach, walking weakly as she leaned against Aya.

“I… I d-didn’t do a-a-anything…” Hikaru sobbed, more tears falling from her eyes. “W-why did t-they do that to m-m-mee…!”

She could barely talk because of all the tears coming from her eyes.

Aya winced, then glanced forward to continue walking Hikaru.

This is all my fault! If only I had stopped Fumiko earlier! Why did I just turn a blind eye to everything?! Aya was feeling torn apart inside by her guilt.

Aya chewed her bottom lip with a flustered look, then glanced around as they exited the school gates.

At the side of the school was a long, black limousine with the number plate KURAMOTO. Seeing Aya, the limousine moved forward, stopping next to the two of them, and the door gently popped open automatically.

Aya pulled the crying Hikaru inside the limousine, trying to calm her down.

“It’s okay…” Aya soothed, holding onto Hikaru. Hikaru felt so soft in her arms, so fragile. She had never held anything like this. Aya closed the door as she pulled Hikaru inside.

“Where to, young mistress?” The driver, a man in his 50s dressed in a chauffeur uniform glanced at Aya from the rear-view mirror.

“Where do you live?” Aya asked Hikaru gently.

“F-fifteen-twelve C-Chuo-ku…”

Hearing that, the driver nodded, then the blinds separating the driver’s seat from the passenger’s seat rose up, leaving Aya and Hikaru alone in the passenger seats.

“Are you okay…?” Aya asked.

Hikaru was sniffling now, her crying lessening, but her face looked like she was still hurt. She was clutching to her stomach.

Hikaru glanced up at Aya, her face filled with dried tears, and Aya felt her heart stopping.

“T-thank you… Aya…”

Hikaru hiccupped, then held her breath to stop it.

“It’s okay…” Aya smiled weakly, still holding onto Hikaru. Her hands were at Hikaru’s waist… She feels so soft, and she’s really warm… I don’t want to let go…

“I-I thought you don’t like me…” Hikaru said.

“Don’t be silly!” Aya forced a small laugh. “Why would you think that?”

“You always look away when I smile at you…”

“I-I didn’t see it.”

“And you always ignore me when I try to talk to you…”

“I probably just didn’t hear you…”

“I’m so glad…” Hikaru looked up at Aya again, her big round brown eyes staring into her. “You actually don’t hate me…”

“Of course not!” Aya said.

“Those students back at the school… they were all saying that I annoyed you…”

Ugh… how was I going to get out of that one? Aya thought to herself.

“I-I did not!” Aya lied. “They were just making things up!”

“Ah, is that it…” Hikaru trusted Aya completely. The pain in her stomach was fading now, and she sniffed. “I’m sorry… if I ever annoyed you…”

“Listen,” Aya tried to put on a serious face, staring into Hikaru’s eyes. “Don’t worry about what the other people are saying. I’m going to make sure they never do those things to you again!”

Hikaru felt like crying again, hearing Aya’s words. She had wanted someone to help her for so long. She had been alone all this time at school, enduring the constant bullying and harassment.

“I... I’m really happy…” Hikaru said. “You’re so nice to me, Aya…”

Ack! She’s so cute!! Aya wanted to pull her into a deep hug, but resisted the urge. She was already holding onto her waist, hoping that Hikaru wouldn’t notice. A tight hug was sort of pushing the line.

Aya’s face reddened. “Don’t worry, Hikaru. No one will ever bully you again if I say so.”

“R-really…?” Hikaru felt so relieved. “T-thank you, Aya… thank you so much…”

Aya smiled, seeing the look on Hikaru’s face. “It’s okay…”

Hikaru shifted on her seat, moving away from Aya. “I-I’m sorry, I was leaning on you so much…”

Disappointment swept over Aya. “Ah, it’s fine…”

Hikaru glanced down, noticing Aya’s arms were still around her waist. Why is she still holding me…? But it feels awkward to say something about it… Oh well…

Aya was staring at Hikaru’s pouting strawberry lips. They look so soft… I wonder what they feel like…

“Hey, Aya…” Hikaru glanced up at Aya, and Aya jolted.

“Yes…?”

Hikaru shifted in her seat, hesitating. “I have something to ask you…”

“Anything! What would you like?”

Aya moved her hands away from Hikaru’s waist. Did she notice me holding onto her? Aya’s heart was beating so fast. She reached into the minibar that was at the side of her seat.

“Did you want something to drink?” She asked hastily. “Maybe you’re thirsty from all that crying!”

“Ah, no… that’s not it…”

“What would you like?” Aya’s hand smacked around inside the minibar, searching for something. “Mineral water? Margarita? Champagne?”

“Ah, no… I’m not thirsty…”

What even are those drinks? Hikaru thought to herself. I never heard of any of them.

Aya pulled out a bottle of expensive champagne.

“Maybe you’re hungry too? Do you want, ugh…” Aya glanced over at the mini fridge inside the limousine. “Sorry, I don’t have much since the fridge is kind of small, do you like caviar or something?”

“Caviar?”

Hikaru had no idea what Aya was talking about. “I just wanted to ask you something, Aya…”

Aya stopped, holding the bottle of champagne in her lap. “What is it…?”

Hikaru shifted in her seat nervously. She glanced up at Aya with a shy look.

“Will you… be my friend…?”

Aya stared at Hikaru with a blank look. Friends… with Hikaru? She was overwhelmed with joy. This feels like a dream.

Aya reached out grabbing onto both of Hikaru’s hands.

“Ek!” Hikaru let out a short cry, surprised. She wasn’t used to this much contact back at Takayama.

“Of course!” Aya said. “We can be friends! Best friends!”

“R-really?” Hikaru was surprised, but extremely happy. “We can be… best friends…?”

Aya nodded, then noticed that she was holding onto both of Hikaru’s hands. Oh god, what the heck am I doing?!

Aya released her hold of Hikaru’s hands and coughed. I have to refocus! Control myself!!

Taking a deep breath, she took on her usual calm and gentle demeanour that she had at school. She smiled at Hikaru softly.

“I think it will be good for you to stay close to me for a while… it will make sure that no one tries to bully you again.” Aya said.

Yes… this was more like it. A rational explanation. I don’t want to look like a complete freak here…

“Ah, so that’s it.”

Hikaru nodded, understanding Aya’s thought process or so she thought. She wants me to be best friends with her so that she can stop the bullying… Aya is just too nice… I was wondering why she was being so close to me…

“Anyways, maybe you want something to drink now?” Aya lifted up the bottle of champagne in her lap. “You need to rehydrate!”

“Um…” Hikaru stared at the bottle of champagne in Aya’s hand. “Is that alcohol?”

“Yep!”

“…aren’t we too young to drink alcohol…?”

Hikaru and Aya were both 16 years old. The minimum drinking age in Japan was 20. But no one actually listened to the rules… or so Aya thought.

“O-oh, right…” Aya said, upon realising that Hikaru was the only person she knew that actually followed the drinking laws. She quickly placed the champagne back inside the minibar. “I was just testing you!”

“Testing?”

“Yeah, you know?” Aya turned back to Hikaru, laughing. “I wanted to see if you would actually break the law.”

“Oh, right...” Hikaru laughed too, seeing Aya laughing, but she didn’t really understand.

The limousine stopped, signalling the arrival at the destination.

“Oh, we’re here.” Aya said, then reached over past Hikaru to open the door. She was actually secretly using the opportunity to brush past her body.

“Thank you, Aya...”

Hikaru moved closer to the seat to allow Aya room to open the door.

Aya leaned back to her seat, once she opened the door.

“Well… I’ll see you at school tomorrow!” Aya said cheerfully.

“Yes…” Hikaru was still unsure if she was dreaming or not. She had never imagined that the beautiful and popular Aya at school would be so nice to her. “Thank you Aya… for everything…”

“D-don’t worry about it!” Aya felt herself blushing, seeing Hikaru stare into her eyes. Why can’t I control myself?! “You don’t have to worry about anything at school anymore, I’ll protect you!”

Hikaru nodded shyly, feeling safe with Aya’s words.

Despite being betrayed by Fumiko just a moment ago, she didn’t have a single speck of doubt about Aya. Probably because it was just her personality to be too trusting.

“Bye, Aya!” Hikaru smiled nervously as she stepped outside of the limousine.

“Bye, Hikaru!” Aya smiled back, the radiant smile she always had on at school.

With that, Hikaru closed the door and walked back to her apartment where she lived with her mother.

As soon as the door closed, Aya started panting heavily, letting her breath go. She felt like she had been holding her breath the entire time with Hikaru, trying to control herself from hugging her.

Oh my god, that girl is just so cute!! Aya felt light-headed, falling on her chair. A-Am I really in love? I can’t believe it! It can’t be! It’s impossible! Me?! Aya Kuramoto?!

Argh!!

Aya tossed and turned in her seat that was large enough to be a bed, while the driver that had dropped the blinds to ask Aya a question, stared at her from the rear-view mirror with a raised eyebrow. Never in all his years of driving Aya, and he had been driving her his whole life, had he seen her act like this.

        


Chapter 5 - Reunion


            My name is Aya Kuramoto... the most beautiful girl in the school.

Aya stepped out of her black limousine, holding her hair to stop the wind as she always did, her other hand holding her school bag. Her school uniform was perfectly worn, with not a single sign of imperfection.

The Kuramoto family owns the Kuramoto Bank, the biggest bank in Japan. We are one of the wealthiest and most powerful families in the nation, with a global influence. And I am the heiress of this fortune.

Onlookers gazed dreamily at Aya. Some were students, and some were just people passing by the school gates. Even guys with girlfriends stopped to look at Aya, their faces red and their girlfriends calling at them with annoyance.

I am a top academic student, having achieved the number one rank across all schools this year. My beauty is something that captures the heart of any guy...

Aya gazed at the distance of the crowd, and saw someone approaching her.

And yet...

Plain black hair, and doll-like eyes. A face with the smile of a naive child.

Hikaru stopped in front of Aya, tilting her head as she smiled in an adorable fashion.

"Good morning Aya!"

"G-good morning, Hikaru..." Aya stammered back, averting her gaze.

Doki Doki.

Her heart was beating fast again. It felt like there were butterflies in her stomach. She had never experienced this feeling in her life, and it made her extremely, extremely confused.

Oh god, am I losing my composure again? I-I can't! I have to keep up my image, the whole school is staring!

"Y-you look very cute today... Hikaru..." Aya coughed, glancing to her side.

Whaaaat the heeeeeck am I saying?!

"You look beautiful as always, Aya!" Hikaru replied back cheerfully.

Ah... it feels like my heart was melting, having Hikaru calling me beautiful. I want to just squeeze her into a tight hug and—

No! I can't!

Aya shook her head vigorously, then started walking into the school grounds, with Hikaru by her side.

These feelings... they're just an illusion... it's not real... it's just that I feel sorry for her... that's all... there's nothing to it...

Aya was deep in her thoughts that she didn't notice that students around the school were whispering to each other as they watched Aya and Hikaru walking side by side.

"Who is that walking with Aya?"

"Eh? Why is Aya with that girl?"

"Is that the new transfer student?"

Hikaru didn't take notice of the conversations taking place around her. She was walking cheerfully, happy with the fact that she finally made one friend. And not just a friend at that. Aya had called her 'a best friend'!

"Hey Aya, did you watch the television last night?" Hikaru asked buoyantly.

"Ah... yeah, I think there was a new show... about crime..." Aya glanced down at Hikaru. Hikaru wasn't wearing a jumper today, she was just wearing a collared shirt. Aya could see a tiny part of the top of Hikaru's chest. She peered deeper, trying to get a better view.

"Oh, I don't really watch those channels." HIkaru replied. "I watch the cartoon channel, there was a show about talking rabbits!"

Realising what she was doing, Aya froze, then quickly glanced forward. Did I really just try to peep at her chest?!

"Um... the cartoon channel...?" Aya tried to think about what Hikaru was saying. "Isn't that the kids channel?"

"I-I didn't know there's a kid and an adult channel. I thought they're all the same!"

"..."

How would I know anything about what cartoon played last night?! Aya thought to herself. That's definitely a kids channel! No one watches those things anymore after the age of 12!

Aya noticed all the people in the school hallway staring at them, whispering.

"Um... listen, Hikaru." Aya turned to Hikaru. "I know I said yesterday about being best friends... but we can't be seen together too much."

"Whaat?" Hikaru pouted, puffing her cheeks.

Aya felt light-headed, like she was about to faint right there.

How could I say no to that face?!

"I-I'm just scared people will get jealous of you!" Aya said hastily. "We have to gradually become closer, otherwise people won't take it well!"

"Oh, okay..." Hikaru nodded with a frown. "I thought you were going to say we can't be friends..."

"O-of course, we can be friends!" Aya said. "But, it's just better to take it slowly!"

Aya knew about the school politics from the palm of her hand. Yesterday, she had sprouted some nonsense because she saw Hikaru crying, but today, she was more composed. If she wanted to stop Hikaru from getting bullied, it would be a good idea to take it slowly. She also had to make sure that everyone knew that she had Hikaru's back.

"Anyways, off you go now!" Aya gently pushed Hikaru forward into the hallway. "I'll see you later!"

Aya spoke in a radiant voice, making sure to be purposely loud so that people in the hallway could hear.

"Ah, so they're friends now..."

"It was weird how they suddenly got so close, but that makes sense..."

"I wish I could be Aya's friend!!"

Hikaru stumbled forward amidst the whispering of the students, then glanced backwards at a waving Aya, before smiling faintly, and turning ahead.

Ah, Aya's doing such a good job of looking after me! Hikaru thought to herself as she walked to the classroom. I'm so lucky to have a friend like her! She's also so beautiful and popular! I hope nobody gets jealous...

Entering the classroom in a bubbly mood, Hikaru saw a group of students crowding around Fumiko's desk.

"We heard about what you did!"

"Did you really make Aya angry?"

"You're such a worthless person, you should go die!!"

The same students in the classroom that had been supporting Fumiko before, were now surrounding her. One of the students, a girl with red hair, grabbed onto Fumiko's hair, pulling it hard.

"Aah!!" Fumiko cried, holding onto her hair.

"You told us to bully Hikaru!" The girl said, tugging on Fumiko's hair with a sly expression. "How does it feel now that you fell out with Aya?"

"S-stop it!" Fumiko tried to pull at the girl's hand.

The group of students laughed, sneering down at her.

Hikaru quickly hurried over.

"Please stop! What are you guys doing?!"

The group of students turned and saw Hikaru, their faces suddenly turned friendly, filled with smiles.

"Ah, Hikaru! We were helping you!"

The girl with red hair walked over to Hikaru, smiling. She was the one that had ignored Hikaru when she tried to say hi the other time.

Hikaru glanced around at the rest of the group. These were the people that had been bullying Hikaru before... now they were all pretending to be nice...

"We heard you and Aya are friends now!" The girl with red hair grabbed onto Hikaru's hand, holding it gently. "My name is Mika, we're your friends too! We didn't mean to bully you before! It was all Fumiko's idea!"

The group nodded, still smiling at Hikaru.

Hikaru glanced down at Mika's hand, then glanced up at her.

Their smiles were fake... they were just being nice to her because of Aya...

Hikaru pulled her hand out of Mika's grip.

"Ah!" Mika said, surprised.

Hikaru walked over to Fumiko. Fumiko had fallen down to the ground after Mika had pulled her hair. Hikaru bent down to look at her.

"Hey... are you okay...?" Hikaru asked worried.

"..."

Fumiko didn't respond.

Hikaru moved a hand to touch Fumiko, and Fumiko slapped it away.

"Just leave me alone..." Fumiko said.

"..."

Hikaru stared at her with a worried look.

Mika shrugged. "You heard her, Hikaru. She wants to be left alone. I don't think you should hang with Fumiko. She's not a nice person."

Hikaru turned around angrily to say something, but at that moment Aya entered the classroom, and it was like whole atmosphere changed.

Instantly, the group of students dispersed themselves, going separately into smaller groups or going individually into their desks. Mika also quickly walked off, pretending that nothing had happened.

"A-Aya..." Hikaru muttered, seeing her.

Aya was radiating her usual elegance, having calmed herself down. She walked to her desk, smiling politely at Hikaru, before sitting down. She completely ignored Fumiko that was sitting on the ground.

Hikaru felt disturbed, seeing this.

The bell rang, and students began coming into the classroom. Fumiko picked herself up from the ground, sitting at her desk with her eyes hidden behind her fringe.



When lunch began, Hikaru quickly walked up to Aya's desk.

Aya glanced up, seeing Hikaru and smiled politely.

"Ah, Hikaru..." Aya was putting up her usual school demeanour. "What's the matter?"

"C-can I talk to you, just a second...?" Hikaru asked.

"Sure." Aya picked herself up from her desk, then walked with Hikaru outside the classroom.

Aya took Hikaru to the school rooftops where they won't be disturbed.

She closed the door to the school rooftops then turned to Hikaru, who was shifting uncomfortably.

"What's wrong, Hikaru?" Aya asked, her voice softening.

"The class..." Hikaru said. "They're bullying Fumiko..."

"Ah, is that all?" Aya asked, relieved.

"Is that all...?" Hikaru repeated. "What do you mean? We need to do something!"

"It's fine..." Aya laughed, not understanding why Hikaru was concerned. "Fumiko was the one that bullied you, right? She's just getting back what she dished out..."

"But!" Hikaru wouldn't let the topic go. "This is wrong! You can't just let the class bully her!"

"Hikaru..." Aya said. "There's always someone getting bullied at school... we can't help them all... that's not our problem..."

"...!"

"Ah..." Aya saw the look on Hikaru's face, and tried to retract her statement. "I'm sorry, Hikaru. I didn't mean it like that..."

"...really?"

"Yes!" Aya said. "I-I will help! If you want me to help Fumiko, sure!"

"Do you mean it?" Hikaru's face lit up.

"Of course!" Aya smiled. God dammit, what am I doing? "I don't take back what I say." Even though she did exactly that just a second ago.

"You're the best!" Hikaru said. "I knew I could trust you!"

Aya laughed weakly, but she felt happy inside seeing how joyful Hikaru was.



Sana was sitting at her desk, watching as the class surrounded Fumiko when Aya left the room.

"Hey, you... bully." Mika kicked Fumiko's desk, jolting her.

"W-what is it?" Fumiko tried to put on a tough expression, but she was scared of the group surrounding her.

"You like to bully people, right?" Mika smiled, then picked up Fumiko's notebook from her table. "Then this should be nothing new to you." She tore up the pages of Fumiko's notebook, snickering as she did.

Kenzou was amongst the group that had surrounded Fumiko's table.

"I-I didn't want to hit Hikaru!" Kenzou said. "You made me hit her!"

T-thank god that I managed to push all the blame on Fumiko. Kenzou was thinking to himself. Otherwise, I would probably be getting outcasted like Fumiko at the moment.

"Y-you..." Fumiko stared angrily at Kenzou. "You're the one that thought up of the idea to grab her after school!"

"Wh-what?!" Kenzou feigned ignorance. "Don't lie to everyone here! We know you're the one that planned everything!"

These guys... Fumiko was staring at them. They all had a part in bullying Hikaru, but now they're just pretending it was all my fault... I mean, sure, I told them that Aya said Hikaru was annoying, but still...

Sana was too scared to help Fumiko. She didn't want to end up getting bullied herself. Ah... where is Aya?! I hope she comes back soon...

Mika chucked Fumiko's torn notebook to the side of the room, and indicated to the group.

Two male students from the group stepped forward, then closed in to Fumiko's side.

"W-what are you doing?!" Fumiko yelled, then got up from her desk to get away.

But the two students grabber her by her arms, forcing her to bend down at her waist, pushing her face into her desk.

Fumiko was just a girl so there was no way she could outpower two male students.

"Let's see how your face looks with a scar." Mika said, then pulled a boxcutter out of her pocket.

"W-what?! Are you serious?!" Fumiko was trying with all her strength to get out of the grip of the two students, but they were holding her arms, and holding her head down to the desk, pushing her cheek against the wooden surface. "No! Please, stop!!"

Mika laughed, then pushed the blade out of the razorblade, locking it in place. Then she moved the blade down to Fumiko's face...

At that moment, the door to the classroom opened.

Some of the students turned to look at who it was, and upon seeing the person, quickly tapped at Mika's back.

"What is it?" Mika said annoyed, then turned to look.

It was Aya.

Instantly, the group was starting to disperse, just like before. Mika unlocked the blade, quickly pushing it back inside the handle, then hid the boxcutter behind her back. The two male students immediately released their hold of Fumiko.

"H-hi Aya..."

Students around the classrooom mumbled a quiet greeting to her, as she walked silently past them, heading towards Mika.

Mika tensed up, seeing Aya heading towards her. Oh crap, did she see what I was doing? Dammit, I told those idiots to check the door...

"H-hello, Aya..." Mika smiled politely at Aya, but Aya walked past her, heading to Fumiko.

The students around the classroom looked confused, as Aya stopped in front of Fumiko. Even Fumiko was confused. Aya had been ignoring Fumiko the whole day, pretending that she didn't exist.

When Aya was in front of Fumiko, who was standing at her desk, with a sore face. Aya looked into Fumiko's eyes, smiling at her gently.

"Fumiko..." Aya said. "How are you...?"

"A-Aya..." Fumiko couldn't believe that Aya was speaking to her again. She felt like crying, her eyes getting red. "I-I'm sorry..."

Fumiko started crying, not being able to hold her tears back, and Aya reached out, holding her gently as Fumiko cried into Aya's shoulders.

The whole classroom stared at the scene with mixed feelings.

 

        


Chapter 6 - Weekend


            Aya was lying on her king-sized bed, surrounded by silk and expensive quilt. She was staring at her phone with a flustered look, hesitating. On the screen of her phone was a contact she recently added…

Hikaru.

Today was a weekend, and Aya was debating on whether to call Hikaru or not, after having subtly asked for her number at the end of school yesterday…

Hikaru had taken out her phone when the end of school bell rang, checking a message that her mum had sent her.

Seeing this at her side, since Hikaru was always sitting next to Aya and Aya was always glancing over, Aya had coughed, drawing Hikaru’s attention.

“Do you want my number…?” Aya asked, hiding her nerves behind a polite smile. “Maybe we could do something this weekend…?”

“R-really?” Hikaru asked. “That would be great!”

Hikaru had never had a day out with her friends. Back at her hometown at Takayama, she didn’t have much friends either, and she only ever saw them at school. She had never actually gotten a number besides her parents before.

“Yeah, it'll be fun…” Aya said, dancing for joy inside her mind. “I’ll type my number in your phone…”

“Thank you, Aya!” Hikaru excitedly handed over her phone to Aya.

Immediately after receiving Hikaru’s phone, Aya quickly checked as many things as she could on Hikaru's phone. Does she have a boyfriend? Who does she talk to? What does she do on her phone?!

Frantically, Aya’s fingers were tapping rapidly on Hikaru’s phone, trying to gather as much information as possible.

In the photos of Hikaru’s phone was…

She scrolled through in disbelief.

It was mainly all pictures of cartoon shows she watched, and for some reason, downloaded onto her phone. There were a few pictures with Hikaru and her family, but none with friends. That was because Hikaru didn’t have any other friends, but Aya didn’t know this.

Ack! She looks so cute with her mum! Her mum looks like an older version of her! Is that her dad...? Oh crap, I should check something else before she notices!

Then, Aya checked her contact list…

Mum.

Dad.

…

That was it.

What the hell? Does this girl even have a life? Aya was astounded. She had never come across a person like Hikaru before.

With not much time left, Aya flicked her fingers, taking her to the internet history section.

…

It was mainly searches about cartoon shows she watched, and other mundane things like where the closest convenience store was.

This is unbelievable… is this really all she does…?

“Um, you’ve been typing your number in for a while now, Aya…” Hikaru said.

“Y-yeah!”

Aya quickly returned to the call section, typing her number in a hurry and calling herself so that she would get Hikaru’s number. Upon receiving the call, she cancelled the call on Hikaru’s phone, and gave it back to Hikaru.

“It should be the first number on your call history…” Aya said with a smile, as Hikaru took her phone back. "I called myself, so I have your number too."

“Okay!” Hikaru smiled, glancing down at her phone.

…

And that was how Aya had gotten Hikaru’s number.

Aya was still in her bed, staring at her phone. She had been stuck like this for an hour, having intended to wake up early to call Hikaru.

W-why am I so nervous? I’m just calling her out as a friend! A friend! That’s all! It’s normal to hang out with friends on the weekend! Stop being so nervous, Aya!!

Taking a deep breath, Aya pushed the call button on her phone, calling Hikaru.

Ek! I actually did it!!

Aya placed the phone to her ear nervously, her face red, and her heart pounding.

…

The phone rang for a while, until…

“Hello, dad?” Hikaru picked up the phone.

“Um… I’m not your dad…” Aya said.

“A-Aya?! Oh, I'm so sorry about that!” Hikaru said, her voice embarrassed. “I’m just so used to either my mum or dad calling me!! I thought it was my dad, cause I’m already home with my mum!”

“R-right…” Aya said. “Um, listen… do you want to go out with me today…?”

“Go out?”

“Y-yes! Like as friends! Just going out! Two girls!”

What the hell?! Why am I trying to explain myself?!

“Ah! That sounds really fun! I never did something like this before! Where do we meet up?!”

The excitement in Hikaru’s voice was overwhelming.

“Great!” Aya tried to calm herself down. “Um, how about I’ll come pick you up? I got your address from last time.”

“Okay!” Hikaru said. “I’ll wait for you here!”

“See you then!”

“Bye!!”

Aya hanged up the phone, feeling her chest pounding and her face hot. Oh my god, I actually did it! I called her out! I can’t believe I did it!!

Aya quickly crawled out of her bed, jumping out at the end. It was too big for her to jump out straight from the start, so she had to reach the edge first.

Running to her humongous wardrobe, she flung it open, staring inside.

What should I wear? Ah, it’s my first time out with Hikaru…

NO!!

Aya slapped both her hands to her face that wouldn’t stop blushing. She was horrified at her thoughts.

Why am I acting like this?! Just be normal, and treat her like a friend!! Stop being such an idiot!!

Controlling her breathing, she picked a modest outfit, or what she thought was modest; consisting of an extremely expensive black dress, a luxury branded jacket that was custom designed specifically for her, and a necklace that costed a normal person’s yearly salary.



“I’m going out with a friend!”

Hikaru announced to her mother, and her mother raised an eyebrow, surprised that her daughter actually has friends.

“You’re going out with a friend?” Hikaru’s mother repeated, as though she had heard the wrong thing. Hikaru had never once said something like this in her 16 years of living. “What friend? Who is it? Are you sure they’re not taking advantage of you?”

Hikaru’s mother had grown to be very cautious of Hikaru over the years. The problem was that her daughter was too naïve, too unaware of the cruelties of reality. Ever since that time Hikaru had almost donated all her money to a homeless man on the street. Hikaru’s mother had been wary of her. It was lucky that she had realised what Hikaru was going to do before it actually happened, when she found Hikaru withdrawing all her money from her bank account…

“Hikaru, what are you doing carrying all that money?!”

Hikaru’s mother had yelled, seeing all the money that her daughter had in her wallet.

“Ara,” Hikaru glanced around nervously, trying to think of an excuse, but failing to think of any. She wasn’t good at lying anyway. “I was trying to help this homeless man… he said he lost his house, and he needs money to buy a suit to get a job…”

“You…” Hikaru’s mother was in disbelief. “Don’t just give money out like that!!”

“I’m sorry!!”

…

Hikaru’s mother sighed, remembering that moment. If only my daughter can marry someone rich, then maybe I’ll be less anxious all the time. Maybe a lawyer, or a doctor… no, don’t get your hopes up… even a salesman would be good…

“Well, I’m going out now!” Hikaru announced in a cheery tone.

Hikaru’s mother stared at Hikaru wearily as she left the apartment, then sighed again.

She had moved out here with Hikaru so that Hikaru could attend the prestigious Hibiya High. Even she was surprised when she heard that Hikaru had somehow managed to score a high enough grade to gain admission. It was like a dream come true for Hikaru’s mother.

She thought she could stop worrying about Hikaru now that she attended such a prestigious school, but…

Hikaru’s mother knew that she had been getting bullied at school. Hikaru had been coming home with a depressed face, sometimes with her clothes wet, and her sport shoes that Hikaru’s mother had paid for had gone missing.

She was just hoping that Hikaru would be strong enough to tell her, herself, without Hikaru’s mother needing to interfere for Hikaru.

But, it seemed that the bullying had stopped.

“That girl…” Hikaru’s mother glanced out the window of the apartment. “When can I stop worrying about her…?”

...

Hikaru's mother stopped.

Wait a second... she didn't even answer me when I asked who she was going out with?!



“Thank you for coming to pick me up!!”

Hikaru entered Aya’s black limousine, closing the door behind her, then glanced over at Aya.

Ek!! She is dressed so nicely!!

Hikaru froze, seeing Aya’s dress and jacket, a sparkling necklace hanging around her neck. Her dress emphasised the perfect sculpture of her body.

Aya glanced down at what Hikaru was wearing.

A grey hoodie purchased from the discount shop, and black pants that was a few years old but well taken care of.

Aya tried to ignore Hikaru’s clothing. Oh, that poor girl… she doesn’t have a fashion sense at all! But she still looks so cute!! It’s okay, I can help her get better clothes…

“How are you, Hikaru?” Aya smiled politely. “Thank you for coming out with me today!”

“O-oh, I am very well.” Hikaru was still put off by how nice Aya was dressed in comparison to her. She felt like she was being rude by being in a hoodie. But it wasn’t like she had any other clothes. Her most expensive clothes were her school uniform, which was mandatory at Hibiya High.

“How about I get you something to drink first?” Aya went into the minibar. She knew that Hikaru didn’t drink alcohol, which was a shame. If only I could get her drunk…

NO!

With her face turning slightly pink, Aya pulled a bottle of mineral water out from the fridge, the most expensive brand, which was the only brand she had.

“Mineral water?” Aya asked Hikaru.

“Um…” Hikaru glanced at the bubbly water inside the expensive looking bottle. “Okay…”

She took the bottle out of Aya’s hand.

Just as Aya turned around to prepare some glasses, Hikaru opened the bottle of mineral water and started chugging it from the bottleneck.

“Um…” Aya held the two rock glasses in her hand, not knowing what to do with them.

Hikaru stopped drinking, and stuck her tongue out. “It tastes bubbly…”

“Yeah, it’s mineral water…”

Oh my god, her tongue is so cute! I want to kiss her tong—

“SHUT UP!”

Aya shouted with a red face, and Hikaru jumped in her seat.

“Er…”

“Ah, I’m so sorry!” Aya realised she had spoken her thoughts out loud. “I-I didn’t mean you, haha, I’m so sorry! I was just talking to my driver! Silly driver!”

The blinds separating the driver’s seat from the passenger’s seat was already up.

“Oh, okay…” Hikaru laughed, trusting Aya. “Anyways, do you want some?” Hikaru stuck the bottle out towards Aya.

“Um…” Aya glanced down at the bottleneck.

…

That was where she drank from!! It would be an indirect kiss!!

Aya’s face was growing redder by the second, staring at the bottleneck.

“S-sure…”

Aya placed the rock glasses back where she got them from, and took the bottle of mineral water out of Hikaru’s hand.

She stared down at the bottleneck, hesitating.

Oh my god, this is going to be an indirect kiss!! I can’t believe I’m doing this! Doesn’t she care?!

Aya glanced up nervously at Hikaru, but she was staring out the window.

“Where are we going?” Hikaru asked, excited.

“Um…” Aya quickly drank the bottle, pushing her lips down at the bottleneck that Hikaru had touched.

Oh my god, our lips indirectly touched!!

Her heart was going insane.

Aya placed the bottle back down, feeling dizzy, her lips wet. “W-we’re going shopping…”

“Shopping?!” Hikaru turned back to Aya. “I love shopping! I always wanted to go out with a friend to shopping!”

Aya laughed weakly, feeling like she was going to faint. She placed the bottle down at a bottle holder in the limousine clumsily. Then leaned against the chair for support.

“Are you alright, Aya?” Hikaru asked.

“Y-yes! I’m fine! Great!”



“Are you sure about this?”

A middle-aged man dressed in a suit was speaking to a phone.

He nodded, as the voice on the other side of the phone answered.

“Ok, I know what to do…”

He hanged up the phone, then turned around.

He was inside a large store, one of the most luxurious stores in Tokyo. In front of him, stood a line of people dressed in a similar outfit to him. They were retail workers in this luxurious clothing store.

“Gentlemen and ladies…” The man coughed into his hand, seeming slightly nervous. “The young mistress, Aya Kuramoto, will be coming to this store today.”

“…!”

“Kuramoto… of the Kuramoto Bank…”

“It’s that girl from last time…”

Whispers were going around the line of retail workers.

The man coughed again and everyone went quiet. “Evacuate every other customer from the store. Prepare the store for the young mistress’ arrival.”

Instantly, the retail workers started heading off, running to different areas of the store.

“I don’t want to see a speck of dirt anywhere!” The man shouted. “Not even on the ceiling! Make sure you get our best and newest items out on display!! Be on your best behaviour!! If anyone makes the young mistress even a little bit annoyed, don’t ever think about showing up for work again!!”



“We’re here!” Aya announced, as the car stopped.

“I’m so excited!!” Hikaru said.

Aya leaned over to Hikaru, opening the door of the limousine, then allowed Hikaru to step out first.

When Hikaru stepped out, the first thing she saw was a large store, with transparent windows everywhere. Inside the shop was rows and rows of clothing, and extravagant interior.

Hikaru had never been to a place like this before.

Aya stepped out of the limousine after Hikaru.

“Let’s go in!” Aya said cheerfully.

“Okay!” Hikaru said.

They walked into the shop, and was immediately greeted by a line of retail workers all dressed in formal clothing. They were lined up in a row, bowing as they greeted Aya and Hikaru.

“Good afternoon, young mistress, Aya!” They spoke in unison, then saw Hikaru by Aya’s side. “Good afternoon, young mistress!” They said to Hikaru.

“W-woah…” Hikaru stared at the line of retail workers awaiting their arrival.

What kind of shop is this…? All their workers are just waiting at the front of the shop? Don’t they need to attend to other customers?

A middle-aged man in a suit approached Aya, a friendly smile on his face.

“Ah, young mistress, Aya!” The middle-aged man bowed. “It is certainly good to see you again!” Then he glanced over to Hikaru. “And I see you brought a friend! Excellent!”

“It’s good to see you too!” Aya said, though he had no idea who he was. The guy had introduced himself before to Aya, but Aya had forgotten. Still, she had to appear to be polite. All she really wanted to do was grab Hikaru and put on some outfits on her. “This is my friend, Hikaru.”

“Very nice to meet you.” He bowed to Hikaru. “My name is Saburo.”

“It’s good to meet you, Saburo!” Hikaru smiled cheerfully at the man.

“Anyways, we’re just going to look around ourselves first!” Aya said. Her impatience was growing. “I’ll call you if we need any help!”

“Of course.” Saburo smiled, then watched as Aya walked with Hikaru further into the shop, glancing around at all the clothes on display.

“Kuku…” Saburo smiled, seeing them eye the strategically placed clothing. “You must want that, right…?”

Aya turned away from the clothing that Saburo was looking at, and Saburo’s face turned disappointed.

The retail workers started surrounding Saburo.

“What should we do?”

“The young mistress said she wants to look around by herself!”

There was panic going around the retail workers.

“Don’t worry!” Saburo calmed them down with a strong voice. “Just try to subtly hint our most expensive clothing for them to wear… but make sure not to disturb the young mistress!”



“Uh…”

Hikaru was walking around the giant store, with Aya walking next to her. So far, Hikaru hasn’t seen a single customer other than the two of them.

“Where are all the other customers?” Hikaru asked, looking around confused.

“Oh, I don’t know.” Aya said. “There’s always no one when I come to this shop.”

“Hm…”

“Anyways, you should wear this!!”

Aya pulled out a cute onesie from a line of clothes. It was close in appearance to sleepwear, but somehow fashioned to be able to wear both for sleep and going out. It looked like something out of a fashion magazine.

“Uh, that’s unique…” Hikaru said.

How could I wear such an embarrassing thing out! Hikaru thought to herself.

“Um…” Aya glanced down at the onesie she had pulled out. All this time, she had been thinking about what cute clothing to dress Hikaru in, that she hadn’t been thinking of what clothes that Hikaru could actually wear out on the streets like a normal person.

But… that onesie was so cute!

Aya motioned at a retail worker standing by the side to come over. Quickly, the retail worker scuttled over with an anxious face. Aya handed him the onesie.

“I’ll get this.” Aya said, without once looking at the price tag.

Nodding, the retail worker took the onesie and stepped away to give Aya and Hikaru their privacy again.

Hikaru was really confused by Aya’s method of shopping. Whenever she shopped, which was always with her mum, she would always check the prices before buying something.

“Aya,” Hikaru was glancing around the store. There didn’t seem to be prices on any of the clothes.

“Hm?”

“Where are the discount items?”

“Discount?” Aya repeated like she had never heard such a term.

“Yeah, you know… doesn’t this shop have some items that are on discount or something?”

“Uh…” Aya tried to think, but she had never come across such a thing when she went shopping. “You mean… like limited edition, or something?”

“No, like discounts!” Hikaru said. “Cheap clothes!”

“Ah, don’t worry about the price, Hikaru.” Aya said. “I’ll pay for it.”

“What?! I can’t make you do something like that!”

“It’s okay!” Aya tried to laugh it off. “I made you come out today, so it’s the least I could do.”

Hikaru never heard of friends paying for each other’s clothes. Is this normal? Is this how friends shop?

Hikaru shook her head. “No… I really can’t, Aya. I can’t make you do something like that.”

“Ah…” Aya felt disappointed, but she also didn’t want to force Hikaru to accept something she didn’t want. “Okay…”

The two of them continued going through the store.

“Ah, how about this?” Hikaru pulled out a long-sleeved white jumper, along with denim shorts.

“Yeah, I think that looks good!” Aya said.

“Where do I go to try it on?” Hikaru asked shyly.

“At the side, over there.” Aya said, then walked with Hikaru to the side of the shop where there was a change room.

Seeing Aya approaching, the retail workers quickly spread out, giving Aya and Hikaru room to walk, while they smiled politely at the two of them.

Saburo approached the girls as they headed to the change room.

“Is there something wrong?” Saburo asked.

“Oh no, we just want to try this outfit.” Aya said, indicating at the clothes that Hikaru was holding.

“Ah, no problem.” Saburo said, relieved that there was no complaints. Then gestured at the change room while moving out of the way. “Please, feel free to use it as you please.”

Hikaru felt awkward, seeing the retail workers staring at them as they walked into the change room.

Inside the change room, there were rows of more rooms that were the actual place where you tried on clothing.

“I-I’ll just be a second…” Hikaru said.

Aya nodded.

I wish I could go in with her…

…

Wait, maybe I could! I’m a girl, after all! There’s nothing wrong with girls helping each other with trying on clothes!

“Hikaru, do you need any help with putting on the clothes?” Aya asked in a serious tone, trying to put on her most composed look. She knew how important this request was. “I can go inside, and make sure it’s all okay… I mean, that’s if you’re okay with it. Some clothing might be tricky to put on…”

What the heck? Did I actually say that last part? Helping her put on clothes was pushing it, wasn’t it?!

“Ah…” Hikaru blinked at Aya.

Is this normal? I have no idea… Is this what city girls are like? Back at the country side, girls were more private about these type of stuff… but I don’t want to make Aya feel bad for asking… what if she thinks that I’m weird for saying no…?

Hikaru glanced at Aya, who was staring at her with a serious look. Hikaru trusted that Aya was just trying to help her out with no ulterior motives.

“Okay…” Hikaru nodded with an embarrassed face.

Oh my god, is she serious?! Aya still had the serious look on her face, although inside, her mind was frantic. I can actually go in and help her change?! This is the best day of my life!! I can’t believe it’s actually happening! I thought she would say no!!

With a gentle but shaky smile, Aya walked with Hikaru inside one of the change room, locking the door behind them as they entered.

Oh god, oh god… this is actually happening…

Aya was trying to control her breathing, but it was hard. She stared at the door that she had just locked, thinking about what to do.

“Um…”

Hikaru glanced at Aya who was still facing the door. Didn’t she say she would help me change…?

Hikaru shrugged, then started taking off her clothes shyly.

Oh god, she’s actually changing. Aya stared at the locked door, her face burning red. She could hear Hikaru taking her clothes off.

If I peek to my side…

        


Chapter 7 - Girls


            Aya glanced behind her, her cheeks blushing madly, then felt disappointment.

Hikaru was already dressed in the outfit that she picked out, glancing at herself in the mirror.

“W-what do you think?” Hikaru asked. She turned around, doing a twirl.

Ah… she’s still so cute though…

The disappointment quickly turned into happiness.

“You look really good!” Aya said in a genuine voice. “I mean it.”

Hikaru held her hand to her lips, the sleeves of the white jumper covered her hands. The denim shorts stopped above the middle of her thighs, showing her slender legs. She had perfect skin that looked extremely soft to touch.

“Y-you should definitely get it!” Aya said, her face starting to redden more. “N-now, let’s get you back in your clothes so we can buy those new clothes right away!”

“Okay…”

Hikaru nodded, then glanced over at Aya who was staring at her with a lustful look, her eyes shining.

Ek! Why is Aya looking like that?!

Aya was staring at Hikaru unblinkingly, cheeks red.

“L-let me help you!”

“Um!”

Before Hikaru could say anything, Aya reached over, pulling the bottom of her jumper up. Hesitatingly, Hikaru lifted her hands up so that Aya could take her jumper off.

Oh god, oh god, thank you, thank you…!

Aya’s eyes were wide open, staring at Hikaru’s stomach as the jumper lifted off slowly, revealing her bare stomach. Her skin was soft and warm, and despite Hikaru’s lack of athletic skills, she had no useless fat under her jumper.

Slowly, the jumper went further up, Aya’s hands now shaking as she continued to pull higher.

Hikaru’s face was hidden behind the jumper, and she couldn’t see anything.

“Ek! You’re pulling the jumper so slow!” Hikaru said, feeling her face getting hot inside the closed space of the jumper. “I-I can’t breathe!”

But, Aya couldn’t hear anything. She was still slowly pulling up the jumper, until…

Oh my god…

Aya mouthed to herself.

Hikaru wasn’t wearing any bra.

The jumper had lifted off to the point that she could now see Hikaru’s naked chest, her nipples sticking out towards Aya. Her chest was only slightly raised, so it wasn’t completely flat, but even the smallest bra would have trouble fitting Hikaru. The skin on Hikaru’s entire body was perfect, emitting an attractive warmth.

At this point, Aya felt herself losing consciousness, crumbling down to the ground with a thud.

“A-Aya!”

Hikaru was still stuck with the jumper halfway off her head. She quickly pulled the jumper the rest of the way off, then glanced down at her friend.

“Aya!”

Oh no! Why is Aya on the ground?! What on earth happened?!

Hikaru kneeled down to the ground, panicking, not caring that she had nothing covering the top of her body.

“Aya! Aya! Are you okay?!”

Hikaru shook Aya’s shoulders, trying to wake her up.

“Aya!!”

Instantly, footsteps started approaching from outside the door.

“I-is everything okay, young mistress?!”

Saburo’s worried voice could be heard outside the change room.

“Um!” Hikaru glanced around her anxiously, then quickly grabbed her hoodie, pulling it over her body. “I-it’s Aya! She fainted! I don’t know what happened!!”



Aya was sitting at the back of an ambulance that had parked outside the store, tissues stuffed into her nose that had started to bleed while she was unconscious. The back of the ambulance was popped open, allowing her to sit and face the outside.

“Lack of oxygen.” The paramedic standing outside the ambulance was scribbling something down on a pad in front of him.

“W-what?” Hikaru was also standing outside the ambulance, next to the paramedic. She was staring at the paramedic with a concerned face. “How can that be? We were just inside a change room!”

The paramedic put down his pad, glancing at Hikaru, then over at Aya.

“You need to remember to keep breathing, young lady.” The paramedic told Aya with a dull voice. “You shouldn’t hold your breath for no reason.”

This… this is so humiliating…

Aya smiled politely at the paramedic, but it was hard to look elegant with a bunch of tissues stuffed inside her nose.

“T-thank you… I will keep that in mind…”

Hikaru was still confused, staring at the paramedic then at Aya, as the paramedic walked away to talk to an anxious Saburo that was waiting at the side, in front of his store.

Another paramedic walked over to them, a female with a warm smile. “Are you feeling better now?” The paramedic asked Aya.

“Y-yes…” Aya replied.

“I checked your blood pressure and it is all fine. Maybe sit down and rest for a while, but, you are okay to go home any time.” The paramedic smiled, before walking off.

Yeah, as if I’m going to keep sitting here. Thank god, I don’t have to go to the hospital… it was already embarrassing enough having to explain what happened…

In fact, Aya had tried to lie about what happened, blaming something about her low blood pressure which was revealed to be not the case.

Hikaru was relieved, hearing that there was nothing wrong with Aya.

“Ah, thank goodness…” Hikaru sighed. “I thought it was something serious…”

Aya pulled the tissues out of her nose, throwing them in a bin inside the ambulance then washed her face at a water outlet that was there. She just wanted to get out of here and continue the rest of her day with Hikaru as quickly as possible.

“Come on, let’s go…” Aya said, walking out from the ambulance, patting her face dry with paper towels.

“Okay.” Hikaru nodded, staring at Aya with a concerned look.

They walked back to Aya’s limousine that was parked behind the ambulance.

The doors popped open as they approached, and Aya allowed Hikaru to get on first, before getting on herself.

“Young mistress! Are you okay?!”

The driver turned his head, looking at Aya as she entered the limousine.

“Yes, yes, I’m fine!” Aya said in an annoyed tone, then chucked the paper towels she was holding into a bin inside the limousine.

“I called your father and told him what happened!” The driver said. “I—”

“You WHAT?!” Aya’s eyes widened, her head whirling to face the driver. “W-why would you do that, Thomas?!”

Thomas? Hikari thought to herself, then glanced at the driver, who was looking at Aya with his head turned towards them.

He was in his 50s and did look western, after all. Ah… I didn’t get to see his face properly before…

“Argh!!” Aya palmed her face, groaning. “He’s going to do something stupid…!”

“I-I’m sorry, young mistress, I just thought I should let him know…” Thomas said, then quickly raised the blinds between the driver’s seat and the passenger’s seat as Aya continued groaning. He was anxious, seeing Aya upset.

“Is your father really strict…?” Hikaru asked.

“No… he just… overreacts to everything…”

Aya sighed, then shook her head.

I-I can’t keep complaining about it… I have to try to refocus! I have Hikaru here with me! She’ll feel uncomfortable if I’m upset!

“A-anyways…” Aya tried to regain her composure. “I’ll tell the store to place an order for the clothes you picked out… otherwise, it might not be there again next time…”

“Thank you, Aya…” Hikaru said. “I’ll pay you back, how much do the clothes cost?”

“I don’t know.” Aya said. “I’ll let you know when they send me the receipt.”

Aya had very little sense of what money was worth. She had no idea that there was no way Hikaru would be able to afford the clothes.

Hikaru, like Aya, also had very little sense about money. She also had no idea that there was no way she would be able to afford the clothes.

“It was a really good outfit but.” Aya smiled. “I think it suited you very well!”

“Thank you.” Hikaru said, blushing. “I don’t look anywhere near as good as you though…”

“N-no way…” Aya’s face reddened, hearing Hikaru’s compliment. “Y-you’re very cute!”

Hikaru shifted on her seat, feeling embarrassed.

Aya is always so nice to me! Even though she knows that I look like nothing compared to her, she still tries to make me feel better about myself. Hikaru thought to herself. I wish I could be like Aya…

S-she’s so cute being embarrassed like that… Aya was staring at Hikaru with a red face. I want to just hug her like a doll… Oh god… control your breathing, Aya… you don’t want to faint again…

Aya glanced away from Hikaru, breathing in heavy puffs.

“A-Aya…?” Hikaru glanced up. “You okay…?”

“Um… I’m just practicing my breathing…! Since that’s what the paramedics said!” Aya said.

“I see…” Hikaru said, then glanced around the limousine. She hadn’t taken a proper look before, but there were so many gadgets inside Aya’s limousine.

Minibar, mini fridge, tables that pop up from the side, television, karaoke machine, disco balls… It was like a mini house! A mini party house!

“Um… where are we going now…?” Hikaru glanced down at her pockets, taking her phone out to look at the time. She didn’t tell her mum what time she would be getting home, and it was getting close to sunset.

“Oh, ah, do you want to come to my house…?” Aya said. “We could eat dinner… um… watch cartoons… have a sleepover…” Aya said the last part in a quieter tone.

“T-that does sound very fun…” Hikaru raised her head, her cheeks blushing.

Ah, I want to have a sleepover! I’ve never had a sleepover before! And Aya said we could watch cartoons together! Is this what it’s like to have a best friend? I’m so happy!!

“Yeah…” Aya could see that Hikaru was getting tempted. She had purposely mentioned the thing about cartoons to try to lure her into coming to her house. “It will be very fun! I have spare clothes for you, so you don’t need to worry about not having sleepwear or anything…”

“Um…” Hikaru really wanted to go, but she knew she needed permission first. “L-let me call my mum…”

With that, Hikaru pulled her phone out in front of her hastily, unlocking the phone, to call her mum.

Aya smiled to herself. Hehe… Now I can have Hikaru all to myself tonight… us two… sleeping in one bed… maybe we could even do something more than kissing—

NOOOOO!!!!

Aya turned the other way, clutching onto her head with both hands. I-I’m not a lesbian. I don’t like girls. I just want to… just want a sleepover with a friend! That’s right! It’s nothing but an innocent sleepover!

“Hello, mum?” Hikaru said as the line on the other end answered.

Hikaru’s mother was in their apartment, doing some yoga to help calm herself down from worrying about Hikaru all the time.

“Yes, what is it Hikaru?” Hikaru’s mother had her eyes closed, taking a deep breath as she listened to the yoga tape she had played on the television.

“I-I was just thinking that if I could… have a sleepover with my friend…?”

“S-sleepover?!” Hikaru’s mother snapped her eyes opened. She had spent all that time to try to relax herself, but now it was like she had wasted all her time. “W-with whom?! You didn’t even tell me who you were going out with when you went out!!”

Hikaru’s mother had restrained herself from quickly calling Hikaru straight away, to ask who she had went out with. She thought that she should have more trust in her daughter, in order to allow her to become independent. But a sleepover? This was too much for her to handle.

“I-it’s just a school friend!” Hikaru laughed weakly into the phone. “They’re a very nice person!”

Y-you think everyone is a nice person! Hikaru’s mother thought.

“Please… please, please, please tell me it’s not a guy…” Hikaru’s mother said, squeezing her eyes shut and praying to whatever god was up in heaven. Don’t let my daughter be going out with some perverted guy! She’s going to be completely taken advantage of with her personality! How will she ever get married?! Ah!! Why is it so hard being a mother?!

“It’s not a guy!” Hikaru said, and Hikaru’s mother breathed a sigh of relief. “It’s a girl! She has been taking care of me at school!”

“Well…” Hikaru’s mother was more relaxed, hearing that Hikaru was with a girl. What she didn’t know was that Aya might be more dangerous than any guy she could ever encounter. “I guess it’s fine… if it’s with a girl…”

“R-really? Thank you mum!! I love you so much!”

“I love you too, Hikaru.” Hikaru’s mother sighed. “Don’t sleep too late! And try to come home as soon as you can!”

“I will! Bye mum!!”

“Bye.”

Hikaru’s mother hanged up the phone, staring around her at the empty apartment. The yoga tape was still playing on the television.

Ah… I hope Hikaru will be safe… But, at least she won’t be taken advantage of since she’s with a girl…



Hikaru hanged up the phone, then glanced back at Aya excitedly.

“I-I can sleepover!” Hikaru said. “My mum said yes!”

“Oh, that’s great!” Aya tried to control her emotions with a smile, but she was leaping for joy inside.

“I’ve never had a sleepover before!” Hikaru said. “What do people usually do in a sleepover?”

“Well…” Aya coughed. “Um… they watch television together, eat snacks, shower together, do each other’s hair, sleep together… um, and cartoons.”

She added the last part hastily. She never actually showered with anyone during a sleepover or watch cartoons for that matter, but Aya felt that Hikaru didn’t have to know that.

“Oh, wow…” Hikaru missed the part about showering together that Aya had sneakily added. “That sounds really fun!”

Aya smiled, relieved that Hikaru wasn’t questioning her about any of what she said.

“We also tell each other about our romantic life during a sleepover!” Aya said, then hesitated. “H-have you ever had… a boyfriend…?”

Hikaru shook her head.

“Kissed anyone?”

Hikaru shook her head again.

Aya turned away from Hikaru, feeling joy pouring out. She’s so pure! Ah, I knew Hikaru would never do stuff like that!... But I haven’t done any of those stuff either…

“What about you?” Hikaru asked. “Have you ever had a boyfriend?”

“Er…” Aya turned back to Hikaru, thinking about what to say for a second. “No…”

“Kissed anyone?”

Except that time we indirectly kissed! I never even shared drinks with people up to that point!

“No…” Aya said.

“Oh, you’re like me then!” Hikaru laughed. “I don’t really want to do any of those stuff.”

Aya felt happy and disappointed at the same time. She was happy that Hikaru didn’t want a boyfriend, but disappointed that Hikaru didn’t want to kiss anyone.

“Ah, is that right…?” Aya said.

Hikaru nodded. “Well… not till I’m older anyways… Mum keeps saying that I would be taken advantage of if I make any guy friends… that’s why she doesn’t let me hang around guys…”

“That’s a good idea!” Aya said. Ah, thank you, Hikaru’s mother! Hikaru should never hang around guys… ever… “It’s never a good idea to rush into things.”

“You’re so smart, Aya.” Hikaru said. “I feel like I can take your advice for anything!”

“Y-you can!” Aya said. “Um… by the way, do you have anyone you like?”

“Anyone I like?”

“Yeah, like a guy…” Or girl, Aya wanted to say. “Or just anyone you have a crush on…”

“Um… not really…”

Aya felt happiness and disappointment again. It was a confusing feeling.

“What about you?” Hikaru asked. “Do you have anyone you like?”

Gah! She was turning the question back on me again!

“Um…” Aya thought about what to say.

“You can tell me the truth.” Hikaru said. “I won’t tell anyone!”

“Uh…” Aya glanced at Hikaru, who was staring at her with excited eyes. “Sort of…”

“R-really?!” Hikaru squealed. “W-who is it?!”

“I-it’s complicated…” Aya said. “I-I’m not really sure about my feelings yet…”

“Oh, that does sound complicated…”

“And I don’t know if that person will like me back…”

“But, you’re so beautiful and smart, Aya! Anyone would say yes to you!”

“Y-yes, that’s true, but…” Aya didn’t know why she was telling Hikaru about this. “They don’t know I like them… and they might not… accept it…”

“T-that does sound complicated…”

“People around… might also not like it…”

“Like a forbidden love?”

“Sort of…”

“So, it’s like Romeo and Juliet then?”

“Um… I guess so…”

“Wah! That’s so exciting!”

Aya laughed weakly at Hikaru’s reaction.

Ugh, what am I doing… there’s no way, right…? Why am I saying this…? Do I really like Hikaru…?

“Hikaru…” Aya called out.

“Hm…?” Hikaru glanced at Aya.

“What do you think about… being with a girl…?”

        


Chapter 8 - Sleepover


            "...Being with a girl?"

Hikaru blinked at Aya. She didn't understand what Aya was talking about.

"Like... thoughts about... b-being romantic... with a girl...?"

Ack! What am I saying?! Aya was starting to get nervous staring into Hikaru's chestnut eyes, her heart pounding inside her chest.

"Um..." Hikaru stared at Aya blankly. "How do you be romantic with a girl...?"

"Like..." Aya glanced to her side, her warm breath coming out heavily. "Wanting to hug a girl... or kiss... or something...?" Her words got quieter at the end.

Hikaru shook her head slowly. "I... I've never had thoughts like that..."

"Ah, is that right?" Aya laughed, shaking her hands in front of her. "A-anyways, I was just joking! Please forget about it!"

"Oh, okay... I see!" Hikaru laughed too, seeing Aya laugh.

Ah, she's just so cute!! Aya stared at the laughing Hikaru with a blushing face. I'm sad that she doesn't have any feelings for me, but maybe it's better this way... I need to get my own feelings sorted out before doing anything crazy...

Little did she know, that she had already done a lot of crazy things, and was about to embark on a night where she would do even more crazy things.



Arriving at their destination, Hikaru stepped out of the limousine to see that she was in the driveway of a gigantic mansion with beautiful scenery surrounding her; blooming cherry blossoms, lush greenery, wooden bridges, a pond with a shishi-odoshi. The actual mansion was almost as big as Hikaru's entire apartment building, though not as tall, and was designed in a lavish modern outlook that reeked of wealth. Hikaru was stunned by the sight of Aya's 'house'.

Aya stepped out of the limousine after Hikaru, then glanced at the stunned Hikaru.

"Come on, let's go in."

Aya said, as she started walking ahead cheerfully. Hikaru's actually going to sleepover at my place tonight!! I'm so excited!!

Hikaru nodded, and started walking behind Aya. She felt like she was very out of place in her grey hoodie and pants.

Walking up the steps to the giant door of Aya's mansion, two bodyguards dressed in suits standing out at the front opened the door for them, smiling as they bowed their head.

"Welcome home, young mistress, Aya!"

They glanced at Hikaru, and smiled warmly. "Welcome young lady!"

Hikaru smiled uncertainly back at the bodyguards. Although, they were smiling warmly, they looked big and threatening, there was even what appeared to be a gun on the side of their waist. Following Aya inside the mansion, they arrived at a grand hall filled with butlers and maids lined up in a row, awaiting Aya's return. The grand hall was even more spectacular than the outside of the mansion, with giant crystal lights hanging at the ceiling, sending sparkling lights down at them.

"Welcome home, young mistress, Aya!"

The servants bowed their heads, as Aya walked past them nonchalantly.

"H-hello..." Hikaru didn't know how to act. She smiled as she walked past the servants, who returned her smile warmly.

"You have a very nice place, Aya..." Hikaru continued following Aya, staring around at everything in awe.

"Ah, thank you." Aya said. She didn't know that Hikaru was actually really shocked, she thought that Hikaru was just being polite. Aya only ever hanged around other rich people, so her sense of wealth was seriously skewed.

"Young mistress, Aya!"

A butler with gray hair and a more fancy uniform than the other servants approached the two of them, bowing. "Welcome home! How are you on this fine evening?"

"Ah, hello Koji. I'm very well, thank you." Aya said, then turned to Hikaru, indicating at her. "This is my friend from school, Hikaru."

Hikaru bowed back at the butler timidly. "I-it's nice to meet you, Koji."

"Ah, Hikaru. What a wonderful name. My name is Koji, I am the head butler here at the Kuramoto household." Koji said, bowing again to Hikaru, before turning to Aya. "Is there anything I can get you or your friend, young mistress, Aya?"

"No." Aya shook her head. "Try not to disturb us tonight, we're having a sleepover party!"

"Ah, a sleepover party." Koji laughed. "Very well then. I shall inform the rest of the servants to leave you and your guest in peace." He turned to Hikaru, smiling warmly. "Let me know if you ever need anything, young lady, Hikaru. It'll be a pleasure to serve you."

With another bow, Koji stepped away, walking into one of the many rooms in the grand hall.

"He seems very nice..." Hikaru said.

"Yes." Aya said. "Anyways, let's go up to my room!"

"Okay..." Hikaru nodded. She felt weird, seeing so many servants around the mansion. Inside Hikaru's apartment, there was only her mum and no one else. How does Aya live with so many people in her house? Hikaru thought to herself. I would feel so awkward!

Following Aya through the excessively luxurious hallways, Hikaru arrived at Aya's bedroom. Aya pushed open the intricately designed oak door, revealing an enormous room that matched the size of Hikaru's entire apartment.

"This is..." Hikaru walked into the room with Aya leading the way. She glanced around at the room. "This is really nice..."

Aya led Hikaru to the bed that was as big as everything else in the mansion. The bed had pillars at each corner, stretching upwards and silk curtains that could be used to cover the bed.

"And this is where we're going to sleep tonight!" Aya pointed at her bed that had been made into perfect condition since she left in the morning, with all the quilts rewashed. Yes!! Hikaru and me are going to sleep together! Aya was having ecchi thoughts running across her entire mind, staring at the bed while blushing wildly.

"Everything's so big..." Hikaru stared at the bed too, not seeing the expression on Aya's face. "You must be really rich, Aya..."

Even though Hikaru knew that Aya's family owned the Kuramoto Bank when Fumiko told her at school the other time, she didn't actually know that people could be that rich from owning a bank.

Aya wasn't listening, she was too busy thinking about all the things she could do to Hikaru at night.

"Anyways," Aya said. "Let's take a shower! You must be exhausted from being out the whole day!"

"S-shower?" Hikaru glanced outside at the sun that was still setting. "It's still kind of early, isn't it?"

"Yes, but then we can eat dinner afterwards and lie in the bed!" Aya said. "And cartoons!" She hastily added. Thank god, I checked Hikaru's phone that other time. Now that I know she really loves cartoons, I can keep tempting her with that!

"Um..."

Hikaru wasn't sure. For some reason, she was getting a feeling that Aya wanted to see her naked.

But that can't be possible, right?! Aya's a girl, and I'm a girl! Why on earth would she want to see me naked?! I-I'm just overthinking things... I shouldn't think such things about my friend...

Hikaru smiled at Aya, but her face said that she was embarrassed about taking a shower with another person. "Okay..."

"GREAT!" Aya pointed at a door inside her room, not believing her luck. "I have a bathroom inside my room, so we don't have to go out!"

Hikaru nodded shyly, then watched as Aya quickly headed to the door that they had entered from, locking the door and testing it several times to make sure it was actually locked. Then, Aya headed to the door where she said there was a bathroom, and opened it, showing Hikaru an expensive looking bathroom that was a dazzling white.

Aya clicked a button on the side of the bathroom, and the lights dimmed, turning into one of a dimly lit room, giving a romantic feel.

Then, Aya went to her wardrobe to take out two sets of clothing, which were presumably sleepwear. She also had some towels.

"Okay! Let's go in!" Aya was breathing heavily, her face red.

"Um..." Hikaru was too naive to know that there was anything wrong, but even she, had a faint feeling in the back of her head. "Okay..."

It's okay... There's nothing wrong... I'm just showering with a friend... I trust Aya... she helped me out so much at school... I can't keep doubting her intentions...

Hikaru walked into the bathroom with Aya. Hikaru had her eyes closed, her face flushed, as she tried to keep reminding herself to trust in Aya.

The door to the bathroom closed and Hikaru heard the door locking.

Ek! I'm kind of scared... I haven't showered with anyone since I was 6 when I used to shower with my mum... I don't know what I'm supposed to do... What if Aya thinks my body looks like a child...? She has a much better body than me... But she seems to just really want to see me naked... it was also kind of weird at the change room now that I think about it... oh no, I can't keep having these thoughts... I should trust my friend... I can't—



Hikaru felt someone trying to tug down at her pants, and Hikaru's eyes snapped open to see Aya holding onto the waistline of her pants.

"Ah!!!!!! I can do that myself!!" Hikaru said, quickly scuttling backwards from Aya.

"Oh... haha..." Aya laughed. "No problem..."

Hikaru sighed, turning away from Aya.

Then, slowly she started taking off her clothes, removing her pants, then her hoodie...

Hikaru was holding onto the bottom of her hoodie when she glanced back at Aya to see her standing there in the same position, staring at her.

"Um... what are you doing, Aya...?"

"O-oh, sorry!" Aya turned away from Hikaru. "I sometimes have these dizzy spells... you know... low blood pressure..."

But they said your blood pressure was fine! Hikaru thought.

Hikaru continued removing the rest of her clothing, until she was completely naked from head to toe. Hugging herself to hide her body, she turned around shyly to face Aya.

Aya was also completely naked, her long black hair tied up to a bun behind her head so that two streaks fell on either sides of her face. She had a perfect body, curves in all the right places, fit and tone from her Aikido training, and also her chest was perfectly sized; not too big and not too small.

Hikaru's face reddened, staring at Aya's chest. She has such nice breasts... meanwhile I have nothing... this is so embarrassing!!

Aya placed a hand to her face, trying to control her breathing. She couldn't stop her eyes from gawking at Hikaru's body. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, she's actually naked!!! Breathe, breathe, breathe!! Please don't faint!!

"W-we will shower first, before using the bathtub..."

Aya said, raising a shaky finger to point at the showers.

"Okay..." Hikaru quickly walked off, heading to the open shower that Aya had pointed at, so that she could rinse and scrub off.

She could feel Aya staring at her from behind her back.

...

After Hikaru was done, Aya did the same thing.

"Now, let's use the bathtub...!"

Aya indicated at a white bathtub inside the bathroom, adorned with gold. It was fitted onto the ground.

Nodding, Hikaru quickly walked to the bathtub, turning the water on. She just wanted to quickly get in the water so that Aya couldn't see her child-like body. She was really insecure about her chest.

The water filled the bathtub quickly and Hikaru hurriedly climbed down inside the water, hiding her body, but through the water, Aya could still see glimpses of Hikaru's naked body.

"Is there soap...?" Hikaru glanced around her, her face red. "We need some for the bath..." She just wanted soap so that there would be bubbles on the water to cover her body.

"Sure..." Aya was light-headed but she was doing her best to keep breathing, remembering breathing techniques she had learnt in Aikido. She grabbed a bath soap from the sink next to her and handed it to Hikaru.

Hikaru grabbed the soap, pouring it into the water and bubbles emerged as she flung her hands under the water to spread the soap. She placed the soap next to the bath.

Aya climbed into the bathtub dazily, then realised that her bathtub was so big, that they didn't have to be close to each other. For the first time in her life, Aya cursed the size of her bathroom. Damn it, why does everything have to be so big? Now it's harder for me to try to get closer to Hikaru!

T-thank god that the bathtub is actually quite big... Hikaru thought to herself. Now we don't have to be awkwardly close to each other...



...

There was a moment of silence for a while, with nothing but the sound of water swaying.

"H-hey, Hikaru..." Aya called out.

"Wh-what is it...?"

Aya started heading towards Hikaru in the bathtub, and Hikaru edged away cautiously.

"Is that a mole on your neck?" Aya asked.

"Um..." Hikaru glanced down at her neck, though her eyes couldn't really see that place. She knew that she a tiny flat mole on the side of her neck. "Yes..."

"Oh, that's so cute!!" Aya said. "L-let me see it...!"

"Um!"

Aya was really close to Hikaru now, her body slightly raised above water level, showing her perfect chest. Hikaru was neck deep in the water, afraid to go further up. Her black hair was floating on the water, because she didn't tie it up like Aya.

"I-it's just a mole, nothing special...!" Hikaru laughed, trying to avoid Aya but it was futile.

Aya reached out with her hands, grabbing onto Hikaru's shoulders to stop her from moving away.

Oh my god, her skin feels so soft!! Aya thought to herself, then started gliding her hands on Hikaru's shoulders gently, while staring intently at Hikaru's neck, pretending that she was interested in her mole, which she actually was, but she was more interested in Hikaru's body. Her shoulders feel so nice... I want to keep touching her...

"Did you always have that mole...?" Aya breathed in warm puffs.

"Y-yeah..."

Hikaru could feel Aya rubbing her shoulders. It felt sort of nice but wrong at the same time. Suddenly...

Ek!! What are you doing, Aya?!

Aya's hands were sliding away from her shoulders, her fingers gliding along Hikaru's soft skin. Down her arms, then slowly back up again.

"Y-your hands...!" Hikaru said.

"Ah!" Aya laughed with a red face. "I-I just want to tickle you! I-it's normal! This is what girls do at sleepovers!"

"Um...!"

Hikaru had no idea if Aya was telling the truth or not. She knew that there would be differences between city girls and country girls but she didn't know the difference would be this big.

Aya's hands were now touching Hikaru's collarbone, then going downwards...

"Ack!" Hikaru's face turned a bright shade of red.

Aya was now touching her chest, her fingers feeling her up.

"Um, um, um!" Hikaru's mind was going into overdrive. She felt like she was about to faint. Hikaru wanted to push Aya off her, but she was scared of touching Aya's body. She had never touched a girl's naked body before, besides her own.

"You have a really nice chest!" Aya laughed, trying to play it off.

"I-I..." Hikaru was really dizzy.

Aya leaned in closer to Hikaru, still rubbing onto her chest. She pushed her leg up against Hikaru's leg, and her head leaned closer to Hikaru's neck.

Hikaru could feel a strand of hair from the side of Aya's head falling down on her shoulder.

"You have really nice skin..." Aya whispered, her breath tickling Hikaru's ear.

Hikaru couldn't concentrate anymore. Her eyes were spinning in circles.

Aya moved one hand down from Hikaru's breast, then her petite fingers slid playfully downwards, running against her stomach, and then...

"AH!!!!!" Hikaru screamed, pushing Aya away, as she frantically splashed her arms around the water, trying to get out of the bathtub.

Aya realised what she was doing, her face bright red.

"S-sorry, Hikaru! I-I was just teasing you!!"

Hikaru turned back to Aya, biting her bottom lips, her own face was also bright red. D-did Aya just try to feel me up?!

"W-we will get out of the bath now." Aya said. "L-let's go eat dinner!"

Hikaru sunk deeper into the water, feeling really embarrassed. Her face was halfway submerged, blowing bubbles in the water as she breathed. She raised her head up slightly.

"O-okay..."

I-I can't believe Aya just did that... Is that really normal...?! It didn't feel like she was just playing around... she was actually rubbing me like she enjoyed it... Ahh!! I don't know what's going on anymore!!

Hikaru stared at Aya's back, as Aya got out of the bathtub, drying herself with the towel she brought into the bathroom.

Was it a good idea agreeing to a sleepover at Aya's house...?

        


Chapter 9 - Sex?!


            Whaaat the heeeckkk did I just dooo?!

Aya walked out of the bathroom in a stupefied daze, wearing her sleepwear which was a short violet gown, from a famous French luxury brand, stopping above the middle of her thighs, and revealing a healthy dose of cleavage at the top. Two thin straps at her shoulders held the gown from falling off.

Hikaru followed after Aya out of the bedroom, her face red. Aya had picked for her striped blue pajamas, from a German designer, that were slightly too big for her. The cuffs of the pajamas hanged over her hands, and the button up shirt revealed the top of her chest, though she was holding them together so that it wasn't visible.

D-did I just try to sexually assault Hikaru?! Aya thought to herself. Isn't that a crime?! Oh god, Aya, what have you donee?!... but I couldn't help myself!! She was just too cutee!! Seeing her naked made me lose all my self-control!! But, still... I have to seriously apologise to Hikaru!

"Um..." Aya turned to face Hikaru, who was following her.

Hikaru stopped, seeing Aya stopping in front of her.

"I'm really sorry about that, Hikaru..." Aya sighed, her eyes downcast. "I didn't mean to make you feel uncomfortable..."

"I-it's okay!" Hikaru smiled, trying to not let her embarrassment show. "I-I didn't mind! I was just a bit surprised, that's all! Please don't worry about it!"

Ah, so Aya didn't mean to touch me like that after all... Hikaru thought. I can't believe I was having those strange thoughts about her doing something weird... Aya's such a nice person, she would never do something like that to me!... And besides... she's so pretty!... Why would she choose to feel up someone like me with no chest and a body like a child... We're both girls!... girls don't feel each other up... I'm sure she was just playing around...

"I feel really bad about it..." Aya said, glancing to her side.

"Please..." Hikaru gave Aya a serious look, then reached out, grabbing Aya's hands, which caused Aya to blush. "Please don't feel bad about it, otherwise I'll be sad... you're my best friend, Aya..."

WIth Hikaru's adorable round eyes staring into Aya's face, Aya couldn't help but want to hug her. Aya resisted the urge as best as she could.

"Thank you, Hikaru." Aya said, feeling better. "I'm really sorry once again. I won't do anything that makes you uncomfortable again. I promise."

Hikaru shook her head fiercely. "Don't be! You can do that again anytime you want to! I was just overreacting. I should be the one that's sorry, Aya. I know that girls are less sensitive about those sort of things in Tokyo, it's just that I'm not used to it cause I'm from the country side..."

Do that again anytime I want to...? Aya let those words roll around in her mind, then shook her head. Kyaa!! What am I thinking?!

"A-are you sure you don't mind...?" Aya asked.

"I really don't mind!" Hikaru said with a weak smile. "It's okay if it's you, Aya."

It's okay if it's me... oh, she's just too adorable...! Aya breathed a sigh of relief, thinking that it meant that she could continue touching Hikaru.

"Well..." Aya said. "I'm just happy that you're okay..."

Hikaru laughed, a child's laughter. "I'm fine, Aya! It was really fun to be able to bathe together with you!"

The two of them laughed in unison as Aya led Hikaru out of the room, walking side by side.

"What do you want to eat tonight?" Aya asked. "I can tell the chefs to make you anything you want."

"Oh, that sounds really nice! Um... what about your parents? Are they eating?"

"No." Aya shook her head. "My parents are overseas. They are always away on business trips." But my father will probably rush back to Japan after Thomas told him I fainted while shopping... Aya thought.

"I see..." Hikaru nodded. Oh, Aya has to live by herself all the time... it must be so hard... "What food can the chefs cook?"

"Anything."

"Really? That's really hard to choose then..."

"Oh, I'll just tell the chefs to cook you a bit of everything to see what you like."



Hikaru was now sitting at the dining room with Aya by her side, on a table that was big enough to fit twenty people, with more tables at the side of the room.

In front of her on the table, were rows and rows of food. Way more than she could ever eat, and way more than she had ever seen in her life. Most of the dishes were things that she didn't even know what it was.

"Chicken consommé, yellowfin tuna tartare, foie gras, vaoudafan roasted quail breast, scallop sashimi with meyer lemon confit, lobster ravioli..."

Koji was announcing the dishes one by one, but he might as well be talking in a different language to Hikaru.

"Okay, that's enough now, Koji." Aya said with a polite smile. "Thank you for your service. We will begin eating if you don't mind."

"Ah, where are my manners." Koji bowed with a hearty laugh. "Of course, young mistress, Aya. Please eat to your heart's content!" Koji stepped away, then indicated to the servants standing at the side of the room.

The servants stepped to the table, pouring unknown drinks into various glasses that were at Hikaru's table, as well as for Aya.

Then, with Koji's orders, the servants left the room along with Koji, closing the door to the dining room and leaving Hikaru and Aya alone.

"Let's start eating!" Aya said, as she started getting some of the dishes that were spread out in front of them. She served Hikaru first, enthusiastically getting food for her to eat.

"You should try some of this, it's very nice." Aya said.

Hikaru laughed weakly as Aya piled up food on her plate. She stared down at her table and saw ten different spoons and forks next to the plate, which confused her. Why are there so many different utensils to eat with?!

Once Aya was done giving Hikaru food, she started eating next to Hikaru's side, and Hikaru followed Aya, trying to copy her table mannerisms but found it difficult. Trained from a young age, Aya had completely mastered the art of eating etiquette, knowing exactly which fork or spoon to use, how to eat each individual dish, and doing it all without a single squeak of noise.

"You're a very polite eater..." Hikaru said, watching Aya eat. She had never seen someone eat the way that Aya ate. It was as though she was eating at a formal event.

Aya wiped her mouth with a napkin before speaking. "Oh, really?" Aya didn't know that she ate different to everybody else. "Thank you, Hikaru!"

Hikaru blushed, feeling embarrassed by the difference between how Aya was eating and how she was eating.

Chewing on her food, Hikaru wondered whether her mum would be lonely without her. This was the first time she had left her mum alone...



Hikaru's mother was on the phone with her friend, Gina. She was sitting comfortably on the couch in the living room of the apartment, with some Chinese takeaway she had gotten from the store downstairs. Normally, she wouldn't eat these types of food, considering how expensive it was, but she thought that she should treat herself once in a while, especially since it wasn't usual that Hikaru wasn't home. She didn't want Hikaru to eat these type of unhealthy food and get hooked onto it.

"This is so good..."

Hikaru's mother stabbed at some chicken from a plastic container, while holding a bowl of rice in her hand. She had cooked the rice herself at home since she didn't want to waste money buying rice at the Chinese takeaway shop. Her motto was that every cent counts when it comes to saving money. A drop of water might not be much, but with enough time, water could become a tidal wave.

"Hey, are you listening, Haruka?"

Gina was speaking on the other end of the phone that Hikaru's mother had stuck between her ear and her shoulder.

"Yes, Gina, I'm listening..." Hikaru's mother, who was called Haruka, said, chewing as she talked.

"You want your daughter to get married, right?" Gina said.

"Yes..." Haruka nodded with a hopeful look, eating another spoonful of food. "But, your sons... they're not very rich, are they?"

"Ah, you can't think about money all the time, Haruka." Gina laughed.

"I'm just worried about Hikaru..." Haruka replied. "That child is so naive, I feel like she's going to end up getting kidnapped by some lecherous predator and getting taken advantage of!"

Haruka could imagine the scenario vividly in her mind. My poor Hikaru... and around her shoulders was some faceless predator, taking advantage of her good hearted nature... in her mind, the predator's hands were moving down Hikaru's body with a snide grin. Argh!! Haruka shook her head with a red face. No, no! I can't let that happen to Hikaru! I must stop it before it happens!

"My youngest son might not be rich yet, but he's going to be rich in the future." Gina said. "He's going to join your daughter at Hibiya High at the start of next week!"

"Oh, really?" Haruka was impressed. Getting into Hibiya High was a massive feat to accomplish. She felt that her daughter had somehow fluked it though. "What's his name, also send me a picture on text message." Haruka had pretty high standards despite how sad it looked that she was sitting on a couch, eating Chinese takeaway with home cooked rice.

"I'll do it now." Gina said. "His name is Itsuo."

The text message ringtone sounded on Haruka's phone, and Haruka placed her bowl of rice and chopsticks down at the table in front of the couch. She took her phone out from between her ear and shoulder, then clicked a few buttons to see the text.

Hm... Haruka stared at the photo of a 16-year-old boy with chocolate-coloured hair and emerald eyes. The boy was playing tennis in the photo. Not bad...

Haruka put the phone back at her ear.

"Well... is he a nice boy...?" Haruka asked.

"Of course!" Gina said. "He's a very kind boy! He volunteers to help disabled children with their schoolwork on his weekends!"

"Hm..." Haruka thought about it. "Well, he's coming to Tokyo alone, right?"

Gina was still living back at Takayama, which was Haruka and Hikaru's hometown.

"Yes." Gina said. "We won't be coming to Tokyo with Itsuo, he's old enough to look after himself."

Haruka flinched, hearing that. There was no way she could trust Hikaru with the same task. Haruka had been having nightmares that Hikaru would be grabbed off the streets of Tokyo and sold to an underground slavery ring ever since she had heard that Hikaru was planning to go to Hibiya High.

"Anyways, I think he seems okay." Haruka said. "But I'll have to see if they have any chemistry together. I'm not going to try to force it if Hikaru doesn't like him."

"Of course!" Gina laughed. "Hikaru's a very cute girl, I'm sure Itsuo will like her though."

"Well, I'll try to make it easier for them to get to know each other first." Haruka said. "Anyways, I have to go now. I have to get back to cleaning."

In fact, Haruka just wanted to continue to finish the rest of her Chinese takeaway.

"Ah, no worries, Haruka." Gina said. "Take care of yourself in Tokyo!"

"You too, Gina."

"See you!"

"Bye."

Haruka hanged up the phone, then breathed a sigh. She felt more relieved after the phone call. At least now Hikaru might actually have a reasonable suitor.

But it wasn't the time to relax yet. I can't let my guard down. Haruka thought to herself. Who knows when some lecherous predator can show up at any moment and steal Hikaru away. I have to protect Hikaru's purity so that she can find a good husband! And, it will also be good for me to have a rich son-in-law that can look after me in my retirement.

Haruka picked up her bowl of rice and chopsticks.

I just hope I'm not too late...



"It's bed time!"

Aya had just finished brushing her teeth, and was now walking cheerfully to the bed with a blushing face.

Hikaru had brushed her teeth first, and was standing on the other side of the bed, feeling awkward. She had never done this sort of thing before.

"Come on, get on the bed." Aya laughed, jumping onto her bed. I'm so happy!! I can sleep with Hikaru tonight!! 



"S-sure..." Hikaru climbed onto the bed. Wah, it's so soft... everything on the bed is made of silk...

At Aya's orders earlier, the servants had moved a gigantic television set in at the end of the bed. The television was 55-inches in size, decorated by gold, diamonds and other precious stones.

What a strange TV... Hikaru thought.

Aya squeezed herself closer to the centre of the bed, then pressed a button on a remote in her hand.

The TV turned on, and Aya pressed another button, and the TV went to a private cartoon channel with no advertisements. Usually, Hikaru watched the normal cartoon channel which was filled with ads.

"Ah! This is my favourite show!" Hikaru said excitedly, as the screen showed a blue and white cat talking to a normal person in full HD.

Hikaru was staring fixedly at the screen, sitting on the middle right side of the bed, while Aya was sitting close to the middle.

Using this opportunity, Aya crawled closer and closer to Hikaru. Aya could see the side of Hikaru's chest from the pajamas she was wearing, her skin looking soft as always.

Hikaru was watching the show, when suddenly, she realised how close Aya was getting from the corner of her eye.

"A-Aya?!—"

Hikaru was interrupted, when Aya climbed on top of her, pushing her down to the bed. Aya sat on top of Hikaru's waist, and Hikaru stared up at Aya's perfect body, the violet sleep gown highlighting her figure. The gown was made up of thin, silky material, like it almost wasn't there at all.

...

"...How do girls have sex...?" Aya said.

"Um..." Hikaru gazed up at Aya with a red face. She had no idea what was going on. "I-I don't know?"

Aya was staring down at Hikaru, flushing. She was breathing heavily.

Hikaru couldn't tell what Aya was thinking.

What the heck is going on?! Hikaru thought. Her heart was beating rapidly. Did Aya just ask me how girls have sex?! How would I know the answer to that! More importantly, why is she asking me about that!! Is this what sleepover with girls is like?! 

Aya leaned down to Hikaru, her face getting closer to Hikaru's blushing face.

Ekkk!!! She's coming closer! What's going on?! I-I said that Aya could play around with me again, but is she really just playing around?! Ahhh!! What should I do, what should I do?!

Aya stopped above Hikaru's face...

"J-just kidding!" Aya bounced off Hikaru, laughing as she let her go.

"Um, er..." Hikaru got up faintly. She was at a loss of words.

"I was just teasing you." Aya said, laughing. "You should had saw the look on your face..."

"Oh, erm... haha..." Hikaru laughed weakly, her heart still pounding inside her chest. "...Y-you got me..."

"Let's continue watching cartoons." Aya said, chuckling as her laughter died down.

"O-okay..." Hikaru squeaked.

...

They watched the television quietly, an awkward tension in the air.

Am I going to be okay?! Hikaru was thinking.

        


Chapter 10 - Trouble


            The television was now off, and so were the lights. Hikaru was trying to sleep, while facing the other way from Aya, but her heart was still pounding after the 'joke' that Aya played on her.

Was it really a joke? Hikaru stared out of the bed, but could only see darkness and the faint outlines of objects around the room. Why would Aya ask me how do girls have sex?! Jeez... Now, it's really hard for me to sleep after hearing that...

Hikaru sighed, closing her eyes with burning cheeks. Is there really nothing going on...? I can't believe that Aya would want anything to do with me in a romantic way... it can't be possible, right...? Aya is so pretty and so feminine... even if she did like girls... she wouldn't choose me... Ek! Why am I thinking about these things!! There's no way that Aya even likes girls in the first place! I-I'm just imagining things...

"...Hikaru...?"

Hikaru heard Aya's voice whispering from behind her. It was a soft whisper, the sort of whisper someone makes when you don't want to wake the other person up.

Hikaru decided to pretend to be asleep.

There was a moment of silence, until Hikaru heard shuffling behind her, and Aya's body edging closer.

Ek! She's actually coming closer! Hikaru squeezed her eyes shut tighter.

Another moment of silence, as the shuffling stopped, but Hikaru could now feel Aya's body right behind hers.

...

Then slowly, Hikaru felt Aya's hand going to the top of her waist, her fingers slipping underneath the shirt of her pajamas and Aya's fingertips against her skin.

Hikaru was breathing heavier, her face hot, but for some reason, unbeknownst to even herself, she decided to continue to pretend to be asleep.

Aya's fingertips glided to Hikaru's stomach, then Hikaru felt Aya's other hand, pushing underneath the side of her body that was against the bed. Aya's petite hand wrapped around Hikaru's soft body, caressing the space underneath her breasts, while her other hands was now at the bottom of Hikaru's stomach. Aya's face snuggled closer to the back of Hikaru's neck, breathing on the skin of her nape.

Hikaru grabbed onto the bed sheets, balling her hands up into fists as she gripped them. She was panting, her face hot and her mind hazy.

Aya raised her head up from the bed, glancing down at Hikaru. She saw that Hikaru's eyes were tightly squeezed shut, and that her hands were trembling, holding onto the bedsheets.

I... I can't do this to Hikaru... Aya thought to herself. She bit her bottom lips hard, trying to resist the urge to continue. She looks so scared...

With a silent sigh, Aya took her arms away from Hikaru, rolling back onto her side of the bed.

Wh-what... she moved away... Hikaru opened her eyes hesitantly, glancing sideways, trying to see Aya, but she couldn't see much without turning her head. Her heart was pounding so fast inside her chest. I thought she was going to keep going but I guess not... Hikaru breathed out, closing her eyes with a hot face. Why are sleepovers so weird...?



"Are you sure about this...?"

"Yes, yes! I'm sure Aya will be happy to see us! I need to thank her for last time too and give her a proper apology!"

"...But shouldn't we tell her we are coming over first...?"

"No, it's fine, Sana! We're her best friends! She will be more happy to see us if we surprise her like this!"

"..."

The morning sunlight shone into Fumiko's ivory-white limousine, as Sana sat, contemplating what Fumiko had suggested that the two of them do. Well, it wasn't really contemplation since she couldn't say no to Fumiko. It was moreso post-decision dissonance.

Sana raised a thin hand to her face, pushing the bridge of her steel-framed glasses up in front of her raven black eyes. Locks of caramel-brown hair fell past the side of her face.

She breathed a quiet sigh, glancing over at Fumiko who was sitting in front of her due to the layout of the limousine. They were facing each other on long chairs that stretched out on either sides of the vehicle, a glass of pomegranate juice sitting on a small table in front of Sana that came out from the side of her chair, and in front of Fumiko, on a similar-styled table, a glass of pinot noir.

"Aya's going to be so happy when she sees us!" Fumiko said excitedly, a veil of lavender hair flowed down the sides of her pretty face. "I'm glad we went shopping yesterday at Louis Vuitton to get her some stuff. Hopefully, she hasn't gotten the newest collection items that were just released."

Sana smiled weakly at her friend, remembering how Fumiko had dragged her out of her house saying that they needed to go shopping to buy gifts for Aya as an apology present. Fumiko had gotten carried away when they arrived at the store, almost purchasing everything on sight with her father's credit card, until Sana talked some sense into her.

She was happy that Aya had forgiven Fumiko, and that it appeared that the two were now talking again, but she was also wary of how suddenly Aya had started speaking to Fumiko again. Aya was ignoring Fumiko the whole day at school, and just randomly, she came back to the classroom at lunch and started talking to Fumiko as though nothing had happened.

To her, it just seemed strange...

The limousine was now entering the gates of Aya's mansion after the driver identified himself to the bodyguards standing on duty. It wasn't the first time that Fumiko and Sana was going over to Aya's house, so the guards recognised Fumiko's ivory-white limousine. Not to mention, the company logo of JMC, or Japan Mobile Communications, was visibly imprinted on the front of the limousine.

Entering the driveway of Aya's mansion, Sana peeked out of the window, staring in awe at the Japanese-styled front garden that decorated the place. She was always impressed by how beautiful Aya's mansion was, no matter how many times she visited Aya. Sana's own mansion wasn't too shabby either, given how wealthy her family was, but it obviously didn't match up to the Kuramoto household.

"Ahh, we're here!!" Fumiko squealed with excitement. She was also staring out the window in awe. "Aya's house is so pretty! I should tell my parents to do our front garden like this!"

"Yes, Aya's garden is very nice..." Sana said.

The limousine slowed down, eventually come to a stop as it arrived at the front of the mansion.

Impatiently, Fumiko pushed the door to the limousine open, stepping out to glance at her surroundings.

Sana followed after Fumiko, sticking shyly to her friend. She didn't like to visit a person without asking for permission first.

The door to the mansion opened, and out walked a man with an impeccable butler suit and gray hair.

"Ah, young lady Fumiko, and young lady Sana!"

It was Aya's head butler, Koji.

Sana smiled politely at him, waving a nervous hello.

"Hi, Koji!" Fumiko greeted, she then turned to her driver who had stepped out of the car. "Get me the stuff from the trunk."

The driver, an old man in a chauffeur uniform, walked to the trunk of the car, popping it open to reveal bags and bags of Louis Vuitton. He grabbed as much as he thought Fumiko could handle, then handed it over to Fumiko who was thrusting her hands out impatiently. There were still a lot more inside the trunk.

"It is certainly very good to see you two today on this fine morning." Koji said, glancing over at Fumiko to see what she was doing. "Are you here to see the young mistress, Aya?"

"Yes, yes..."

Fumiko was pretty strong from her volleyball training, but still she had trouble holding all the bags in her hands. Sana reached out, offering to help, but Fumiko shook her head profusely.

"Well, the young mistress is—"

"Listen, Koji. Get me and Sana some Ossetra caviar, some brioche and two glasses of sparkling pear punch." Fumiko pushed passed Koji, lugging the Louis Vuitton shopping bags at her side as she walked. "Oh, and make sure that the punch isn't too sweet. I'm trying to cut down on sugar."

Sana followed after Fumiko, smiling weakly at Koji as she passed.

"Young lady Fumiko, Aya is—"

"Don't put any extra butter on the brioche!" Fumiko yelled, walking through the doors of Aya's mansion. "I don't know who the hell did that last time! The brioche is already buttery enough on its own!"

Sana walked quickly behind Fumiko as she stormed through Aya's mansion like it was her own.

"Aya!"

Fumiko called, ignoring the servants that were spread out around the mansion, giving confused looks at Fumiko.

Fumiko memorised the layout of Aya's mansion since she had been there quite often, and headed straight to Aya's bedroom.

"Aya!— oh, wait." Fumiko turned her head at Sana. "Let's be quiet, so we can surprise Aya!" Fumiko whispered, giving a cheeky grin.

"O-okay."

Sana was already being very quiet.

Fumiko slowed down her pace, trying to make as little noise as possible, but it was hard to be quiet when she was holding twenty or so giant shopping bags.

They arrived at the doorstep of Aya's bedroom, and Fumiko placed her hand on the handle quietly, giving a sneaky chuckle to Sana.

"She's going to be so surprised!" Fumiko mouthed, unable to conceal her glee.

Sana nodded. She hoped that Fumiko was right.

Fumiko tried to push through the door hard, but was unable to budge it.

"Dammit, she locked the door." Fumiko grumbled, then placed down the shopping bags in one hand on the ground, reaching for her pocket. "Lucky I copied her bedroom key for a moment like like this..."

Sana opened her mouth, shocked and horrified. She wanted to protest, but she knew that Fumiko would just wave her off.

Fumiko pulled out a key from the pocket of her custom made Gucci jeans, unlocking the door to Aya's bedroom.

It was early in the morning, as Fumiko had planned, so that the two of them could surprise Aya.

Putting the key back in her pocket, and chuckling to Sana as she picked up the shopping bags. Fumiko whispered, "Ready?"

Sana nodded, although her face said no.

With that, Fumiko busted through the door to Aya's bedroom, screaming as she did.

"SUURRRPRRIIIISS—Wh-what the FUCK?!"

Fumiko was half way between the door to Aya's bedroom, and Aya's bed, having jogged into the room, and was now staring with a gaping jaw at Aya and Hikaru who had jolted up from the bed due to Fumiko's loud entry. Sana was still standing at the doorway, watching the scene unfold. She was seriously considering walking away in the hopes that Aya had not noticed that she had came in with Fumiko.

One strap on Aya's gown had fallen off in her sleep, exposing her bare shoulder and the upper parts of her chest. Hikaru was staring bewilderedly at Fumiko, still half-asleep, thinking that she was in a nightmare.

"F-Fumiko?!" Aya pulled her strap up, quickly taking on her usual persona of elegance, albeit with a shaky voice. "Wh-what are you doing here...?" Then in a quieter voice to herself. "I could had sworn I locked the room..."

Fumiko dropped her shopping bags on the ground with a red face. "A-are you guys...?!"

"NO!" Hikaru yelled, realising that she wasn't in a nightmare and needed to do something. Her face was also red, as she pulled the shirt of her pajamas close together, so that it wouldn't show any skin. "We-we're just having a sleepover!"

"O-oh..." Fumiko said. "For a second, I thought you guys were..."

"Hello, Aya!" Sana said, trying to change the atmosphere and stop Fumiko from saying anything more stupid. She walked away from the doorway of the bedroom, and towards the place that Fumiko was standing. "Fumiko and I thought we would surprise you today! We didn't know you already had a guest over..."

"It's okay..." Aya said, still slightly in shock. "Me and Hikaru were just having a sleepover, that's all..."

"Sleepover..." Fumiko glanced between Aya and Hikaru. "So soon..." Her face said that she was jealous.

"A-anyways, Fumiko got you a bunch of presents!" Sana said. "She wanted to apologise for the other time..." Then she turned to Hikaru. "I-I'm really sorry too, Hikaru... I should had done something..." She winced, thinking about what had happened.

"It's okay..." Hikaru replied, then glanced over at the giant shopping bags that Fumiko had dropped onto the ground. There were more presents than she had ever received in her life, just looking at the number of shopping bags, though she didn't know it was also worth much more than the amount of money she had spent since her birth.

Fumiko glanced down at her bags, having momentarily forgotten what she was doing at Aya's house. Immediately, she bent down to her knees and started pulling items out of the bag.

"Th-that's right. I'm really sorry about last time, Aya! I went shopping yesterday with Sana and got you a bunch of stuff!" Fumiko said, then took out something that looked like a pink and gold scarf, before taking out more expensive-looking things. "This is a limited edition two-tone shawl that is a Spring special, this is an urban satchel bag that I thought would go very nicely with the red Chanel dress you always wear, this is a calfskin handbag that was just released yesterday, this is..."

"Okay, okay, that's fine." Aya interrupted her, knowing that Fumiko could spend the whole day talking about what she bought. "Thank you, Fumiko. You didn't have to do that."

"O-of course, I did!" Fumiko said in a genuine voice. "I really treasure our friendship a lot!"

"Anyways, the person you should be apologising to isn't me." Aya bounced herself out of her bed, but it was taking a while cause of how big it was. "You should be apologising to Hikaru."

"H-Hikaru..." Fumiko repeated, then glanced at Hikaru with an uncertain look.

"Anyways, I'm going to the bathroom. I'll be right back." Aya said, as she quickly headed off to the bathroom inside her room, locking the door behind her. She just really wanted to freshen up so that Hikaru wouldn't see her when she just woke up, although she looked perfect as always.

An awkward silence took place in Aya's absence as Fumiko and Sana glanced in Hikaru's direction, while she lied on the bed with a confused and disoriented look. Her black hair was sticking out of her scalp messily, having just woken up.

"Um..." Hikaru broke the silence. "You don't have to apologise... it's okay, Fumiko..."

Fumiko didn't really want to apologise to Hikaru anyway. "Oh, okay." She said non-chalantly, as she stood up, glancing around to avoid looking at Hikaru.

I can't believe that Aya invited Hikaru over to a sleepover and didn't invite me and Sana!! Fumiko thought to herself. Argh!! I'm so jealous!! I wanted to sleepover at Aya's place!! How come Hikaru gets to sleepover when she's barely known Aya for less than a week...?!



"We can't just not apologise." Sana laughed. "Seriously, we're so sorry about what happened." Sana glanced over at Fumiko, who was silently waiting for Aya's return. In an unsure voice, she said, "Fumiko is especially sorry, isn't that right...?"

"Yes, yes." Fumiko said, then walked over to the TV that was at the end of the bed, turning it on. "What's on the TV—"

A group of animated pigs appeared on the screen of the TV, holding hands and singing a song about the Japanese alphabet.

"What the fuck?"

Fumiko watched the pigs, startled, as they hugged one another, continuing to sing the song.

"Who watches these stuff...?"

Fumiko pressed a button on the TV, trying to change the channel.

Hikaru stayed silent, not wanting to be berated by Fumiko for her taste in television shows.

Not finding anything to her liking, Fumiko turned the TV off with a sigh, then turned to Hikaru.

Hikaru felt instantly nervous when Fumiko's playful brown eyes turned to her. This was the girl that had held Hikaru's arms together while ordering a guy that weighed twice as much to punch her in the stomach. She couldn't help but to feel slightly on the edge.

"Hey..." Fumiko plopped herself at the side of the bed, right next to Hikaru. "How did you and Aya become so close...?"

"Fumiko..." Sana said with an apprehensive look.

"Whaat?" Fumiko pouted at Sana. "I just want to know why Aya invited her to a sleepover. Don't you think that's weird?"

"..."

Fumiko turned back to Hikaru with a friendly smile, but in Hikaru's perspective, she might as well be holding a knife to Hikaru's throat.

"Tell me~!" Fumiko sang. "What did you do with Aya~?"

"Erm..." Hikaru glanced over at Sana, hoping that she would change the topic, but it didn't happen. "Well... we went shopping..."

Fumiko nodded, still smiling.

"Then, she asked me if I wanted to sleepover..."

Fumiko nodded again.

"And then I said yes... and then I went to her house and we showered together—"

"You WHAT?!"

The smile on Fumiko's face was wiped away, replaced by a stunned look.

"...showered together...?" Hikaru shrunk into the bed, holding the covers over her mouth. "...isn't that what you do at a sleepover...?"

Fumiko glanced over at Sana with a bewildered look, then back at Hikaru. "I-I never got to shower with Aya!" Fumiko exclaimed in an envious tone.

"Um..." Hikaru glanced over at Sana again.

Finally realising that Hikaru was secretly calling for help, Sana walked over, laughing in a weak voice as she grabbed onto Fumiko's shoulders.

"Fumiko..." Sana said. "You're being too close to Hikaru..."

Fumiko shrugged off Sana's hands.

"T-tell me more..." Fumiko said. There was no longer a smile on her face.

"Erm..." Hikaru glanced over at Sana again.

Sana didn't know what to do either.

At that moment, much to Hikaru's relief, there was a rapping at the door of the bedroom and Koji's voice could be heard.

"Young lady Fumiko, and young lady Sana. We have your requested breakfast ready for you."

"..."

Fumiko stared at Hikaru, thinking about whether to ignore Koji and continue interrogating Hikaru, or to eat her breakfast.

In the end, her hunger won.

"Come in..." Fumiko called as though this was her bedroom.

The door to the bedroom opened, revealing Koji and two servants behind him, pushing a food trolley. On top of the food trolley were two sterling silver plates, encased with a dome lid on each plate. There were also two glasses, the drinks that Fumiko had ordered.

Koji and his servants smiled warmly, as they set up the food on two moveable bed trays that were found inside the room. They pushed the bed trays in front of Fumiko and Sana, then Koji turned to Hikaru.

"What can I get for you, young lady Hikaru?" Koji said.

Something to defend myself from Fumiko. Hikaru wanted to say, but settled on toast with jam and a glass of milk as that was what she was accustomed to eating at home for breakfast.

Fumiko's eyebrows raised when Hikaru ordered her food, but Koji simply smiled and said, "As you wish." Then Koji turned around, disappearing with his two servants.

The door closed, and Hikaru watched as Fumiko stabbed at her food angrily as she ate.

"Why can't I shower with Aya?!" Fumiko grumbled between bites. "I asked her before and she told me no..."

"Maybe she will let you next time..." Sana said amiably. "Perhaps, she's had a change of heart..."

Hikaru shrunk away as Fumiko held onto her knife with a balled up fist, hitting the back of the handle against the bed tray repeatedly.

"It's not fair!" Fumiko said. "We're her best friends! And—"

The door to the bathroom opened, and a more freshened up Aya stepped outside, her perfect black hair tied up into a fashionable bun.

"Oh, you guys got food." Aya said, glancing down at the bed trays in front of Fumiko and Sana.

"You can have mine if you want!" Fumiko said. The angry look on her face had dissipated instantly with Aya's presence. It now seemed as though it wasn't possible for a frown to even exist on such a cordial face. "I'm not really hungry."

"It's okay." Aya waved away Fumiko's offer, then started walking up to the bed.

"Y-you should look at your presents!" Fumiko said. "I hand picked each one for you!"

"Later." Aya said.

"..."

"Hikaru..." Aya stopped in front of Hikaru, squinting down at her face. There was silence for a moment. "...You got dried drool on the side of your chin!"

"Wh-what?!"

Aya leaned into Hikaru to wipe Hikaru's chin, laughing hard as she did so. "You're so funny, Hikaru..."

Hikaru blushed as Aya wiped her chin, her fingers rubbing against her face. Then she glanced over at Fumiko.

Uh-oh...

Fumiko was glaring at Hikaru, her fork and knife shaking in her grip against the bed tray.

 

        


Chapter 11 - Realisation


            This was bad.

This was really bad.

Aya glanced over at the two intruders that had entered her domain, the impertinently loud one with lavender hair and the quiet-but-still-not-acceptable one with caramel-brown hair. The original plan was to use the last day of her weekend to continue buttering up Hikaru, while sorting out her feelings, but now it seems that plan was just a faraway dream.

"AYA!" Fumiko pulled Aya away from Hikaru, leading her to her presents that were laid out on the ground of her bedroom. "Try out this dress I got for you, it's made with lambskin and the..."

Aya tuned out her voice, staring with a calm face, but clenched jaw, at the shiny black dress that Fumiko had pulled out from a shopping bag and was now beginning to give a lengthy speech about. Fumiko was yapping on and on, and Aya nodded repetitively, trying to form a plan to expel the two unwanted guests.

Maybe if I secretly tell Koji to distract them while I sneak away with Hikaru... No, no, that won't work. Fumiko will never give me an opportunity to talk to Koji alone. What if I pretend to be sick...? But I wouldn't have an excuse to keep Hikaru with me...

"...Aya? Aya, are you listening? Aya!"

Fumiko waved her hand in front of Aya's face, and Aya glanced up at her with a polite smile.

"Thank you so much, Fumiko." Aya said. "I'll tell Koji to pack up your presents in my room so I can try it on later. I've already got an outfit in mind for today."

"Oh..." Fumiko frowned disappointedly at Aya.

"Could you leave the room for a bit so that Hikaru and I can change?" Aya asked, then gave a rehearsed laugh, exactly as she had planned in her mind. "It's kind of embarrassing being in sleepwear."

Fumiko glanced down at the violet, skin-revealing gown that Aya was dressed in, then she glanced over at Hikaru who was cowering in the bed. Something about seeing Fumiko clutching tightly onto a fork and a knife and glaring at her as though she was a disgusting insect that had flown onto her meal, made Hikaru a bit fearful for her life.

"Are you changing with Hikaru?" Fumiko asked. "Why can't we be around when you guys change?"

"Oh no, we're not." Aya shook her head. "Hikaru's going to be changing in the bathroom, while I change here, so it would be nice if you two could wait outside for us." Aya then gave another laugh. "You know me. I'm really shy about these type of stuff."

Hikaru glanced over at Aya, her eyebrows raising involuntarily.

"That's right, we should let them change first, Fumiko." Sana said, walking over to Fumiko with an amiable smile but her hands clasped nervously in front of her. "Let's respect Aya's wishes..."

"..."

Fumiko was trying to think up of an excuse to stay in the room, but came up blank. She sighed, spinning on her heels to head out the bedroom with a reluctant "Fine."

Sana smiled weakly at Aya and Hikaru, before following her friend out the door.

The door closed, leaving Aya and Hikaru alone.

"Well, I'll be going to the bathroom then..." Hikaru said, making her exit from the shelters of the bed with Fumiko gone.

"I'll go with you." Aya smiled.

"..."

Hikaru was on all fours at the edge of the bed, having almost crawled out. She raised her head, staring at Aya with a puzzled look.

"...Didn't you say we would be changing separately...?"

"Oh, ah, that..." Aya said, then glanced around the room quickly, trying to come up with something. Her eyes caught the seemingly endless wardrobe closets lining up the side of the room and a bulb lit up in her head. "But I have some outfits I wanted you to try on! They don't fit me so I was planning to throw them away. It would be such a waste..."

Thankfully, her shopping habits were inane since money to her was like the copious amount of oxygen available on the planet. For the same reason that people don't try to control the amount of oxygen they breathe, Aya didn't worry about how much money she threw away on cute outfits that she flicked a second's glance at. She knew however that Hikaru didn't like wasting things, which she learnt from their dinner together last night where Hikaru repeatedly asked what would happen to the leftovers. Aya had to reassure Hikaru for some time that the food would be going to the servants, before Hikaru was able to relax again.

"Ah..." Hikaru said, thinking about it. "I guess that makes sense."

The naive child was constantly falling for Aya's traps like a hamster stuck inside a wheel.

"You're so sweet, Hikaru!" Aya said, then ran over to grab Hikaru's hand. "Let's go to the bathroom then!"

"H-hang on..." Hikaru's cheeks were red as Aya dragged her out of the bed and towards the bathroom. "I haven't brushed my teeth yet, and I need to use the toilet..."

"Oh, we can just do those things together too."

"Wh-what?!"

"Haha, just kidding." Aya released her hold of Hikaru's hand, allowing her to enter the bathroom alone. "Don't be too long, I'll be outside picking an outfit for you."

Hikaru nodded with a flustered face, as she walked into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. She checked three times to make sure that the door was locked.

Then she sighed, and headed to the toilet to pee.

She sat down bashfully with a blushing face as she reflected over her interactions with Aya.

She acts kind of different with Fumiko and Sana than she does with me... Shouldn't she be closer to the two of them since she's known them longer...? But, Fumiko said that she never got to shower with Aya, and yet Aya insisted on showering with me... Argh, it's so confusing...

Finishing with her business, Hikaru went about the rest of her morning routine which consisted simply of brushing her teeth, splashing her face with water and combing down her messy bed hair. There was a spare toothbrush and comb that Aya had left in the bathroom for her to use.

With her hair now flattened against her scalp, Hikaru stared fixedly at the mirror, triple-checking to ensure that there was not another dried drool stain anywhere on her face. It was already embarrassing enough that Aya had to wipe it off for her.

Seeing none, Hikaru took a deep breath to prepare herself to face Aya again. She opened the door of the bathroom to see Aya mulling over two outfits that she had laid on the side of the bed. Aya glanced over at Hikaru, then picked up the two outfits, showing them to her as she walked over.

"Which one would you like?"

"..."

Hikaru glanced between the two outfits, trying to decide between the lesser of two evils.

One was a bright pink lolita dress that was frilly beyond belief; something that looked like it came straight of an anime convention. The other was a full legitimate gothic dress, corset and all included.

Well... if I'm going to look like an idiot, I might as well look like a happy idiot.

Hikaru pointed at the pink lolita dress.

"I thought that one would be better too." Aya said, glancing down at the dress that Hikaru chose. "You have good taste, Hikaru!"

"Haha..." Hikaru gave a meek laugh, then squeaked "...do I really have to wear that...?"

"What are you talking about?" Aya was already pulling Hikaru back into the bathroom, tossing the gothic attire onto the floor. "You're going to look so cute! Fumiko and Sana are going to be so jealous!"

Hikaru had almost forgotten about Fumiko until Aya mentioned her name. I can't wait to see the look on Fumiko's face when she sees me in this... Hikaru thought to herself unenthusiastically.



"What the fuck are you wearing?!"

Fumiko stared at Hikaru in disbelief, while Sana hid her face in her hand shamefully.

"Um..." Hikaru didn't really know either. She blushed, feeling Fumiko's judging eyes on her. "Aya picked this for me..."

"Doesn't she look so cute?!" Aya clasped her hands together, biting her lower lips. "Oh my god, it's actually better than I had imagined!"

"Er..." Fumiko's face changed upon hearing that it was Aya's idea. She forced a smile and pretended to be astounded. "Wow... you look so great, Hikaru... this is... this is definitely a very good choice, Aya..."

Hikaru glanced down at the frilly pink lolita dress she was wearing. It was extremely tight on her upper body, and hooped out at her waist in a cute fashion. The dress was also sleeveless, exposing both her arms. Hikaru was holding a bag containing her old clothes.

Then, she glanced over at Aya. She had thought that Aya would be wearing a similar thing, given how Aya had made her wear such a weird costume, but Aya was dressed in a normal outfit—well, normal for her anyways—consisting of a exorbitant-looking v-line dress.

"It's certainly... unique..." Sana said uncertainly.

"Well, I guess I'll be going home now then." Hikaru said, relieved that Fumiko and Sana was now done judging her outfit. She had promised her mum that she would come home quickly after the sleepover. Aya had also given the pink lolita dress to Hikaru, saying that she would throw it away if she didn't take it since it didn't fit Aya.

"Hikaru!" Aya grabbed onto Hikaru's shoulder just as she was about to turn and head home. "Can't you stay please... for a bit longer...?"

Hikaru stared into Aya's pleading puppy eyes and smiled weakly. She was a weakling for people asking her to do things.

"I guess I can stay for a bit..." Hikaru said.

"Thank you, Hikaru!" Aya said with a polite smile. It was taking every ounce of her self-control to not pounce on Hikaru and do terrible things to her. Gah! That costume is just so cutee~!! Now... Aya glanced over at Fumiko and Sana. How do I get rid of these two...?

"Let's go shopping, Aya!" Fumiko suggested cheerfully. Shopping was her favourite hobby. "There's a new shop opened at Ginza! I heard it's really nice!"

"We already went shopping yesterday." Aya replied, walking with Hikaru through the hallways to the grand hall. "I want to do something different."

"Maybe we can study together?" Sana suggested, as she and Fumiko followed Aya. "The school library is open."

"..."

Hikaru was reminded of her appalling result in the exam last week. Those were memories she preferred to keep buried.

"Hm... another time." Aya said.

They entered the grand hall, walking down the stairs.

"I know!" Aya said. "Let's go to Hikaru's house!"

"M-my house?!" Hikaru blurted out.

"Ah, I guess that would be interesting..." Fumiko said.

"Sounds like fun." Sana smiled.

"Why would you want to come to my house...?" Hikaru said. "It's not very nice. I live in an apartment. My mum is..."

But no one was listening.

"Fumiko and Sana," Aya said. "You guys take Fumiko's car. I'll go with Hikaru in my car so that you guys don't have to drive back to drop me off."

"Come on, Aya. It'll be fine." Fumiko waved a hand. She wanted to go with Aya. "Let's just go on my ride."

"No." Aya shook her head. "I also have to head somewhere afterwards, so it would be better if we take two cars."

Aya didn't have to go anywhere afterwards, but she just said that so Fumiko would give up.

Fumiko sighed, glancing over at Hikaru. Why is Aya always sticking with Hikaru? I'm so jealous!!

They left the giant door of Aya's mansion, now stepping down from the marble front stairs.

"We could also study at Hikaru's house." Sana suggested, though no one listened to her. She was always thinking about studying.

"Anyways, we'll meet you guys there. Tell your driver to follow my car." Aya said as she walked to her black limousine parked in the driveway.

"Yes, yes..." Fumiko sighed again, walking with Sana to her ivory-white limousine. "Make sure to wait for us..."

The doors to both limousine popped open automatically, and the two parties entered their respective vehicles.

Finally. I'm alone with Hikaru again!! Aya was grinning mischievously to herself, a low chuckle escaping her lips. "Kuku..."

Hikaru stared at Aya with confused eyes.

They sat inside the limousine, and Aya's driver, Thomas, glanced at Aya from the rear-view mirror.

"Where to, young mistress?" Thomas asked.

"Fifteen-twelve Chuo-ku." Aya replied instantly. She was gifted with a photographic memory and there was no way that she was going to forget where Hikaru lived.

Hikaru gave Aya a stunned stare, not knowing whether to be impressed or scared.

Thomas nodded, before raising the blinds separating the driver's seat and the passenger's seat.

The limousine started moving, and Hikaru glanced to the end of the vehicle to see Fumiko's car following behind.

"Aya, I—"

Hikaru was about to say something, when Aya jumped on top of her, pushing her down onto the seats.

"A-Aya, what are you..."

"Let's have a tickle fight!" Aya said, her face blushing madly. She had been holding back for so long ever since Hikaru put on that dress.

"A tickle fight?!" Hikaru was bewildered.

Aya's hand, however, was already fumbling playfully at the side of her waist.

"A-ah, stop, Aya!" Hikaru laughed, unable to control herself. She was easily ticklish as one could guess from her appearance. "T-that tickles, hahaha!"

Aya reached her other hand underneath Hikaru's dress, touching her inner thighs. She was using her other hand that was on Hikaru's waist to distract her.

Waah! She's so cuteee!! Aya was staring with a red face at the laughing Hikaru, who was squirming futilely, trying to get out of Aya's grasp. I really want to kiss her...

"T-that really tickles, hahaha!" Hikaru was gasping, tears welling up in her eyes from laughing so hard. "S-stop, hahaha!"

Slowly, Aya's hand was moving up Hikaru's inner thigh, still pretending to tickle her.

"Do you give up yet?" Aya breathed with a hot face.

"I..." Hikaru kept laughing.

Then without warning, Aya's hand went further up, touching somewhere sensitive. For a moment, Hikaru didn't notice where Aya's fingertips were touching. A strange, unfamiliar sensation fell over Hikaru and her face started feeling hot, her laughter gradually turning into uncontrolled moans.

"Ahh..." Hikaru let out a soft wail from her lips, her eyes tightly shut. She was breathing heavily and the sensation was starting to feel good...

Suddenly, she realised what was happening.

Hikaru shoved Aya away, her face red, and her mouth not working.

Aya fell back, sitting away from Hikaru.

...

There was an awkward silence in the air.

"Um..." Aya broke the silence, afraid to look at Hikaru's eyes. "...I'm sorry, Hikaru, I went too far..."

Hikaru glanced up at Aya, her face burning.

That... That was definitely...

"I'm really sorry..." Aya repeated, biting her lips, then whispered "...I couldn't help it..."

Wh-what should I say...? But, it's going to be so awkward... Ahh!! She definitely felt me up just then! There was no way it could be anything else, right? But... it doesn't make sense! Why would she do that... I-I don't know what the heck is going on! B-but I don't want to lose my friendship with Aya... Ahh!! I have to say something! She's waiting for me to say something!!



"It-It's okay..."

Hikaru stared down nervously at the seats. The cogs in her head were finally beginning to turn as she tried to piece together everything.

Does Aya have feelings for me...?!

 

 

        


Chapter 12 - Visit


            Hikaru was sitting at the edge of the seat, her hands curled up into fists over the bottom hem of her dress. Her body was tense, and she couldn't help but to flick nervous glances at Aya every few seconds.

Aya was playing with a remote in her hand, trying to turn on the TV in the limousine.

Could Aya really...

Hikaru stared into Aya's face that was furrowed in concentration, her soft lips pursed, and her hazel eyes gazing down at the remote. Aya's charcoal black hair was tied up into a Japanese-styled bun, a cherry blossom hairpin striking through the middle of her hair.

An aura of beauty and elegance radiated from Aya, her features had no flaws, sculpted to perfection with a milky-white complexion. It was the sort of face that explained the phenomenon of 'love at first sight'.

Except for the fact that Hikaru was a girl.

How can two girls like each other?!

Hikaru glanced away from Aya's face, then stared down at her fists. Her face was still hot from what happened, and her heart was beating really quickly.

"Um." Aya was beginning to talk, and Hikaru jumped, feeling restless. "Sorry, Hikaru... seems like the remote is out of battery..."

"Th-that's okay..." Ah, is that what she wanted to say...

Aya placed the remote down with a sigh. "I'll get someone to fix that. I can't believe they didn't check for it..."

Hikaru nodded, still thinking about what just happened earlier.

Aya glanced over at Hikaru and noticed how stiff her body was.

"Are you okay, Hikaru?" Aya asked, then moved closer to Hikaru on the seat. "You don't look so well..."

"I-I'm fine!" Hikaru said with an unconvincing smile as she squished herself against the edge of the seat.

Aya stopped, seeing Hikaru's reaction, then her eyes turned downcast as she moved away.

"I'm sorry, Hikaru..." Aya said. "I shouldn't had touched you like that before..."

Hikaru's body relaxed, and she stared at Aya with a sober look.

"Aya..." She said in a quiet voice. "...I have a question..."

Aya glanced back up at Hikaru with her deep hazel eyes. "What is it?"

Hikaru paused, then slowly, "Do you... have feelings... for me...?"

"..."

Aya's face froze, then she laughed weakly. "Wh-what?! What do you mean, Hikaru... Feelings for you...? Please don't joke around like that... We're both girls..."

"I'm serious..." Hikaru said, staring suspiciously at Aya. "Just then... the way that you touched me..."

"Ahh! That was a mistake!" Aya's face was red, her hands gesturing wildly in the air. "I thought I told you already! I was just trying to tickle you!"

Hikaru stared into Aya's face, her cheeks blowing up. It was the most serious look Hikaru could conjure up, having been born with a baby face.

"Are you sure, Aya...?"

"..."

Aya stopped to think about Hikaru's question, while calming herself down, but she couldn't stop her face from blushing.

Did Hikaru realise...? Ah, I guess I should had known… I went too far just then! Should I just tell her the truth? But I’m not even sure about my feelings, myself! Ahh, this is so hard!!



“Aya… you’re not responding…”

“Um…” Aya waved her hand casually in front of her. “No way… That’s not possible, Hikaru… How could I like a girl, haha...”

For now, I will just keep my feelings to myself… Aya thought. I want to be sure about my feelings first, before letting Hikaru know…

Hikaru frowned at Aya, unable to decipher whether she was telling the truth or not. She had her doubts, but she also wanted to trust Aya. She was torn between the seemingly two contradicting thoughts.

"What would you do if I liked you... in that sort of way?" Aya asked, she paused, then in a quieter tone, "...could we still be friends?"

"Eh!" Hikaru's face flashed crimson.

"I mean! Just hypothetically!" Aya said hastily. "I mean, I don't actually like you... but what if I did...?"

"Um, well..." Hikaru averted her gaze downwards, her mind thinking. She hadn't thought that far ahead, but the answer to her was obvious. "...I always want to be your best friend, Aya... no matter what..."

Hikaru glanced up at Aya, her face wincing. "If you really did like me in that way... then I would still be your friend!"

The words coming from Hikaru's lips were so sweet that Aya felt the irresistable urge to hug her rising again. She pushed it down, trying to be serious.

"B-but, would you want to be with me...? In that sort of way...?"

"Um..." Hikaru didn't know what to say to Aya's question. "Y-you said you don't like me that way, right? So, I don't have to answer that..."

"But!" Aya said, refusing to let the topic go. "What if I did? Could we be more than just friends?"

"Er..." Hikaru glanced sideways, feeling nervous. "I-if you did... then you would have to tell me... and then I would need some time to think..."

"R-right..."

"B-but, you don't actually have those kind of feelings for me, right?"

"Y-yeah!" Aya nodded. "I-I don't have those kind of feelings, haha."

"T-then, it's fine already! We don't have to think about those stuff..."

Aya nodded again, her face flushed.

For the rest of the ride, Aya and Hikaru remained silent, both of them thinking about the conversation they just had.



Hikaru's mother, Haruka, was sleeping soundly on the couch, the empty Chinese takeaway boxes laying on the table in front of her. She was dressed in her sleeping clothes, shorts and a black singlet. After eating such a delicious meal last night, Haruka had decided to go down to the convenience store to buy something to wash the food down. Somehow, she ended up buying two packs of beer and finishing the whole twelve cans while trying to drown her anxiety.

A soft rapping at the door caused Haruka to stir in her sleep, and she cracked open her eyes to see the empty beer cans and plastic boxes surrounding her.

She groaned, holding a hand to her throbbing head as she picked herself up from the couch.

Who the hell is knocking at this time—Ah, it must be Hikaru... I almost forgot about her after all the beer I drank... This doesn't really look too good that the living room is so messy, but I'll just tell her I had friends over—oh wait, I don't have any friends in Tokyo... Ah, oh well... she doesn't know that...

Haruka opened the door, her eyes half-closed, and one hand rubbing onto her flushed cheeks.

"Hikaru—" Haruka was about to say, but then was interrupted.

"Hello, Hikaru's mother!"

"Hi, Hikaru's mother!"

Polite voices called out to her, snapping her up from her half-asleep state, and she stared, stupefied at the three beautiful and expensively-dressed girls surrounding Hikaru who was smiling faintly.

But, most of all, the girl that was standing by Hikaru's side instantly drew her focus. She had charcoal-black hair, falling over the most outstanding hazel eyes that Haruka had ever laid eyes on, and a face that was stunningly perfect, causing her to double-take.

The girl smiled politely at Haruka, bowing in an elegant fashion.

"Good morning, Hikaru's mother."

"Wh-what..." Haruka had to pull her eyes away from the beautiful black-haired girl, turning to Hikaru. "You brought your friends over—"

Haruka stopped when she saw what Hikaru was wearing. A pink frilly lolita dress.

"Wh-what are you wearing?!" Haruka said, embarrassed for her own daughter.

"I-it's a gift from a friend!"

Haruka sighed, then turned back to Hikaru's friends. "Are these your friends...?" Haruka forced a polite smile.

She had thought that Hikaru's friend would be one single awkward outcast, as most of her other school 'friends' back at Takayama were, but she had never imagined that her daughter would have three friends, and not only that, two of the three girls standing with Hikaru looked like they could be models, and were definitely part of the popular crowd at school.

"Yes..." Hikaru's nose wrinkled at the smell of alcohol, and her face was starting to turn pale. Oh my god, is my mum drunk?! "These are my friends... Aya, Fumiko and Sana..." She turned to her friends. "This is my mum..."

Haruka laughed feebly, trying her best to act sober, but the hangover was making it difficult. "Oh, hello, you girls! It's very nice to meet you all! Thank you for taking care of my daughter!" She stepped aside, letting the group through. "Please come in!"

Hikaru trudged inside, hiding her face in her palm, while the others followed behind, politely. Despite how spoilt Aya and Fumiko were, they still had extremely polite mannerisms taught to them in their affluent upbringing.

However, Fumiko was having trouble keeping herself together. She glanced at everything in awe, astounded that people could actually live in such 'small' spaces.

"Wow... this is..." Fumiko trailed off.

"Ek!" Haruka closed the door behind the group, then quickly scrambled to the table on the living room, her hands shooting out like bullets as she collected all the beer cans and takeaway boxes. "Please make yourselves at home!"

Haruka grabbed everything in her hands, then darted to the bin in the kitchen, which was also in the same room as the living room, to chuck it away.

The girls sat down at their couch, looking at everything with great interest, while Hikaru went over to her mother to have a word.

"Mum..." Hikaru whispered at her, her eyes in disbelief. "Are you... drunk...?"

"Wha—no!" Haruka murmured back. "I drank those cans last night, I'm just hung over."

"..."

Hikaru stared at her mother, then sighed, palming herself in the face again. "This is so embarrassing...!"

"Re-relax, Hikaru!" Haruka laughed weakly. "They won't know! I'm good at acting sober!"

She glared at her mother with a doubtful look, before giving another sigh, and turning to walk to her friends at the couch.

Haruka followed after her daughter, putting on her best smile for Hikaru's friends.

"Wow, you're all so pretty!" Haruka said, approaching the couch. "I can't believe that my daughter has such goodlooking friends!"

"Thank you." Fumiko smiled, the sort of smile that said she already knew she was goodlooking.

"No way..." Sana laughed. "Hikaru's also very cute..."

"You're very pretty, yourself!" Aya said. Hehe, now's the time to get brownie points... If I can smooch up to Hikaru's mum, then it'll make it easier for me to do things with Hikaru... "You look very young, you've done a very good job at keeping healthy!"

"Oh, you..." Haruka blushed. In a way, Haruka was similar to her daughter in their naiveness, though she wasn't nearly as bad as her daughter in that manner due to her age.

Aya stared at Haruka's mother, studying her features. She had plain black hair like Hikaru, but her hair was tied up behind her head, showing a face that looked like an older version of Hikaru. Is this what Hikaru will look like when she's old? Gah! Her mother's still really cute!!

"Can I get you girls anything?" Haruka smiled. "Something to drink, perhaps?"

"Mineral water?" Fumiko asked. She knew that they probably didn't have much money, so Fumiko decided on something modest.

"Uh... we don't have mineral water." Haruka replied.

"Ju-just normal water!" Sana said. "Thank you so much!"

"No problem." Haruka smiled, walking over to the kitchen. Oh god, my head hurts so much... I hope I don't smell like alcohol...

"Let me help you!" Aya almost jumped out from the couch with her eagerness, scurrying up to Haruka's side.

"I-it's okay!" Haruka said, trying to keep her distance from Aya. She didn't want Aya to smell the alcohol on her. "You can sit down, I'll get it for you girls."

"No, I can't do that." Aya insisted. "Let me help, please."

"Ahh, sure." Haruka said, unable to fend off the persistent Aya.

Aya glanced down at the bin in the kitchen, seeing the many cans of beer, and her eyebrows raised.

"T-that was for a party." Haruka said, noticing where Aya was looking. "I don't drink alcohol alone, haha..."

"Oh, right." Aya laughed, then reached into the cupboards. "Where are the glasses—"

Inside the cupboard were dozens of bottles of wine and alcohol.

"T-those are for parties... you know how people are..."

"Those... are some wild parties you have..."

Aya closed the cupboard, and Haruka took out four glasses from another cupboard, while Aya helped out to pour the water.

"Oh, you're really beautiful." Haruka commented, taking a closer look at Aya as she poured the water. "Like really. I'm sure you must get a lot of guys chasing you."

"Thank you." Aya smiled politely. "There are a few guys I guess."

"I hope my daughter isn't giving you a hard time." Haruka said. "She's always been sort of a loner at school."

"Oh, no, not at all." Aya replied. "Hikaru's a lovely friend! She must get her good personality from her mother."

"No way." Haruka laughed, blushing again. "You're such a charmer!"

"I'm only saying the truth." Aya smiled. Keke, I have her dancing in the palm of my hands.

"Really..." Haruka was amazed by how polite and beautiful Aya was. This girl will surely be a great influence for my daughter. "I've always been worrying about Hikaru, but now that I know you're with her, Aya. I feel a lot better."

"I'm only doing what everyone else would do." Aya laughed modestly. "Hikaru has really been a great friend."

Haruka stared at Aya with a weary look. It felt like her nightmares would soon disappear. She wouldn't have to worry about any lecherous predator when this beautiful, polite girl was a friend of her daughter. She almost felt like crying, like a long-fought battle was finally ending.

"Aya, please take care of Hikaru." Haruka said. "She's always been sort of a naive girl... I've been worrying that she would be taken advantage of because of her personality, but I'm so happy that you're her friend. You have to really watch what type of guy hangs out with that girl."

"Of course!" Aya said. "I'll make sure that no guy ever touches Hikaru!"

The two stared at each, bonding over their mutual misunderstandings. Meanwhile, HIkaru was staring at them from the couch anxiously. I hope Aya's not saying anything embarrassing to my mum... I also hope my mum isn't saying anything embarrassing to Aya...

Aya and Haruka returned to the couch, placing glasses down on the table.

"Thank you!" Sana said, taking a glass of water. She was so sick of drinking all the random drinks that Fumiko ordered for her when the two are together. It was like Fumiko never drank normal water at all.

Fumiko picked up the water, staring at it hesitantly.

"Fumiko, right?" Haruka said, and Fumiko glanced up at Haruka. "I would also like to thank you for taking care of my daughter."

"I-it's nothing..." Fumiko said. Oh god, she thinks that I'm Hikaru's friend. I'm just here because of Aya. I don't really like Hikaru, but I don't want to make her mum upset...

"How is Hikaru at school?" Haruka asked. "I've been so worried that she's getting bullied at school."

"Ah, um, that's..."

While Haruka was talking to Fumiko, Aya grabbed onto Hikaru, dragging her away from the couch.

"Wh-what is it, Aya?" Hikaru asked.

"Let's go to your room!" Aya said. "I've never been to your room before."

"...Okay..."

Hikaru walked off with Aya, leaving Fumiko and Sana with Haruka. They entered a door in the living room, closing it behind them.

Aya glanced around at Hikaru's room. It was small as expected, but was neat and tidy, a table was placed in the side of the room, her school books and notes on the desk. Her bed was small, and placed on the other side of the room, seemingly able to fit only one person.

"This is my room..." Hikaru announced, glancing around. There really wasn't much to look at.

"Uh-huh..."

Aya locked the door behind them.

Hikaru didn't notice. She walked over to the table, glancing down at her notes. "The teacher said there was going to be another exam at the end of this week, right? I've been trying to study, but I don't really understand the material..."

Aya glanced at Hikaru's strawberry lips, they stuck out from the rest of her face in an enticing manner.

Now that I thought about it, I kind of jumped straight to second base... Aya was thinking. I haven't even managed to kiss Hikaru yet, but I've almost felt her whole body... I wonder what her lips are like... They look so soft—Hang on, won't I be an actual lesbian if I kiss her on the lips? I mean girls can sort of explain touching each other playfully for fun, but kissing is...

Hikaru sat down on her bed with a sigh. "Hibiya High is so much different to my old school. We didn't have exams every week at Takayama..."

A thought was coming up in Aya's mind.

"Do you want me to help you?" Aya asked.

"Huh?" Hikaru blinked at Aya.

"I can help you with your schoolwork." Aya said, her face was blushing, staring at Hikaru's pouting lips.

"Really? That would be so great, Aya!" Hikaru beamed.

"But..." Aya walked over to Hikaru on the bed, then sat down next to her. "You have to let me do one thing to you, which can be anything."

"One thing... anything...? What do you want...?"

"It's a secret!" Aya said. "Do you agree or not?"

"Um... you haven't told me what you were going to do."

"Yes, but it won't be fun if I tell you! You have to just say yes or no."

That didn't really sound right in Hikaru's mind. And judging from all the previous things that Aya had done to Hikaru, she had a suspicion that Aya was going to do something similar.

"You're not... going to grope me, are you...?"

"What?! No! It's not groping!"

"Ah..." Hikaru relaxed. "Okay then, it's fine."

"Re-really?"

"Yep." Hikaru nodded. "Are you going to do it now?"

"I-I can do it now?!"

Hikaru gave Aya a confused look. "When else are you going to do it?"

"O-okay, then..."

Aya braced herself, taking a deep breath, then stared into Hikaru's face with her cheeks burning at her side.

S-she said I can do it now! Can I really...? I mean, she's given me permission, right...? So, there should be nothing wrong...

Hikaru's lips looked so soft, so alluring. Aya really wanted to kiss her badly.

"I-I'm going to do it..." Aya breathed.

Hikaru stared into Aya's blushing face, not sure what she was going to do. Well, if it's not groping then it can't be that bad...

Aya moved closer to Hikaru, her face furrowed in concentration, and her cheeks crimson.

Ek! Why is she coming so close?! Is she going to...

Aya leaned forward into Hikaru, and Hikaru lost her breath.

        


Chapter 13 - Danger


            The air in the room was breathlessly quiet, filled with a murky tension that had Hikaru's heart beating like a steel drum.

"...Aya?"

Hikaru glanced to her side at Aya's head on her shoulders, feeling Aya's soft black hair tickling the side of her cheeks.

Aya was holding onto Hikaru, her arms wrapped around her back tightly, and their chests pushed against one another while they sat on the bed.

Ahh!! I couldn't do it after all! Aya had her eyes squeezed shut, her cheeks red as a tomato. I'm scared of what Hikaru would say... What if she doesn't accept my feelings...?

"Aya... are you okay...?" Hikaru whispered. Aya had been hugging her for a while now, not saying anything.

Slowly, Aya pulled away from Hikaru, her cheeks flushed, but with a smile on her lips.

"T-that was it..." Aya laughed meekly. "I just wanted to hug you..."

"Oh, is that all..." Hikaru said. She was unsure whether she would be relieved or not. For a second there, I thought Aya was going to... but she said she doesn't like me like that... I don't know why I keep having these thoughts... 

"Let's go back to the others." Aya said, picking herself up from the bed. She walked over to the door, unlocking it, and left the bedroom, leaving Hikaru by herself.

Hikaru stayed sitting at the bed, staring at Aya's back as she left, her heart pounding inside her chest. She breathed a sigh when Aya left, almost as though she had been holding her breath, her eyes glancing downwards.

"I thought she was going to kiss me..." Hikaru murmured to herself.



"...so like I was saying, her father is really funny! He proposed to me while we were out on the sea, but he was so nervous he dropped the ring down the boat and it fell into a crack into the water!"

Haruka was laughing hard, her face red, a glass of whisky in her hand.

"R-really?! That's so funny!"

Fumiko was also laughing, rubbing tears from her eyes, and in her other hand was a glass of whisky too.

Aya stared at the scene, seeing various bottles of alcohol placed down onto the table. Sana was sitting on the couch, laughing weakly as she sipped away at her glass of water.

"But you got the ring back, right...?" Sana asked.

Haruka shook her head, gulping down the rest of her drink. "Nope. It went down into the sea and disappeared."

"Wh-what?!" Fumiko was still laughing. Her face was red, having clearly drunk too much. "I can't believe that!"

How the hell did they get drunk so quickly?! Aya thought to herself as she approached the group with a forced smile.

"Oh, Aya, you're back!" Haruka said. "We were just talking about Hikaru's father."

"I-I heard..." Aya laughed weakly.

"Do you want a drink?" Haruka asked, glancing down at her bottles. "I have way too many in the cupboard."

"It's okay..." Aya said.

"But seriously..." Haruka resumed what she was talking about. "At first, I had no idea that he even liked me. It wasn't until our 40th or so date, when he introduced me to his parents as his girlfriend, and they asked when we were going to get married, that I realised we were actually in a relationship."

"What?! No way!" Fumiko said. "How did you not notice before that?!"

"Ahh..." Haruka laughed, embarrassed. "He was really shy so he never tried to kiss me or do anything so I thought we were just going out as friends... When he asked me to be my boyfriend, I thought he just meant as a guy friend."

"T-that's..." Sana said, not knowing what to say.

"I didn't have any feelings like that for him... but when I realised that he actually liked me..." Haruka said. "Hmm..." She glanced over to Hikaru's bedroom door, seeing Hikaru come out. "Hikaru, where were you? You've been hiding for so long!"

Hikaru glanced over at what her mother was doing with her friends, her head deep in thoughts. Her eyes widenned when she saw what was happening, her face taking on a look of horror.

"M-mum?!" Hikaru yelped. "I-is that alcohol?!"

"Yeah, so what?" Haruka replied, then glanced at Hikaru's friends. Suddenly, her heart froze.

Wait a second!—These girls are still in high school!! Did I just give them alcohol?! Isn't that illegal?!

"Um, um..." Haruka opened and closed her mouth. Then in an instant, she grabbed all the bottles of alcohol and flew to the kitchen to stash them back in the cupboard.

S-shit... I can't believe I just did that... Haruka was thinking. That Fumiko girl asked me whether I had anything other than water and when I took her to the cupboard, she asked for the alcohol so casually, I forgot for a second that they were all 16! That's 4 years too early to be drinking alcohol!!

"Hikaru..." Fumiko called out from the couch in a slurred voice. "Your mum is so funny... You should hear the stories she tells..."

Haruka glanced over at the glass of whisky dangling in Fumiko's hand, and she quickly sprung to Fumiko, snatching the glass away, and pouring it out in the sink.

"Ah—hey! I was still drinking that!"

"N-no, you weren't." Haruka said. "You were just holding it for me."

Haruka was trying to pretend to her daughter that she didn't actually hand out an ample amount of alcohol to her 16-year-old friend.

"M-mum..." Hikaru walked over to her mother. "D-did you give alcohol to them...?"

"Wh-what?! No way... I was just telling her to hold it for me, that's all..."

Hikaru glanced over at Fumiko who was slouched over at the couch, her eyes closed, and her face red.

...

"Isn't she clearly drunk...?" Hikaru asked.

"No, no! She's just tired! The poor girl went to sleep!"

Haruka rushed over to move Fumiko's body to a more comfortable position on the couch. "Hibiya High must be really strict! Their poor students are falling asleep in the middle of the day!"

Sana kept her mouth quiet, not wanting to interfere with Hikaru's mother's act.

"Mum..." Hikaru said.

"Ahh, her face is really red too. She must have a cold from studying so hard." Haruka said, then she glanced over at Sana. "S-Sana?"

"Y-yes!" Sana said.

"You need to take this poor girl back home to rest." Haruka said. "Make sure that she keeps her studying to a reasonable level."

"O-okay." Sana nodded, then got up from the couch to check on Fumiko and pick her up.

Aya also didn't want to say anything because she had told Hikaru before that she didn't drink alcohol.

"I guess I'll get going as well then..." Aya said. "Thank you for having us over, Hikaru's mother."

"Oh please. I should be thanking you girls for taking care of my daughter."

Haruka opened the door for the trio, as Aya and Sana held Fumiko between them, her hands wrapped around their necks. Aya had no trouble since she was strong from her Aikido training, but Sana was struggling.

"O-okay, see you, Hikaru's mother!" Sana said, trying to not fall over. "Thank you once again!" She glanced at Hikaru, her face tense because of Fumiko's weight. "Bye, Hikaru! Thank you for having us over!"

"I-it's okay..." Hikaru smiled weakly, then stared at Aya.

"B-bye, Hikaru..." Aya said. "I'll see you at school..."

Hikaru nodded. "Bye, Aya..."

Hikaru's mother waved at them, as she stood by the door to keep it open as they left. She closed the door when they left.

"Y-you!" Hikaru faced her mother. "You quite clearly gave Fumiko alcohol!"

"Wh-what?! What are you talking about? Why would I do that? That's a crime!"

"Argh..." Hikaru's face was red with embarrassment, then she stomped to her room, closing the door behind her.

Haruka breathed a sigh of relief with Hikaru gone. She stared at Hikaru's door wearily, but with a soft smile.

"I'm glad that Hikaru has such great friends..." Haruka sighed, then she walked over to her bedroom.

Now... Haruka slumped down on her bed, her head aching. I need to go to sleep and get rid of this hangover... Dammit... Why did I drink even more alcohol...



"Aya..."

"Don't move, Hikaru..."

Hikaru blushed, seeing Aya move closer to her.

They were sitting at the bedroom of Hikaru's apartment.

"Y-you can't, Aya..." Hikaru said, averting her gaze. "W-we're both girls..."

"Why does that matter?"

"Eh!" Hikaru fidgeted with her hands nervously, afraid to look up into Aya's hazel eyes.

"You don't have to do anything, Hikaru..." Aya breathed, leaning in closer. "Just let me do everything..."

"B-but it's embarrassing..."

"There's nothing to be embarrassed about." Aya said. "You're so cute, Hikaru..."

"A-Aya..." Hikaru shifted nervously.

Hikaru glanced upward, her face bright red, and saw Aya leaning closer, her eyes closing, showing her long dark eyelashes. Aya's face was moving closer and closer, her lips parted, and Hikaru closed her eyes too, her hands held tightly into fists.

Aya...

Suddenly, there was the sound of knocking, and Aya disappeared from Hikaru's sights. Instead, she opened her eyes to find herself in her bed, clinging onto her bedsheets.

The knocking stopped, and Hikaru rose up from the bed slowly. She was half-asleep, still thinking about her dream.

Wh-what kind of dream is that...

She gazed around her with a sleepy look, then the knock sounded again, and Hikaru jumped.

Ah, someone's knocking at the door!

Hikaru scrambled out of her bed quickly, leaving her bedroom to go to the door. She had no idea who could be knocking.

"I'm coming..." Hikaru called out.

Reaching the door, she unlocked it and pulled it open.

Outside stood a boy with chocolate-brown hair, and a pair of striking emerald eyes glancing down at her. He was tall, and that was made more apparent by Hikaru's short figure. He was also dressed in the Hibiya High school uniform; a white collared shirt, maroon tie, and grey pants.

"Ah, is this the Miyata household...?" The boy asked. He had a handsome face, the kind with boyish good looks.

"Erm..." Hikaru stared up at the boy, having no idea who he was. Why is there a boy from my school standing outside my door?! "...Yes...?"

"My name's Itsuo." The boy said with an anxious smile. "I live in the same apartment building. My mother told me to come here to meet her friend, Haruka..."

Haruka? That's my mother's name! Hikaru thought to herself.

"Ah, yes... that's my mum..." Hikaru said nervously.

"Itsuo!" Haruka's head popped out from behind Hikaru. "Oh, you're Gina's son! Wow, you're tall!"

"Haha... Hello Haruka..." Itsuo laughed weakly. "My mother said..."

"Itsuo, this is my daughter, Hikaru!" Haruka said. "Hikaru, this is Itsuo. He goes to the same school as you."

"H-hello... It's nice to meet you..." Hikaru bowed her head, then glanced down at herself to see that she was still in pajamas. Ahh!! I look so embarrassing!!

"It's nice to meet you too, Hikaru..." Itsuo replied, rubbing the back of his head.

"Just wait a moment outside, Itsuo." Haruka said. "Hikaru will change first, and then you guys can walk to school together."

"Eh!" Hikaru mouthed, but Haruka closed the door, dragging Hikaru away.

"Mum, who is that?!" Hikaru said. "Why do I have to go to school with him?"

"Oh, she's the son of my friend, Gina. You remember Gina, right?" Haruka said. "Anyways, just go to school with him. He just arrived in Tokyo from Takayama too. You can help him get settled at Hibiya High."

"..."

Hikaru walked into the bathroom, sighing as she pondered over the newly assigned task.

She froze as she reached the mirror.

There was a drool stain on my chin the whole time!!





The sounds of birds chirping and people walking by filled the air, but between Itsuo and Hikaru, the two were nervously quiet, both disconcerted by the predicament that their mothers had placed them in. Despite Itsuo's charming good looks, he was shy around girls, having never really spoken to many girls back at Takayama.

Still, this was too awkward...

"Um..." Itsuo decided to break the silence, glancing down at the black-haired girl next to her. "Hikaru...?"

"Y-yes...?"

"How are you finding Hibiya High...?" Itsuo asked, smiling weakly. He hoped that it would make Hikaru more comfortable. "I heard it's a very prestigious school for very wealthy and renowned families..."

"Ah, yes..." Hikaru said. "The people there are very nice... it's very different to Takayama..."

"Really?"

Hikaru nodded. "The schoolwork is also very challenging... they have exams at the end of every week..."

"Ugh, that doesn't sound too good..."

"But, you should be okay." Hikaru laughed. "If you managed to get into Hibiya High, then I think you'll do fine..."

"How are you doing, Hikaru?"

"...!"

Hikaru thought about the 41% she had received for the exam last week.

"Um..." She couldn't lie. "I got 41% for the exam last week... but I'm going to be getting help from my friend to get better..."

"41%? Is that bad?"

It was the lowest mark in the class by quite a margin.

Itsuo saw the look on Hikaru's face and quickly tried to change the topic. "A-anyways, Hikaru. Thank you so much for walking with me to school! I was worried about coming to Tokyo alone, but I feel much better having you with me."

"I-it's okay..." Hikaru smiled.

Itsuo stared at Hikaru's smile, surprised by how cute she looked when she smiled. Ah, this girl is actually really cute... I thought she looked a bit funny at first in the morning, but she seems to be a really nice person as well...

He kept walking by Hikaru's side as they entered the school gates where many other students were arriving.

"Woah..."

Itsuo stared at the luxurious limousines parking at the front of the school, rich-looking students getting out of the cars. He had never seen something like this back at Takayama.

"Must be nice to be rich, right?" Itsuo laughed, speaking to Hikaru. "I wish I could sit in one of those limousines."

"Yes..."

At that moment, a blond-haired boy with a sharp face glanced over at the two students entering the school, recognising the petite girl with black hair. Kenzou grinned, walking up to the two of them. There were three other boys with similarly threatening appearance walking behind Kenzou.

"Yo, Hikaru!" Kenzou said.

Hikaru jumped, seeing Kenzou. Ek! This is the guy that punched me in the stomach! What does he want with me?

"H-hello..." Hikaru replied, giving a nervous wave.

"I didn't get to apologise to you about last time." Kenzou said. "My name's Kenzou. I'm not sure if you remember me."

Of course, I remember getting hit by you! That was the first time I had ever gotten punched in my whole life!

"Y-yes..."

"Anyways, I'm really sorry about that." Kenzou glanced over to the tall, chocolate-brown haired boy standing next to Hikaru. "Is this your friend?"

"Yes..." Hikaru said. "This is Itsuo, he's new to the school."

"Ah, really?" Kenzou said. "Nice to meet you, I'm Kenzou."

Itsuo nodded with a smile. "Itsuo. Good to meet you, Kenzou."

"Anyways, can you give a good word about me to Aya?" Kenzou turned his eyes back to Hikaru. "I would really appreciate it."

"Um..."

Kenzou reached out, grabbing onto Hikaru's shoulder with a fake smile. "It shouldn't be too hard, right? You just have to say something good about me."

"Hey!" Itsuo stepped forward with a serious look, seeing how uncomfortable Hikaru was getting. "I don't think she wants you to grab her like that."

The three boys behind Kenzou took a step forward, watching Itsuo carefully.

Kenzou scowled at Itsuo. "Was I talking to you? Go for a walk. I'm trying to talk to Hikaru."

"No, but if you think I'm going to stand here and ignore what's going on, then you have another thing coming."

What's with this idiot? Kenzou glared at Itsuo. Does he think he can take on all four of us?

He released his grip of Hikaru, sending her backwards with a surprised cry, then turned his attention to Itsuo.

"You might be new to the school and not know this, but I'm sort of a thing around here." Kenzou said. "I suggest you cram those words back in your mouth."

"Heh." Itsuo let out a dark grin, realising what was going on. He glanced over at Hikaru, relieved that Kenzou had let her go. "Just try it. Do you think I'm scared of you, you blond-haired freak?"

Kenzou growled, his patience thinning. "I was going to let you off easy since you're new to the school, but I guess I have to teach you your first lesson about this place."

"I-Itsuo..." Hikaru was standing at the edge, watching anxiously.

"Your group of monkeys look like they would have trouble tying their own shoelaces." Itsuo braced himself, his face grimacing. "Probably why you would choose to pick on a girl."

"Y-you!"

The three lackeys behind Kenzou made a move for Itsuo, grabbing him by his arms. Itsuo punched one of them in the face, sending blood and teeth flying in the air, then fell over as they manhandled him, pushing him onto the ground. Kenzou jumped into the fight, stomping onto the fallen Itsuo.

"You punk!" Kenzou snarled, continuing to stomp on Itsuo. There were some students watching, but most quickly left, seeing the scene.

"S-stop!" Hikaru cried. "Just leave him alone!" She tried to move into the group, pushing them away from Itsuo, but they just shoved her away, their elbows knocking her backwards and off her feet.

"H-Hikaru!" Itsuo yelled, his arms covering his head, trying to block the kicks. "Run! Just go!"

A kick flew into the side of his head, pushing past his arms, and he felt pain searing across the side of his face, his ear ringing. Fuck, how did I get myself into this mess on my first day of school...

Hikaru fell down onto the ground, wincing as her hands scrapped onto the hard concrete floor.

At that moment, a figure entered the fight, throwing the bodies of Kenzou's group into a whirlwind as they hurled into the air, landing harshly onto the ground and ceasing to move.

"Wh-what the fuck?!" Kenzou stopped his stomping, glancing up to see a fist hurling into his face, cracking bone and cartilage. He fell down on his back, blood erupting from his nose, and glanced up at his attacker.

Long raven-black hair, and a flawless face that sparkled like diamonds.

"A-Aya?!" Kenzou stuttered.

"How dare you hurt Hikaru like that!"

Those were the last words Kenzou heard, before a girl's school shoe expanded in his vision, sending him to sleep.

        


Chapter 14 - Faceoff


            Four bodies laid motionlessly on the floor and on the one with blond hair was an alarming faceful of blood. At the centre of the onslaught was a girl with raven-black hair and a breathtakingly alluring face. She stared down balefully at the boy she just kicked in the teeth, her breathing heavy with anger.

A crowd of students were gathered around the scene, staring with gaping jaws at the girl. Hushed mutterings went around the crowd, disbelief plastered on their faces.

“I-isn’t that Aya…?”

“Did she just whoop Kenzou’s entire group by herself…?”

“Did anyone see that kick…?!”

Looking at Aya’s slim figure and only slightly higher than average height, one would never guess that the beautiful and elegant-mannered girl would be capable of hurting a fly, let alone single-handedly taking on four dyed-hair delinquents. In reality, her appearance was merely a façade of deception, hiding her true personality of a prideful, vain girl with the explosive power of a TNT.

Holding a black belt in Aikido and having years of basic training in other martial arts, this was the first time that Aya had actually unleashed what she learnt in the dojo out on the streets.

Itsuo glanced up at his saviour, wincing from the blinding light of sun surrounding Aya’s head. It was like he was looking up at an angel, and Aya certainly had enough beauty to be mistaken for one. He could barely feel the throbbing pain across the side of his face and all over his body.

W-who the heck is that girl?! She’s so beautiful!! Am I dead? Did an angel just fall down from the sky?!

Itsuo opened his mouth weakly to thank his saviour, but she turned, ignoring him, and ran to the plain-haired girl on the floor.

“H-Hikaru!” Aya bent down to her knees, grabbing onto Hikaru’s hands. “Are you okay?! Did they hurt you anywhere?!”

“I-I’m okay…”

Hikaru was also stunned by what she had just witnessed like most of the spectators standing in a circle around them. Aya had thrown the delinquents that were easily twice her weight, if not more, as though they were sacks of feather, knocking them out cold into concrete. It really was an unbelievable sight.

“Ahh, I’m glad you’re okay…”

Aya glanced up with a sigh, then jumped, seeing the crowd of students gathered around them.

“Ek!” Aya mouthed, her eyes darting around the crowd.

C-crap, I got so carried away when I saw Hikaru hurt that I didn’t even notice how many students were watching what happened! Aya was thinking to herself. Now my perfect reputation at the school is going to be ruined!! Ahhh!!!

The students were standing frozen, staring at Aya.

Itsuo picked himself up from the ground, bruises and scratches all over his body and face. He glanced at Aya for a second, before turning to Hikaru, stumbling to her while clutching his leg.

“H-Hikaru… are you okay…?” Itsuo said as he reached Hikaru. He scanned her body for signs of injury, but there was only a light graze on the palm of her hands.

“Let me help you up—”

Before he could finish his sentence, cries of joy broke out from the crowd, and the students started stampeding towards Aya, grabbing and yelling at her.

“Oh my god, Aya, that was so cool!!”

“Where did you learn to do that?!”

“Aya, you’re sooo awesooome~!!”

Aya was shook vigorously by a sea of outstretched hands, her brain rattling inside her skull. She laughed weakly, unsure as to what to do.

Then, Aya glanced over at Hikaru, seeing her hobbling out of the crowd with Itsuo by her side.

Who the hell is that guy?! Aya’s expression turned into one of contained anger, her teeth biting onto her lips. Why is Hikaru with him…?!






“Are you okay, Hikaru?”

Itsuo was walking out of the crowd next to Hikaru’s side, trying to get away from the massive surge of people that was gathering.

“I’m okay…”

Hikaru glanced back at Aya, but Aya had already turned her head away, now talking with a polite smile to the crowd that was surrounding her. Somehow, Aya seemed very far away, watching her like this.

“Are you sure?” Itsuo asked, then glanced down at Hikaru’s hands, noticing a slight amount of blood. “Let me see your hands…”

Itsuo reached out to grab Hikaru’s hand, but upon touching her hand, Hikaru jumped, pulling it away as she glanced away from Aya and back at Itsuo.

“Ah! Sorry…” Itsuo said, seeing Hikaru’s reaction. “I shouldn’t have done that…”

“I-it’s okay...” Hikaru laughed weakly, her face getting slightly pink. “I’m sorry about that… I’m just not used to being touched…”

“Yeah, haha…” Itsuo replied, rubbing the back of his head. “You don’t need to apologise, that was my fault.”

Hikaru stopped, noticing the injuries on Itsuo’s face, and leaned her head closer to get a better look.

“Itsuo… your face…”

“Ah! Don’t worry about me!” Itsuo waved his hands in front of himself, though there was a cut on his cheekbone and other bruises over his body. “I’m fine, really.”

Hikaru felt a wave of guilt washing over her, her face darkening.

“I was supposed to take care of you for your first day of school, and I…” Hikaru glanced downwards. “I’m so sorry, Itsuo…”

“D-don’t worry yourself!” Itsuo said frantically, seeing the expression on Hikaru’s face. “Please, Hikaru. It’s not your fault!”

“But…”

“If, anything, it was my fault.” Itsuo continued. “I shouldn’t had provoked them like that. I got you hurt as well.”

They walked into the school building silently, passing more students that were rushing out to the school grounds to see what was happening outside.

Itsuo could see that Hikaru was still upset at herself, so he tried to change the topic.

“Hey, Hikaru…” Itsuo glanced to his side at her. “That girl… the one that beat up Kenzou’s group by herself… did you know her?”

“Ah,” Hikaru raised her chin to glance at Itsuo, “you mean Aya?”

“Yeah. So she’s called Aya?” Itsuo said. “She seemed really worried about you.”

“Yes, she’s my best friend!” Hikaru smiled. “She was my first friend at this school.”

“I see…”

Itsuo thought back to the beautiful girl out at the courtyard of the school that had saved them. She was really beautiful. He had thought that he must had been kicked too hard in the head and was seeing an angel when he first laid eyes on Aya.

Entering the classroom behind Hikaru, Itsuo saw a small number of students inside the class. Most students were outside to see the commotion.

“Hikaru!”

A girl with lavender hair called out to them, getting up from her seat to approach Hikaru. There were two other girls following her, and a girl with caramel hair and glasses that remained at her seat which was behind where the girl was originally seating.

“Fumiko…” Hikaru said, seeing the girl with lavender hair.

“What’s going on outside?” Fumiko said, stopping in front of Hikaru. The two girls following Fumiko stopped behind her. Itsuo glanced at Fumiko and could instantly tell that this girl was probably a popular student, judging from her dyed hair, her pretty face and her tone of authority. “I heard some people saying that Aya was in a fight…?”

“Um…”

“That can’t be possible, right?” Fumiko said, staring into Hikaru’s face. “Who would fight with Aya…?”

“It wasn’t a fight.” Itsuo said, standing by Hikaru’s side. “It was more like a one-sided beating.”

“Wh-what?” Fumiko glanced at Itsuo. “By who?!”

“The girl called Aya.” Itsuo said. “She beat the crap out of Kenzou and his group.”

Fumiko’s mouth dropped open. “What?! I mean…” She shook her head. “I knew that Aya did Aikido every week but… I didn’t know she was that strong…”

“No one would be able to tell from that girl’s appearance.” Itsuo laughed.

“But why would she...” Fumiko glanced back at Hikaru, then stopped. “Don’t tell me she got into a fight cause of you, Hikaru?!”

“Um…” Hikaru shrunk back from Fumiko’s gaze. “I—”

Hikaru was interrupted when the teacher walked into the room. It was Mr Abe, their homeroom teacher.

He glanced around the almost empty classroom in confusion.

“Where is everyone?” Mr Abe said, walking over to his desk at the front of the room. “The bell for class has already rung…”

Fumiko returned to her desk without a word, and so did the two female students that were by her side.

Nervously, Hikaru shuffled over to Mr Abe’s desk with Itsuo by her side.

“Mr Abe…” Hikaru said.

“Yes…?” Mr Abe was staring down at some notes on his desk.

“I have a new transfer student with me… his name is Itsuo…”

“A new transfer student?”

Mr Abe raised his head up, glancing at Hikaru then over at Itsuo.

“What is your full name, Itsuo?” Mr Abe said. He pulled a folder out from his stack of papers, flipping it open. “I’ll try to find out which class you’re supposed to go to.”

“Itsuo Tanaka.”

“Hmm…” Mr Abe flipped through the folder, his eyes scanning the documents. He continued for a few more seconds, until he flipped back to a previous page. “Ah, I found you. You’re in my class.”

“That’s great!” Hikaru said, smiling at Itsuo.

“Yeah…” He laughed faintly.

“You’re supposed to go to the office to fill out some paperwork first, but you can go during lunchtime.” Mr Abe said.

Itsuo nodded, then Hikaru thanked the teacher.

“Anyways, just wait outside for a moment.” Mr Abe said. He glanced at the door, seeing students starting to flow in. “I’ll introduce you to the class once everyone’s here.”

“Sure.” Itsuo walked outside of the class.

Hikaru walked to her desk, sitting down. She stared at the doorway of the classroom, waiting for Aya.

“H-Hikaru…”

A soft voice called out to Hikaru from behind her.

Hikaru glanced backwards at the seat that was behind Aya’s, and saw Sana.

“Yes, Sana?”

“Is it true…?” Sana whispered. “That Aya got into a fight…?”

Hikaru nodded with a weak smile, then turned her attention back to the front of the class as Sana went quiet to contemplate her answer.

Eventually, the person that Hikaru was waiting for, walked into the room. A head of silky midnight-black hair flowing behind her and a face that captured the attention of the classroom. She was walking briskly, her posture as elegant as her features. It was Aya!

Hikaru’s face brightened, seeing Aya.

As Aya walked towards Hikaru’s desk to get to hers, which was right next to Hikaru, Hikaru smiled up at Aya.

To her surprise, Aya ignored her, turning her head the other way as she sat down at her desk without a response.

…

Hikaru stared at Aya, but she was still ignoring her. Feeling something stabbing at her heart, Hikaru glanced down at her desk.

W-why is Aya ignoring me?! Hikaru thought. Did I do something wrong? She was okay when I saw her outside…

“Okay…” Mr Abe cleared his throat, glancing around the classroom. “Seems like everyone’s here. Don’t know why everyone was late, but anyways…”

Hikaru was still depressed over Aya’s sudden change of attitude towards her.

“We have a new transfer student joining our class today.” Mr Abe said. “I hope you will make them feel as welcome as you have done with Hikaru, who seemed to have settled nicely since last week.”

Mr Abe glanced over at the depressed Hikaru, and she glanced up, forcing a weak smile.

Mr Abe then glanced over at the door.

“Itsuo, you can come in now.”

Itsuo walked into the class, holding his head up high. He was slightly nervous, not being used to having so many eyes on him.

“This is Itsuo everyone.” Mr Abe said, then turned to Itsuo with an encouraging smile. “Why don’t you introduce yourself to the rest of the classroom, Itsuo?”

“Ah-hem…” Itsuo coughed, glancing downwards. “I… My name is Itsuo.” He raised his head back up with a confident look. “I came from Takayama. I know Hikaru from this class since our parents are friends. I enjoy playing tennis and I’m looking forward to joining Hibiya High. Please take care of me.”

He bowed his head, then raised it back up.

“Thank you, Itsuo. Now… where to place you…” Mr Abe glanced around the room. “Well, you said you know Hikaru… so…”

Mr Abe glanced at the person sitting on the right side of Hikaru, which was away from the window. Aya was sitting on Hikaru’s left side.

“Mei, could you move to the empty seat over at the front?” Mr Abe said. “I’ll let Hikaru take care of Itsuo.”

“Sure.” A girl with brown hair and freckles nodded politely, then got up from her desk, packing her things.

“Itsuo, you’ll sit next to Hikaru.” Mr Abe said. “Hopefully, she can show you around the school since you both came from Takayama and you’re already friends.”

“Thank you.” Itsuo nodded. “That would be good.”

What—?! Aya raised her head, pouting. That guy is going to be sitting next to Hikaru?! Argh… So they are both from the same hometown…

Once Mei moved out of her desk, Itsuo walked to the desk next to Hikaru, sitting down and placing his stuff out.

Aya was trying her best not to flash murderous glances at Itsuo. She stared outside the window, her teeth clenched behind her serene-looking appearance.

“Anyways, let’s start the class…”






The bell for lunch sounded, ringing around the school building of Hibiya High.

“Hey, Aya!” Fumiko called cheerfully, turning her chair around to face Aya’s desk as she always did during lunchtime. “Did you really get into a fight with Kenzou?”

Kenzou had been missing from the class, not showing up at all during the period before lunch. It was abnormal for students to skip classes at Hibiya High due to the strictness of the school on attendance and academic results.

“No…” Aya replied, her mind was thinking about Hikaru and Itsuo. “I didn’t really do anything… he just tripped over…”

“No way!”

A voice sounded from the side of the room, and up came a girl with shoulder-lengthed red hair, tied up into two tails. It was Mika, the girl that had bullied Fumiko before.

Fumiko’s face turned into a scowl, seeing Mika.

“I saw what happened out at the courtyards!” Mika said, staring at Aya with adoration, her hands clasped together. “You were amazing, Aya! You roundhouse kicked Kenzou right in the face!!”

“No one was talking to you!” Fumiko said. “Please don’t talk to Aya or me.”

“Whaat~?” Mika stared down at Fumiko with a playful smile. “You’re still not over what happened last week? Come on, it was just a joke, Fumiko.”

“Joke my ass.” Fumiko retorted. “You were about to scar my face with a boxcutter, you demon!”

Mika laughed innocently, rubbing the back of her head and trying to look cute. “I wasn’t really going to do it, Fumiko. It was just a joke I said. Just a joke.”

Fumiko glared at Mika.

“A-anyways, you really shouldn’t get into fights, Aya!” Sana spoke from the back, moving her chair to the side of Aya’s desk. “What if you actually got hurt?”

“It’s okay, Sana…” Aya laughed. “I wouldn’t get hurt…”

“Um…” Hikaru tried to enter the conversation from the side. “Were you okay… Aya…?”

Aya glanced at Hikaru with a blank expression, then slowly, smiled faintly.

“I’m fine, Hikaru…” Aya said, then she indicated next to her desk. “Come sit here with me, Hikaru.”

Hikaru was relieved, hearing Aya’s words. Maybe Aya didn’t see me in the morning when I smiled at her… Hikaru moved her chair over, then almost forgot about Itsuo. She was supposed to be taking care of him. Glancing back at him, she saw Itsuo looking up from his notes to smile at Hikaru.

“Don’t worry about me, Hikaru.” Itsuo said, picking himself up from his desk. “I’m going off to the office to finish up the paperwork with enrolment.”

“Okay…”

“Hold up.” Aya stood up from her desk, surprising everyone. Smiling politely at Itsuo, she said, “Let me take you to the office. You might not know the way since you’re new.”

“Um…” Itsuo stared at Aya. He was feeling nervous by how pretty Aya was.

“A-Aya?” Fumiko said. “You don’t have to take the new kid. Just let him go alone…”

“I can take Itsuo…” Hikaru was about to say, but Aya cut her off.

“No!” Aya raised her voice, causing more surprise. She coughed, trying to play it off. “I’ll take Itsuo, Hikaru. You’ve already done so much. You can eat lunch with Fumiko, Sana and Mika… I’ll be back quickly…”

Itsuo was still at a loss of words, but a politely smiling Aya ushered him with her, and he followed her dumbly out of the classroom.

“Tch.” Fumiko shot daggers with her eyes at Itsuo’s back. “That lucky guy…”

Sana laughed weakly.

“I hope they’ll be okay…” Hikaru said.

Mika didn’t seem to care. Instead, she glanced at the group and said, “Anyways, let’s talk about the new TV show last night…”






Itsuo’s heart was beating out of control inside his chest. It had been like that ever since he saw Aya out at the courtyard, and was happening every time he saw her.

Staring at her back, he watched as students around the hallways greeted Aya with smiles as she led the way.

This girl… Itsuo thought to himself. She’s really popular… but that’s no wonder, with her looks…

She didn’t say a single word to him on their journey. It felt awkward, but he was also hesitant to say anything. Itsuo was already shy with girls, and now, he was suddenly faced with the most beautiful girl he had ever seen in his life. It was like he had gone from jogging around the neighbourhood to somehow entering the Olympics marathon.

Still, he had to at the very least introduce himself.

“H-hey…” Itsuo called out. “My name’s Itsuo, it’s nice to meet you…”

Aya ignored him, still walking ahead.

That’s weird. Itsuo thought. Maybe she didn’t hear me…

Eventually, after walking up a few stairways, Aya pushed open the door at the top of the stairs, revealing the school rooftops.

This doesn’t look like the office… Itsuo glanced around as he followed Aya out to the school rooftops. He walked a few steps ahead, then heard the door to the rooftops closing, surprising him.

He glanced back to see Aya standing in front of the door, blocking it.

        


Chapter 15 - Warning


            BAM!

The door to the school rooftops slammed shut, causing Itsuo to jump in his shoes. He whirled around to see Aya standing in front of the door, blocking it. There was a frown disturbing her pretty face, long dark hair falling over captivating hazel eyes that were glowering at him.

“You…”

Aya began, then started marching over to Itsuo.

She stopped in front of him, and he edged back slightly, feeling a strange unease.

“What is your relationship with Hikaru?” Aya asked, peering deep into his face.

“Um.”

Itsuo glanced down at the girl that was staring up at him with a look that said she was trying her best to hold back on hurling a fist into his face. Even though he was much taller than her and easily twice her size, he knew better after seeing Aya throw around Kenzou’s muppets.

“I-I just know Hikaru because our mothers are friends…”

“Really?” Aya gave him a doubtful look. “Is that all?”

“Yes…” He shifted uncomfortably underneath her stare. Partly it was because he knew she could beat the living crap out of him, and partly, it was because she was so beautiful that he felt nervous from her face being that close.

“So you don’t like Hikaru, in a romantic way, right?”

“Um, I didn’t really think of that… but…”

Itsuo tried to think about his feelings, but out of nowhere, Aya shot her leg up, kicking him between his legs and sending him crumbling down to the ground with a painful gasp.

“Don’t.” Aya said, staring down at him with dark eyes. “Don’t even think about it.”

“F-fuck…!”

Itsuo cursed underneath his breath, holding onto his crotch.

Wh-what the heck is up with this girl?!

“If you ever do anything to Hikaru…” Aya said, then paused, letting her words sink in. “…I’ll never forgive you.”

“Hah?”

Itsuo glanced up but Aya turned away, heading out of the rooftops. He stared at her in disbelief as she left through the door they came in from.

The door slammed shut with her exit, leaving Itsuo alone at the rooftops. He was on the ground, clutching between his legs, trying to piece together everything that just happened.

“What… what the heck was that…?”

All illusion of Aya being an angel was shattered in Itsuo’s mind. It was like he had been facing a completely different person to the elegantly laughing one inside the classroom. The situation was so bizarre that he was wondering whether he was actually in a dream, but the pain from the kick reminded him bitterly that this was real life.



Ack! What did I do?!

Aya was strolling back to the classroom, smiling amiably to students that greeted her on her way.

“Good afternoon, Aya!”

“Hello, Aya!”

Aya waved back faintly, her mind stuck on her interaction with Itsuo at the rooftops.

Did I go too far there…? I just wanted to scare him off a little bit, but it felt like I was threatening to kill him or something… Gah! Why do I always lose control of myself when Hikaru’s involved?

Shaking her head, she re-entered her classroom, then sighed, as she made her way to her desk.

“Oh, you’re back!” Fumiko greeted, but her smile fell when she saw the look on Aya’s face. “Aya, is something wrong?!”

Sana glanced up, her expression also changing to one of concern.

“It’s nothing…” Aya sighed, sitting down on the desk.

“You don’t look so well…” Mika commented. She was sitting next to Hikaru besides Aya’s desk, along with Fumiko and Sana.

“Did something happen?” Hikaru asked in a worried voice.

“Do-don’t tell me…!” Fumiko got up from her desk. “Did that new kid do something to you?!”

“It-it’s fine, Fumiko…” Aya laughed weakly, trying to gesture at Fumiko to sit back down. “Nothing happened. I’m just tired…”

“Really…?” Fumiko slid back in her chair with a doubtful look.

“You should tell us, Aya…” Sana said. “If there is something on your mind…”

“Honestly! There’s nothing!” Aya waved her hand in front of her, but the group stared at her uncertainly.

Aya turned her chair closer to Hikaru. “A-anyways, how is everything going with the schoolwork, Hikaru?”

“Um…” Hikaru jumped slightly at the mention of ‘schoolwork’. “It’s going…” She glanced around at the eyes of everyone that had now turned to her. “…okay…”

“What the hell?!” Fumiko snapped. “That obviously means it’s not going okay!”

“He-hey…” Sana said.

“You’re really going to end up dragging down the whole class at this rate!” Fumiko said. “How did you even pass the entrance exam for Hibiya High?!”

“You’re one to talk…” Mika said nonchalantly, staring at her nails that were painted a shade of pink.

“You…” Fumiko turned to Mika with a clenched smile, a vein popping up on her forehead.

“Stop it now, Fumiko.” Aya said. “Don’t talk about Hikaru like that…”

“Grrr…” Fumiko turned back to Aya with a frown. She held her tongue from saying more.

Aya returned her attention to Hikaru. “I said I would help you with your schoolwork, Hikaru.” She smiled brightly, her usual angelic smile. “Remember what I said at your room?”

Hikaru thought back to what happened yesterday at her house, but all she could remember was Aya leaning into her to what she had thought was going to be a kiss. Blushing, she muttered, “yes…”

“We’re all here to help you, Hikaru.” Sana added with a polite smile. “You should treat everyone in the classroom as your friends.”

Mika let out a stifled chortle, and Fumiko flashed a deathly glare at her.

“What?” Fumiko said. “What’s so funny? Care to share it with the rest of us?”

“No-nothing…” Mika waved a hand in front of her, holding her laughter in. “Continue. Don’t mind me.”

“We will.” Fumiko said. “We don’t need your permission. And why the hell are you sitting with us anyways?”

“Ah, I just want to get along better with Aya!” Mika said with an innocent face, then turned to Aya with a puppy look. “Aya, is it okay…?”

“Um…” Aya wanted to say no. In fact, she wanted everyone to get the hell away from her so that she could talk to Hikaru alone. But sadly, she had a reputation to maintain. “Of course, Mika…” Aya smiled.

“Really?” Mika said with an ecstatic look. “Thank you, Aya!!”

“I-it’s okay…” Aya laughed.

From the side, Fumiko was staring at Mika as though she was a cockroach. “Disgusting…”

“What did you say?!” Mika’s eyes twitched as she turned to Fumiko.

“I said you’re disgusting!”

“Oh really?!”

The two of them stood up from their desks, exchanging insults, drawing eyes around the classroom.

While the two of them were arguing, Aya tried to move her chair away from them, taking Hikaru along with her.

“Hikaru, do you want to come out with me after school today?” Aya asked. “I think I should help you prepare for the exam at the end of this week.”

“That would be great, Aya…” Hikaru said, glancing over at Fumiko and Mika with a worried look. Aya didn’t seem to be concerned at all.

“Maybe we could also go out somewhere together.” Aya added. “Like the arcades or cinemas.”

“Um…” Hikaru wasn’t sure about that. Ever since that moment at the limousine where Aya had tickled her, she was beginning to doubt Aya’s intentions.

“I mean, we will have lots of time anyways.” Aya laughed. “We don’t have to study all the time. It’s good to take breaks!”

“R-right…” Hikaru laughed back.

Fumiko glanced away from Mika, realising Aya was having a conversation with Hikaru without her.

“You’re such a…”

But Mika didn’t get to finish her sentence, instead she trailed off as Fumiko walked away, heading over to Aya and Hikaru.

“Aya!” Fumiko placed her hand down on Hikaru’s desk where Aya had moved over to. Her hand hit the surface with a soft thud.

“Yes…?” Aya turned her eyes away from Hikaru, glancing up at Fumiko politely, but inside she was irritated that her conversation with Hikaru was being disturbed.

Fumiko stared down at Aya deeply, pausing. “…Why are you being so close to Hikaru…?”

“What…?” Aya said. “I’m just being friendly.”

“You haven’t acted this way with any other classmate before.” Fumiko said. “This is…” She paused, “weird…”

“Fumiko…” Sana said from the side.

“I just want to know why.” Fumiko said.

“I’m not acting weird.” Aya said. “Hikaru’s my friend.”

“Well, we’re your friends too!” Fumiko said. “And we’ve known you for longer!”

“Ugh…”

Aya was scrambling her brain for something that would appease Fumiko.

“Why do you care so much?” Mika shrugged from the back. “Are you her mother, Fumiko?”

“No…” Fumiko shot a glare behind her at Mika. “And this is none of your business.”

“And it isn’t yours who Aya chooses to get close to.” Mika said. “Jeez, you’re acting like some lily or something.”

“A what?!” Fumiko spun around, furious.

“A lily!” Mika repeated, then her face turned into a teasing look. “Are you in love with Aya, Fumiko?”

“Why you…!”

“He-hey, stop it!” Sana cried, as Fumiko stomped over to Mika, grabbing her by her hair. Mika yelped, then responded by throwing her hand forward, cutting Fumiko on her cheeks with her nails.

Fumiko pushed Mika down on the ground, being stronger than her, and they landed on the floor, their bodies colliding against one another.

“L-let go of me!” Mika cried.

“You bitch!” Fumiko had one hand grabbing onto Mika’s hair, and with the other, she pushed it down on Mika’s cheeks, pushing her face against the ground. “You cut my face!!”

“Fumiko!” Aya got up from her chair, along with Hikaru who didn’t know what to do.

The whole classroom was now watching, the ones that were sitting, quickly stood up, closing in to watch the fight.

Mika’s head was pushed against the ground, and her shoulder-lengthed crimson red hair was messily sprawled over her face, covering it. Her hands were reaching out blindly in front of her, pushing at Fumiko.

A small amount of blood was trickling from the side of Fumiko’s cheeks where she had a small cut. Her tawny brown eyes were furious with anger.

“Try saying what you said earlier again!” Fumiko was on top of Mika, keeping her down on the ground. Mika’s legs were swinging wildly.

“Go Fumiko!” More than half of the class yelled.

A smaller portion was in support of Mika, representing their different levels of popularity.

“Don’t lose, Mika!”

“Cut her face again!”

Aya didn’t know whether she should get involved. She had already caused a huge commotion in the morning with her interference in Kenzou’s fight. She didn’t want that type of attention again.

Standing on the sidelines, thinking for a moment, Aya was broken out of her thoughts with Hikaru’s voice by her side.

“Aya!” Hikaru cried. “D-do something…!”

And with that, it was settled what she would do.

Sighing, Aya walked over to Fumiko and Mika hesitantly, watching their tangled bodies squirming on the floor.

Mika had somehow found Fumiko’s face despite being unable to see anything due to her cheeks being stuck to the ground and her hair being in the way, and was now pushing against Fumiko’s face with one hand, and pushing at Fumiko’s chest with her other.

Enraged that Mika was touching her breast, but not wanting to let go of the hand that was keeping Mika’s head down, Fumiko used her other hand to pull down at the top of Mika’s collared school shirt, ripping the buttons down to her stomach.

“L-let’s show the class your naked body!” Fumiko said, her words slightly muffled since Mika was pushing at her cheeks. “I’m sure the boys would love to see that!”

Hearing that, the boys around the room began to howl in laughter, their voices signalling their approval. Hikaru was in disbelief at what was happening, inside her mind, she was thinking that it would be a good idea to never get on Fumiko’s bad side.

Fumiko tug at Mika’s clothes with her free hand, trying to get her naked. She managed to rip off all the buttons from the front of Mika’s shirt, and also pulling her skirt down slightly, revealing the top of her panties before Aya pulled Fumiko up from the ground hard, lifting her off Mika.

Fumiko spun around with a scowl, preparing to punch the person that pulled her up in the face, but stopped, seeing Aya.

“Aya…”

“Please, Fumiko! Stop this nonsense!” Aya said.

“…”

Mika, who’s head was finally free from the ground, was now crying on the floor, one cheek swollen, and was trying to scramble up to her feet. Her hands were clutching onto her body shakily, trying to pull her shirt together and also lift her skirt back up.

“Mika…”

A girl with brown hair walked over to Mika, holding her and taking her out of the classroom. It was one of Mika’s friends. Some other girls followed, who were also part of Mika’s group. The class moved out of the way silently, allowing them to leave.

Everyone was quiet now, seeing that Aya didn’t approve of the situation.

There was a pause in the room. Aya was staring at Fumiko with a disappointed look, while Fumiko was averting her gaze, feeling the stare of the whole classroom on her.

"I-I did nothing wrong…” Fumiko muttered. “She started it, Aya…”

Aya stared at Fumiko, thinking about what to say. To be honest, she didn’t really care about what Fumiko did. But she had to maintain her reputation in the school. Most importantly, she had to make herself look good in front of Hikaru.

Sighing, Aya placed her index finger and thumb at her forehead as though troubled. “Just don’t do it again, Fumiko…”

Fumiko glanced up at Aya, happy that she let her off with a warning. “I-I won’t!”

With that, the classroom gradually began resuming activity again. Some disappointed that the drama was ending so soon, and others relieved that it was finally over.



Itsuo was at his desk next to Hikaru. His mind stuck on his encounter with Aya at the school rooftops. Lunch had ended, and class has resumed for a long time now, but he couldn’t get his mind off what happened.

Did Aya really do that? Was I imagining things? I can’t believe it…

Itsuo peered to his side, past Hikaru, and over at Aya who was sitting collectedly, her long dark eyelashes pointing downwards as she scanned the notes at her desk, a pen sitting idly in her hand.

The teacher’s voice was droning on about something in the background but Itsuo wasn’t listening.

Looking at Aya’s serene face that radiated with beauty, Itsuo couldn’t help but think that he must had misinterpreted what happened at the rooftops.

But it couldn’t be, could it…?

He shook his head vigorously.

D-don’t let her appearance fool you, Itsuo! What happened at the rooftops was real! That girl… she’s dangerous!

Glancing down at his desk, Itsuo was thinking about what to do.

At that moment, the bell rang but Itsuo was still stuck in his thoughts.

The sound of students getting out of their desks and collecting their belongings filled the room.

“…Itsuo?”

A voice called out to Itsuo.

“…Itsuo, are you okay…?”

Breaking out of his thoughts, Itsuo glanced up to see Hikaru at the side of his desk, her school bag on her back.

“School’s over now…” Hikaru said, staring down at him with a confused look.

“A-ah, right…”

Itsuo got up quickly, getting his things, then glanced past Hikaru to see Aya staring at him.

He jumped slightly, then averted his gaze, hurriedly throwing his things into his bag and swinging it over his shoulder.

S-shit… there’s no way I misinterpreted what happened at the rooftops. I need to warn Hikaru…

“Itsuo.”

A second voice called out to Itsuo, belonging to someone with an elegant tone. Itsuo already knew who it was. He glanced at Aya, who was now standing next to Hikaru’s side with a polite smile.

“Yes… Aya…?” Itsuo said slowly.

“I’m going to be borrowing Hikaru after school. We’re going out with Fumiko and Sana, and I’m going to be helping Hikaru study, so you will have to go home alone today. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Eh?” Hikaru turned to Aya. “But, Itsuo can join us too—”

“N-no, it’s fine, Hikaru.” Itsuo said, feeling Aya’s unnerving stare on him. “I don’t feel well today anyways. I’m going to go home first and rest it off. You go have fun with Aya and the rest of the girls.”

He smiled weakly at a confused Hikaru, before turning to leave. He needed to go home to have some time alone and think about how he could warn Hikaru.

“See you, Hikaru… and see you too, Aya…”

Aya watched as Itsuo followed the rest of the students out of the classroom, a content look on her face.

That’s one down… Aya thought to herself, then glanced behind her, seeing Fumiko and Sana coming over. Two more to go…

        


Chapter 16 - Seduction


            “…and then Sana tripped over and pushed the waiter over, tipping his tray! It was soo funny!!”

“F-Fumiko… that was because of you…” Sana said.

“We ended up paying for everything and had to help clean up the mess, while Aya kept apologising to the restaurant manager.”

Fumiko was giggling in her booth seat, and Sana was sighing next to her side.

Hikaru was laughing weakly, listening to Fumiko’s story. Next to her, Aya was chuckling, playing with the strawberry milkshake in front of her using a straw that was protruding out of the cream.

There were similar milkshakes sitting at the front of the others, Aya had helped order Hikaru the same thing for her.

Hikaru was feeling nervous by how close Aya was sitting next to her.

She glanced to her side at Aya’s legs, their thighs were almost touching.

“They didn’t know who Aya was at the time so the restaurant manager refused to listen to Aya’s apologies.”

Fumiko continued her story enthusiastically.

“When they found out after her limousine arrived, you should had seen the look on the manager’s face!” Fumiko laughed.

“I can imagine…” Hikaru said politely, smiling, but she didn’t really understand.

“Anyways, enough with that.” Aya said, glancing over at Hikaru and seeing that she didn’t seem to understand. “Let’s talk about something else,”

“Hmm…” Fumiko leaned back on her chair, thinking for a moment. “Oh! You were saying you were going to come karaoke with me, right, Aya?” She turned to Sana. “And you too, Sana!”

“And Hikaru.” Aya added.

“Ehh?” Hikaru glanced at Aya. “I-I don’t know how to sing, I’ve never been to karaoke…”

“I don’t sing too…” Sana said, flashing a weak smile at Hikaru. “We can just sit together…”

“Great!” Fumiko said. “There’s a karaoke party coming up tomorrow after school! We’ll go together! All four of us!”

“Who else is going to be there?” Aya asked.

“Some girls and guys from our school, and some from other schools. My boyfriend will be there too!” Fumiko said. “You can all meet him!”

“Your boyfriend…” Sana said.

“Ah, that’s right…” Aya said, remembering that Fumiko had a boyfriend. “You didn’t really tell us much about him. I guess… it would be sort of interesting to see who you chose, Fumiko…”

“You have a boyfriend?!” Hikaru glanced at Fumiko, surprised. Back at her hometown, it was rare that people would have one around her age. “D-does your parent let you…?”

Fumiko turned her eyes to Hikaru. “Uh… Why would I tell them, Hikaru…?”

“…Oh…” Hikaru mouthed.

Fumiko gave Hikaru a strange look, then turned back to Aya. “Yes, he’s going to be there too! His name is Daiki. I told you last time he’s from Kokusai High.”

“Ugh…” Aya accidentally let out a sour face, and quickly hid it. She remembered thinking how low Fumiko had settled, to choose someone outside of Hibiya High.

“I know it’s not as good as Hibiya High,” Fumiko laughed, seeing Aya’s reaction thinking it was just a joke, “But Kokusai High is still a really great school! It’s just right behind Hibiya High!”

Sana nodded at the side. “Yes… It’s still extremely competitive to get into Kokusai High…”

“What type of guy is he?” Aya asked, curious. “Daiki…?”

“The really cool type!” Fumiko said excitedly. “His family is in the pachinko manufacturing business! He also rides a motorbike!”

A motorbike? Who rides a motorbike… Aya was thinking in her mind. A limousine is so much more convenient…

Fumiko turned to Hikaru. “I’m guessing you don’t have anyone, right, Hikaru?”

“T-that’s correct…” Hikaru laughed weakly.

Fumiko sighed, closing her eyes for a second. “I shouldn’t had even asked you that question.” She glanced back at Hikaru. “So? What type of guys do you like?”

“W-what type of guy…?” Hikaru repeated.

Aya perked up in her seat, listening closely.

“Um…” Hikaru glanced to her side at Aya, then back at Fumiko. “I don’t really know… I don’t talk to much guys…”

“Come on, you gotta have a certain personality type that you like?” Fumiko said. “Funny? Smart? Loud? Quiet? Sporty?”

Hikaru felt pressured, having the eyes of both Fumiko and Aya peering deeply into her. Sana was sipping her milkshake nonchalantly.

“Um…” Hikaru tried to think about it. “I guess… I would like someone kind…?”

“Kind?” Fumiko said. “I guess that’s important…”

Kind… Aya nodded to herself. Yep, that sounds like me…

“Kind to everyone… not just me… With a good, sincere heart…” Hikaru continued. “Um… someone that isn’t conceited, I guess…?”

“Uh-huh…” Fumiko said. “Those… are some interesting qualities to want…”

Am I kind to everyone? Aya thought. I mean, I do try to be polite on the outside, but… No, I think I’m kind to everyone. I also have a good, sincere heart… I think. I haven’t really done anything wrong to Hikaru, have I…? Um… Anyways! Am I conceited…?

Aya was pondering Hikaru’s words on her own, staring emptily at something in the distance inside the milkbar.

“I don’t really know…” Hikaru laughed shyly. “I’m not really interested in guys at the moment, anyways…”

“Okay…” Fumiko said. “Well, I respect that you at least have an opinion.”

“Eh?” Hikaru was surprised by Fumiko’s nicer than usual tone. “Um, thank you, Fumiko…”

Fumiko turned back to Aya.

“Anyways, Aya, what do you think about… Aya? You listening…? Aya?”



After managing to send Fumiko and Sana home under the pretence that Hikaru needed one-on-one tutoring lessons and that more people would disrupt her learning, Aya arrived at Hikaru’s apartment alone, her heart pounding quickly inside her chest.

Ack! Finally! I managed to get rid of those two… Now it’s just me and Hikaru…

Aya stood next to the side of Hikaru, watching as Hikaru pressed the doorbell of her apartment, then waited.

After a few seconds, the door opened and Hikaru’s mother, Haruka, stood at the doorway.

“Ara? You’re here again, Aya-chan!” Haruka’s face turned into smiles, seeing the girl that she thought would be a great influence for her daughter. “How are you??”

“Mum… don’t be embarrassing again…” Hikaru sighed. “Aya’s just here to help me with the schoolwork…”

“I’m great, thank you, okaa-san!” Aya bowed to Haruka with a pleasant smile. “Thank you for having me over again!”

“Don’t be so polite,” Haruka laughed, stepping to the side to let the two of them in, “please, just make yourself at home, Aya-chan!”

Nodding, but feeling joyful at her self-perceived progress with Hikaru’s mother, Aya walked behind Hikaru as they entered the apartment.

“It’s so lovely to have you over again.” Haruka said, closing the door once they entered. “Hikaru doesn’t usually bring friends over… in fact, I don’t think—”

“Mum!!” Hikaru said with a red face. “That’s enough now! We’re just going to be in my room to study.”

Haruka laughed, walking over to the kitchen to finish up with her cleaning that she was doing before. “Okay. Have fun, Aya-chan! Let me know if you need anything!”

Aya smiled back at Haruka, before following Hikaru into her bedroom.

“You have such a nice mother, Hikaru…” Aya laughed.

“Th-thank you… she’s just… a bit embarrassing at times…” Hikaru replied, closing the door to the bedroom as Aya stepped inside. “She always tells people too much… A-anyways, let’s study!”

“Alright!” Aya said enthusiastically, smiling.

Aya placed her bag down at the side of the room, then sat down on Hikaru’s bed.

Gah… the bed is so small… I wonder if it can fit two people… Aya thought, then paused. C-crap... when did I become so lewd…? I’m not even supposed to like girls… Didn’t I say I had to sort my feelings out first…?

Hikaru dropped her bag next to the computer table, then took out some books from the bag, placing them on the desk. She opened up one of the textbook, flipping the pages.

“So, Aya, I didn’t understand these parts…”

Hikaru stopped at the page she was talking about, showing it to Aya.

The room was small enough that the computer table and bed was almost right next to each other. Aya could see what Hikaru was talking about from her position on the bed. There wasn’t really anywhere else she could sit.

Aya gave the textbook a bored glance, then turned her eyes to Hikaru as she kept talking about the problem that she didn’t understand.

Hikaru’s eyes were staring at the textbook, her dark eyelashes fluttering and her lips looking irresistible to Aya. Her cute face was pursed in concentration, her eyebrows furrowing slightly.

Ack! Aya turned her eyes back to the textbook, feeling her heartbeat growing faster and her face heating up. I-I need to help Hikaru first… she likes a kind person… with a good, sincere heart… I have to show her that I can be that…

“So that problem…” Aya said, then began explaining the solution.



An hour and a half had passed and Hikaru had achieved a much more significant understanding of her schoolwork with Aya’s help.

“…Oh! I see, so that’s how…”

Hikaru nodded shortly, scribbling in her notebook. She was sitting cross-legged with Aya on the bed, various school books laid strewn on top of the bed.

“Yes, you have to just remember the method I taught you, then it should be fine.” Aya smiled at Hikaru, staring at her as Hikaru continued jotting stuff down in her notebook. Despite how disinterested Aya was with the schoolwork, she was having fun being with Hikaru.

“Thanks, Aya…” Hikaru sighed, placing her pen and book down on her lap, then she glanced up at Aya. “I’m so lucky to have you teaching me... you’re so smart…”

Aya laughed, her cheeks going pink. “No, no… I just follow a really strict schedule for these sort of things…”

“Anyways, thanks so much, Aya. I think that’s all I needed help with for today,” Hikaru smiled, tilting her head, “You stayed with me for so long. I really appreciate it, Aya!”

“I-it’s not a problem, Hikaru…” Aya said, smiling back. She's soo cute...! Ah, I'm so happy!

There was still something on Hikaru's mind though. She still had doubts about whether Aya liked her romantically or not.

She said no last time I asked her but... the things she does just doesn't seem to point that way... How do I find out the truth...?

...

But do I even really want to know...? I don't want to ruin things between me and Aya! She's my best friend! Maybe it'll be better if I just keep things the way they are until she's ready to tell me herself...

Hikaru was thinking about her thoughts, when she noticed that Aya had gotten out of the bed and was looking inside her closet that was now open.

"Ek! Aya!" Hikaru said. "What are you doing?"

"Oh, I thought we could have some fun since we studied so long!" Aya turned her head at Hikaru with a laugh. "I don't want to go home so fast."

Ahh... I guess I should just spend some time with Aya... she did help me with my schoolwork for so long after all... but still...

"What are you doing in the closet?" Hikaru asked in a confused tone, then glanced past her to see the head of a bear doll she stuffed inside sticking out, sitting on top of some folded clothes. "It's embarrassing!" Hikaru closed her eyes, blushing, for a second.

"Ah, I'm sorry..." Aya said, realising what she had done. She turned away from the closet, feeling guilty. "I should had asked you first..."

"I-it's okay, Aya..." Hikaru said.

I don't really mind if it's Aya looking inside my closet since she's my best friend... I was just a bit surprised...

"Don't feel bad, Aya!" Hikaru waved her hands in front of her. "I just meant it's embarassing, as in that I thought you wouldn't like some of the stuff you find... I got so many dolls and childish things in there..."

"What! I would never judge you, Hikaru!" Aya said. "I-I have a lot of childish things too!"

"Really?"

"Yes!" Aya said, but she didn't want to elaborate further. She didn't really have any of the stuff that Hikaru had, but she wanted Hikaru to feel better. "Anyways, let's play dress-up!"

"D-dress-up?" Hikaru repeated.

"Yes!" Aya laughed. "We can dress each other in cute clothes!"

"Um..." Hikaru started thinking about it, but Aya had already turned back to the closet, searching for a cute outfit.

Gah! Hikaru doesn't really have much clothes, and most of it all seem so cheap... I can't really—

Aya stopped when she found something that appealed to her eyes.

"What about this?" Aya grabbed the outfit out of the closet, spinning around to show Hikaru. "This outfit you have is so cute!!"

Hikaru glanced at the outfit that Aya was talking about.

It was a sailor uniform she had from when she was a kid. Hikaru had no idea what it was still doing there.

"Um... I don't think it will fit..." Hikaru said, making up an excuse.

The reality was that it was going to fit, albeit tighter, since Hikaru hadn't grown much.

"It's such a cute outfit though!" Aya protested. "Come on, just try it on! I-I'll let you pick something for me to wear too! No matter how embarrassing it is!"

"Um..."

Does Aya just want to see me naked again? It sounds sort of fun, playing dress-up, but I'm not sure if that's all that Aya wants to do... Ah... I really want to know if she actually likes me that way, but I don't want to ruin us! I also haven't really thought about my own feelings...

...

"Okay..." Hikaru nodded timidly, and Aya squealed with excitement. Hikaru was happy, seeing that Aya was happy.

I guess I can just do as she says since she helped me so much... Hikaru thought.

"Okay, you pick me an outfit!" Aya said.

Hikaru got up from the bed, going over to the closet.

After a while of searching, she pulled out a pair of jeans and a white shirt. It was the largest sized clothes she had.

S-so plain... Aya thought, staring at the outfit. But Hikaru picked it for me!

Smiling, Aya took the jeans and shirt from Hikaru's hands, exchanging it for the sailor uniform.

"Okay, let's change!" Aya said, blushing.

"Okay..." Hikaru said, then started heading out the door.

Aya grabbed her by the shoulder, stopping her. "H-Hikaru, where are you going?!"

"Um, I was going to go change in the bathroom." Hikaru said confused, turning back.

"We're supposed to change together!" Aya said. "That's the fun of playing dress-up!"

"T-together?" Hikaru said nervously. "I-In here...?"

"Uh-huh..." Aya nodded.

"C-can't I change in the bathroom...?"

"No!—I mean..." Aya coughed, remembering that Hikaru had said that she wanted a kind and goodhearted partner that was sincere. "You can change where you want, Hikaru." Aya smiled. "I just thought it would be fun to change together."

"Okay..."

"Honestly, just do what you are comfortable with." Aya said. "I don't want to force you to do something you don't want to do."

Hikaru nodded quietly, her face red.

"Listen, Hikaru..." Aya tried to speak in a more serious tone, staring at her eyes. "I-If you ever don't feel comfortable with something... just let me know... and I'll stop it, right away. I promise."

"Okay, Aya..." Hikaru said. "I trust you..."

Aya breathed out a laugh, hearing Hikaru's words. "Okay then. You can choose where to change!"

Hikaru hesitated, glancing at the door.

Should I change with Aya...? 

...

Glancing back at Aya, Hikaru smiled weakly. "I'll change here, Aya. With you."

A wave of joy rushed over Aya's mind, and she resisted the urge to jump up. "Great!" Aya said. "Let's get changing then!"

Aya started taking her clothes off, and Hikaru turned the other way, feeling embarrassed. She stared down at the ground, thinking to herself with a nervous heart.

She has to like me, right? Why else would she want to change together?

...

But, I want to know for certain! Whether Aya really likes me or not in that way! I just want to know her true feelings so I know how I should act around her!

... 

But, how do I find out the truth...

Then, a plan came to Hikaru's head.

Okay with this, maybe...

Hikaru started loosening the tie on her school uniform, letting it fall down to the ground, then she started unbuttoning her shirt, taking off the rest of her clothing. She took off her skirt, feeling her heart beating rapidly.

When Hikaru had stripped off all her clothes and was only standing in underwear, Hikaru reached behind herself with a red face, undoing her bra.

I-If Aya really likes me... then she would jump on me if I do this...!

Taking off her bra, she dropped it down on the ground.

She took a deep breath, then turned around.

        


Chapter 17 - Encounter


            “Hikaru, what do you think about—KYAA!!”

Aya’s face turned peach red, and so did Hikaru’s.

Hikaru was standing in only her panties, her body rigid and her breasts exposed.

Wait… This makes me seem like a pervert now… Hikaru thought to herself. I-I didn’t really think this through… What if she doesn’t do anything? How am I going to explain why I’m half naked?!

“Erm…” Hikaru started, but nothing else came out of her mouth.

She watched Aya quietly, who was staring at her with a gaping jaw and dressed in the faded blue jeans and discount t-shirt that Hikaru had picked for her.

“Wh-why… why are you naked?!”

Aya extended a trembling hand, pointing at Hikaru’s chest.

Well… I might as well go all the way if I’m this far… Hikaru thought, grimacing at Aya’s finger.

“I-I wanted to ask you how you think I-I look…” Hikaru said, cringing at the words that were stumbling out of her mouth. “Y-your body is so good, Aya… w-what do you think a-about mine…?”

Hikaru squeezed her eyes shut, then spun around in a circle slowly with her hands held by her sides.

Aya opened and closed her mouth in disbelief, then wiped the drool that she realised was trickling down the corner of her lips.

“Y-you look… really good…” Aya trailed off.

“Really…?” Hikaru said, then paused, facing Aya with a bright blush. “D-do you want t-to… touch me…?”

Aya blinked.

Did I hear the right thing…? Aya thought. Did she just…?

NO! Aya shook her head sharply, looking away. Something is clearly not right here! Hikaru isn’t acting like herself at all! This is not normal!!

“H-Hikaru… a-are you okay…?” Aya twitched her lips into a weak smile, then turned her head back to Hikaru. I-I must control myself…

“Wh-what do you mean?” Hikaru said rapidly. “I-I’m fine, Aya.”

“Y-you’re not acting like your usual self…”

“Ugh…” Hikaru glanced sideways, trying to think up of something.

Should I keep pushing it? Hikaru was thinking. She doesn’t seem to be taking the bait… And this is really embarrassing…

About to give up, Hikaru glanced back at Aya, opening her mouth to apologise for her strange behaviour. She stopped when she caught Aya staring fixedly at her chest, who then quickly looked back up at her upon being caught.

Just then… she was looking at my… Hikaru left her mouth slightly hanging open for a moment, then she closed it with a determined expression. I-I’m going to keep pushing it…

“…A-are you sure you don’t want to touch me…?” Hikaru said, edging forward to Aya.

Aya shuffled backwards nervously, trying her best to keep her eyes on Hikaru’s face and not down at her body.

“Wh-what do you mean, ‘touch you’…? This isn’t like you, Hikaru…”

“W-we can have a tickle fight… just like before…” Hikaru said, taking another step closer.

Aya bumped into the bedside shelf next to Hikaru’s bed, having no more space to move back.

“Hikaru…” Aya breathed, staring into her eyes.

Hikaru shifted closer until she was a step away from Aya’s body. She was also breathing heavily, feeling nervous from the tense atmosphere inside the room.

“Y-you want to touch me right…?” Hikaru spoke in a softer tone.

“I…”

Hikaru leaned into Aya, her face getting closer to Aya’s, and their bodies almost touching.

At that moment, Aya pushed Hikaru off her, causing her to stumble backwards.

“Ack!” Hikaru regained her balance then stared at Aya. “S-sorry, Aya… I didn’t mean to…”

Aya swiped the pieces of her school uniform off the ground hurriedly, then headed to the door with shaky legs. She glanced back at Hikaru, biting her lips.

“…Y-you’re horrible, Hikaru…” Aya said, “…you knew what you were doing…”

“I… I just…” Hikaru stuttered, glancing at Aya over by the door, but Aya turned and left, closing the door behind her.

Hikaru let out her breath, gazing at the door.

“…I just wanted to know how you feel about me…”

She sighed, then slipped back into her shirt that she had took off. She walked out of the room, just in time to see the apartment door close, with Aya’s back disappearing from sight.

“Did something happened? Aya-chan said she had to go so suddenly…” Haruka said, stepping out from the kitchen wearing a pink apron over her clothes. “I thought she would had stayed for dinner.”

“No, mum… she’s not staying…” Hikaru replied dejectedly, then turned away to walk back to her room. “She’s gone…”

“Hikaru…” Haruka said in a concern tone, but Hikaru had already walked off.

Closing her bedroom door behind her, Hikaru dropped into her bed, hugging tightly onto her pillow for a moment in silence as she stared at the wall emptily.

“Did I do the wrong thing…?” Hikaru muttered, thinking back to what happened. The memory of Aya’s hurt face as she pushed Hikaru away flashed in her mind. “…but she’s always the one that’s teasing me…”

“Ugh!” Hikaru let out a frustrated sigh, then rolled to the other side in her bed. “I just want to know how she felt about me…”

She paused with a solemn expression.

“…Why did I try to kiss her…?”

~x~

Seeing the young mistress walk down from the apartment building, Thomas got out of the limousine to open the door for Aya.

“Ojou-chan.” Thomas greeted, staring at Aya’s unusual change of outfit, but to his surprise, Aya walked past the car, heading down the streets.

“Ojou-chan!” Thomas paced after Aya in a hurry. “Where are you going? The limousine is this way—”

“Just leave me alone.” Aya waved him off, continuing to walk further down the street. “I’ll get home by myself.”

“B-by yourself?!” Thomas repeated in a stupor. There was no way that the Kuramoto family would allow him to keep his job if he let the young mistress go off alone. “Ojou-chan, did something happen? Please, you know I can’t do that—”

Aya spun around on her heels angrily, surprising Thomas. She shoved her school uniform that she was holding into his hands.

“Thomas, just go! Leave me alone!” She snapped. “I’m serious!”

“O-ojou-chan…”

“Don’t worry, I’ll get home fine… Just say I snuck away on my own…”

Thomas watched in bafflement as Aya turned away, and walked off down the street.

Aya was still in a muddled state, her emotions stirring inside her like a pot of oil and water. She couldn’t seem to grasp a hold of what she was feeling.

“Ahh!”

Aya let out a cry with her eyes shut, then glanced up at the darkening sky, stormy clouds gathering overhead.

“Do I like Hikaru or not?!” She sighed, then glanced back down at her path.

I can’t believe Hikaru played around with me like that just then… Aya thought, watching her shoes hitting the pavement with each step. She obviously was acting different to her normal self… was she just toying with my feelings…? 

Where am I even going… I should just head back to the limousine… Aya felt something wet hitting her face, then glanced up. Oh great, it’s starting to rain…

Aya’s pride wouldn’t let her go back to her limousine. She had already told Thomas that she was going to walk off alone. She didn’t want to just go back just because it was raining a bit.

Eventually, she arrived at the train station, having only gotten slightly wet. The storm was beginning to pick up outside, as thunder crackled through the sky.

Lucky Hikaru lives so close to the station… Aya thought, breathing out in relief as she glanced down at her slightly soaked clothes. Damn it… I ruined Hikaru’s clothes… I will pay her back when I see her…

Aya walked through the crowds of people inside the station, staring at a screen that was showing the train routes.

I wanted to do some shopping to forget about what happened before, but since it’s starting to rain so bad, I should just go home…

Satisfied with the route that she was going to take, Aya glanced to her side and raised her eyebrows at who she saw.

Eito Akaba.

The guy that confessed to her before and whom never could seem to take a hint.

Ugh… I better get away now before he sees me… Aya thought, giving him a distasteful look, before attempting to scurry away.

“A-Aya?”

A voice called out to Aya, and Aya snapped up straight. She turned around, smiling weakly at Eito.

“H-hello, Eito…” She said. “What a coincidence…”

Eito was dressed in his school uniform and on the contrary, Aya was still in Hikaru’s clothes from the dress-up earlier. Eito glanced down, puzzled at Aya’s outfit.

He shook his head, then smiled broadly at Aya. “What a coincidence indeed! You look lovely as ever, Aya!”

Now’s my chance to redeem myself! Eito thought to himself. She’s dressed a bit weirdly today, but I should just ignore it. Maybe it’s some new fashion style. I should get up to date with the times… Aya’s so fashionable…

“Thank you…” Aya smiled back. “Well, I’ll just get going now—”

“Ah, are you taking a train home? Let’s walk to the platform together. Which train are you taking?”

“The Oedo line…” Aya said, praying that they wouldn’t be taking the same train.

“Oho, me too!” Eito said, although he was supposed to be taking a different train. He just wanted to spend some time with Aya.

“Great…” Aya smiled in pain, then started walking to the platform as Eito followed after her.

I don’t have time to be dealing with this idiot… Aya thought. I still have to sort out my feelings for Hikaru…

“So what are you doing out so late?” Eito asked.

I should be asking you the same thing… Aya glanced at the tall, black-haired boy walking besides her with slanted eyes. Too bad I don’t really care about what you’re doing…

“Ah, I was just out with a friend.” Aya replied in an amicable tone. She didn’t make any move to elaborate further though.

“Is that so.” Eito said, then laughed. “I can’t believe I ran into you at the train station. Don’t you usually have a driver?”

“Yes… but today I thought I would take a train.”

“Right…”

Eito wasn’t deterred by the short answers that Aya was giving. He continued to lead the conversation with a barrage of questions, while Aya walked besides him with an increasing headache.

They stopped at their platform, then stood still, waiting for the train.

“Aya…” Eito said.

“Hm?” Aya raised her head to look at him.

“…About what happened with Hikaru…”

Aya flinched, hearing her name. Eito mistook her reaction as a sign that she was still angry about his actions during the bullying event.

“I-I’m really sorry about what happened that day!” Eito said profusely. “I really was planning on stopping them after seeing how far they were going…”

Oh, he’s still going on about that… Aya stared at Eito’s sincere eyes. I know Eito has sort of a meek personality so he probably didn’t mean to do anything to Hikaru on that day, but I really don’t want to go through this right now…

“I-it’s okay…” Aya smiled weakly, motioning with her hands that she was fine. “I know you’re not that type of person, Eito…”

“No, I… I acted horribly… I don’t deserve your kindness…”

Aya sighed, placing the back of her hand to her forehead as she glanced up for a second. Why do I have to deal with this…

“Listen… Eito… I forgive you…” Aya said, glancing back at him.

“Y-you’re too kind, Aya…”

Aya flashed another feeble smile in response.

Eito stared sheepishly at Aya. “By the way… my confession still stands…”

“…”

“I’m always here if you ever change your mind…”

“That’s… not going to happen, Eito… Sorry…” Aya said, trying her best to maintain a polite smile.

“Don’t be so sure of that.” Eito laughed heartily. “I’m never going to give up until you fall for me.”

“Ugh…”

“Hey, now that I think about it, we should do something fun together before going home!”

“Um…” Aya glanced around wildly, looking for a way to escape. There was nothing except the crowds of people waiting for the train at the platform. “I’m not so sure…”

“Come on, it will be fun!”

“I have to get home early…”

But Eito wasn’t listening.

“Let’s go to Shinjuku!” Eito said. “There’s a really good restaurant—”

At that moment, the crowd around them started moving as the train approached the platform. One of them bumped into Eito, causing him to turn around, and Aya quickly used that opportunity to slip away amidst the crowd.

Ugh, I need to get away from that idiot!

Aya ducked through the crowd, choosing to miss the train, in case, Eito went looking for her. She went up the stairs of the platform, going back to the main area of the train station.

“Aya—!”

Eito’s voice calling from behind her caused her to jump in her shoes.

Crap! Is he still following me?!

Aya didn’t bother looking backwards. She drew her head down, and paced quicker, delving deeper into the crowd. Unfamiliar faces brushed past her, as she attempted to get lost amidst the chaos. Loud chattering and the stomping of foots were all she could hear.

Gah! I hate taking the train! There’s always so many people…

As she headed for the wall to escape the crowd, a hand reached out grabbing onto her hand.

With a defeated sigh, she turned around, putting on a faint smile.

“Eito, I—”

Aya stopped when she saw a short, black-haired girl holding onto her hand, breathing heavily under the hood of a long coat that fell down to her thighs. She was drenched but her coat deflected much of the damage. Some of her black hair stuck out messily from her hood, wet and sticking to skin.

“Hikaru?” Aya mouthed, blinking. “…is that you…?”

Hikaru raised her head to look Aya in the eye. Her cheeks were red and Aya could see that some of the wetness on her face was from sweat.

“I…” Hikaru breathed out. “I-I came to find you…”

“Find me?” Aya repeated. “It’s raining so hard outside, you shouldn’t have gone out!”

“I-I wanted to say…”

Hikaru paused, and Aya stared at her quizzically.

“I’m sorry!”

Hikaru bowed her upper body down, her arms by her side and her head facing the ground.

“He-hey, it’s okay, Hikaru…!”

Aya grabbed onto Hikaru’s shoulder, pulling her up against her will.

“I-I shouldn’t have tried to trick you like that earlier…” Hikaru said, shaking her head. “You’re right, Aya. I’m a horrible person!”

“I-I didn’t mean to call you that…” Aya said. “Please, just forget I said that!”

Aya pulled Hikaru up, but Hikaru was staring to her side with trembling lips.

“I did something so awful…” Hikaru whispered.

“I-it was nothing! Really!” Aya insisted.

Hikaru looked as though she was about to cry, and Aya stared into her face with growing concern.

“L-look, I always do things to you, Hikaru.” Aya said quickly in an attempt to cheer her up. “We will just say we’re even now—no! I mean, I’ve done way more things to you so no matter how you look at it, I’m the mean one here!”

Hikaru was silent.

“Please, Hikaru…” Aya said. “Don’t feel bad…”

Hikaru shifted, then glanced over to Aya with damp eyes.

“From now on… I promise to never try to force you to do something you don’t want to do again.” Hikaru said. “I’m so sorry, Aya…”

“It’s…” Aya started, but stopped mid-way. She glanced down at the ground, thinking for a second with a serious expression.

Why is Hikaru the one apologising to me…? She didn’t do anything wrong… I should be the one to—

Aya glanced up at Hikaru, feeling a strong resolve surging from inside her. Something that she didn’t know she had. It was an unfamiliar feeling, as though she had finally made up her mind about a long-standing debate.

“Hikaru… do you… really want to know how I feel…?”

        


Chapter 18 - Disguise


            “…How… you feel…?”

Hikaru stared blankly at Aya, who was staring back at her with a strangely sombre expression. There was no longer the light-hearted playfulness that was usually seen dancing in Aya’s eyes when around Hikaru.

“Yes… do you want to know…?” Aya said, not taking her eyes off Hikaru.

For some reason, Hikaru’s surroundings seemed so far away. Every noise around her sounded muffled; the stomping of footsteps, the overlapping chatters. In her mind, the chaos of the crowded train station was a distant scene.

All she could see was Aya’s face; her longing hazel eyes, adorned by dark eyelashes, her flawless face and her vibrant black hair flowing past her rosy cheeks.

“What do you mean how you feel?” Hikaru asked, shifting underneath Aya’s stare.

“You… you wanted to know whether or not I liked you… in that way… right…?”

“Yes…”

“Then, I’ll tell you the truth.—”

“W-wait…” Hikaru hesitated, her heart thumping against her chest. “I-if you say it… would that… change things between us…?”

“…”

“I…” Hikaru’s voice got hoarse. “I don’t want to lose you, Aya…”

“…”

“You’re my best friend…” Hikaru said quietly.

Aya paused, thinking about it for a moment as she glanced downwards.

Should I tell her…? Aya was thinking. She wanted to know, right…? I should just tell her the truth, instead of taking advantage of our friendship all the time. I owe this much to Hikaru…

She glanced back up at Hikaru with a firm look.

“I have to tell you the truth, Hikaru.”

Hikaru saw the look in Aya’s eyes and knew that there wasn’t any way to stop Aya from saying what she had to say.

Hikaru nodded, her lips dry. “Okay…”

“The truth is…” Aya started.

Hikaru swallowed, staring deeply into Aya’s eyes.

“I…”

“—Hey!”

A tall black-haired boy grabbed onto Aya’s arm, panting. It was Eito.

The two girls turned their attention to Eito, stunned by his bizarre appearance.

“Where were you?” Eito exclaimed to Aya, then turned his eyes to Hikaru. “You…” He turned his attention back to Aya. “You ran away from the train and I went everywhere to look for—”

Aya shot a swift kick into Eito’s jewels, sending him flying away into the air and landing several feet away from her.

Breathing heavily, Aya gazed at Eito with a dark face, her eyes flashing red. “You idiot!! I was about to…”

Aya stopped mid-way her sentence as she saw that the crowd around them in the train station was now staring her direction. Hikaru was holding a hand to her mouth, stunned.

“S-sorry!” Aya apologised to Hikaru, then to the crowd around her, doing a short bow. Then, she grabbed onto Hikaru’s hand, dragging her with her. “Come on, we have to go!”

“G-go?” Hikaru yelped as she followed Aya. “Where?”

“J-just away from here…”

~x~

In the end, Aya never got to say the words she wanted to say to Hikaru. After escaping from the train station, they were met with the thunderous outpouring of rain as they ran back to Hikaru’s apartment. When they reached her apartment, a worried Haruko was standing outside, waiting.

“Where on earth did you go?!” Haruko yelled at Hikaru, grabbing her daughter with outstretched arms. “I was so worried! You just ran off without saying anything!”

“I-I’m sorry, mum…”

Haruko took Hikaru inside the apartment after expressing her gratitude to Aya for looking after her daughter.

Aya stared at the closing door, resisting the urge to grab Hikaru away, and Hikaru shot one last unsure glance at Aya as the apartment door closed.

“Damn it!” Aya gritted her teeth. “I wanted to…”

She turned away from the door, glancing out to the window of the apartment building.

“I wanted to tell her how I feel…”

~x~

The next day at school, Aya waited patiently by the school gates, wearing a baseball cap over her head that held her hair and dark sunglasses. This was her attempt at a disguise to avoid the usual flock of admirers that would swan over her arrival at the school.

So far it was working.

She raised a thumb to her mouth, biting her nail gently.

“Today… I will do it…” She muttered.

Watching the extravagant cars coming to the school to drop off students, Aya was feeling more impatient by the second.

“Hey…”

A voice called out to Aya from behind her, and she turned around to see Sana.

Sana was peering into Aya’s face, squinting her eyes as she leaned forward slightly.

“Aya?” She said. “Why are—”

Aya placed a hand to Sana’s mouth quickly, upon hearing her call her name.

“Shhh!!”

Aya glanced around frantically, but to her relief, no one had heard what Sana was saying. Students were strolling briskly into the school gates, happy chatters going around.

Aya turned her gaze back to Sana and frowned at her caramel-haired friend who was staring back at her with a confused look behind steel-framed glasses.

“I’m trying to surprise Hikaru,” Aya explained, “there’s something I need to talk to her about, so don’t ruin it!”

Sana processed what Aya was saying for a few seconds, then nodded slowly.

Seeing this, Aya moved her hand away from Sana’s mouth.

“It might be a good idea to avoid Fumiko then.” Sana said, then glanced behind her. “I think she’s coming over now…”

“What?!” Aya said, then stood on her toes to get a better look past Sana. She was already taller than Sana by a good amount, but she just wanted a clearer view.

Uh-oh.

Fumiko was walking over with two other girl friends next to her, laughing loudly as students moved out of the way for her to move.

Aya spun around then tried to make a break for it.

“Hey Sana!”

Aya could hear Fumiko’s voice behind her as she greeted Sana.

“And you! Hey!”

Aya stopped as Fumiko’s voice called out to her. She wasn’t far enough to pretend that she didn’t hear her.

Slowly, Aya turned to face Fumiko and smiled faintly.

“He-hey…” Aya said.

Fumiko and her friends stared at Aya, and Aya felt her chest dropping.

This is it. My disguise is ruined already… Aya thought.

“You…” Fumiko leaned in closer to look at Aya and there was silence

“I’ve never seen you before. Are you a new student?” Fumiko said.

Ehhh?!

Aya gave a shock look to Fumiko, not believing her luck. She was also somewhat disappointed inside.

Fumiko… we’ve been friends for six years now and you can’t even tell who I am?!

“Y-yes…” Aya coughed in a deeper voice. “I-I’m a new student…”

“Hmmm…” Fumiko squinted her eyes, and Aya held her breath, expecting her to realise at any moment. “I’ve never seen you before, but you look really familiar…”

Fumiko shrugged. “Anyways, welcome to Hibiya High. This is a prestigious school so make sure not to ruin our reputation!”

“Yes…” Aya said, feeling annoyed. “I will keep that in mind.” Then, she turned away to escape from Fumiko.

“Hey!” Fumiko snapped. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Uh…” Aya turned back to Fumiko. “To class…?”

“Class doesn’t begin for another fifteen minutes.” Fumiko said, glancing down at a pink Rolex watch on her wrist. “Anyways, my name is Fumiko, from the Yoshida family.”

Fumiko glanced up at Aya to see if she could comprehend that she was trying to say that her family owned the JMC network.

Aya nodded slowly.

Then, there was another awkward silence.

“Well… aren’t you going to introduce yourself?” Fumiko crossed her arms, and the two friends by her side giggled. Sana was staring at Aya, unsure of whether she should reveal her cover or not.

“I’m… Mari…” Aya said, choosing to go with the name of her favourite actress. “It’s nice to meet you, Fumiko…”

“Mari, huh?” Fumiko said. “What does your family do?”

“Um… we… own a small restaurant franchise…”

“Is that so?” Fumiko yawned, then turned to Sana. “Where’s Aya? Has she arrived yet?”

Sana glanced at Aya, then back to Fumiko. “No... I haven’t seen her yet…”

“Really? She usually arrives around this time…” Fumiko said, then glanced back at her watch to see if she misread it. Seeing that she didn’t misread the time, Fumiko reached into her expensive-looking bag dangling down one shoulder. “Maybe I’ll try calling her.”

“No!” Sana yelped, realising what Fumiko was about to do.

Fumiko glanced at Sana, bewildered by her sudden reaction. Normally, Sana was very calm and collected.

Aya was thanking Sana inside her head.

“I mean… let’s not bother her…” Sana said, shuffling under Fumiko’s gaze. “She doesn’t like it when you’re too clingy to her, Fumiko…”

“Wh-wha? I’m her best friend, Sana!” Fumiko retorted. “It’s my job to look after her!”

“B-but, still…” Sana insisted.

Fumiko peered at Sana, and Aya was stuck, not knowing what to do. The two girls by Fumiko’s side was watching Aya, making sure that she didn’t just walk off again.

Aya smiled at them behind her tinted sunglasses, but the girls just stared back at her blankly.

Guess everyone was only nice to me because of my reputation… Aya thought inside her head. This is a pretty weird experience, actually… I’ve never had so many people been rude to me before…

Fumiko sighed, shaking her head and stopped reaching into her bag.

“I guess you’re right, Sana.” Fumiko said. “I should try to not bother her too much if it’s not necessary.”

“Right…” Sana nodded encouragingly with a weak smile.

Aya tried to edge backwards to get away from them, while Fumiko was distracted.

“Hey…” One of the girls besides Fumiko tapped Fumiko on the shoulder. “That girl’s getting away…”

“You!” Fumiko pointed her finger at Aya. “Come back here!”

“Ugh…” Aya scrunched up her face, then walked back to Fumiko.

“I didn’t say you could go.” Fumiko said, then took her bag out of her shoulders and handed it to Aya.

Aya stared at Fumiko’s bag with a confused expression.

“My arm is tired.” Fumiko said. “Help me carry it.”

“Fumiko…” Sana chipped in.

Aya sighed, then grabbed onto Fumiko’s bag. She almost dropped it from the unexpected weight.

God! Her bag is pretty heavy, actually! What does she even carry with her?! Aya held the bag with an annoyed smile. Luckily, it’s okay for me since I’m pretty fit…

Fumiko turned to her friends and started chatting about the latest items of luxury clothing that was just released, completely ignoring Aya. Sana wanted desperately to help Aya, but she also didn’t want to ruin Aya’s disguise.

Aya glanced around dully, then widened her eyes as she saw more people coming over.

What?! More people?! At this rate, someone is definitely going to recognise me!

The two people approaching was Kenzou and Mika. They stopped in front of the group, Kenzou with a playful grin and Mika with a scowl, seeing Fumiko.

“Good morning.” Sana greeted the two of them amicably, but there was a hint of stress in her face as she realised Aya’s predicament.

“You…” Fumiko shot a deathly glare at Mika. “Don’t walk up to me so casually!”

“Like I want to!” Mika clenched her jaw. “I just wanted to talk to Sana about something.”

“Me?” Sana said with a quizzical look.

“Hey, hey girls.” Kenzou interjected, stepping forward. “Let’s try to keep things friendly here.” He glanced over at Aya, then down at Fumiko’s bag she was carrying and back up. “Is this a new student?”

“Y-yes…” Aya grunted, pushing her sunglasses up to make sure they were still there.

“I see.” Kenzou grinned broadly, then walked up, inspecting her face. “Hey…”

Aya swallowed.

“You’re pretty cute.” Kenzou finished, with a look of surprise. “You should take those sunglasses off.”

“Kenzou, leave her alone…” Sana said.

“Tch.” Mika walked up, waving Kenzou aside. “You’re such a disgusting flirt, Kenzou.”

“Says you.” Kenzou whistled, glancing away.

“Why you…!” Mika shook her head, then chose to ignore Kenzou’s comment. She turned to Aya and for a second, Aya thought Mika was a pretty nice person for saving her like that.

Mika stabbed her index finger in the air pointing at Aya’s face.

“Your fashion sense is completely terrible!” Mika said. “What’s up with those sunglasses and cap? You should let your hair down as a girl! Ugh! How did you get into this school with boyish tastes like that?!”

Aya stared blankly at Mika in response.

“What are you guys doing?”

A soft harmonic voice called out to the group and they turned their heads to see Hikaru and Itsuo standing side by side gazing at them.

“Yo.” Itsuo greeted the group with a short nod.

Aya didn’t care about him though, she was staring fixedly at Hikaru, feeling her heart quickening.

Hikaru! She’s here! Aya was thinking. She looks as cute as ever!

Hikaru glanced over at Aya, and Aya’s heart stopped for that moment.

Oh, Hikaru’s looking over here! She will surely recognise me!

The moment was short-lived though, as the brisk glance came without any sign of recognition. Hikaru was already turning her attention over to Fumiko with an angry expression.

“Why are you making this girl carrying your bag, Fumiko?” Hikaru said. “You should be carrying your own stuff!”

“That’s…” Fumiko tried to think of an excuse, then shook her head. “Hikaru, that’s just how the school works. Newcomers have to pay their dues…”

Hikaru ignored Fumiko and hurried over to Aya. Mika stepped aside with an annoyed expression, knowing that Hikaru was a friend of Aya’s. Hikaru took Fumiko’s bag off Aya’s grasp gently.

“It’s okay.” Hikaru said. “You don’t have to carry this.”

Her eyes were looking down at the bag when she came over, so she didn’t get a good look of Aya’s face despite being so close.

“Th-thank you…” Aya mumbled, mesmerised by Hikaru’s cute face up close.

Hikaru held onto the bag with both her hands, not being able to hold on with one hand. She turned to Fumiko with red cheeks from the weight she was holding.

“Fumiko, take this back…” Hikaru said. “Oh gosh, what do you have in this…?”

Fumiko took the bag off Hikaru’s grasp with a sigh.

“Why do you have to be such a goody two shoe, Hikaru?” Fumiko said, slinging the bag over her shoulder. “Is there a moment in your life where you don’t act so righteous?”

“I’m just doing what’s right.” Hikaru replied. “Don’t you agree, Sana?”

The group’s attention turned to Sana and she shifted uncomfortably.

“I-I agree with Hikaru…” Sana said, stepping over to Hikaru’s side.

“Me too.” Itsuo chimed in. “Geez. What is up with the bullying in this school?”

The two girl friends by Fumiko’s side were flashing angry glances at the three of them, but Fumiko shrugged, surprising them. The old Fumiko would not had just let the issue go.

“Anyways, Hikaru, do you know where Aya is?” Fumiko said. “It doesn’t seem like she’s gotten to school yet.”

Itsuo widened his eyes upon hearing Aya’s name. Crap, I was supposed to tell Hikaru about Aya. That girl has been putting up an act in front of the whole school as being an angel!

“Mm…” Hikaru glanced around, looking over Aya, who was still in her cap and sunglasses. “I don’t really know…”

“Hikaru…” Itsuo spoke in a serious tone. “There’s something I have to tell you about Aya. Something I found out yesterday.”

Hikaru looked up at Itsuo, confused. “What is it?”

“The thing is…” Itsuo said.

Aya stumbled forward, pushing into Itsuo and stomped hard on his foot. “Woops!” Aya cried, pretending she had lost her balance. “I’m so sorry!”

“—Ah!” Itsuo yelped, then staggered several steps backwards. He crouched down, holding onto his feet.

At the same time, the school bell rung, and students around them were flocking into the building.

Using this opportunity, Aya grabbed onto Hikaru’s hand, preparing to take her somewhere where they could be alone so she could talk to her one-on-one.

“Huh?” Hikaru glanced at Aya, not knowing why a girl she didn’t know had grabbed onto her.

“Come on, let’s go.” Aya said in her normal voice.

The rest of the group was either looking at Itsuo to see if he was okay or gazing around at the crowd surging into the building.

Hikaru took a closer look at Aya’s face, and gasped.

“A-Aya…?!”

“Shhh…!”

At that moment, someone bumped into the side of Aya, knocking her sunglasses off from the bridge of her nose and falling half way down her face.

One of the girl friends by Fumiko’s side shrieked aloud, and everyone turned to look in Aya’s direction. Even students that had been scurrying to get to classes before, now froze in their spots, stunned by Aya’s beauty.

“A-Aya?!” Fumiko’s face turned pale, and so did Kenzou’s and Mika’s.

“Th-that was y-you, Aya?!” Mika choked.

Aya laughed weakly, then took the sunglasses off her face.

“Yep, it’s me…” Aya said. She grabbed the side of her baseball cap, pulling it off and letting her vibrant black hair fall below her shoulders.

“I-I’m so sorry!” Mika bowed sharply.

“S-see, I said she was cute…” Kenzou laughed weakly, then gave a small smile. “Sorry, Aya…”

“Wh-why were you pretending to be someone else?!” Fumiko cried, then dashed forward, inspecting Aya’s arm. “Are you okay, Aya? Did your arm hurt from carrying the bag? I’m really sorry! I-I didn’t know it was you!”

“It’s okay…” Aya laughed, then was barraged by students rushing out to greet her, as well as the rest of the group coming over to apologise.

This was why I had wanted to stay in disguise… Aya gave a pained smile, as she acted her part as the school role model, while glancing over at Hikaru.

Hikaru was pushed away by the sea of students, but she was also staring worriedly at Aya, as she got further and further away.

“Damn it…” Aya muttered under her breath.

How am I going to tell Hikaru about my feelings?!

        


Chapter 19 - Surprise


            “Aya, can you help out the student council at lunch today?!”

“We need you in the girls’ basketball team for the sports festival next week!! Please, Aya!!”

“Aya! Aya!! Where are you going?! I wanted you to help the teachers with the planning of the sports festival! What do you think about…”

Aya slumped down into her chair, watching the clock at the end of the classroom tick away what little time was left of lunch.

She glanced wearily to her side at Hikaru, seeing her laughing with Itsuo, an empty bento sitting on Hikaru’s table. They looked like they were talking about something fun. Aya stared at the scene bitterly. She didn’t even have time to have her own lunch yet.

But… that wasn’t the important issue.

She wanted to talk to Hikaru.

Aya opened her mouth, planning to join in to the conversation between Hikaru and Itsuo.

“Aya!”

Mr. Abe, their homeroom teacher, was waving at her from the door of the classroom, half his body outside. He was doing a poor job at concealing a grin that was stretching on his face.

“Yes, yes…” Aya replied.

Aya picked herself up from her chair and Hikaru flashed a glance at her. But, Aya was too tired to notice. She headed to Mr. Abe, following him out the door. Despite how tired she was inside, no one outside could really tell except her close friends.

She maintained her perfect posture, head held high, and a serene expression glued to her face. Students glanced briefly at Aya with admiration as she strolled past them.

When Aya stepped out to the hallway outside the classroom, Mr. Abe closed the door behind her.

She flicked a dull glance downwards and saw that Mr. Abe was holding a few pages of paper inside one hand.

“Aya, I have happy news for you!” Mr. Abe announced.

“What is it?”

“The results just came back from the other schools in Japan, and you scored the highest, again! In the whole country!”

“Wow…” Aya tried to feign excitement, but her eyes were glancing back at the classroom door, wanting to go back in.

“This is a seriously amazing achievement, Aya!” Mr. Abe continued, not noticing that she was looking elsewhere. “As your homeroom teacher, it’s really been an honour for me to teach you.”

Aya nodded. I wonder what Hikaru and Itsuo were talking about… Did she even notice I left…?

“Have you given some thought about your future?”

“Huh?” Aya blinked, then gazed back at Mr. Abe. He was looking at her with a lively face.

“Your future.” Mr. Abe repeated. “Where you’re going to university? What course you’ll be enrolling in? Your career?”

“Um…” Aya laughed. “I haven’t really given it much thought to be honest, Mr. Abe…”

“Oh, right. Your family probably has it all planned out for you, right? The Kuramoto last name, I would imagine, carries great privileges and responsibilities.”

“That’s… true…”

Noticing the discomfort on Aya’s face, Mr. Abe’s eyes softened. “Oh. Sorry, Aya, if you didn’t want to talk about it. I got carried away.”

“No, no.” Aya shook her hands in front of her. “It’s fine, Mr. Abe. You’re absolutely right. Those are definitely things that I should be thinking about.”

Mr. Abe smiled gently. “You don’t have to hide it, Aya. I know that there’s a lot of pressure on you to do well, and you’ve done a great job. You shouldn’t worry too much.”

“Right…”

“Anyways, I borrowed you from your friends for long enough. I’ll let you go back in now.”

“Thanks, Mr. Abe…”

Aya gave a brief bow to show her gratitude then headed back inside the classroom, thinking about Mr. Abe’s words.

Ugh… he’s right, Aya!

All this time, you’ve been thinking only about yourself and Hikaru that you haven’t been looking at the bigger picture at all!

Would my family even approve of a relationship between me and another girl?!

What about all the bad publicity that it would bring to the Kuramoto name if the news went around!!

Am I just going to ruin my family’s legacy just because of my own selfish desires?!

…

Aya sighed, a serious expression on her face as she sat back down at her seat.

Hikaru was staring at her from the moment she entered the classroom. She could see that Aya was clearly troubled by something.

“Hikaru?”

Itsuo’s voice broke her attention, and Hikaru swung her head quickly back to him.

“Ye-yes!” Hikaru said, smiling.

“Are you okay? For a moment there, you looked worried.”

“I-I’m…” Hikaru glanced back to Aya briefly, then at Itsuo. “I’m just worried about Aya…”

“Aya…” Itsuo’s eyes turned cautiously to Aya. “Listen, there’s something I need to tell you about her…”

“What is it?” Hikaru raised her eyes.

“Come here…”

Hikaru leaned into Itsuo, and so did Itsuo. Seeing this, Aya flinched from the side. Going to Hikaru’s ear, Itsuo whispered quietly.

“Aya’s putting on an act… I saw her real personality yesterday at the school rooftops… she’s not that nice of a person as you think she is…”

“Wh-what?” Hikaru leaned back, staring dubiously at Itsuo.

“It’s the truth.” Itsuo said, then quieter as he glanced at Aya who was looking away. “She almost beat the crap out of me yesterday… for no reason…”

“Co-come on, don’t joke around like that, Itsuo.” Hikaru waved a hand, laughing. “Aya’s not that kind of person.”

“I’m serious.”

“…”

“Don’t tell me you don’t believe me…”

Pausing for a moment, Hikaru shook her head slowly.

Itsuo sighed, palming his forehead. I guess I’ll have to show her some proof…

Glancing at Hikaru, Aya’s face brightened up, seeing that the conversation between Hikaru and Itsuo was ending. Great! Now, I can finally talk to Hikaru!

Aya opened her mouth, then the bell rang, signalling the end of lunch.

…

Are you serious?!

Leaning back into her chair, Aya rested her cheeks on her hand, irritated that her lunchtime had ended without an opportunity to talk to Hikaru.

~x~

Riinng!

Students around the classroom began packing their bags, and Mr. Abe closed his textbook, gazing around the room.

“Remember the exam next week! Don’t forget to study, everyone!”

Hikaru was picking herself up from the desk, and Aya could see Itsuo beginning to approach her.

Not this time!

Aya quickly sprung up from her desk, grabbing onto Hikaru’s hand.

“H-huh?” Hikaru glanced at Aya, caught off guard.

“L-let’s have a talk, Hikaru…” Aya laughed. “I didn’t manage to get to talk to you the whole day today!”

“Oh, right! Yes, of course, Aya!” Hikaru smiled, then glanced down at Aya’s hands holding onto hers. “Aya, you’re…”

“Woops! Sorry!” Aya released her hold of Hikaru’s hands, amidst the jealous stares of students from around the classroom.

“Hey,” Fumiko’s voice shot out from behind Aya, and Aya turned to look at her purple-haired friend. “Today, we’re supposed to go to the karaoke together!”

Aya paused for a second, recollecting the agreement that she had made with Fumiko yesterday.

“I-I remember that…” Aya smiled, then turned to Hikaru. “Hikaru, you’re coming along as well, right?”

“Um…” Hikaru said, then glanced at Itsuo. She remembered that she had already ditched Itsuo yesterday. A second time would be too much. “Can Itsuo come along too?”

Aya flinched, hearing that.

Noticing Aya’s reaction, Fumiko glanced at Hikaru sharply.

“No, don’t bring—”

“I-it’s fine, Fumiko.” Aya interrupted with a weak smile. “Let’s all go together and have fun, shall we?”

“Uh…” Fumiko stared at Aya, but wasn’t able to gauge what her friend was thinking. “If you say so, Aya…”

“Great!” Hikaru beamed, then turned to Itsuo. “You can come along with us for karaoke today!”

Itsuo laughed feebly. “Just what I was hoping for…”

“But, Hikaru…” Aya moved near Hikaru, lowering her voice. “I really need to talk to you…”

“S-sure, what is it about?” Hikaru glanced nervously at Aya’s face, surprised by how close she suddenly got. Aya’s face carried a serious look, her dark eyelashes shrouding a pair of sparkling hazel eyes.

“Let’s go somewhere private…” Aya whispered back, glancing around at the students inside the classroom. She didn’t notice that Hikaru was staring at her.

“O-okay…”

Aya made a move to lead Hikaru out of the classroom, but seeing this, Itsuo jumped from his seat.

That girl, Aya, is dangerous! Itsuo thought inside his head. I shouldn’t let such a poor, innocent girl like Hikaru go somewhere alone with her! 

“Hey, Hikaru! Wait up!” Itsuo called out to the two of them, then reached out, grabbing Hikaru by her shoulder.

Aya scowled at this, but quickly realised that there were still students inside the classroom watching, and a friendly mask fell over her face.

“What is it, Itsuo?” Aya asked, then pulled Hikaru closer towards her. “Also… I would appreciate it if you didn’t grab onto my friend like that.”

Itsuo didn’t let go though.

“I just have something to say to Hikaru.” Itsuo said. “Can you give us a second?”

“Well, I also have some things I want to talk to Hikaru about.” Aya smiled. “You can talk to her after me.”

“It’s important!” Itsuo insisted, feeling Aya pulling Hikaru away. He tugged Hikaru in his direction. “It’s — um — about the school work!”

“Well, you can ask that any time!”

“But, if I ask later, I will forget!”

The tugging war between the two of them made Hikaru light-headed. Not to mention, her arms were starting to hurt.

“E-enough!” Hikaru yelped, shaking her shoulders from their grasps.

The two of them immediately released their hold of Hikaru, surprised by how loud the normally soft-spoken Hikaru was speaking.

“I-I’m going to put down some things inside my locker…” Hikaru said, feeling breathless, then quickly turned for the door before anyone could say another word.

“Hikaru…” Aya stared at her back as she disappeared from the classroom.

Damn it! She’s gone!

Aya glared bitterly to her side at Itsuo, who was staring with a concerned face at the door where Hikaru left.

This is all his fault… Aya grumbled inside her mind.

Itsuo shivered, feeling a cold sensation running down his body. When he turned to look at Aya though, she was already looking the other way with an elegant smile.

~x~

The karaoke place was tucked away in the corner of the heavily populated streets of Tokyo. The entrance led to stairs that spiralled downwards until the group reached a dimly lit front desk, with muffled music buzzing against their ears.

“Welcome!” A short girl standing behind the desk bowed, then smiled energetically at them. “How can I help you today?”

The group that came to the karaoke was Aya, Hikaru, Itsuo, Fumiko and Sana. Fumiko had said that her boyfriend with another group would be joining them later.

Being the most experienced person in the group with karaoke, Fumiko stepped up to the front desk to talk to the employee there.

“This place is so dark…” Hikaru said.

“I agree…” Sana said, squirming.

The two of them seemed completely out of place, and it was showing on their faces.

“Come on, it will be fun!” Aya laughed gently. “Haven’t you ever been to a karaoke before, Hikaru?”

Hikaru shook her head.

“I will sing with you.” Aya said. “That way, you won’t have to be nervous.”

Itsuo glanced between Aya and Hikaru, feeling uncomfortable about how close the two of them were. He was certain that Aya was trying to manipulate Hikaru somehow. It didn’t make sense to him how the most popular girl in the school was clinging so much to someone as plain as Hikaru.

“You don’t have to worry, Hikaru.” Itsuo chimed in. “I’ll sing with you too.”

Meanwhile, Sana was standing nearby, ignored by the group. She didn’t really care though, she was just here to look after Aya and Fumiko as she always did.

She laughed politely at the side, as Fumiko walked over, re-joining the group.

“All done!” Fumiko smiled. “We’re in room 7.”

“Thanks, Fumiko.” Itsuo said, then reached for his wallet. “How much did it cost? I’ll just pay you back now—”

“Don’t worry about it!” Fumiko said, ushering the group past the small corridor excitedly.

Reaching the door with a label ‘7’ at the front, Fumiko pushed open the door, and the group followed her in, to see a small room with a large screen at the end, and a long table in the middle with comfy seats. Moving around the room were green specks of disco lights.

“Waah! I’m so excited!” Fumiko said, walking immediately over to a smaller screen next to the large screen. She was tapping buttons on it, choosing the songs. “Aya actually came with me for once!”

“Haha…” Aya smiled weakly, closing the door behind them.

As the rest of them were sitting themselves down, Aya made sure to position herself next to Hikaru, squeezing up next to her, and subtly pushing her away from the group.

Music began playing in the speakers, and Aya glanced at the small screen to see that Fumiko chose a bunch of J-pop songs, as expected of her friend’s music tastes.

“Goodbye my friend... You’re still my loveee… It’s very frustrating… and it’s very sad… You’re not coming back againn… But even still you’re my loveee…”

Fumiko was already singing loudly in the mic, and Sana clapped her hands, dancing slightly to the music.

She was pretty good at singing. Even, Aya was impressed.

“Wow, Fumiko’s really good…” Hikaru whispered to Aya, her eyes staring with a struck expression at Fumiko.

“Yeah… she is…” Aya glanced down at Hikaru’s face in the dim lighting, her words trailing off. They were really close to each other. Aya was leaning onto Hikaru’s shoulder, and she could make out each one of Hikaru’s eyelashes.

Aya wanted to just lean closer and kiss Hikaru.

But…

She glanced around at the room. Itsuo and Sana were both engrossed by Fumiko’s singing, while Fumiko was also deep inside her own world, singing at the front of the room.

Maybe I could… Aya thought to herself. No one’s looking…

She glanced back at Hikaru, then with trembling lips, grabbed onto the side of Hikaru’s face.

“Huh?” Hikaru turned to look at Aya.

“Hikaru… I… you got something on your face…”

“O-oh, really?” Hikaru said, noticing how close Aya’s face was.

Aya pretended to wipe at the side of Hikaru’s face, then smiled, shuffling backwards.

“It’s gone now.”

“Thank you, Aya…”

Hikaru turned back to watch Fumiko’s singing, while Aya was beating herself up inside.

What— what the heck was that, Aya?! Aya turned her face away from Hikaru, feeling frustrated. Why am I always such a wimp? And, did I actually just try to kiss her in front of everyone?! Ahh! I want to die…

After Fumiko finished her song, Aya applauded dejectedly with the rest of the room as Fumiko bowed, smiling proudly.

“How was that, Aya?” Fumiko asked. “Were you listening? Was my singing any good?”

“You were amazing, Fumiko,” Sana said, but Fumiko was waiting for Aya’s answer.

“Yep, you were very good, Fumiko!” Aya forced some semblance of a smile on her face, and Fumiko squealed.

“Okay, next song, you sing, Aya, I’ve already chosen…”

Fumiko was at the small screen pressing something, when the door to the karaoke room opened.

“Hey Fumiko, sorry, we’re late!”

A masculine voice came from the door, and Aya turned her head to see a tall, spiky black-haired boy with a fit build standing there, with two other guys behind him. The boy was wearing a leather jacket and denim jeans, an outfit suiting a motorcyclist.

“Oh, Daike! You’re here!!” Fumiko said, then bounced towards the boy, hooking his arm and pulling him in.

“Daike, I want to introduce you to my best friend!” Fumiko dragged the boy in front of Aya, then stretched her hand out towards Aya, indicating. “This is Aya Kuramoto!”

Aya smiled, showing a perfect set of teeth. Inside, Aya was annoyed as she remembered that Fumiko was bringing along her boyfriend and some other guys.

But still, she was a bit curious what type of guy Fumiko would like.

Glancing up at Daike’s face, Aya saw that he was definitely good looking, with a chiselled jaw and some features that seemed of a foreign blood.

“Wow, so it is actually the Aya Kuramoto.” Daike said, as the two other guys that came along with him, entered the karaoke room. All of them looked similar to Daike, with devilish good looks and fashionable attire.

“Really? It’s her? She’s here?!”

A boy with straight white hair falling just above his black eyes darted over to take a look, while the other boy, who had long combed-back black hair, also strolled over with a look of interest on his face.

“You’re even prettier than the pictures! I can’t believe I’m actually seeing you!” The boy with white hair said, then bowed his head repeatedly. “I’m Chuuji! It’s nice to meet you, Aya! I’m such a big fan—”

The boy with long black hair falling to his shoulders slammed a fist down at Chuuji’s head, sighing as he did so. “Sorry about that, this kid is just an idiot. Please ignore him.”

“What did you say—”

The boy grabbed Chuuji into a headlock, stifling any complaints, then smiled at Aya. “My name is Hiroto. It is good to make your acquaintance in this fine evening.”

“Um — Hi, it’s nice to meet you all…” Aya bowed her head briefly, before Fumiko proceeded to drag them away to introduce the other people inside the room.

Once introductions were done, Aya found herself sitting on one side next to Hiroto, while the other, trying to keep Hikaru close by so that Chuuji, on the side of Hikaru, wouldn’t try any funny business, which is what Aya presumed that he would do.

So far, her suspicions were being confirmed… at least according to her.

“Hey, hey, so Hikaru, what songs do you like to sing?” Chuuji was asking enthusiastically on Hikaru’s side. He was on the shorter side of things in terms of height for guys, especially when compared to Daike and Hiroto, and his build was skinny, like that of a girl. But, that didn’t make Aya any less protective.

“I’m not really sure, I don’t really sing…” Hikaru responded.

“Really? But you look like you would be a good singer! How about we sing a song together—”

“Please, Chuuji.” Aya interrupted with a smile. “I don’t think Hikaru wants to be forced to sing if she doesn’t want to.”

“Ohh, of course, Aya!” Chuuji’s face lit up, hearing Aya talk to him. “I’m sorry, I should had thought of that!”

“Aya, Aya, you’re up to sing!” Fumiko was saying loudly as she ran back from the small music selection screen at the front to sit with Daike.

“Ugh…” Aya made a face. She wasn’t in the mood to sing.

Noticing this, Hiroto raised his hand up, smiling at Fumiko. “I’ll take this song, if you don’t mind, Fumiko. It’s one of my favourites.”

“What? But I picked this for Aya…”

“Please.” Hiroto insisted, then turned to smile at Aya. His eyes were sharp, and he had long eyelashes for a guy. “Sorry for being selfish, but would you let me take this one, Aya?”

Aya, being a master of manipulation herself, could easily see through Hiroto’s guise.

Hiroto probably saw that I didn’t want to sing… now he’s pretending he wants to sing, so that I won’t have to… Aya thought to herself. Does he actually think that will make me like him more?

“Sure.” Aya smiled, feigning ignorance. “Please, sing to your heart’s content.”

“Thank you.” Hiroto smiled back,

Fumiko narrowed her eyebrows with frustration, and Daike laughed by her side, trying to cool her down.

“Please, Fumiko. You don’t look good when you’re angry.”

“Well, that’s because…”

Fumiko leaned back in her seat, complaining to Daike about something, while Hiroto picked up the mic off the table to sing, deciding to stand in front of the room. Aya was instantly relieved when he left her side.

Grabbing onto Hikaru's shoulders, she shifted her closer to her and further away from Chuuji.

"Hikaru... um, so about that thing I wanted to talk to you about..." Aya said, but her eyes twitched when she saw Itsuo coming over from the other side of the room, sitting down next to Aya.

“Hey, Aya, I just want to ask you—” Itsuo started.

“Ahhh!!!” Aya screamed, jumping up from her seat, shocking everyone in the room. “I can’t take it anymore!!”

She grabbed onto Hikaru’s hand, dragging her up to her feet, then dashed for the door, swinging it open and leaving. The door slammed shut behind them.

“A-Aya?!” Hikaru’s breath came out in broken gasps, as Aya pulled her through the long corridor that was only slightly brighter than the dimly lit karaoke room.

After several steps, Aya stopped, shoving Hikaru against the wall and holding her there by her shoulders.

“Wh-what’s going on?!” Hikaru gazed into Aya’s eyes, frightened, but she didn't try to take Aya's hands off her shoudlers. “Are you okay, Aya?”

“I-I’m fine. Everything’s fine.” Aya said, breathing deeply. She stared back into Hikaru’s eyes, holding onto her gaze, then she paused for a moment. “…No… it’s not fine actually…”

“What do you mean?” Hikaru asked. “Are you sick? Do you want to go home? I’ll go with you—”

“No, it’s not that!” Aya snapped. “Hikaru.” She sighed. “Haven’t you noticed? All this time?!”

“Wh-what…?” Hikaru slowed down. “…You’re starting to scare me, Aya…”

“I…”

Aya took a breath.

“I like you…!”

“…”

Hikaru shuffled uncomfortably, glancing to her side. “Well, I like you too, Aya, you’re my best fri—”

Aya leaned forward and pushed her lips onto Hikaru’s, then time froze.

 

        


Chapter 20 - Break


            The thumping of muffled bass in the background. Dim lights glaring down from up above. The small karaoke hallway with the lingering scent of spilt sodas.

Hikaru could make out a frustrated expression on Aya’s face, despite the dim lighting. A strange look in her striking hazel eyes that were peering into Hikaru.

Hikaru’s back was leaning against the wall, pushed in place by Aya’s hands that were on her shoulders.

She didn’t understand what was happening, she was just caught in concern for her friend.

“Well, I like you too, Aya, you’re my best fri—”

Before Hikaru could finish her sentence, she saw Aya’s face move in close, and suddenly, her words were interrupted with the feeling of Aya’s soft lips firmly pressing down on top of hers.

She lost her breath, and a sweet taste filled her mouth.

Suddenly, the karaoke hallway seemed really quiet.

When Hikaru realised what was going on, she quickly shoved Aya backwards, ending the kiss.

“H-Hikaru—”

“Wh-what are you doing?!”

A hot flush went to Hikaru’s cheeks, and she stared with a mixture of anger and embarrassment at Aya, raising a hand to cover her lips that Aya kissed.

“I wanted to tell you how I feel…” Aya said.

“I-I can’t believe…” Hikaru felt dizzy, like the hallway was spinning. “I can’t believe you just did that…”

“Hikaru, I thought you knew all along…” Aya winced, seeing her reaction. “You were the one that wanted to know how I felt about you…”

“Th-that doesn’t mean y-y-you do that!” Hikaru stammered.

“I’m sorry…” Aya winced. “I’m really sorry…”

“Hey—!”

A third voice entered the conversation, and Aya turned to look at the source.

It was Itsuo.

“Is everything okay?” Itsuo walked over, glancing between Aya and Hikaru worriedly. From his reaction, it didn’t seem like he saw anything though. “You guys just ran out of the room...”

“Everything’s okay, Itsuo.” Aya smiled weakly, trying to shoo Itsuo off, but she didn’t have her usual charm.

Noticing this, Itsuo raised an eyebrow, then glanced over to Hikaru, looking down at her depressed face.

Something’s clearly not right here. Itsuo thought. Aya probably did something to Hikaru…

“Hey, Hikaru…” Itsuo said. “You okay…?”

Hikaru didn’t respond.

He reached out to grab Hikaru, planning to take her back in the room and away from Aya, but Aya grabbed onto his wrist, stopping him.

“What are you doing?” Aya asked.

“Huh? I’m just going to take her back in the room. She doesn’t look okay.”

“I’m with her.” Aya protested. “I’m already taking care of her.”

Itsuo didn’t trust Aya at all.

“Yeah, but—”

“Itsuo…” Hikaru spoke, raising her head up with a faint smile. “It’s fine… please let me talk to Aya for a moment… alone…”

Itsuo stared at Hikaru’s face judgingly for a second, before being satisfied that Hikaru was okay to be left alone with Aya.

“If that’s what you want.” Itsuo nodded, then indicated with his head to the karaoke room. “I’ll just be inside if you need anything, let me know.”

Hikaru gave a brief nod back, and Itsuo went back inside the karaoke room, closing the door behind him.

“Hikaru—” Aya started.

“Look, Aya…” Hikaru said, staring her in the eye. “I… I have to be honest…”

“…yes…?”

Aya placed a hand over her racing chest.

Would she like me back…? Aya was thinking. Ahh! I wish I didn’t kiss her so suddenly! But it felt like it was the only way to tell her how I felt…

“I…” Hikaru breathed out, her face still flushed from the kiss. “I don’t know how I feel about… that…” She glanced downwards, biting onto her lower lips. “We’re both girls…”

“Th-that doesn’t matter…!” Aya found herself quickly speaking. “Why does it matter if we’re both girls? Love is just a feeling, isn’t it?”

“Yes…”

“Then, it’s okay! It shouldn’t matter what gender we are, no matter if we’re both guys, or a guy and a girl, or two girls! We can just go to a different country to get married, and I can—”

“M-marriage?!” Hikaru’s face turned an even brighter shade of red.

“I-I mean…” Aya tried to retract her sentence, blushing along with Hikaru. “T-that’s only if you want to,” she said hastily, “but the point, I’m trying to make is that it shouldn’t matter if we’re both girls!”

“Well…” Hikaru glanced sideways. “I don’t know, Aya…”

“H-how do you feel… about me…?” Aya asked.

“…”

Hikaru paused, shuffling uncomfortably with one hand grabbing onto her other arm by the elbow. Her back was still against the wall of the karaoke hallway.

“I… I like you…” Hikaru said.

Aya’s eyes lit up.

“…as a friend…” Hikaru added quietly.

“Ju-just a friend…?” Aya asked, feeling a hole in her stomach.

Hikaru nodded slowly.

“Don’t you have other feelings for me…?” Aya said.

“I…” Hikaru was avoiding Aya’s stare. “I don’t know…”

“B-b-but…”

Aya was so used to rejecting other people’s confession that she had never thought it would be possible that she would be the one to be rejected.

“Can’t we just be friends…?” Hikaru whispered. “You’re my best friend, Aya… I don’t want to ruin that…”

Aya was at a loss of words, her mouth shaking. She swallowed and tried to regain her composure with that elegant smile she had on at school, but she could only manage a miserable twitch of her lips.

“P-please…” Aya said, sincerely. “I really like you, Hikaru… a lot…”

Hikaru shook her head, closing her eyes tightly.

“D-don’t do this, Hikaru…” Aya grabbed onto one of Hikaru’s hands tightly with both hands, trying to show how much she meant to her. “I’m really serious about you…”

“Aya…”

“Give me a chance…” Aya insisted. “I promise I will treat you right…”

“I can’t…” Hikaru tried to pull Aya’s hands off, but she couldn’t. “We’re both girls, Aya…”

“I-I told you that didn’t matter…!”

“It won’t work! I-I can’t date another girl!”

“Please!”

Hikaru yanked her hand hard out of Aya’s grasp.

“I said no, Aya!” Hikaru cried. “You have to stop being so selfish!”

Aya took a step back, astounded. “S-selfish…?!”

“You’re always thinking of yourself! Even when you kissed me just then, and even now!”

“Th-that’s because…”

Hikaru turned away from Aya, running with an expression on her face that said she was trying hard not to cry.

“H-Hikaru…!”

Hikaru turned into the karaoke room where the rest of the group were, then entered, closing the door behind her.

Aya was left alone, standing outside in the dimly lit karaoke hallway.

“…u…ug…”

She leaned against the wall, feeling breathless. There was a strange pain in her chest that she never felt before.

Sinking to her knees, she felt tears welling up in her eyes as a wave of sadness hit her like a punch to the gut.

Aya couldn’t control her breathing, and she felt the tears falling from her eyes uncontrollably. She clutched her shoulders, hugging herself tightly, to try to stop herself from shaking.

~x~

Did I do the right thing…?

Hikaru was sitting back at the karaoke room, surrounded by the jovial cheers of her friends around her as they sang, unaware of what had happened outside.

They had given her some brief questioning, but Hikaru simply said that Aya was feeling unwell and wanted some fresh air.

The only one that doubted her answer was Itsuo.

He moved from across the room to sit next to her, staring down at her troubled face.

“Hikaru…” Itsuo said. “Are you sure that everything was okay between you and Aya?”

Hikaru glanced up at the concerned look on Itsuo’s face and forced a smile.

“Yes, it’s fine, Itsuo… Thanks for asking…” Hikaru said.

He wasn’t convinced though.

“She didn’t… hurt you… or anything, right?” Itsuo said.

Hikaru shook her head, and Itsuo felt relieved.

At least, she isn’t secretly bullying Hikaru, I guess… Itsuo thought. I wonder what they were talking about though… They looked like they were fighting…

Itsuo wanted to press on, but he knew it wasn’t any of his business to keep pursuing the topic if Hikaru didn’t want to talk about it.

“Where’s Aya?” Fumiko asked, walking over to Hikaru from the front of the karaoke room. “Is she still not back yet?”

“Um…” Hikaru glanced at the door. “I don’t know…”

Fumiko sighed, placing a hand to her forehead. “You should had stayed out with her if she said she wasn’t feeling well, Hikaru…”

“Ye-yes…”

“Let’s go out and look for her,” Fumiko said, making a move for the door, but stopped when she felt her phone vibrating in her hand.

Fumiko glanced down at her phone, reading the screen for a moment.

“Ah, it’s Aya…” Fumiko said, pausing. “She texted me saying that she came down with a cold, so she’s heading home first…”

“O-oh, really?” Hikaru said.

“Shame…” Chuuji shook his head. “I didn’t even get to talk to her much...” Then, he paused, before suddenly, holding his head in pain. “Ahh! What if I never get to see her again?! How would I live?!”

“Cut it out,” Hiroto sighed, grabbing a hold of his friend by the shoulder.

“Is Aya okay?” Sana asked Hikaru. “I thought she just wanted some fresh air…”

“Yeah, how did she look anyway?” Fumiko chipped in. “You saw her last, Hikaru.”

Hikaru felt overwhelmed by the stares of the whole room and also being a person that wasn’t good at lying. She shrunk into her chair, trying to come up with something, but her mouth dangled open uselessly.

“Aya was fine.” Itsuo spoke for Hikaru instead. “I saw her outside. There wasn’t anything Hikaru could do.”

Fumiko flashed a doubtful look at Itsuo, then stared back at Hikaru.

“Is that true, Hikaru?” Fumiko asked.

Hikaru shuffled under her gaze, and Itsuo stepped in again.

“I saw it myself,” Itsuo reiterated. “Stop picking on her, okay, Fumiko?”

“Picking on her?” Fumiko said, incredulous. “I’m just worried about Aya!”

“If you’re worried about her, you would stop pestering Hikaru, and just go ask Aya yourself.” Itsuo retorted.

“Ugh…” Fumiko didn’t have much to say after that.

“Co-come on, guys…” Sana waved her hands nervously in front of her. “Let’s just continue the karaoke. I’m sure Aya is fine, if Itsuo and Hikaru already made sure of it before…”

Hiroto nodded, glancing over at Sana. “Sana’s right. There’s no point to continue this bickering.”

“Ooh!” Chuuji jumped up, staring at the karaoke screen. “The song coming up is mine!”

Everyone in the room started going on with the karaoke, trying to erase the tension.

Itsuo glanced over at Hikaru, and saw a faint smile on her face.

“Thanks, Itsuo…” Hikaru said. Her head was slightly down, as though she was hiding, her plain black hair falling to either sides of her face. There was sadness evident in her eyes, but also a strong fighting spirit in those same brown eyes. She wouldn’t allow herself to cry.

Staring into her smile at that moment, Itsuo felt his heart flutter. He had always thought Hikaru was a bit cute, but this was the first time that he thought that she was beautiful.

Turning away, Itsuo concealed his flushed face.

“No problem…” He muttered.

~x~

Entering her clean and tidy apartment, Hikaru mumbled a quiet ‘I’m home’ to her mother, Haruka, before quickly going to her bedroom and closing the door behind her.

Hikaru dropped her bag in the side of the room, then fell down onto her bed, face-first, colliding into the soft cushion.

Her entire body felt weak, and her mind was exhausted.

“…”

She stayed in the same position for a while, before needing to take a breath, and rolled to her side so that she was no longer face-first on the bed.

Hikaru sighed, staring at the empty walls of her bedroom.

“Did I do the right thing…?” She whispered to herself.

In her mind, she didn’t believe that a girl and another girl could realistically be in a romantic relationship together. How would their friends and family see them? How could they live, trying to hide such a thing? Would they even be allowed to get a job? How could they even have children?

It didn’t help that the country they lived in, Japan, was even stricter on these types of things.

But another big part of the reason that she said no to Aya was that she didn’t want to ruin Aya’s future and reputation.

This is for the best, right? Hikaru thought to herself. This way, Aya also won’t get hurt. The whole school would turn against her if they found out she liked another girl… I don’t want her to suffer because of me…

Hikaru raised her phone that was in her hand to eye-level, staring blankly at the screen that was showing a dark reflection of herself. But… do I actually have feelings for Aya…?

…

I mean, she’s my best friend, and I like her a lot… but… I didn’t really think about her that way… Sure, she’s really pretty and beautiful… but…

Hikaru tossed her phone out on the bed, then reached out, grabbing onto her pillow, and pulling it into a tight hug. She felt like screaming inside.

How could I like another girl?! Th-that’s impossible…

I hope Aya can just forget about it, and we can go to just being friends again…

Hikaru raised a finger absent-mindedly to her lips and touched them with her fingertip.

She actually kissed me…

…

That was my first kiss as well…

Ugh…

She flung around on her bed wildly, flustered, then sat upright with her hair in a mess and her cheeks rosy red.

“St-stop thinking about it, Hikaru…” She told herself. “I’m going to go to school tomorrow… and just pretend like everything is normal…”

Satisfied with her decision, she got out of the bed to get ready for sleep.

~x~

The dreaded morning arrived quicker than Hikaru would had liked to hope for, and she dressed herself inattentively, having had a restless sleep where she spent most of the time turning and tossing on her bed.

She didn’t even realise that the door had been knocking for several minutes, until Haruka dashed out of her bedroom, yelling at Hikaru.

“Hikaru! Didn’t you hear the door? Someone’s been knocking for ages!!”

With black circles around her eyes from a late night of what she called ‘light drinking’, Haruka opened the door to see Itsuo standing outside.

“Hello, Haruka!” Itsuo greeted with a smile.

“Oh right, it’s you, Itsuo! Of course!” Haruka yelped, then apologised for her messy appearance, before leading him inside to sit, while he waited for Hikaru.

Haruka disappeared back in her bedroom, and Itsuo was seating on the couch in the living room, glancing down at the time on his phone.

It was quite late, and he had been waiting outside the apartment for a while for Hikaru. At this rate, they would surely be late for school.

It also wasn’t normal for Hikaru to be this late either.

Itsuo glanced around the apartment with worried eyes, just in time to see Hikaru stepping out of her bedroom, dressed in her school uniform.

“Ack!” Hikaru shrieked, seeing him, surprising Itsuo.

Itsuo laughed at her reaction, getting up from the coach. “It’s just me, haha. You okay, Hikaru?”

“R-right…” Hikaru said, laughing weakly with Itsuo. “Sorry, I was just surprised, that’s all…”

Seeing that Hikaru didn’t appear to know how late they were, Itsuo decided not to say anything. He stared at her face, seeing her adorable brown eyes and child-like features. It was the usual subtle charm about Hikaru, that for some reason, suddenly seemed a lot more pronounced to Itsuo now.

Feeling his heart beginning to flutter again, he shook his head furiously then walked with Hikaru out the apartment.

Could I… Could I be falling for Hikaru…? Itsuo thought to himself in shock. It can’t be…

~x~

Arriving at school, Hikaru felt a lot better after having tried to be her usual cheerful self with Itsuo during their walk together. Itsuo was laughing a lot more at her attempts at jokes, which also helped her to regain her spirits.

I can do it! Hikaru was thinking, balling her fists up with a determined expression. I can talk to Aya like normal! I don’t want to lose her as a friend!

Entering through the golden front gates of the prestigious Hibiya High, they were greeted with the usual extravagant court yard of the school. Except this time, there were no students around as there usually would be before morning classes.

“Where’s everyone?” Hikaru blinked.

“Um…” Itsuo coughed. He had been hiding the fact that they were late the entire time, not knowing how to break the news to Hikaru. He knew that she would likely panic and run, which would probably end up in her tripping and hurting herself.

“We’re a bit late…” Itsuo said. “Don’t worry about it, Hikaru.”

“A bit late?” Hikaru repeated. Then, she reached into her bag, taking her phone out to look at the time.

Itsuo winced, seeing this.

“WAAH!!” Hikaru screamed, almost dropping her phone. “We’re almost half an hour late!!”

He sighed, then watched wearily as Hikaru ran off, just like he predicted.

She managed to run for a good five seconds, before she tripped over her own feet, and fell down to the grass.

“H-Hikaru!” Itsuo ran up after her, quickly.

“We have to get to class…” Hikaru breathed, picking herself up and ignoring the scratch on her knee. “I’ve never been this late before…!”

“Here…”

Itsuo grabbed onto Hikaru, pulling her up from the grass. Then, out of nowhere, she was swept off her feet and found herself in Itsuo’s arms.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” Hikaru’s face instantly turned pomegranate red.

“You wanted to get there quicker, right?” Itsuo said, trying to avoid looking down at Hikaru. She was way too close. If he looked down, he knew that his own face would turn red as well. “This way will be the fastest.”

Without waiting for Hikaru to protest, Itsuo ran with Hikaru in his arms across the giant school courtyard, navigating his way to their classroom.

Hikaru was dying of embarrassment inside, her saving grace though, was that somehow Itsuo managed to avoid anyone from seeing them. Or at least to her knowledge.

When they were close to the classroom, Itsuo dropped her back down, and she mumbled a nervous ‘thank you’ to Itsuo before hurriedly skittering into the classroom.

“So-sorry, I’m late!!” Hikaru squeezed her eyes shut and bowed her head.

“Ah, Hikaru…” Mr. Abe’s voice reached her ears, and she slowly raised her head again, opening her eyes at the same rate. “This is unusual for you, to be so late…” He paused, seeing Itsuo enter as well. “And Itsuo.”

“I-I’m really sorry—” Hikaru stammered.

Mr. Abe waved his hands in front of him. “Please, don’t worry about it.” He laughed. “I know you’re a very hard working student, Hikaru. Let’s try not to make this a habit, though.”

Hikaru nodded quickly.

“Right, Itsuo?” Mr. Abe said.

Itsuo shrugged. “It was my fault Hikaru was late anyway, so any punishment should go to me.”

“Then, detention after school should be no problem.” Mr. Abe said, annoyed at Itsuo’s attitude.

Itsuo shrugged again, then casually walked past Hikaru and over to his desk.

Hikaru opened her mouth to protest, but Mr. Abe interrupted her.

“Please, Hikaru. Go to your seat now. The class has been waiting long enough.”

Seeing the eyes of the classroom on her, Hikaru blushed, then bowed to apologise again, before hurrying to her desk.

I have to talk to Aya like normal…!

Hikaru glanced at the desks leading up to Aya’s. She saw Fumiko giving her a playful smile as a greeting, and Hikaru smiled back weakly.

Behind Fumiko should be…

Empty.

There was an empty desk behind Fumiko.

Hikaru stared at the empty desk, as she got into her own desk at the side of it.

“Psst…”

Hikaru heard someone whispering to her, and looked at the desk behind Aya’s, to see Sana.

“Aya’s sick today… she’s not coming to school…” Sana whispered to Hikaru.

        


Chapter 21 - Flight


            “What?!” Hikaru mouthed back at Sana.

Sana shook her head, then pointed at the front of the classroom.

“Hikaru,” Mr. Abe called out to her, and Hikaru quickly turned around to face him from her desk. “I would appreciate it if you focus on the class, and not talk to your friends.”

“S-sorry…” Hikaru said.

She unpacked her bag in a dull haze, barely listening to Mr. Abe’s voice droning on in the background.

She… she must be really hurt… Hikaru was thinking. Was I too harsh…? But she was grabbing onto me and wouldn’t let go…

Hikaru sighed to herself, sinking to her desk and pretending to read her textbook.

I really hope Aya is okay…

~x~

“Hey, did you hear?”

“Apparently, Aya’s sick…”

“But she’s never sick!”

“Maybe the pressure finally got to her…”

Hikaru was walking through the school corridor in a hurry, coming back from the washroom. It was lunchtime and students were out all around the school, most in groups, talking to themselves.

Hearing their conversations about Aya only made Hikaru feel worse inside. She just wanted to quickly go back to her classroom and eat her lunch.

Something grabbed onto Hikaru’s shoulder and she jumped, spinning around to see Eito.

“He-hey, sorry for scaring you,” Eito raised a hand to his head, brushing the streaks of black hair falling over his sharp eyes. “Hikaru… right…?”

“Ye-yes… that’s me…” Hikaru forced a friendly smile.

“Do you know what happened to Aya?” Eito asked. “Is she really sick? What kind of sickness does she have? Is it serious?”

Eito barraged her with questions, a serious look on his face, and Hikaru stepped back, trying to keep a pleasant smile.

“Ahh, my poor Aya…” Eito continued, placing a hand over his forehead dramatically. “She’s obviously worked herself too hard, but no worries, this shining white knight will—”

Hikaru turned around and made a break for it, while he was deep in conversation with himself.

Wh-what a scary person! Hikaru thought to herself. I need to go back to the classroom before someone tries to ask me about Aya again… what am I even supposed to say?!

Rushing through the crowded corridors, Hikaru eventually found herself back in her classroom, breathing in heavy puffs from her jog.

“Ah, you’re back!” Fumiko said, seeing Hikaru approaching her desk. She was sitting with Sana, their desks pushed next to Hikaru’s, since Aya wasn’t here.

“Are you okay, Hikaru?” Sana asked. “Did you run here?”

“I’m okay, thanks, Sana,” Hikaru smiled weakly. She slumped down in her chair, then reached in her bag to get her lunch.

“Did Aya say anything else to you?” Sana asked.

Hikaru jumped, but then glanced over at Sana, realising she was talking to Fumiko.

“Hmm…” Fumiko stared at her phone with a pondering expression, tapping at the screen. “No, the last text I got from her was last night when she said she came down with a cold… I tried texting and calling her… but she didn’t pick up…”

“There’s no helping it then…” Sana laughed meekly, knowing how clingy Fumiko is to Aya. “She should be better tomorrow if it’s just a cold.”

“You never know,” Fumiko sighed. “Last time I had a cold, I didn’t go to school for a week.”

“Wasn’t that because you went to Hong Kong for a shopping trip after a day of the cold…” Sana said.

“He-hey… I needed to relax after being sick!” Fumiko said. “How else do I recover?”

Fumiko shook her head, then glanced over at the plain-looking sandwich wrapped in plastic wrap and small juice popper that Hikaru pulled out.

“Ugh…” Fumiko stuck her tongue out in disgust, then reached into her own bag to pull out her bento. She popped the lid open, revealing her usual mouth-watering lunch prepared by her household’s chefs.

“Here.” Fumiko pushed the bento closer to Hikaru. “Have some of mine. You can’t possibly just eat sandwiches every day.”

“R-really?” Hikaru said, surprised. “Thank you, Fumiko…”

Fumiko waved her hand. “Don’t thank me, please.”

Hikaru tried some of Fumiko’s bento with spare chopsticks that Fumiko offered to her. She chose to try some of the tempura vegetable, and found that it tasted as good as it looked. It was almost like that time she went to Aya’s house to eat, although the food wasn’t as fresh here, not that Hikaru could tell.

“This is really good!” Hikaru said, amazed.

“Ju-just be quiet and eat…” Fumiko said, noticing that other students around the classroom were glancing over after hearing Hikaru’s voice.

Sana was eating her own bento too, which wasn’t as luxurious as Fumiko’s but still looked astonishingly good.

“Aww, you guys are so cute!”

A voice came from the side of them, and the trio turned to look at a group of girls from their classroom.

The one that spoke had long blond hair, and a tall figure with a body like a model. Two other girls stood behind her, both with dyed hair.

“Rikka,” Fumiko said with an annoyed expression, glancing up at the one with blond hair. “What do you want?”

“Wow. Is that a tone to talk to your old friend?” Rikka said. “I just came over to say hello.” She glanced over at Hikaru with an upturned nose. “Are you really hanging out with this fish village commoner, Fumiko? Come hang with us instead.”

“Y-you…!” Fumiko got up from her desk.

Sana did as well, with outstretched hand, trying to grab onto Fumiko. “Fumiko… Just leave it…”

“Don’t talk crap about Hikaru.” Fumiko snapped at Rikka. “Or, I’ll poke your god damn eyes out.”

Rikka’s face turned slightly pale, taking a precautious step back, and so did the two girls behind her.

“Jeez, you’re no fun anymore, Fumiko…” Rikka said, before disappearing with her group.

Fumiko sighed angrily, sitting back down on her seat. “Some people…” She grumbled.

“Wow…” Hikaru said, staring at Fumiko. “Thank you, Fumiko… for helping me…”

“I-I wasn’t helping you!” Fumiko blushed in annoyance. “I just really hate that girl, Rikka…” She said, making up an excuse.

“O-oh, really…?” Hikaru said. “Thanks, anyways…”

“I told you not to thank me!” Fumiko said. “Anyways, Sana, tell me about the topics I should look at for the exam next week…”

~x~

After school had ended, Hikaru was now sitting in Fumiko’s limousine with Sana by her side, as Fumiko pushed glasses of martinis into their hands.

“Fumiko, what’s this?” Hikaru took the strange looking glass from Fumiko, then stared down at it.

“It’s a martini,” Fumiko replied, then started drinking at her own glass. “Just drink it.”

Hikaru raised the glass to her hand, but Sana stopped her, covering the glass with her hand.

“Maybe, you shouldn’t try that…” Sana said. “It has alcohol…”

“What?!” Hikaru said. “B-but we’re underaged!”

Fumiko stared at Hikaru as though she had just threw the martini at her own face.

“Come on, Hikaru…” Fumiko said. “That’s too much, honestly…”

Hikaru stared back at Fumiko, confused, then Fumiko realised she was serious.

“You seriously don’t drink alcohol?” Fumiko’s eyes widened, then she took the martini off her hand, putting it in the fridge of the limousine. “Of course, Hikaru doesn’t…” She muttered to herself.

“Where are we going anyway?” Hikaru said. She felt bad for leaving Itsuo alone at school. She was planning to stay with him for his detention but Fumiko had dragged her away.

“We’re going to visit Aya obviously, dummy.” Fumiko said, taking another drink from her martini. “We need to see how she’s doing!”

Sana was slowly sipping at her drink, being used to being dragged around by Fumiko.

“Visit Aya?” Hikaru raised her eyebrows. “But we didn’t even ask her for permission…”

Sana patted at Hikaru’s shoulder. “You now understand my pain…”

Fumiko shrugged, as though Hikaru didn’t say anything of importance. “Aya won’t mind. Trust me.”

“Ugh…” Hikaru stared at Fumiko doubtfully, but the limousine was already moving and it wasn’t like there was anything she could do to stop it.

“I made notes for her, of what we learnt today in class.” Fumiko said, taking her notebook out from her bag. “I didn’t want her to miss out, although she probably will still get full marks. I thought it would make it a little easier for her to catch up though.”

“Wow…” Hikaru was impressed, seeing the neatly written notes that Fumiko was flicking through. “You’re a really good friend, Fumiko…”

“Of course I am!” Fumiko snapped back.

Hikaru felt something heavy dropping down on her shoulder, and she turned to see Sana’s head there, her face pink and her eyes spinning.

“Ack!!” Hikaru cried, grabbing her by the shoulder. “Sana, are you okay?!”

“Relax,” Fumiko said. “She’s just a little bit tipsy.”

“A little?!” Hikaru said.

“Yeah, she’s really lightweight…” Fumiko said. “I didn’t know one drink would knock her out though…”

Fumiko grabbed the half empty glass from Sana’s dangling hand. “She didn’t even finish it…” Fumiko said, placing the glass away.

“I want to go home!!” Sana cried, hugging onto Hikaru.

“He-hey, Sana…” Hikaru tried to calm her friend down. She had seen this before countless times… with her mum…

“It’s no fair...” Sana sobbed. “Fumiko never lets me go home to study…”

“Fumiko…” Hikaru glanced over at Fumiko, concerned.

“It’s okay… she always cries when she’s drunk…” Fumiko said, unaffected by the alcohol.

The journey to Aya’s house felt extremely long, especially with Hikaru having to care for the intoxicated Sana, and by the time they had arrived, Sana had fell into a drunken slumber, lying on Hikaru’s lap.

The massive gates to Aya’s house opened as the driver identified himself to the guards posted there, and the limousine went up the driveway of the mansion, stopping at the front.

“Alright, let’s go!” Fumiko said cheerfully, taking her bag with her notebook as she popped the door open.

“Ha-hang on…” Hikaru said, trying to move Sana gently onto the seats in a comfortable position.

Once she had managed to do so, she followed Fumiko out the limousine.

The Japanese-styled lavish front garden of Aya’s mansion instantly brightened Hikaru’s mood.

Ah… I’ll get to see Aya again! Hikaru thought, taking in the sweet aroma of her surroundings.

Fumiko was already trudging up the stairs leading to the grand door of the mansion. Hikaru quickly picked up her pace to follow after her.

Before they reached the top, the door to the mansion opened, showing a lanky figure with aging grey hair.

Koji. Aya’s head butler.

“Koji, can you get me a sparkling—” Fumiko started.

“I’m afraid the young mistress isn’t here.” Koji said. There was a hint of sadness in his welcoming face.

“What?” Fumiko stopped in her tracks. “What do you mean Aya’s not here?”

Hikaru stopped next to Fumiko, just as confused as her.

“She’s gone to attend a business trip in America with her family.” Koji explained. “She won’t be coming back for a month.”

“WHAT?!” Fumiko screeched, but Koji didn’t appear fazed. “A month?! What about school?! How is she going to go to school?! Koji, explain this!! Right now!!”

“He-hey…” Hikaru tried to grab onto Fumiko’s shoulder to calm her down, but her own mind was also distraught.

“I-I demand an answer!!” Fumiko took a step towards Koji angrily. “Aya never told me about this!!”

“The young mistress said she may be planning an exchange to study in America,” Koji said sadly. “Since, she would have to apply for the universities there anyway—”

Fumiko pushed Koji aside, rushing past him through the open doors. Hikaru wasn’t able to stop her.

“Aya!!” Fumiko called out, running around the mansion. “Ayaaaa!!!”

Her figure disappeared up the stairs, and Hikaru was left standing with Koji, not knowing what the hell to do.

A silenced followed with Fumiko’s disappearance into the mansion.

Hikaru was feeling frantic inside, her knees trembling.

Did… did she really go…? Is she really going to be gone…? 

“Young lady, Hikaru…” Koji said, staring at her.

Hikaru glanced up from the ground to look at him, and tried to smile, but couldn’t.

“Yes…?” She said quietly.

“The young mistress always spoke very highly of you… I hope it won’t pain you too much that she is deciding to leave the country… It’s best for the Kuramoto family after all, and her parents had been pressuring her for a while now…”

“…”

“If there is anything I can be of help with, please let me know.” Koji bowed. “Thank you for taking care of the young mistress.”

“…is that really the reason she’s leaving…?” Hikaru asked. “Did… did she say anything else…?”

Koji stared at Hikaru for a moment, before closing his eyes. “That, I cannot tell you.”

Hikaru was silent for the rest of the time, with Koji standing by idly.

Eventually, a flustered looking Fumiko returned to the grand door, breathing heavily.

“I looked everywhere for her…” Fumiko said, shaking her head. “She’s actually not here…”

Hikaru nodded silently, and Fumiko screamed out at the air in frustration.

“Stupid Aya!!” Fumiko yelled. “You should tell me before you do something like that!!”

“F-Fumiko…” Hikaru said.

“Let’s go.” Fumiko walked down the stairs, heading back to her limousine. Hikaru followed her without a word.

~x~

Hikaru finished her shower back at her apartment, and fell into her bed, dressed in her pajamas. It was like yesterday again, except today was worse. She was mentally drained, and she didn’t know what to think anymore after hearing that Aya would be going to America.

Hikaru rolled around on her bed, grabbing her pillow, and pulling it into a hug.

“Ugh…”

She closed her eyes, trying to forget about the day’s events and just relax.

She had already tried to text and call Aya, herself, but she wasn’t responding. It seemed like Aya really was going to go away.

“I miss her…”

Hikaru mouthed to herself, her freshly washed hair falling past the side of her face.

She pulled the pillow tighter towards her body.

I wish Aya was here… Hikaru thought.

For some reason, she pretended that the pillow was Aya, and she pushed the bottom of it down between her legs.

“Aya…”

Hikaru pursed her lips, kissing the pillow gently with a slightly flushed face.

…

Hikaru jumped up from her bed, pulling herself into a sitting position. Her face was fully red now.

“Wh-what the heck was that?!”

        


Chapter 22 - Feelings


            “Hey, hey, did you hear?”

“About Aya…”

“What’s going on? She’s been gone for a whole week now!”

“I heard a rumour that she’s moving overseas…”

“What?! Tell me it’s not true!!”

“Noooo!!”

Wails of gloom were going around the elitist school, a depressive cloud setting into the atmosphere that was once bustling with overbearing confidence. Dark faces could be seen on many of the students with the absence of Aya’s presence.

Hikaru lied her head down on her desk, staring out at the window.

Do I have feelings for Aya…?

She sighed to herself, feeling frustration running across her mind.

“You okay, Hikaru?” Itsuo asked from the other side of Hikaru. “You’ve been looking down for a while now…”

Hikaru lifted her head off from the desk, then turned to the other side, away from the window, to smile at Itsuo.

“It’s nothing, Itsuo… Thank you for your concern…” Hikaru said.

“…”

Itsuo stared at Hikaru’s face, then sighed. “I know you’re upset about Aya, Hikaru… Everyone is… you don’t have to hide it…”

Hikaru stared down at her desk darkly.

“It’s not your fault that she left, Hikaru.” Itsuo said. “She was probably forced by her parents. The schools in America are better after all, especially for the heiress of a global banking institution.”

“You don’t understand…” Hikaru said, leaning back on her desk. “It’s all my fault that Aya left…”

“What do you mean?” Itsuo asked, but Hikaru didn’t respond.

He sighed, and continued eating his lunch in silence.

On the other side of the room, Fumiko was standing near the door of the classroom with Sana and some other girls.

Their conversations were interrupted when Kenzou and Mika approached the group.

“Is it true?” Kenzou said, breathing heavily from running over. He stared at Fumiko with serious eyes. “That Aya is… planning to move overseas?”

“It can’t be, right…?” Mika said with a shaky voice.

Fumiko nodded gravely. “I heard it from her head butler… that she’s thinking about it…”

“What do you mean thinking about it?” Kenzou said angrily.

“Well, she’s on a business trip with her family at the moment.” Fumiko said. “Her butler said she will be back in a month from last week, so maybe she will just be here to tie up some loose ends.”

“Ahh!” Mika cried, brushing her auburn red hair away from her face. “We have to convince her not to!”

“We all have to…” Kenzou said. “The school wouldn’t be the same without her…”

Eito, who was walking past the school hallway, turned into the room.

“We will do it together! For Aya!” Eito joined into the conversation. “I’ll personally make sure of it. As the eldest son of the Akaba family, I will use everything in my power to make her stay!”

Fumiko glared at Eito with a disgusted look as though she was looking at a bug, then sighed, shaking her head.

“Let’s hope she does stay…”

~x~

Sitting on Fumiko’s limousine, Hikaru was swaying from side to side politely as Fumiko belted out some tunes from the karaoke machine installed in her limo. Sana was doing the same, clapping as Fumiko finished singing.

“How was that, how was that?” Fumiko asked, excitedly, staring at both Hikaru and Sana.

“Amazing, as always!” Sana said.

“Very good!” Hikaru laughed. She hadn’t been laughing much recently, so it was good that Fumiko was there to cheer her up. Fumiko had become a lot nicer to her ever since the karaoke.

“Right?” Fumiko said with a self-pleased grin. “My parents keep telling me I should just become a singer, but I like the freedom of going out too much! Can you imagine it? Not being able to go out like a normal person?”

“Yeah, that would be really hard.” Hikaru said. “I wouldn’t be able to do it either.”

“But, I guess the good thing is that you can reach out to so many people.” Sana said. “There’s not many jobs that allow you to do that if you think about it.”

“Not for me.” Fumiko stated blandly. “Anyways, I hope you girls are excited to do some shopping!”

“Yay…” Sana raised her hand up in the air with a forced smile. “H-how long are we going to be shopping for today, Fumiko…?”

“Oh, it shouldn’t be too long…” Fumiko said, glancing down at the gold watch on her wrist. “Shops are going to be closing soon anyways, since we just finished school.”

“Really…?” Sana said with a relieved expression.

“Anyways, let’s play truth or dare!” Fumiko said cheerfully.

“How do you play that?” Hikaru asked.

“Y-you… you’ve never played truth or dare—Nevermind.” Fumiko shook her head. “Basically, we each take turns spinning a bottle, whoever it points to, the person that spun the bottle can ask truth or dare to that person. If that person says truth, then they can ask a question which the other person must answer truthfully. If they say dare, then the bottle spinner can dare the other to do something.”

“Oh, right…” Hikaru said. “That sounds simple.”

“You can’t choose the same one over and over again though!” Fumiko added, then placed an empty sparkling water bottle on the limousine table. “I’ll start first…”

Fumiko spun the bottle around and the trio stared at the bottle intently, until it stopped at Hikaru.

"Oh, I guess it's me then..." Hikaru laughed weakly.

“Okay, now I ask you truth or dare?” Fumiko glanced up at Hikaru with a childish smile.

“Um…”

Hikaru thought about it for a second. If I choose dare, she will probably make me do something embarrassing… I should choose truth then…

“Truth!” Hikaru exclaimed.

“Hm…” Fumiko placed a finger to her chin, thinking. “Do you have a crush on anyone?”

“F-Fumiko…” Sana said. “That’s kind of a tough question to ask…”

“I wanna hear!” Fumiko laughed. “I promise I won’t tell!”

“Uh…” Hikaru froze. “I don’t know…”

“What do you mean you don’t know?!” Fumiko said, surprised.

“How do you not know, Hikaru…?” Sana asked, laughing weakly.

“Well…” Hikaru thought about their question. She was trying to think whether there were any guys in the school she really liked.

Well… the closest guy I know is Itsuo… but that’s because I always walk to school and home with him… Hikaru was thinking. And I don’t think I see him in that way…

“Is there anyone you know that makes your heart race when you see them?” Fumiko asked, excitedly.

“My heart race…?” Hikaru said. The first person that came to her mind was Aya.

Well, I get pretty nervous when I’m around Aya… but she’s a girl… does that even count…? I guess my heart does go faster when I’m around her…

“I guess there’s someone like that…” Hikaru said slowly.

“Kyaaa!!” Fumiko moved closer towards Hikaru. “Do you get butterflies in your stomach when you’re with them??”

“What does that mean…?” Hikaru asked, confused.

“Like, whenever you’re with that person, your stomach starts to feel weird and you get really nervous!” Fumiko said.

“Kind of like something’s tickling your stomach.” Sana said.

“Is that what a crush feels like?” Hikaru asked.

Fumiko’s jaw dropped open, but she closed it, and smiled, trying to be patient with Hikaru.

“Yes, silly~!” Fumiko poked Hikaru’s forehead jokingly. “Come on, stop messing with me.”

Hikaru thought about how she felt when she was around Aya. “Yes…”

“Don’t tell me, don’t tell me!” Fumiko said, getting more animated. “Do you dream about them too?”

Hikaru’s shoulders jumped as though she was shocked. “Bu-but you can dream about anything, right…? You can’t control your dreams?”

“Nooo!” Fumiko said. “If you dream about them, then you’re definitely in love! Haven’t you ever had thoughts about the person, like wanting to hug them or kiss them?”

“If you do, then it’s a pretty clear sign…” Sana said. “I don’t think it can be anything else, really…”

Hikaru was trying to process what they were saying.

Could I really… with Aya…?

“Oh my god!!” Fumiko laughed, jumping back to her seat. “Hikaru does have someone she likes! I thought for a second that she wouldn’t have anyone like that! Tell me who it is!”

“He-hey Fumiko, you can only ask one truth question until it’s your turn…” Sana said. “It’s not even your turn to spin the bottle again yet…”

“Oh, right!” Fumiko said in a disappointed tone.

For the rest of the journey, luckily the bottle didn’t land on Hikaru again. Instead, she listened to embarrassing stories from both Fumiko and Sana, and laughed as she watched the two of them perform ridiculous acts for dares.

They arrived at their destination in what felt like a very short time.

Hikaru stepped out of the limousine, following Fumiko and Sana, and saw a box-shaped building made almost entirely of glass. It was the store that Aya had took her to before. She froze, seeing it, but Fumiko wrapped her arm around Hikaru’s dragging her in, along with Sana.

“Come on, let’s go in~!” Fumiko sang.

“Fumiko…! Hold on…!” Sana cried, trying to get her to slow down but it was no use.

When they entered the store, Hikaru noticed that there were other shoppers inside the store, unlike the time that she went with Aya, where the entire store had been cleaned out of other customers.

“Have you been here before?” Fumiko glanced at the expression on Hikaru’s face.

“Ye-yes…” Hikaru replied. “With Aya once…”

“Oh…” Fumiko said, her face turning sad hearing Aya’s name. But, then she glanced around, looking at the thousands of expensive-looking clothing hanged up around the store, and her face lit up. “Come on! We will buy some new clothes to cheer up!”

Darting around the store with an employee following them to hold the clothes that Fumiko selected, Hikaru’s eyes began spinning at the speed by which Fumiko was shopping.

“Here, try this! You too, Sana, this one looks really good!” Fumiko was saying as she pulled out an array of different types of outfits form the hangers. “Wow, this one is soo amazing!! I’m definitely getting this!! Let’s see here…”

“Fu-Fumiko… you’re going way too fast…!” Hikaru protested, panting.

“Oh, right! Sorry!” Fumiko said, then jabbed a finger at another staff dressed in a suit that was standing by. “You! Come here!”

The staff quickly strolled over at Fumiko’s command.

Fumiko turned to Hikaru, rummaging through a stack of clothing that she was holding onto. The other staff that was following them was already holding on to way too many clothes.

Fumiko pulled a white dress, seemingly to be made of transparent silk, but wasn’t actually see-through. She shoved the dress in Hikaru’s face, and pushed her towards the staff that had ran over to Fumiko.

“Try that on!” Fumiko told Hikaru, then turned to the staff. “Take her to the dressing room and make sure she gets treated perfectly! If I hear that she felt that she was even the slightest bit mistreated, I’m going to tell my dad, the president of JMC, to shut this store down!”

The staff’s face turned pale, then bowed, before politely ushering Hikaru away.

“P-please… don’t mind her…” Hikaru laughed nervously to the staff, as she followed him to the dressing room. Her face was pink with embarrassment. “S-she’s just joking…”

Once Hikaru was left alone in the dressing room, she went into one of the stalls, closing the door behind her with a sigh.

Catching sight of herself in the mirror, Hikaru stared at her reflection silently.

“I remember Aya taking me here…” Hikaru said to herself.

So, that time when Aya was helping me get dressed… Hikaru thought. She probably was just trying to see me naked…

Hikaru made a fatigued face, thinking of that.

What about all the other times?—Eek! That time we took a bath together?! The time we slept together! And that time at her limousine too!

Her face was turning more purple, the more she thought about it. It seemed so obvious to her now, but it didn’t seem that way at the time.

She shook her head, trying to forget about it, as she took her school uniform off.

When she was in her underwear, Hikaru was about to put on the dress, but then she glanced up, seeing her naked chest since she didn’t wear a bra.

Ahh! It’s so embarrassing! Hikaru blushed, staring at her reflection. My chest is so small compared to everyone else! E-even Sana has something there…! I really do look like a child compared to Aya!

Thinking of Aya, she started trying to estimate how big Aya’s chest was with her hands, making curves at the space in front of her own chest.

“Was it like this…?” Hikaru spoke to herself. “No… it was bigger, more like this…”

Damn it! My chest looks nothing like hers! Hikaru’s face reddened further, seeing her own estimation of Aya’s chest size. Hers wasn’t too overly big and it wasn’t small either… it was like the perfect size, like a model’s…

Hikaru started touching her own chest, wondering how much further she would have to grow to match Aya’s chest.

This kind of reminds me of that time at the bathroom in her house… Hikaru started thinking. When Aya was touching my chest…

Hikaru continued touching her own chest, caressing it softly with her hands.

That time, Aya’s fingers felt so smooth and gentle…

Hikaru closed her eyes, the sensation was starting to feel good.

When Aya was touching me, it kind of felt like this… but better…

As the sensation started to get better and better, Hikaru’s breathing was growing heavier.

She slowly slid one hand down her naked stomach, passing through her soft skin without thinking. Reaching down, she slipped her fingers underneath her underwear.

“...Aya…” Hikaru breathed to herself, her cheeks flushed and her eyes still closed.

Her breathing was growing heavier and heavier, and she felt her lower body tensing the more she touched herself.

The sensation was getting stronger and stronger, until…

“HIKARU!”

Fumiko’s voice boomed from outside the stall, and Hikaru jumped up as though she was electrified, quickly taking her hands away from herself.

Fumiko’s fist was banging on the door to the stall.

“Are you okay, Hikaru?! You’ve been in there for ages!!” Fumiko was shouting from outside the stall. “Do you need help? Let me come in!”

She started pulling at the door, but luckily Hikaru had locked it.

“Ah, Fumiko!!” Hikaru replied, her face completely red. “I-it’s fine! Please! I’ll come out now! Just give me a second!” She grabbed at the locked door, holding it in case Fumiko somehow managed to get through.

“Let me come in!” Fumiko yelled from outside. “How come you’re taking so long? Did I grab the wrong size? But that’s impossible, I was pretty certain about—”

“Fu-Fumiko!” Hikaru cried, embarrassed. “R-really! It’s fine! I’m almost done!”

Hikaru heard Fumiko stepping away from the door and sighing.

“Okay, if you say so, Hikaru.” She said.

Hikaru stood frozen still, listening to Fumiko’s footsteps as she walked away from the stall.

“That… that was close…” Hikaru breathed, still blushing crazily.

Then, she turned around to face herself in the mirror, staring at her own eyes.

“Jeez, Hikaru!” She cried. “What are you doing?!”

 

        


Chapter 23 - Distance


            The rest of the month that Aya was gone, was filled with more sleepless nights for Hikaru as she reflected further on her feelings for Aya. Every now and then, she would get flashes of the last moment she saw Aya, and how hurt she had looked when Hikaru had refused to accept her feelings.

The day that Aya was said to come back was finally here…

Hikaru had set her alarm extra early to prepare herself, but she woke up even earlier than that, having been unable to sleep on the night before.

She reached out from the comforts of her bed, grabbing her phone at the side table, then tapped at it.

The calendar event that she had set was displayed on the front screen for Aya’s return.

“Ah, today’s the day Aya comes back…” Hikaru breathed, staring at the screen.

She pulled herself out of the blankets, then got out of the bed excitedly.

Heading out of the bedroom, and into her apartment’s living room, she walked into the bathroom, feeling the cold air of the high-rise.

Stopping in front of the sink, Hikaru stared at herself in the mirror, seeing her blushing cheeks.

“Why do I always look like a child?” Hikaru groaned, leaning closer to the mirror to inspect her face. “I wish my cheeks had less baby fat…”

She splashed water on her face, trying to clean herself up then proceeded to brush at her hair and a variety of other small things in an attempt to make herself look better.

“What are you doing?”

A voice came out of nowhere.

Hikaru froze and glanced next to her head at the mirror. At the open doorway that was once closed, stood her mother, Haruka, with raised eyebrows.

Despite the fact that Haruka was in her 40s, she still looked as though she could had been a teenager if not for the fact the expression in her eyes were that of a worried mother’s. It also didn’t help that she dressed herself like a mother, and tied her long black hair back in a similar fashion.

“Um…” Hikaru blinked at her mother from the mirror. She was holding a tweezer to her eyebrows, planning to pull away at some out of place hair.

“Aah!” Haruka shrieked, slapping her hands to her cheeks. “Did my baby Hikaru manage to find a boy that she likes?!”

“M-mum…” Hikaru said, but Haruka was already getting ahead of herself.

“I mean, today’s a school day, so that means they must be a student at your school. Any boy at Hibiya High must be super rich. Oh blessed lord, finally… you’ve heard my prayers! Now my retirement plan is secured!”

Haruka had her hands clasped together, staring upwards with teary eyes.

“M-mum!” Hikaru cried. “It’s not that!!”

Hikaru stomped over to the door then slammed it shut. She turned back to the mirror, continuing with what she was doing, feeling embarrassed.

After she was done, she tried on a number of different hairstyles with hairpins she had bought at the discount shop.

She posed in different angles at the mirror, trying to see how the new hairstyles looked, being unsatisfied with each one.

“I look like I’m trying too hard…” Hikaru mumbled.

She sighed, taking the pins out of her hair and placing them back in a plastic container on top of the sink. 

Finishing with the rest of her morning routine and after getting dressed in her school uniform, Hikaru spent more time at the mirror until she heard knocking at the door, causing her to jump.

She rushed for the door, planning to leave for school since she knew it would be Itsuo waiting outside as usual.

“Hikaru!” Haruka was standing at the kitchen, watching her daughter. “Before you come home after school, can you help me grab some snacks from the convenience store downstairs?”

“What?” Hikaru stopped, pouting. “Why don’t you go? It’s just downstairs, mum!”

“Ah…” Haruka placed a hand to her cheek, laughing. “I spent the whole night yesterday binging that new drama show, so I haven’t really slept… I really should be sleeping now…”

Hikaru opened and closed her mouth, then shook her head. “Okay… but you really shouldn’t do that again, mum… that’s super unhealthy…” She sighed, knowing that her mother would pay no heed to her words.

“Thank you, Hikaru! I love you so much!” Haruka beamed.

“I love you so much too…” Hikaru replied back, then was about to leave, when she realised she forgot her bag.

She dashed to her bedroom, grabbing her bag before heading out the door to greet Itsuo.

“M-morning, Itsuo!” Hikaru stammered, closing the door to the apartment behind her. “Let’s go!” She started walking ahead, hoping that Itsuo didn’t notice anything different about her.

She didn’t really change much about her appearance, just fixing miniscule details.

“Wow…” Itsuo followed in Hikaru’s lead, watching the back of her head bob as she walked. “You’re fast today…”

Hikaru gave off a nervous laughter, as Itsuo caught up next to him. “Not really…”

Itsuo paused, then snapped his fingers. “Of course! Today’s the day that Aya’s back! How did I forget!”

Hikaru’s heart skipped a beat, hearing that.

“Hey Hikaru… Remember what I told you,” Itsuo said, as they began walking down the stairs. “Be careful around Aya… I know she’s your friend and all, but…”

“I will…” Hikaru didn’t want to argue with Itsuo. She always simply nodded when Itsuo gave her warnings about Aya. “Anyways, what did you think about the essay they made us do last week? It was really hard, right?” Hikaru tried to change the topic.

“Well, that was…” Itsuo started to say as they headed out of the apartment building and on the road, but a cool breeze passed by, causing him to sneeze.

"Ah, it's so cold today..." Itsuo said, putting his hands into his pockets.

"That's right..."

~x~

Arriving at the school courtyard, Hikaru’s eyes were darting around nervously, glancing at the many students that were walking around, laughing, and chatting amongst themselves. There was a cheerful and anticipating atmosphere at the school, elevated looks on student’s faces.

“They say that Aya is coming back today…”

“I know! I’ve been counting the days for her to come back!”

“Aya’s coming back today…”

“Do you know what time she’s coming?”

Conversations about Aya spiralled around Hikaru, as she watched students stroll past her.

“They’re getting pretty lively, huh?” Itsuo said, watching the scene.

“Of course!” Hikaru said. “It’s Aya, they’re talking about… Everyone looks up to her here…”

Itsuo glanced down at Hikaru’s face, studying it for a moment.

“Hey…” Itsuo said. “Something about you looks different today…”

“Really?” Hikaru blushed, stepping back from Itsuo. “What do you mean ‘different’?”

“Better. I don’t know.” Itsuo scratched at the side of his cheeks, glancing sideways. “You know, Hikaru… there’s something I’ve been meaning to say to you…”

“Huh? What is it?” Hikaru glanced back around the courtyard.

“The truth is… I…” Itsuo shuffled uncomfortably.

But Hikaru wasn’t really listening.

Itsuo didn’t notice though, since he was looking away.

“Ah!” Itsuo sighed, still staring at the ground. “Just forget it.”

Hikaru glanced at Itsuo, tilting her head in confusion. “What is it, Itsuo?”

“Nevermind… Just pretend that I didn’t say anything…”

“Okay…”

Hikaru turned her attention back at her surroundings, then saw two familiar figures approaching her. One with purple hair and the other with caramel.

“Yo.” Fumiko greeted with a kitten-like smile. Then, jumped at Hikaru, pulling her into a hug. “How are you, Hikaru?”

“Hello Hikaru!” Sana laughed, then bowed politely at Itsuo with a smile. “Hello Itsuo!”

“Hello to you too…” Itsuo said, watching Fumiko play with Hikaru. He had warned Hikaru about Fumiko too, but it seemed like his warnings had been off. Fumiko had seemed like nothing short of a great friend to Hikaru.

“Fumiko…!” Hikaru laughed, as Fumiko tickled her playfully in the hug.

“You’re so fun to tease!” Fumiko giggled, letting Hikaru go. “Anyways, are you excited? Aya’s going to be back today!”

Sana jumped up in joy, surprising the group.

“I’m so happy!” Sana said. “I actually couldn’t sleep last night at all!”

“Me neither,” Hikaru nodded.

“You know, I actually went out yesterday to buy her a tonne of gifts to welcome her back!” Fumiko said. “I got these cute handcrafted twin dolls I saw online, made in Paris, and—”

“T-that’s okay, Fumiko…” Sana said. “By the way, has anyone seen her yet?” She turned her head around, looking. “We haven’t…”

“We haven’t either.” Itsuo shook his head. “I’m sure she’ll turn up one way or another.”

“She better!” Fumiko said. “I’ve waited so long for her to come back!”

Hearing that no one has seen Aya yet made Hikaru’s stomach drop.

Wh-what if she doesn’t show up…? Hikaru thought to herself.

~x~

Class was beginning, and Mr. Abe was starting to take the roll.

Still…

Hikaru glanced to the left of her seat, at Aya’s empty desk by the window.

Don’t worry… 

Hikaru turned her head back to the front of the classroom, forcing a smile.

I’m sure she’ll come soon…

At that moment, there was a knock at the door to the classroom. Everyone in the class sat up in their chairs in alert.

Ah!! Here she is! Hikaru thought, trying to rise up slightly from her chair to get a better look.

“Mr. Abe,”

A voice called, but it wasn’t Aya’s.

A head poked in through the door, belonging to another teacher. “Just wanted to talk to you about the things from the teacher’s meeting last week…”

The whole class groaned audibly, seeing that the person that had knocked wasn’t Aya.

~x~

“Hey, where is she?”

“I thought she’s coming back today…”

“Maybe she did went to America for good…”

“I don’t think she’s coming back…”

Hikaru was eating her lunch, a plain bento that she had made, deciding to spend a bit more on grocery shopping during the weekend. She stabbed at some pickled vegetables, sighing as she listened to the conversations going around the classroom.

“Maybe she’s really not coming back, huh?” Itsuo said.

“She will…” Hikaru replied back.

“Argh!” Fumiko cried, her hands on her head. “Aya, come back already!!”

“He-hey… relax, Fumiko…” Sana rested a hand on Fumiko’s shoulder.

“I can’t, Sana!” Fumiko exclaimed. “Not until Aya comes back!”

“Where do you think she is?” Hikaru asked.

“I don’t know…” Fumiko picked up her phone from her desk that was stacked next to Hikaru’s. She stared at the screen, tapping on it. “Well, when I asked Koji last time, he said it would be a month…”

“Maybe he doesn’t mean exactly a month…” Itsuo said.

“Wh-what?!” Fumiko shook her head. “That’s impossible…”

“Fumiko…” Sana said. “Are you sure you didn’t get the dates mixed up…”

“Ugh…”

“Don’t worry…” Hikaru smiled, trying to cheer Fumiko up. “We will definitely see Aya again! I’m sure of it!”

Fumiko glanced at Hikaru with tearful eyes. “You’re always so positive, Hikaru…”

“That’s not true…” Hikaru laughed, embarrassed.

“Ah, you’re like an angel, Hikaru!” Fumiko grabbed onto Hikaru, hugging her tightly. “I don’t know why I ever picked on you before!”

“F-Fumiko…”

~x~

“I guess she isn’t showing up after all, huh?”

Itsuo stood next to Hikaru, waiting outside the school as students slowly dissipated from the school courtyard. The sky had turned orange with the gradually descending sun, and most of the students had grown tired of waiting for Aya.

He glanced at the depressed look on Hikaru’s face and sighed, brushing his chocolate-brown hair backwards.

They stood in silence, next to a cherry blossom tree near the gates of the school.

“Let’s go…” Hikaru said sullenly, starting to walk off.

Itsuo nodded, then followed in her lead as they headed back to the apartment block.

It took a long time before they finally arrived at the bottom of the apartment block, Hikaru stopped.

“Ah,” Hikaru said, remembering something. “I’m supposed to buy some snacks for my mum.”

“Oh right,” Itsuo said. "Did you want me to come with you? I don't have anything else to do tonight anyways."

“Just go first, Itsuo,” Hikaru smiled, “you’ve already waited with me long enough." She bowed cutely. "Thank you so much for today!”

“No problem…” Itsuo’s cheeks reddened, seeing Hikaru smile. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow then… same as usual…”

“Same as usual!” Hikaru beamed, then turned around to head back to the convenience store that was next to the apartment building.

It took only a few minutes before she arrived, stepping inside the automatic doors of the brightly lit store.

“Welcome!” An employee standing at the register next to the doors greeted Hikaru.

Hikaru bowed her head, smiling politely at the employee, then headed inside, going to the snack section of the store.

“Let’s see…” Hikaru’s eyes scanned the aisle, looking for her mum’s favourite snacks.

She paused, staring at the snacks, as her smile slowly fell, realising that no one was watching. She was filled with a sudden fatigue, tired of pretending to be happy all the time.

Staring blankly in front of her, Hikaru felt a dry mouth and tears threatening to come out of her eyes.

Something gentle went over Hikaru’s eyes covering her vision.

“Guess who!” A familiar voice said from behind her.

She froze, recognising the owner of the voice, but it felt like a long time since she has heard it.

“…Aya…?” Hikaru whispered.

A soft laugh, and then the hands that were covering her eyes moved away so that she could see again.

“You’re right, Hikaru…”

Hikaru spun around, then saw Aya standing there, with a small smile, dressed in a winter coat and a scarf warmly wrapped around her neck.

She was as beautiful as always, her flowing dark hair falling past the sides of her flawless face, some of it tucked neatly behind her ear. Hazel eyes that sparkled like diamonds and features that seemed placed to perfection.

“Surprise!” Aya laughed heartily. “My plane was delayed so I couldn’t go to school today. I was waiting outside for you at your apartment, but I saw you coming in with Itsuo, so I thought I would see you at school tomorrow instead. Then, I saw you heading to the convenience store, so I decided to surprise you…”

“A-Aya…”

Hikaru couldn’t believe her eyes that Aya was standing in front of her after being gone for so long.

“I’m sorry, Hikaru…” Aya said, rubbing the back of her head with a guilty look. “My parents forced me to go overseas with them for some business conference… They saw that I was really upset at the start of the trip, and so they didn’t let me use a phone at all because they thought something at school made me that way… Otherwise I would had definitely called or messaged you.”

“…”

“Those stupid parents of mine! Grrr!” Aya complained, crossing her arms and knitting her eyebrows in a jokingly angry way.

Hikaru felt tears surfacing on her eyes, her teeth clenching as she resisted the urge to cry.

“Hikaru?” Aya stared at Hikaru with a concerned look. “What’s wrong? Are you okay? Ah, don’t tell me, you’re still angry about last time? Please forget about it, that was my fault. I shouldn’t have—”

Hikaru stood up on her toes, leaned towards Aya and covered her lips with her owns.

        


Chapter 24 - Bliss


            Hikaru pushed herself up on her toes, leaning to Aya, and Aya’s eyes widened.

Before she knew what was going on, Hikaru’s soft lips had pressed up against hers and suddenly, the colours in her vision seemed to brighten, the scent of Hikaru’s shampoo passing through her nose.

Aya froze, her pupils dilating.

The convenience store went silent and so did Aya’s mind.

Hikaru pulled her lips away slowly, then stared at Aya with wet eyes, her cheeks and nose pink.

“H-Hikaru…?” Aya managed to mouth.

“I-I really like you too, Aya…” Hikaru stammered. “…in that way…”

“…”

Aya was suspended in disbelief, her body refusing to move.

That was until she caught from the corner of her eyes the store employee staring at them in bewilderment. He was standing paralysed at the end of the aisle, a mop in his hand.

“Um…” Aya coughed, blushing from the kiss. “Let’s get out of here first, Hikaru…”

“Ah, I have to buy snacks for my mum…”

“Right… Do that, and then we will go…”

After Hikaru had picked out an assortment of her mother’s favourite snacks, the two left the convenience store together, a tense atmosphere in the chill air as they each waited for the other to break the silence.

Walking side by side as they headed back to Hikaru’s apartment, Hikaru was shyly stealing glances at Aya’s face, having not seen her friend in a long time.

Aya’s breathtaking hazel eyes stared outwards in front of them, sitting below arched eyebrows that accentuated her refined features. Despite having done nothing to style her hair, Aya’s hair fell naturally to the sides of her forehead and past her shoulders in an aesthetic manner, almost as though each strand of hair had been purposely placed to perfection.

Doki doki. 

Hikaru felt her heart beating faster and her face growing hotter, the longer she stared at Aya’s face.

When Aya turned to glance at her, Hikaru quickly looked away, her cheeks red.

Kyaa—! Did Aya always look this good? Hikaru was thinking. Does that mean I really do like girls? I mean, I did kiss her just then, so that clearly means I like her, right?!

Hikaru placed a hand to chest, trying to slow her breathing with closed eyes.

…But I wonder what Aya thinks about me… I really hurt her feelings last time… What if she doesn’t like me anymore because of that…?

Opening her eyes, Hikaru glanced at Aya cautiously. Aya seemed to have that same elegant look on her face that she always had on at school.

What Hikaru didn’t know, was that Aya was freaking out inside her head and had blanked out on the outside.

“Aya…?” Hikaru put on an energetic smile, peering at Aya’s face.

“Yes?” Aya glanced over at Hikaru, returning her smile.

Ack! She’s so beautiful when she smiles! Hikaru thought to herself.

“You know…” Hikaru tried to appear unnerved. “You were gone for such a long time… Everyone at school missed you a lot…”

“Ahh, really…?” Aya said. “You’re being too nice, Hikaru. I’m sure the school was fine without me. People probably didn’t even realise I was gone.”

“That’s not true,” Hikaru replied quickly. “The whole school was talking about you today! And, Fumiko and Sana was so worried about you! I was also counting every single day for you to come back!”

Aya seemed surprised, then changed her face into a warm smile. “Thank you, Hikaru…”

That sent Hikaru’s heart into another wave of fluttered beats.

They continued walking in silence for a while more until they stopped outside the glass door entering Hikaru’s apartment building.

Aya smiled, turning to face Hikaru. “I guess, I’ll see you at school tomorrow then, Hikaru.”

“Um…” Hikaru flashed nervous glances at Aya. “…do you want to come up…?”

“Uh…” Aya blinked at Hikaru.

“I’ve kind of been struggling with schoolwork… ever since you left…” Hikaru said.

“Oh, I see!” Aya said, then glanced down at the watch on her wrist. It was already pretty late and the sun had set. She glanced up and smiled at Hikaru, tilting her head slightly. “Sure, I would love to help you, Hikaru!”

“Gr-great…!” Hikaru’s face brightened up.

Hikaru led Aya into the apartment building, walking up the stairs as the elevator had been broken for a while now. Her apartment wasn’t that high up so the walk didn’t take long.

When they reached her apartment door, Hikaru scrambled for her keys in her bag, before unlocking the door, taking Aya in.

Haruka’s voice called out as they entered through the door.

“Oh, Hikaru, you’re back, did you get the—” Haruka gasped, seeing Aya. “Aya!” Haruka had just walked out of her bedroom, wearing long sweat pants and a t-shirt. “You’re back from America? Oh my goodness! How have you been? You look as beautiful as ever!”

“Good evening, okaa-san.” Aya bowed gracefully. “I’ve been doing very well, thank you for your concern. You look very beautiful, yourself.”

Haruka blushed, laughing as she touched a hand to her cheek. “Oh, Aya! If only my future son-in-law could be as well-mannered as you! I would have nothing to worry about!”

“M-mum, that’s enough…” Hikaru said, walking up to the kitchen counter to drop off the bag of snacks she had been holding. “Here’s your snacks…”

“Aah!” Haruka went over to the kitchen counter, delving into the bag. “You got me all the things I wanted and I didn’t even have to tell you! That’s why you’re such a good girl, Hikaru~!”

“Anyways, we’re going to be in my room,” Hikaru said hastily, quickly walking Aya into her bedroom while her mother was distracted.

Once the two of them were in the room alone, Hikaru closed the door behind Aya, locking it.

Aya sat down on the edge of Hikaru’s bed since there was nowhere else to sit, taking off her jacket and her scarf. There was the computer chair, but Aya assumed that Hikaru would be sitting on it.

“Okay, so what did you needed help with?” Aya asked. “I’ve already learnt most of the curriculum for the year, so I should be able to help you even if I missed out on the classes.”

Hikaru dropped her school bag on the ground, then lifted the bottom of her school jumper, pulling it up as she took it off her. Then, she threw the jumper on the ground and bounced on top of Aya, pushing her down into the bed roughly.

Before Aya could say anything, Hikaru forced her lips over Aya’s, taking her by surprise and locking her in a long, passionate kiss.

Hikaru lifted her lips off Aya’s by the tiniest amount, their breaths touching, and their eyes staring into one another.

“You can do anything you want to me…” Hikaru panted, then lowered her lips back down on Aya’s, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear as she did so.

Aya kissed Hikaru back, her mind melting with desire as she found herself frantically pulled away at the buttons on Hikaru’s shirt. Aya didn’t know what was happening anymore, but quite frankly, she didn’t care.

Unbuttoning Hikaru down to her last few buttons, Aya impatiently ripped Hikaru’s shirt down from her chest and Hikaru slipped her arms out of the shirt so that it would fall, hugging onto her waist.

Aya then pushed Hikaru up so that she could take off her own blouse, moving into a sitting posture at the edge of the bed with Hikaru straddling her.

Throwing her blouse on the ground next to the bed, Aya resumed kissing Hikaru lustfully, while Hikaru thumbled at the straps on the back of Aya’s bra for a moment before managing to finally take it off.

Aya slid out of a luxurious-looking black bra, chucking it to the ground without a care, revealing a pair of perfectly-sized breasts and a toned body with no useless fat visible anywhere.

“Aya… I love you…” Hikaru mouthed in between kisses, her eyes closed shut, showing her long eyelashes. “Please don’t go again…”

“I won’t,” Aya whispered back in heavy breaths. “I love you too, Hikaru… you’re so cute…”

Hikaru blushed, hugging onto Aya’s naked back and feeling her immaculately smooth skin brushing past her fingertips.

Aya glided her hands down Hikaru’s body, one hand stopping at her breasts, caressing it, then the other went further down, sliding under the plaited skirt of Hikaru’s school uniform.

Aya’s fingers ran across Hikaru’s thigh, feeling a hint of the creamy skin underneath the fabric of the pantyhose Hikaru was wearing. Her fingers moved further up, sliding past Hikaru’s inner thighs before reaching her clit, causing Hikaru's body to jump.

“It’s okay…” Aya whispered soothingly into Hikaru’s ear. “Trust me…”

Hikaru nodded with burning cheeks, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. “Okay, Aya… I trust you…”

Aya grabbed onto the top of Hikaru’s pantyhose, rolling it off down to her thighs. Then, placed her middle finger over Hikaru’s white panties, at the place of her clit. Feeling how wet Hikaru was, Aya became even more aroused as she started slowly rubbing at Hikaru’s clit, causing her to moan against Aya’s lips.

Wanting to hear her moan more, Aya moved away from Hikaru’s lips, and decided to suckle at her delicate neck instead, her teeth gently nipping at the soft, fragrant skin.

“Aah… A-Aya…” Hikaru bit her own lips, trying to hold back her moans but her efforts were fruitless.

Hikaru’s hips were rocking back and forth against Aya’s hand, as Aya started rubbing her faster. Aya moved the bottom of Hikaru's panties to the side so that Aya could touch her clit directly, continuing to play with her and building up the tension until Hikaru’s mind couldn’t take it any longer.

“Kyaa…!!”

Hikaru’s fingers dug onto Aya’s back, grabbing on tightly as she came from the pleasure, her head falling down on Aya’s shoulder. Hikaru was red-faced, her eyes closed and her breath coming out in steamy mists against the cold air of the apartment.

"That was really good..." Hikaru breathed out, her body still tense.

Aya moved Hikaru down on the bed, then laid down next to her, staring her in the eye.

"We're not done yet..." Aya said.



“Morning!”

A sweet voice called out to Hikaru, and she squeezed her eyes, before slowly opening them.

Aya’s angelic face appeared above her sight, staring down at her with a smile.

“It’s time for school, sleepyhead!” Aya bent down closer to her, standing at the edge of the bed.

“Wh-wha—?!”

Hikaru jumped, scurrying backwards on her bed with a flushed face. Then, the memories of last night came back to her and she relaxed, sighing.

“O-oh… Aya… I remember…”

Last night Aya stayed over and even ate dinner with my mum... She got her limousine to deliver all the stuff she needed to sleep here… I couldn’t even sleep much, because we were… Ack! It’s so embarrassing!!

Hikaru’s cheeks blushed crimson, and she hid the bottom half of her face under the blankets as she stared at Aya.

Aya was humming to herself, checking herself out at a mirror at the corner of the room as she tidied her clothes up. She was already dressed in her school uniform; a collared white shirt, checkered skirt, and an extravagant but modest designer coat for the cold weather.

“Y-you look nice…” Hikaru said, speaking her thoughts aloud.

Aya stopped, then turned to Hikaru with a faint shade of pink on her face. Then, she burst out laughing, walking over to Hikaru.

“Oh, you, Hikaru!” Aya giggled. “You sure know what to say to get a girl’s heart racing!”

“I am a girl…” Hikaru replied, then blushed as Aya nuzzled Hikaru’s nose with her own.

“Come on!” Aya leaned up from her with a smile. “We have to go to school! At this rate, we’re going to be late!”

“Okay, okay…” Hikaru replied softly, getting out of the bed. “I’m just really tired after last night…”

“But you weren’t even doing anything!” Aya said, the corner of her lips turning up mischievously.

“A-Aya…!” Hikaru’s face reddened.

Aya started laughing again, and Hikaru quickly scuttled to the toilet to hide her blushing face.



The chilling wind brushed past their cheeks as the two of them arrived at Hibiya High. Aya was used to taking her limousine to school, but she insisted on walking with Hikaru and taking the train so that she could experience what a typical morning was like for Hikaru.

After having fought off the heavily crowded public transport system, Aya wiped a sweat from her forehead, sighing.

I didn’t know that mornings for Hikaru was so chaotic! Aya thought to herself, then she turned to Hikaru by her side and felt herself instantly brightening up. Thank god I had Hikaru with me, otherwise I don’t know how I would had survived that!

“That was probably horrible for you, right?” Hikaru glanced up at Aya with a sympathetic face. “I told you that it’s really crowded…”

“No, no,” Aya waved her hands in front of her. “That was fine! I’m fine! As if something so little could affect me!”

“Really?” Hikaru said, as they strolled through the gates of the school. “You looked really uncomfortable on the train though…”

“Everyone takes the train,” Aya laughed weakly. “I was totally okay with it. Honestly.”

I don’t want Hikaru to think that I’m some spoilt kid… Aya thought. It really wasn’t that bad… but I can’t imagine riding the train every day…

“Anyways,” Aya tried to change the subject. “Did you want to go somewhere after school today? We should try going on a—”

“AHHH!!!”

A shriek from the side of Aya interrupted her sentence, and the two of them turned to look at a female student staring at Aya with wide eyes.

“A-A-Aya, you’re back!!” The girl cried, and suddenly, students all around the school grounds were turning heads over to look.

“Oh crap…” Aya muttered, almost forgetting that she was something of an idol at Hibiya High.

Students began rushing over with enthusiastic cries, falling over themselves to greet Aya.

“We missed you so much!”

“We thought you were never coming back!”

“Ayaaaaa!!”

Countless female students ran to hug Aya, while the males stood amidst a growing circle surrounding Aya with relief on their faces, seeing her. Some students were even crying in the crowd.

The spectacle was getting way too much for Hikaru and as the crowd continued to increase in size, Hikaru felt her eyes spinning as she was pushed out of the frenzy.

Eventually, Hikaru emerged outside of the huddled circle, panting as she pulled herself away. There were still more students flocking over to see Aya.

Hikaru sighed, turning to face the crowd, staring at the scene.

“I guess there’s no helping it…” Hikaru said to herself. “It’s Aya after all.”

Watching the scene for a while more, Hikaru was about to walk off when she heard a voice calling to her.

“Yo!”

Hikaru turned to the source of the voice and saw Itsuo walking over towards her, his school bag hung over one shoulder.

“Hello, Itsuo,” Hikaru greeted politely with a smile.

“What do you mean ‘hello’,” Itsuo narrowed his eyes. “Were you forgetting something this morning?”

“Huh?” Hikaru blinked at him. “What do you mean?”

Itsuo sighed, rubbing his hand to his forehead. “I was waiting outside your apartment for a while.”

“Oh!” Hikaru’s back straightened up as she realised what Itsuo was saying. “I-I’m so sorry, Itsuo!” She bowed down apologetically. “Ahh!! I completely forgot!”

“Jeez…” Itsuo said. “No need to apologise. I don’t mind. I was just worried, that’s all. You never woke up earlier than me before.” Itsuo turned his eye to the huddled circle besides them. “What’s going on over there? Another fight?”

“Ah,” Hikaru raised her head up, following Itsuo’s glance to the crowd around Aya. “It’s Aya. She’s back from America.”

“What?” Itsuo faced Hikaru, raising his eyebrows. “Aya’s back?”

“Yup!” Hikaru replied cheerfully. “She came to visit me yesterday, it was after you went back to your apartment.”

“Is that so…?” Itsuo said.

Itsuo didn’t know whether Aya coming back was a good thing or not, but…

Itsuo glanced down at the bubbly look on Hikaru’s face as she gazed over at the crowd. There were too many students gathered over there to spot Aya, but it was obvious what she was happy about.

Itsuo sighed, running a hand through his chocolate-brown hair.

As long as Hikaru’s happy I suppose…



It took only minutes before the news of Aya’s return travelled all over the school, spreading a reinvigorated atmosphere of liveliness across the place. Even the strict teachers of Hibiya High had more relaxed faces than usual.

Sitting at her desk, waiting for the first class to begin, Hikaru glanced around in awe at the students inside the classroom as they whispered to each other about Aya, secretly glimpsing at her best friend that was sitting by her side.

Aya was smiling elegantly as she listened to Fumiko and Sana who was chattering excitedly in front of her.

“I can’t believe you’re back!!” Fumiko squealed. “I know you texted me this morning that you were back, but…” She shook her head, speechless.

“We really missed you, Aya…” Sana said. “You just disappeared so suddenly, and without saying anything the whole time…”

“I’m sorry,” Aya replied, “I told you what happened in America. It’s all my parent’s idea.”

“Yeah, but…” Fumiko started and her voice faded away to Hikaru.

Hikaru was getting her textbooks and pencil case out of her bag. As she took her pencil case out, she accidentally let it slip against her grip, since she was trying to grab her textbooks too.

The pencil case hit the ground, spilling out its content of pens, erasers and other items.

“Ah,” Hikaru bit her lower lips at her mistake, as she bent her back down on her chair, trying to pick the items back up.

Fumiko and Sana were watching too, distracted by the sound of the pencil case hitting the floor.

“You should be more careful, Hikaru…” Fumiko said, furrowing her eyebrows in concern.

“I’m sorry…” Hikaru mumbled, embarrassed.

“Here, let me help you,” Aya said, getting out of her chair and bending down to the floor to pick up a pen that had rolled further away.

Fumiko and Sana resumed talking to one another about a different topic, and Hikaru was hurriedly putting back the contents of the pencil case.

“Thank you, Aya…” Hikaru said as Aya handed over a pen to her.

Their hands touched, and Hikaru felt Aya’s fingers grabbing onto her hand, running over it lightly.

“A-Aya…” Hikaru whispered.

The contact was going on longer than necessary, and Hikaru could feel some eyes in the classroom beginning to turn towards them.

“S-sorry, Hikaru…” Aya laughed, her face showing a slight pink flush as she moved her hand away from Hikaru’s. “Lucky nothing rolled too far, huh?” She said in a louder tone for others to hear, as she tried to put on her usual persona at school with a graceful smile.

“Right…” Hikaru replied back, glancing up at the eyes on them. Among them were Fumiko, who had raised eyebrows.

Uh oh… Hikaru stared down fixedly at her desk. Did anyone see anything? Ahh! Why did Aya do that?

She burrowed her head into her arms on the desk, hoping nothing would come out of what just happened.

        


Chapter 25 - Baseball


            The hushed whispers of students in the background, the shuffling of chairs and desks, the liveliness of the classroom was beginning to die down as the time left until the first class started was fast approaching. Students were gathering into their seats, taking out notebooks as they prepared for the impending lesson.

Hikaru was doing something similar, having already been sat at her desk for longer than the others. But, she was staring intently down at her notes for a different reason.

Daring to peek up for a split second, Hikaru turned her eyes quickly back down at her notes, her heart racing.

Did they see?! Did they see?!

Hikaru couldn’t believe that Aya had actually caressed her hand in front of the whole class. Although, it was only for a flicker of a moment, Hikaru had an unnerving feeling that there were quite a few students in the room that had noticed what happened.

“Hikaru?” Sana called out to Hikaru from behind, causing Hikaru to jump. “Are you okay? You look really tense…”

“I-it’s nothing…!” Hikaru quickly blurted out, a slight flush on her cheeks. “Please don’t worry, Sana!”

“Huh…?” Sana blinked at Hikaru’s reaction. “Okay…”

“Hmm…” Fumiko glanced over from her seat, squinting her eyes at Hikaru.

Gak! I acted even more strange! Hikaru was thinking as she drilled her eyes down at her notes.

Thankfully, the homeroom teacher, Mr Abe, arrived and all eyes in the classroom turned to him, much to Hikaru’s relief.






The cloud of anxiety was still hanging over Hikaru’s head as she stood in the sporting field of the school, dressed in Hibiya High’s athletic uniform of high-cut maroon shorts and a clear white t-shirt.

She held a hand to her cheek, her eyes fixated at a dirt crevice on the ground and her thighs hugging onto one another for warmth.

What would actually happen if someone did see? Hikaru thought to herself. I mean, they’re going to have to find out eventually, right?

“Why is it so complicated…?” Hikaru sighed. “I’m so flustered….”

“Watch out--!!”

A scream came from the side of Hikaru, belonging to a female student. Hikaru glanced up, turning her head around just in time to see a baseball flying straight at her face.

“Aah!!” Hikaru let out an involuntary cry, her expression darkening as the ball shot through the air towards her. She tried to step backwards, but there was no time to move out of the way.

Just as the ball was about to collide into Hikaru’s face, a figure darted between her and the baseball.

“Arghh!!”

The figure grunted, then whirled a baseball bat at the ball, slamming it perfectly at the centre of the barrel. A loud pang erupted from the bat and the ball volleyed up into the clear sky at an insane speed, disappearing from view.

Hikaru fell down on her behind with a dazed look, having slipped from trying to take a step away from the ball.

“Hikaru! Are you okay?!”

The figure spun around to face her. It was Aya.

She was dressed in the same outfit as Hikaru, except she had on a baseball cap, streaks of velvety black hair falling past the side of her saintly face.

“A-Aya…” Hikaru stared up at her saviour, still recovering from the shock.

Despite the fact that they were both in the same athletic attire, Aya’s well-developed body and curves in contrast to the modest figure of Hikaru’s made it look as though they were wearing completely different clothing.

“I… I was so scared…!!” Hikaru cried, leaping up on her feet and onto Aya, wrapping her arms around Aya’s back.

“He-hey…” Aya shuffled backwards, her cheeks reddening as she felt Hikaru’s body on hers. “It’s okay, Hikaru…”

“Is everything alright?!” The female student, that warned Hikaru earlier, ran up to check on the two of them, followed by a group of other students. The rest of the class was still out on the field.

“It’s fine,” Aya turned her head to face the crowd, trying to play off the situation with a light laugh, patting Hikaru on the head. “She was just a bit frightened, that’s all!”

“Ahh, thank god…” The student sighed.

Other students gathering around Aya and Hikaru didn’t have the same outlook though. Pangs of jealousy struck upon some faces, glaring in Hikaru’s direction.

“Anyways,” Aya pulled Hikaru off her hastily, then turned to face the crowd with her hands at her hips. “Who was it that threw that ball?!”

“Ara~, that must had been me.”

A girl with waist-length blond hair stepped forward, an unapologetic smile tugging on the corner of her slender lips.

It was Rikka.

The girl that bullied Hikaru before, when Aya was in America.

“I’m sorry, Hikaru.” Rikka said nonchalantly, holding her arms behind her back with a fake smile. “But you know… you’re supposed to look at where the ball is when you’re playing baseball.”

“You…” Aya gritted her teeth, but quickly clasped a hand over her mouth to stop herself from ruining her image at school.

Crap. I almost swore at her. Aya thought. I keep forgetting that I have an image at school to maintain whenever Hikaru is involved…

“It’s okay, Aya…” Hikaru laughed shakily, noticing Aya’s reaction. “It really was my fault, I wasn’t paying attention.”

“I saw what you did, Rikka!” Fumiko chimed in, stopping near them after having ran over. She stabbed her index finger in Rikka's direction venemously. “You threw that ball purposely at Hikaru!”

“Hey now,” Rikka said in an annoyed tone, “don’t be pointing baseless accusations at others, Fumiko. How am I supposed to know that she was daydreaming in the middle of the baseball field?”

Fumiko glared at Rikka, while a perturbed Sana held onto Fumiko’s shoulder gently at the side.

“Come on, Fumiko…” Sana said. “She’s not worth it…”

“You’re gonna ruin that pretty face of yours, if you keep scowling like that, Fumiko.” Rikka grinned, and the girls standing by Rikka’s side chortled. “I imagine your future husband won’t be very impressed by how quickly you age.”

“W-what did you... bitch—!” Fumiko shrugged Sana off her shoulders violently, then took angry steps towards Rikka and the crowd of students hastily stepped out of the way to make room for Fumiko.

“Fumiko, that’s enough.” Aya called out sternly, and Fumiko immediately stopped, though her hands were still clenched into shaking fists.

Aya turned to Rikka with a polite smile. “Rikka, thank you for reminding us about the rules of baseball. Next time however, could you please try to be a little more careful when you throw the ball.”

“Sure, Aya,” Rikka beamed. “Anything for you.”

The group of students around them slowly dispersed, breathing sighs of reliefs that a fight didn’t break out. Rikka and her friends went along with them, returning to their positions on the field.

Aya turned her attention back to Hikaru.

“Are you sure you’re not hurt, Hikaru?” Aya asked in a concerned tone, staring down at Hikaru’s hands. Hikaru had used her palms to soften her fall. “Let me see,”

“I-I’m fine, Aya, really—” Hikaru tried to laugh it off, but Aya had already reached out, grabbing onto her hand.

Aya raised Hikaru’s palms up to inspect them, revealing light grazing on the surface.

Fumiko stepped in to the side of them, with Sana, also peering at Hikaru’s injuries.

“Ah, thank god it’s nothing…” Fumiko said. “Otherwise, I would had gone back after her…”

“Lucky…” Sana sighed. “Good thing that Aya stopped that ball in time…”

“Yeah…” Hikaru laughed, blushing with embarrassment.

“Let’s take you to the nurse to be safe…” Aya said, biting her lower lips.

“Huh?” Both Fumiko and Sana raised their eyebrows at Aya, who had a look of serious concern on her face.

“R-really…?” Hikaru blinked, then waved her hand away from my Aya’s grasp weakly, as though to show that she was okay. “I’m fine, Aya, it’s just small scratches…”

“Yes, but you don’t know if it could get worse,” Aya insisted. “Scratches like those get infected all the time without proper care.”

“Is that really necessary, Aya…?” Fumiko asked Aya, unsure. “I mean I play volleyball all the time and get scratches like those…”

“Yes, definitely,” Aya said, “you should had gotten your own injuries checked, Fumiko.”

Fumiko opened her mouth as though to rebut Aya, but stopped, deciding against it.

“Come on, let’s go, Hikaru…” Aya said softly, giving her baseball bat to Sana to carry, as she took Hikaru away.

“Okay…” Hikaru said hesitantly.

The two of them went over to the physical education teacher, a young man with black hair in a matching coloured sports uniform, who was standing at the edge of the field.

“Sensei,” Aya called out to him, “I’m going to take Hikaru to the nurse, she was injured falling down.”

“Ah, really?” The teacher quickly turned to them with concern on his face. “Is she okay? It’s not bad, right?”

“It’s nothing major. I’m taking care of her.” Aya said as they walked past him, towards the school building.

“Okay, take care, Aya! Tell me what the nurses say when you come back!” He called out, trusting Aya to look after Hikaru. “And, Hikaru, you should be more careful!”

Aya nodded in reply, while Hikaru shuffled next to her.

This is so embarrassing… Hikaru thought with a red face. I don’t even have any serious injury…






It didn’t take long before the two of them were approaching the doors of the nurse’s office, with Aya leading the way for Hikaru.

“Really…” Hikaru laughed softly once they were out of earshot from people. “You didn’t have to do this, Aya…”

“I do.” Aya replied. “I’m serious about cuts getting infected. You need a bandage at the very least.”

“Ah…” Hikaru didn’t want to argue. In a way, she was also kind of happy that Aya cared that much about her. “Well… if you insist…”

“Hikaru,” Aya said, stopping to turn around and face Hikaru with a sombre look. Hikaru stopped too in front of her, blinking up at Aya.

“What’s wrong, Aya?” Hikaru asked.

“I’m not going to let you get hurt, Hikaru.” Aya said slowly in a clear voice. “At all.”

“O-okay…”

“I promised you, didn’t I?” Aya said. “I told you I was going to treat you right.”

“…”

Hikaru felt her heart fluttering in her chest, and warmth surging to her face. She stared up into the glistening beauty that was Aya’s face, unsoiled by even the smallest of blemish. The seriousness in Aya’s eyes made Hikaru lightheaded as though she was about to fall. 

Slowly, Hikaru leaned herself closer to Aya, a soft shade of pink disturbing the complexion of her cheeks.

“Aya…” Hikaru murmured, pouting her lips forward.

Suddenly, giggling from behind Hikaru jolted her awake, and she jumped, spinning around to face the source of the noise with a flustered look.

It was Mika and a girl with curled brown locks, both dressed in the normal school attire. That girl was Mika’s friend that was always around her.

“What were you doing, Hikaru?” Mika raised a hand to her lips, doing a poor attempt at hiding her sniggering. “Were you trying to kiss Aya?”

“Wh-what?! No!” Hikaru immediately spluttered. “I-I was…”

“That’s none of your business, Mika.” Aya said, biting her tongue to control the anger that was urging to break out on her face.

J-Just one more second and Hikaru and I could have… Aya thought. Gaah! Why does this always happen to me?!

“Sorry, Aya, but that’s what it looked like from here.” The girl next to Mika added, then turned her gaze back at Hikaru distastefully. “You should know your place, Hikaru… doing something like that to Aya, of all people…”

“It wasn’t!” Hikaru shook her hands out in front of her in a frantic motion. “Definitely not! Nooo way! Haha!”

“Anyways, what are you two doing out here?” Aya quickly added, trying to gloss over Hikaru’s poor attempt at lying. “Why aren’t you guys with the rest of the class out on the field?”

“Hah!” Mika crossed her arms uncomfortably, her cheeks flushed slightly. “There’s no way I’m going to prance around in my shorts for that pervert! Not a chance in hell!”

“Pervert…?” Hikaru repeated, slowly trying to calm herself down.

“By pervert, do you mean our physical education teacher?” Aya replied.

Hikaru thought back to their physical education teacher. He just seemed like a normal guy, nothing that would strike out of the blue as a pervert.

“A-anyways, stop trying to change the topic, Aya!” Mika said, blushing more. She raised a hand to toss her shoulder-lengthed cherry hair back. “I could ask you two the same thing…”

“I’m just taking care of Hikaru.” Aya replied in a composed tone. “She got injured while we were playing baseball. Right now, I’m taking her to the nurse.”

“R-Right…” Mika trailed off, having nothing to say about Aya’s perfect response. “Um…”

“Hey… let’s go…” The girl by Mika’s side pulled at the shoulder of Mika’s jumper. “We shouldn’t make Aya angry…”

“I’m not trying to make her…! Ugh…” Mika shook her head with an embarrassed look, then she straightened up, coughing into her fist. “S-sorry, Aya… we will take our leave now… please excuse our rudeness…”

“Bye, Aya…” Mika’s friend forced a smile at Aya. “It’s nice to have you back.”

Aya stood silently, glaring at the two of them.

“See ya…” Hikaru said, waving at them feebly.

The two girls turned around, then made hurried steps out of Aya’s sight.

“Well… that was strange…” Hikaru laughed, feeling more relaxed now that they were gone, but still embarrassed that she had tried to kiss Aya.

Did Aya even notice that I tried to kiss her? Hikaru thought.    

“Come on, let’s get to the nurse now…” Aya said.






Hikaru sighed as the school bell rung, sounding the end of the day. She started packing her textbooks in her bag, her mind preoccupied.

I can’t believe that I actually went to the nurses for those small scratches… Hikaru thought. I also can’t believe that Aya never asked me about the kiss… did she really not see it…? Or is she just pretending that she didn’t notice…

“Hikaru,” Itsuo stood at the side of Hikaru’s desk, waiting for her, his bag already slung over one shoulder. “Let’s go home.”

“Yep,” Hikaru broke out of her thoughts, glancing up at Itsuo with a friendly smile. “Glad that’s over, right?”

“Sure am,” Itsuo laughed. “I honestly didn’t understand a single word from the last part of what Mr. Abe was saying.”

Hikaru laughed too as she got out of her chair, lifting her bag to her shoulders.

While Itsuo was saying something else, Hikaru glanced behind her for Aya, seeing her chatting with Fumiko and Sana.

Ahh… She’s busy again… Hikaru thought, pursing her lips. Can’t help it…

Aya caught Hikaru glancing over, then smiled cheerfully, walking over.

“Come on, let’s go, Hikaru,” Aya said, then glanced at Itsuo, the smile in her eyes faded at the sight of him. “Itsuo.”

Itsuo likewise grimaced at the sight of Aya. Although almost everyone at the school was happy that Aya was back, Itsuo couldn’t shake off the feeling that Aya was a bad influence for Hikaru.

“Let’s go out this afternoon!” Fumiko announced from behind Aya. She didn’t notice the tense atmosphere between Aya and Itsuo. “To celebrate your return!”

“Sure,” Aya nodded with an affable smile, then glanced at Hikaru. “You’re coming as well, right, Hikaru?”

“Um, yes, sure!” Hikaru returned the smile, but secretly she was sighing inside.

At this rate, I’m never going to spend time with Aya alone… Hikaru thought. I wish we could just get some time together alone… Ah! I have to invite Itsuo too, otherwise he’s gonna be lonely!

Hikaru turned to Itsuo. “Itsuo, do you want to come with us?”

He glanced down at his phone, as though checking the time, then shrugged casually. “Sure, why not.”

Of course I have to go! Itsuo thought in his mind. I have to look after Hikaru after all… Something about Aya just seems off to me… I haven’t forgotten that incident at the school rooftops…

“The more, the merrier,” Sana added in a laughing tone from the side of Fumiko.

Fumiko sighed in a purposefully loud manner so that Itsuo could hear her. “It’s supposed to be a girl’s night…”

“Well, now it’s a girl’s and guy’s night,” Itsuo shot back, “Sorry, princess.”

“Do not ever call me that ever again,” Fumiko wrinkled her nose, “you should thank your lucky stars that Hikaru seems to like you. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be standing where you’re standing right now.”

“Yes, yes,” Itsuo nodded non-chalantly.

The group of them joined the wave of students walking out of the classroom, and into the bigger wave that was trying to escape the school building.

“He-hey, Aya…” Hikaru glanced to her side at Aya. They were walking side by side to one another fortunately, despite the chaotic flow of students around them. Hikaru, Sana and Itsuo were pushed out ahead.

“Hmm…?” Aya replied, staring out ahead. “What is it, Hikaru?”

“Where are we going to go to anyways?” Hikaru asked, shuffling closer to Aya to avoid a group of students that were pushing to her side.

“Hmm…” Aya thought about it for a second, then leaned in to Hikaru. “Follow me,” She grabbed onto Hikaru’s hand, then ducked through the crowd hastily, dragging Hikaru along.

“Wh-wha—okay!” Hikaru managed to utter before being pulled away.






The two of them ended up behind the school building, having left through an unlocked fire door.

Pushing past the door, Aya led Hikaru out briskly before anyone could see them, laughing wholeheartedly.

On the other hand, Hikaru was panting heavily, and took her hands out from Aya’s grasp so that she could rest them on her thighs, supporting her upper body.

“Wh-what was that, Aya…?” Hikaru breathed out, staring up from the grass at Aya. “What if someone saw us…?”

“No one saw us, relax Hikaru!” Aya giggled, trying to slow her laughter. “I made sure of it,”

“Still…” Hikaru sighed, her cheeks rosy from the run. She closed her eyes, catching her breath. "Jeez..."

Aya should be more careful… Hikaru thought. We ran out in front of so many people…

“It was fun though, right?” Aya said suddenly, interrupting her thoughts.

Hikaru glanced up, seeing a gentle smile on Aya’s face. “I… I guess…” Hikaru paused, staring into Aya's eyes for a moment in silence. Slowly, she found herself smiling back at Aya.

“See, I told you!” Aya broke out into a laugh. “You’re smiling!”

“Th-that’s because you were!”

The two of them started laughing together, the cool wind brushing past them in the background.

Aya looks so happy right now… Hikaru thought. A lot happier than the face she usually puts on in the classroom… I guess this is her true self…

Aya stopped laughing, her expression suddenly turning serious. “Oh, before I forget,”

“What is it?” Hikaru blinked at Aya, confused.

“Here,” Aya walked up close to Hikaru.

Before Hikaru could figure out what was happening, Aya grabbed onto the sides of Hikaru’s face, then pulled her forward, their lips meeting.
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