
        
          I didn’t want to meet a prospective marriage partner so I set an impossible condition and then my classmate came

          Omiai Shitakunakattanode, Muri Nandai na Jouken wo Tsuketara Doukyuusei ga Kita Ken ni Tsuite


          Volume 5

          by Sakuragi Sakura

        

        This is an e-book of a fan made translation. It is not an official release and may contain errors or differences from the original work.


        It is provided for free and should not be sold and re-distributed. All rights to the original work belong to the original author and publisher.


        Please support the original work by purchasing official releases or merchandise if you enjoy the story!


        
          Made by the team be team behind MAI Novels. Read the on-line version
          here.
        

      
        
          Contents

          
                  	Chapter 1 - Everyday Life with My Fiancée (Part 1)

      	Chapter 2 - Everyday Life with My Fiancée (Part 2)

      	Chapter 3 - Fiancée and Part-Time Jobs

      	Chapter 4 - Visiting My Fiancée’s Part-Time Job

      	Chapter 5 - Fiancée and a Warning

      	Chapter 6 - The Right Balance

      	Chapter 7 - Skinship (Part 1)

      	Chapter 8 - Arisa-chan’s Feelings

      	Chapter 9 - Skinship (Part 2)

      	Chapter 10 - My Fiancée’s Birthday

      	Chapter 11 - Arisa’s Part-Time Job Consultation (Featuring Her Utterly Useless Female Friends)

      	Chapter 12 - Arisa’s Part-Time Job Consultation (Featuring Her Reliable Fiancé)

      	Chapter 13 - The Waitress Is My Fiancée (Part 1)

      	Chapter 14 - The Waitress Is My Fiancée (Part 2)

      	Chapter 15 - My Fiancée and the Arcade

      	Chapter 16 - Shopping with My Fiancée

      	Chapter 17 - My Fiancée and Cake

      	Chapter 18 - Hansel and Gretel

      	Chapter 19 - Dieting and Rewards

      	Chapter 20 - A Defenceless Fiancée

      	Chapter 21 - A Reward for His Fiancée

      	Chapter 22 - A Call with My Fiancée

      	Chapter 23 - A Day at the Beach with My Fiancée

      	Chapter 24 - My Fiancée’s Swimsuit

      	Chapter 25 - Sunscreen

      	Chapter 26 - Only After My Body?

      	Chapter 27 - BBQ with My Fiancée

      	Chapter 28 - Shark

      	Chapter 29 - Children

      	Chapter 30 - My Fiancée and Children

          

        
      
        Chapter 1 - Everyday Life with My Fiancée (Part 1)

        It was a little while after Golden Week had ended…

On a certain day off—

Yuzuru Takasegawa stood alone near the station ticket gates.

He glanced at his wristwatch a few times, then checked his phone.

After a while—

“Yuzuru-san.”

A small, sweet voice called out.

When Yuzuru turned around, a cute girl was standing there.

Light brown hair with a soft hue, pale skin, and jade-coloured eyes.

Yuzuru’s girlfriend—and his fiancée.

Yukishiro Arisa stood before him.

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting.”

Arisa said that apologetically.

In response, Yuzuru shook his head firmly.

“No, I just got here myself.”

In truth, he had been waiting a little…

But that was just how these things went.

And besides, Yuzuru wasn’t so petty as to get upset over a ten-minute delay.

“Ah, but…”

A thought suddenly crossed his mind, and he muttered aloud.

Arisa tilted her head in confusion.

“…What is it?”

“I waited a tiny bit, so… I’d like you to make it up to me.”

That was what Yuzuru said.

For a moment, Arisa simply blinked.

She couldn’t quite grasp his intent.

He didn’t seem angry.

Nor was he seriously demanding an apology.

So in this case—what exactly did “make it up to me” mean?

She pondered briefly, and then her cheeks faintly flushed.

“…Understood.”

Arisa gently placed both hands on Yuzuru’s shoulders.

Then she rose slightly onto her tiptoes.

Within Yuzuru’s blue eyes, her green ones were reflected.

The girl in his gaze shyly lowered her eyes.

Then she closed them—

“Mm…”

And pressed her soft lips against his cheek.

“…Is that acceptable?”

Her eyes glistened slightly as she spoke, almost glaring at him.

Her pale skin had turned bright red.

It seemed the embarrassment had caught up with her afterwards.

“Yeah… thank you.”

Yuzuru replied, then lightly wrapped his arms around her.

And returned the kiss to her cheek.

At that, Arisa’s eyes softened, almost melting.

Yuzuru took her hand.

“Shall we go, then?”

“Yes.”

With her cheeks still faintly flushed, Arisa nodded happily.



Today’s date location was somewhere they had already visited many times.

A so-called all-in-one entertainment complex.

It was also where they had gone on their very first date, making it a place full of memories for them.

“I’ve finished changing.”

Having swapped out her stylish date outfit for something easier to move in, Arisa said this to Yuzuru.

She wore simple shorts and a T-shirt.

Her hair, unusually, was tied up in a ponytail.

“…What is it?”

“No, just thinking you look good no matter what you wear.”

Though prioritising comfort, the outfit still looked fashionable and cute.

Of course, that was only natural—since the person wearing it was cute.

“No matter how much you flatter me, you won’t get anything, you know? …So, what shall we do today?”

Brushing off his praise, Arisa said that.

Though the faint blush on her cheeks was hard to miss.

“Hmm…”

They’d already played here plenty of times.

Darts, bowling, batting cages—they’d tried it all.

“Want to play tennis again? It’s been a while.”

The first time they came here, they had played tennis together.

Remembering that, Yuzuru suggested it.

“That brings back memories… Yes, I’d like that.”

It seemed Arisa was reminiscing too.

She narrowed her eyes slightly, then nodded.

They promptly borrowed rackets and a ball, and stepped onto the tennis court.

To start, they casually rallied.

The green ball travelled back and forth between them again and again.

“So, for the match—how many games?”

“Let’s see… three. That way we’ll have a clear winner.”

“Then… should we set some kind of penalty?”

At that, Arisa gave a slightly provocative smile.

“Sounds good. …How about the winner gets to have one request granted by the loser?”

“Works for me… I’m going to win, anyway.”

Maybe I’ll have her kiss me again if I win.

Thinking that, Yuzuru struck the first serve.

From here on, even if they were a lovey-dovey couple, it was a serious match.

With the reward of “one request granted,” it was all the more so.

And the result of the first game was—

“Hmm…”

“My victory.”

Yuzuru ended up conceding the win to Arisa.

Wiping his sweat, he asked her as she beamed with delight.

“Did you get better?”

“I’ve actually been playing with Ayaka-san and the others a few times.”

Apparently, she’d been secretly training without him knowing.

He’d have to take this seriously or he’d lose.

His pride as her boyfriend was on the line.

“I’ll win the next one too.”

“That’s not happening.”

Fired up, Yuzuru went into the second match.

And the result—

Yuzuru won.

One reason was that he approached it with more focus than the first match.

The other—

“In terms of stamina and strength, I’m not going to lose.”

“Isn’t that a bit unfair?”

There was a significant difference in physical ability between men and women.

A clumsy guy might lose to an athletic girl—but fortunately, Yuzuru wasn’t bad at sports.

So the longer the match dragged on, the more it favoured him.

“I’ll win the next one too.”

“…I won’t lose.”

The third match.

Neither Yuzuru nor Arisa gave an inch—it became a fierce battle.

And in the end, the one who claimed victory was—

“I did it!”

“No… way?”

Arisa.

Yuzuru’s defeat came from letting his guard down after winning the second match.

Meanwhile, Arisa had stayed focused, which allowed her to beat him.

“Then you’ll grant my request later, right?”

“…Yeah, sure. What do you want me to do?”

At that, Arisa’s cheeks flushed slightly.

After a brief hesitation, her lips parted.

“U-um… well…”

She tried to say something—

But suddenly, as if realising something, she froze and placed a hand on her cheek.

“…What’s wrong?”

“I’ll tell you my request later.”

Wiping her sweat with a towel, Arisa said that.

All Yuzuru could do was tilt his head in confusion.


      
        Chapter 2 - Everyday Life with My Fiancée (Part 2)

        And so, their fun date came to an end in what felt like no time at all.

They changed out of their sportswear and back into their usual clothes, then left the facility.



On the way home,

the two walked along the road, hand in hand.

“A year ago, I never imagined we’d end up like this.”

Yuzuru muttered that quietly.

Arisa responded with a soft chuckle.

“I feel the same… Back then, we were both so awkward, weren’t we?”

“Haha… We went on dates just to show everyone how ‘close’ we were.”

Now, there was no need to pretend to be close.

They simply were.

“…It might be a bit strange to ask now, but—”

“Yes?”

“What was it like back then? Going on dates with me, I mean.”

Setting aside how things are now—

Back then, Arisa hadn’t actually been in love with him.

At least, that’s what Yuzuru believed. From his perspective, she’d seemed to enjoy herself well enough, but…

“If I hadn’t enjoyed it, I wouldn’t have fallen for you, would I?”

“Ahaha… yeah, fair point.”

Yuzuru gave a wry smile,

then scratched his cheek, half out of embarrassment.

“I mean, going to places like entertainment centres is one thing, but… like, the pool… Didn’t you feel a bit uncomfortable at first?”

“Well, I mean… I did think, ‘Wait, what!?’ at first.”

Arisa said that, her cheeks faintly flushed.

Going to a pool with a guy who wasn’t even her boyfriend was a bit of a hurdle.

But—

The fact that she went meant she’d managed to get past it.

“Thinking about it now… I already liked you back then.”

“Huh? …Really?”

As far as Yuzuru could remember, the first time he’d felt something like romantic affection from Arisa was during the summer festival.

At the time of the pool, he’d had no idea she liked him.

“Well, of course… I didn’t think we’d end up like we are now.”

“…But?”

“Well… I did think you were a wonderful person.”

Looking away shyly, Arisa said that—

then, for some reason, she turned back with a slightly annoyed expression, narrowing her eyes at him.

“And what about you, Yuzuru-san?”

“…What do you mean?”

“It’s not fair if I say it and you don’t.”

In other words—

What had he thought of her exactly one year ago?

“…Yeah.”

When had he started wanting to be her boyfriend?

Thinking back… it was after the summer festival.

That said, it wasn’t like he hadn’t been aware of her as a girl even before that.

“I might’ve… already liked you too.”

“What do you mean, ‘might’ve’?”

“N-no, I mean… I was trying not to think about it too much.”

Arisa was a cute girl.

That hadn’t changed—then or now. …Though, strictly speaking, she was even cuter now.

Being told not to see her as a girl would’ve been a bit unreasonable.

“…Trying not to think about it?”

“We had that ‘fake engagement’ setup, after all… If I thought about it too much, I’d start wanting it to be real, wouldn’t I?”

When Yuzuru said that, Arisa’s lips curved slightly.

“And in the end, you did start wanting it to be real?”

“That’s right.”

Yuzuru answered without hesitation.

He tightened his grip on her hand.

“I didn’t want anyone else to have you… I wanted you for myself.”

“S-so that’s how it is…”

It was stronger than she’d expected.

Arisa’s voice wavered slightly.

“…Hypothetically speaking,”

“Hmm?”

“If I’d said no… what would you have done?”

At her question, Yuzuru let out a small laugh.

“Even if you said no… once I’ve fallen for someone, I’ve fallen for them. I wouldn’t give up that easily.”

“…So you’d try your best to win me over?”

“Of course.”

The corners of Yuzuru’s lips lifted naturally.

“I’d use every means necessary to make you mine.”

“S-that’s a bit…”

“Every means necessary.”

She didn’t need it spelled out to understand that included some rather forceful approaches.

“If you were serious, Yuzuru-san…”

Arisa turned her flushed face towards him.

Her eyes shimmered slightly,

and her alluring lips parted.

“I wouldn’t be able to run away, would I?”

It went without saying—

Between Takasegawa and Amagi, the former was far stronger.

If Yuzuru truly used “every means,” escaping him would be difficult.

“I have no intention of letting you run. …Not now, not ever.”

Yuzuru said it in a teasing tone—

but he meant every word.

“What about you? Planning to run?”

“No way.”

Arisa shook her head.

“I don’t plan on letting you go either.”

On that point, they were the same.

They both laughed.

“Well… you’ve already got me hooked through my stomach.”

“I’ll at least keep making you miso soup until the day you die.”

“Then I’ll be counting on you in heaven too.”

“Heaven… well, if it exists. …Do you think it does?”

“Well… we’ll only know after we die.”

As they chatted about heaven like that—

they arrived in front of Arisa’s house.

This was where they parted.

“Well then, Arisa. See you at school—”

“…Wait.”

As Yuzuru turned to leave, Arisa grabbed his clothes.

He tilted his head.

“…Do you want to talk a bit longer?”

He didn’t want to part from her either.

Of course he wanted to stay and talk more.

…Though they couldn’t just stand around forever.

“No, that’s not it… Um, you know… I still haven’t made my request.”

“Request… Ah, the tennis one. Right, right, I remember.”

Yuzuru said that as if to cover the fact he’d completely forgotten.

Arisa, meanwhile, shot him a flat, unimpressed look.

“Honestly…”

“Uh… so, what is it? …Go easy on me, alright?”

When he said that—

for some reason, Arisa turned her head to the side.

Then she pointed at her own cheek.

“…Arisa?”

“You know… the goodbye… um… that.”

“…That?”

When Yuzuru played dumb, Arisa turned back to face him, her face bright red.

“I mean, a goodbye ki—”

She couldn’t finish her sentence.

Because Yuzuru’s lips sealed hers.

“…!?”

Caught off guard, Arisa’s eyes went wide.

In that moment, Yuzuru pulled her close with both arms and embraced her tightly.

The pleasant scent of deodorant tickled his nose.

He felt her softness and warmth against his entire body.

“W-wait, Yuzuru-sa…n!”

She twisted, trying to protest—

but he silenced her again with another kiss.

As if declaring he wouldn’t let her go,

he held her tighter,

pressing his lips firmly against hers.

…It lasted about twenty seconds.

Finally, Yuzuru let her go.

“…Is that alright?”

He spoke calmly—

though his face was red.

…He was embarrassed too.

“…”

But Arisa was even more so.

Her face completely flushed, she glared at him.

“…Next time, say something first.”

Yuzuru, meanwhile, wore a mischievous grin.

“You’re the one who asked for a kiss in the first place.”

“W-what I wanted was… not on the lips, but on the cheek…”

As she protested,

Yuzuru pressed his lips gently against her cheek.

“Is that better?”

“…Honestly.”

Arisa let out a big sigh, trying to cover her embarrassment.

Then she turned on her heel—

and just before opening her front door, she looked back at him.

With an annoyed expression, she said—

“I’ll forgive you.”


      
        Chapter 3 - Fiancée and Part-Time Jobs

        It was around mid-May, during lunch break on an ordinary day.

“Hey, Yuzurun—why do you work a part-time job again?”

The one who asked so abruptly was Yuzuru’s childhood friend—and female friend—

Tachibana Ayaka.

Since they’d ended up in the same class, he’d been having more chances lately to eat lunch with her—and of course, with Arisa as well.

“…Why? It’s a condition for living alone. They told me to at least earn my own spending money.”

Yuzuru’s house wasn’t particularly far from school.

If he used the train or a car, it was a perfectly commutable distance.

In fact, there were plenty of students who spent a fair amount of time getting to school.

And yet, he’d selfishly insisted on living alone…

So when they said, “Fine, you can live alone—but at least earn your own allowance,” he couldn’t exactly argue.

“Letting you live alone but making you work part-time… I can’t tell if Yuzuru-san’s parents are lenient or strict. The Takasegawa family really is a mystery.”

At those words from Chiharu—his classmate and fellow childhood friend—Yuzuru frowned.

“…And you? Why are you living alone just to attend this school?”

Chiharu’s family home was in Kansai.

It made sense she’d need to live alone to attend a school in Kanto—but still, there wasn’t really any benefit for a high school girl to go that far. There were plenty of good schools in Kansai.

“Ehh, do you even need to ask?”

“…No. Sorry.”

In other words, she’d wanted to attend the same school as Ayaka and Soichiro.

It was obvious. No need to ask.

And… there was actually one more person here who was also living alone despite having a family home in Kansai—

“…Well, you know. It’s unpleasant having a follower in your class.”

Tenka’s words landed a bit heavily.

The atmosphere dipped.

(Did I just make things awkward…?)

Just as Yuzuru began to feel slightly uncomfortable—

“By the way, Yuzuru-san, what kind of part-time jobs do you have again?”

The one who threw him a lifeline was Arisa—his fiancée and girlfriend.

He’d mentioned his jobs to her before, so it was obvious she was steering the conversation to help him.

“I work at a restaurant, do private tutoring, and handle odd jobs at a law office.”

“Come to think of it, what’s your hourly pay like?”

“In that order—1,050 yen, 2,000 yen, and 1,500 yen. …The restaurant has the longest hours, so that’s where I earn the most—as a waiter.”

Yuzuru answered Soichiro’s question plainly, while Hijiri gave a casual “Huh.”

“Those are pretty decent gigs.”

“…Well, they were introduced through my parents.”

“Figures.”

Yuzuru’s parents might seem hands-off, but in reality, they were the type to keep a firm leash.

It was for his safety—and also so they could quickly clean up any trouble he might cause.

“Law office odd jobs… what does that involve? 1,500 yen sounds pretty good for part-time work. Is it difficult?”

Hijiri leaned forward slightly as he asked, clearly interested.

“Nothing major. Running around government offices getting documents stamped, cleaning, carrying things. Stuff even high school or university students can handle.”

If anything, the only requirement was wearing a suit.

Fortunately, Yuzuru already owned several he could wear depending on the occasion, so it wasn’t an issue.

“Huh… busy?”

“Usually pretty quiet. I often kill time reading books or newspapers.”

“…Could I do it?”

“…As long as you can keep confidentiality. And have connections.”

“Connections, huh… I see…”

Hijiri wasn’t exactly the diligent type—he probably just wanted more spending money rather than work itself.

As he sank into thought, Ayaka and Chiharu spoke up.

“By the way, how many students do you tutor?”

“Yeah, how many?”

“Just one elementary schooler.”

The moment he answered, both Ayaka and Chiharu exclaimed in unison—

“An elementary schooler!?”

“That’s not okay, Yuzuru-san! You can’t make a move on them!”

“Your thoughts on your friend Kamishiro-san?”

“Well… I always knew he’d do something like this eventually. …And you, Tachibana-san?”

“I always said he would.”

The two of them launched into a ridiculous skit.

Just as Yuzuru opened his mouth to retort—

“…Is it a girl?”

Arisa, who had been silent until now, suddenly asked.

For some reason, a chill ran down Yuzuru’s spine.

“No, it’s a boy.”

“I see.”

Apparently satisfied, Arisa broke into a radiant smile.

Meanwhile, Ayaka and Chiharu seemed to feel a bit guilty and dropped their little act.

And so, lunchtime with friends passed by.



That night—


Do you know the restaurant where Yuzuru-san works?



Arisa sent a message to Ayaka.

It was read almost immediately, and a reply came back.


Yeah, I know it. You want to go?




Yes. I’m a bit curious.



She couldn’t visit his tutoring job or the law office.

But a restaurant was different.

She wanted to see Yuzuru working as a waiter—with her own eyes, as his fiancée, as his girlfriend.

More than anything, knowing there was a side of the person she loved that she hadn’t seen yet… didn’t sit well with her.

If it was within reach, she wanted to know him—completely.


You could just ask Yuzurun and he’d tell you normally… It’s not like he’s hiding it.



Of course, if she asked, Yuzuru would tell her.

Some people didn’t like others knowing where they worked or running into acquaintances—but Yuzuru wasn’t like that.

So there wasn’t much need to secretly ask a mutual friend, but—


I thought it might be nice to surprise him.



Part of her wanted to surprise Yuzuru.

And the other part—


Then want to go together?




Yes, I’d love to.



They’d invite Chiharu and Tenka too, and go eat at the restaurant where Yuzuru worked.

With that, the plan was set.

Placing her phone down, Arisa murmured to herself—

“It’s not like there’ll only be men there. And besides, Yuzuru-san is handsome…”

And so, Arisa’s visit to her fiancée’s workplace—dragging her friends along with her—was decided.


      
        Chapter 4 - Visiting My Fiancée’s Part-Time Job

        At the restaurant, Yuzuru mainly worked weekday dinner shifts.

Somewhere between 17:00 and 22:00, he’d be scheduled for around three to four hours.

That day, he was on from 17:00 to 20:00.

Having finished changing, Yuzuru stepped out of the staff room and headed for the floor—

“Hey, hey—how’s it going with your girlfriend? Things working out?”

A man with androgynous features called out to him.

Hasegawa Hiromi.

The manager of this restaurant.

Yuzuru owed him a lot—he was flexible with shifts and generally looked after him—so he’d already told him that his White Day confession had gone well.

…Naturally, he’d kept quiet about the fact that he’d proposed to his fiancée.

“Yes, things are going well.”

“That’s good to hear.”

Hiromi smiled cheerfully—

—and then leaned in to whisper in his ear.

“So—how far have you gotten?”

“…How far?”

“Oh, come on, you know. How far along—A, B, or C?”

“That’s a pretty old-fashioned way of putting it.”

“I am old.”

He looked young, but Hiromi was around the same age as Yuzuru’s mother.

Incidentally, he was married—with two kids.

Not exactly unusual for the owner of a reasonably successful restaurant.

“…Does A mean up to kissing?”

“More or less.”

“Then I’ve cleared A.”

“…And B?”

“How far does B go?”

“Everything short of actually going all the way.”

“…Yeah, not that far yet.”

At that, Hiromi’s eyes widened in surprise.

“Oh? With how things are these days, I figured you’d at least be at B.”

“I try to keep things respectful.”

“That’s fine, but if you overdo it, you might get dumped.”

“…Well, I won’t deny I might be a bit cautious.”

Yuzuru was still a high school boy.

His family situation and relationship might be a bit—no, quite—unusual, but his desires were perfectly normal.

Of course he wanted to do this and that with his girlfriend.

However—

“Is your girlfriend the cautious one?”

“…Yeah. Something like that.”

Hiromi nodded, understanding.

“I see. Well, considering she’s your girlfriend, she’s probably from a good family, right? Makes sense she’d be reserved.”

Yuzuru couldn’t deny that Arisa came from a good family.

But whether that was the reason she was reserved—he wasn’t so sure.

It was more her personality. She could be a little timid.

“Well, I can’t exactly tell you to just push her down. Take it slow—but don’t miss your chances. Atmosphere is everything. Atmosphere.”

“Got it.”

(Atmosphere… how do you even make that?)

Thinking that, Yuzuru headed out to the floor.



About two hours into his shift—around 19:00.

“Welcome—…ugh!”

His professional smile stiffened.

Some very familiar faces had just walked in.

“Is making a noise like Cao Cao running into Guan Yu really appropriate for a waiter?”

“You’re customers!”

Ayaka and Chiharu.

Clearly here to mess with him.

“…I told you before. I don’t mind you coming, but causing a scene would bother the restaurant—”

Of course, they weren’t the type to actually cause trouble.

Still, having his friends watch him work was… a bit embarrassing.

He tried to chase them off with a perfectly reasonable excuse—

“Yuzuru-san… we came.”

The moment his fiancée, Arisa, peeked out with a playful little smile, he immediately withdrew that “reasonable” argument.

“I’m surprised. …If you’d told me in advance, I could’ve prepared something.”

“I wanted to surprise you. …Was it a bother?”

“Of course not! Not at all. …And it’s not busy today. You’re very welcome—party of three!!”

Right this way.

Yuzuru ushered Arisa—and the other two—inside.

“Isn’t this waiter changing his attitude depending on the customer?”

“That’s awful.”

He ignored the complaints from the “extras.”

After seating them, Yuzuru briefly headed to the kitchen and bowed lightly to Hiromi.

“Sorry. Some friends showed up.”

“The girls from before, right? They’re very welcome. They ordered expensive dishes.”

Ayaka and Chiharu had come once before with Soichiro.

And they’d obediently followed Yuzuru’s recommendations—ordering very pricey items.

Well-mannered, well-bred customers were always welcome.

Still, something caught Hiromi’s attention.

“That brown-haired—or blonde?—girl is new. …Is she the one?”

“Yes. She is. My girlfriend—Yukishiro Arisa.”

Yuzuru felt his voice catch slightly.

Pride and embarrassment mixed together.

“Oh my, she’s gorgeous! No wonder you’re head over heels.”

Hiromi, clearly excited, thumped Yuzuru’s back repeatedly.

Yuzuru gave a wry smile outwardly—

…but inside, he couldn’t deny the pride he felt hearing his girlfriend praised.

“When you’ve got time, introduce her to me properly.”

“Of course.”

Just then, an order came in.

Yuzuru returned to their table.

“Have you decided what to order, ma’am?”

He asked Arisa with a polite smile.

Arisa, cheeks faintly flushed, shook her head and held out the menu.

“Could you recommend something?”

“Certainly. Today’s recommendation is—”

Yuzuru responded attentively to his “customer,” Arisa.

Meanwhile, the other two looked displeased.

“Hey, aren’t you favouring just one person?”

“I am a god. A living god! Customers are gods—and I am the god of gods!”

“Please place your orders.”

After taking their orders, Yuzuru confirmed everything—no mistakes.

He turned to head back to the kitchen—

“…What is it?”

His sleeve was tugged.

Caught off guard, he responded instinctively.

Arisa looked up at him, eyes slightly moist, cheeks rosy—

and spoke softly.

“Um… your uniform… I think it looks really nice…”

For a moment, Yuzuru was taken aback.

Then, belatedly—his face warmed.

“…Thank you very much, ma’am”

With a smile, he gave her a polite bow and stepped away.

Arisa, lowering her gaze shyly, gave a small wave as he left.

…

On the ring finger of her left hand, a ring glinted softly.


      
        Chapter 5 - Fiancée and a Warning

        “Hello. You’re Yuzuru-kun’s friends… and his girlfriend, right?”

The person who appeared to be a staff member coming to collect the dishes said this with a friendly smile.

Arisa, Ayaka, and Chiharu each offered their greetings and thanks.

“So, this is your first time here, right, miss girlfriend? I’m Hiromi, the manager. Yuzuru-kun is always a great help.”

The androgynous-looking man directed that at Arisa.

Arisa smiled back and gave a small bow.

“Yes, nice to meet you. …Sorry for intruding while you’re busy today.”

“No, not at all.”

Then Hiromi’s gaze was naturally drawn… to Arisa’s left hand.

On her ring finger sat a beautiful ring.

Even someone like Hiromi, who wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about jewellery, could tell at a glance that it was high quality.

A ring on the left ring finger—there was no way he didn’t understand what that meant.

“Could that be… an engagement ring?”

When Hiromi asked, Arisa gently placed her right hand over her left and gave a shy smile.

As if to say, “Oh, you noticed? I wasn’t trying to show it off or anything,” she gave a small nod.

“Yes, well… it is. I got it on White Day.”

“…I see.”

(I get it now,) Hiromi thought.

So this was why Yuzuru had needed money.

“…Do your parents know?”

It was the sort of question any sensible adult would naturally ask.

If it were just a pair of silly high schoolers joking about getting engaged, you could brush it off with a wry smile.

But giving an expensive piece of jewellery as an engagement ring—that wasn’t something you could just laugh off.

It was far too serious.

As Hiromi considered whether he should give Yuzuru some kind of warning, or perhaps even inform his mother, Arisa spoke with an embarrassed expression—

Yet her tone was firm.

“Yes, of course. …It’s a political marriage.”

“P-po—political…?”

You’re serious?

With that written all over his face, Hiromi looked towards Yuzuru’s other friends—Ayaka and Chiharu.

Meanwhile, the two girls exchanged glances… then gave strained smiles.

“Well, it’s not that unusual, you know?”

“It happens pretty often.”

In truth, it wasn’t that common—but it also wasn’t shocking enough to leave you speechless, so that was how they answered.

Inside, though, they were exasperated.

(That was way too blatant…)

(You didn’t have to push it that hard…)

Of course, neither of them said it out loud.

“Wow… that’s impressive.”

Hiromi voiced his admiration.

It was both surprise at a world he didn’t really know—and admiration for the girl who had marched in wearing an engagement ring as Yuzuru’s girlfriend.

“I look forward to being in your care for many years to come.”

“Yes, likewise. …Takasegawa-san?”

“Ahaha… that’s a bit soon.”

Arisa replied with a slight smile tugging at her lips.

Meanwhile, Ayaka and Chiharu watched her with matching wry smiles.



After Arisa and the others left, and Yuzuru’s shift had ended…

“Your fiancée is quite the beauty.”

Having changed out of his uniform into casual clothes, Yuzuru tilted his head at Hiromi’s comment.

“…Did I ever say I had a fiancée?”

“She was wearing an engagement ring, and she said so herself. A political marriage, apparently.”

“I see.”

Yuzuru, who hadn’t even noticed Arisa was wearing the ring, nodded in understanding.

It wasn’t something he particularly wanted to broadcast everywhere—but it wasn’t something that had to be hidden either.

So his response was rather matter-of-fact.

“A political marriage… is that true?”

“Yes, well… about this time last year, I think? We met through an arranged meeting. At first, it wasn’t like we were in love or anything.”

Yuzuru briefly explained how they had met.

Naturally, he left out the more complicated parts—like the fake engagement and Arisa’s family situation.

“I see… so you really do plan to get married.”

“Of course.”

Yuzuru nodded without hesitation.

Then he gave a small, awkward smile.

“Ah… do you think we’re rushing things?”

“No, not really. …Come to think of it, Ayu-san was the same.”

Yuzuru’s parents, Kazuya and Ayu, had also married through an arranged—political—marriage.

And Hiromi was an old friend of Ayu.

“Ah, right… but…”

“…Something wrong?”

“Well…”

There was a hint of hesitation on Hiromi’s face.

Should he say it, or not?

After mulling it over for a while, he finally spoke.

“I might be wrong, but… your girlfriend—she’s probably the possessive type.”

“Huh?”

Caught off guard, Yuzuru let out a surprised sound.

That said, he wasn’t under any illusion that Arisa was some saintly, flawless person.

“Well… yeah, that’s true. She does have that side to her.”

She could be a little selfish, a little possessive.

But Yuzuru thought that was part of what made her cute.

“…Probably more than you realise, though.”

“Is that so? …How can you tell?”

Yuzuru understood his fiancée wasn’t perfect.

But hearing her spoken of negatively still rubbed him the wrong way.

His mood souring slightly, he asked the question, and Hiromi scratched his head.

“Well… she wore that engagement ring here, didn’t she?”

“…Is that strange?”

“Strange, or rather… why do you think she wore it in the first place?”

“…For fashion?”

When Yuzuru answered, Hiromi shook his head.

“That might be part of it, but… it’s probably a warning.”

“…A warning?”

“She’s saying, ‘This man is mine!’ She wore it to make that clear, I’d bet.”

In other words, she wore the ring to show the girls at his workplace that Yuzuru already had someone—no, a fiancée—and to emphasise how close they were.

When you put it that way, it wasn’t impossible.

“And… maybe she’s feeling anxious.”

“…Anxious? That I might cheat?”

“Hmm, not so much that. More like… she’s worried you might leave her.”

Yuzuru tilted his head.

Naturally, he’d never been the type to fool around with other girls.

And he believed he expressed his love to Arisa properly on a daily basis.

“Hmm… I don’t think I’ve done anything to make her feel that way.”

“Even if the man hasn’t done anything, it’s pretty common for the woman to feel anxious on her own.”

(Is that how it works?—) Yuzuru wondered, tilting his head again.

“…Speaking from experience?”

“Something like that. …I once had a girl try to stab me, after all.”

“That’s because you were dating three girls at once.”

Yuzuru shot Hiromi a half-lidded look.

Hiromi waved his hand dismissively.

“Anyway, just be careful. Girls like her—the type who bottle things up—they tend to explode all at once. If something feels off, come talk to me anytime, alright?”

“…Right. Well, if it comes to that, I’ll take you up on it.”

And so Yuzuru gave a suitably noncommittal reply to the advice of his elder.


      
        Chapter 6 - The Right Balance

        Early June.

At Yuzuru’s high school, the so-called “fitness test” was being held.

They rented out a nearby stadium and gymnasium, using an entire day to record results for all students.

…That said, it wasn’t exactly an exciting event.

If anything, the only perks were getting out of regular classes and enjoying a faint sense of something different.

There was also the fact that it involved physical activity, so it was a bit tiring.

…A definite downside.

If there was one thing to add, it would be that for Yuzuru—who had been unable to participate the previous year due to injury—this was his first time taking the test.

That said, the content was no different from what they’d done in primary and middle school.

In other words, for both Yuzuru and Arisa, it was nothing particularly noteworthy.

Though…

What is unremarkable alone becomes something slightly different when shared between two people.



“Your lunch is delicious as always.”

Yuzuru said this to the girl sitting beside him.

Still in her gym uniform, the blonde girl continued moving her chopsticks as she replied in a casual tone.

“I’m glad to hear that. …Though, it’s hardly different from usual.”

His fiancée, Yukishiro Arisa, answered with a composed expression.

And yet, the faint colour blooming across her porcelain-white cheeks made it clear… she was actually embarrassed.

As always, she was an easy-to-read fiancée.

“…Would you like another serving of miso soup?”

“If there’s still some left.”

At his reply, Arisa said nothing—

Instead, she silently picked up the thermos and poured some into his cup.

“Here you go.”

“Thanks.”

The miso soup was packed with root vegetables.

It tasted just like Arisa’s usual cooking… but perhaps because it followed exercise, it felt even more delicious than usual.



It was the lunch break during the “fitness test.”

Yuzuru and Arisa were eating together.

They sat side by side on an empty bench, sharing the lunch she had prepared.

There was no one around.

They had chosen the spot that way.

“…After this, would it be alright if I stopped by your house, Yuzuru-san?”

“Of course. …If you like, you could even stay over.”

He readily agreed—and then made a suggestion of his own.

During the May holidays, Arisa had stayed over in his room once before.

In fact, some of her “overnight set” had been left behind.

Which meant… if she wanted to, she could stay anytime.

After a brief moment of thought, Arisa answered.

“No… I think staying over too often wouldn’t be a good idea… Ah, but I would appreciate it if I could use your shower.”

“Easy enough.”

Even as close as they were, Yuzuru understood that staying over too frequently wouldn’t look good socially.

…And besides, there would be plenty of opportunities.

“…”

“…”

Yuzuru shifted slightly closer to Arisa.

Their shoulders, already near, pressed fully together.

“…”

“…”

Then, slowly and naturally… he took her hand.

Arisa gently squeezed back.

Her hand was soft, and warm.

And…

(Still… what does it actually mean to take things slow, carefully, and not miss your chance?)

Yuzuru recalled the words of his part-time job supervisor—Hiromi.

Lately, he’d felt something like a stalemate in his relationship with Arisa.

During the May holidays, they had grown closer—close enough to kiss—but… they hadn’t moved beyond that.

What lay ahead felt distant, like a wall too large to overcome.

(No, wait… if I’m feeling impatient about that, doesn’t that mean I’m already rushing? Is that bad?)

If he got carried away, lost control, and frightened Arisa, that would defeat the entire purpose.

Perhaps he should proceed slowly—so slowly it bordered on excessive caution…

(But as a man, shouldn’t I take the lead? …If I’m too passive, maybe that’ll make Arisa anxious too…)

He hadn’t taken Hiromi’s words at face value.

But still—Hiromi was someone with far more life experience.

At least twice as much.

Not someone to dismiss lightly.

If there was even a chance that Arisa might feel uncertain about his affection… then being overly cautious might only make things worse.

(Th-this is difficult…)

What should he do?

As he pondered, Yuzuru decided—for now—to place his arm around Arisa’s shoulders.

Her slender frame fit neatly within his grasp.

The fabric of her gym uniform felt faintly damp.

“…”

“…”

A beat after he moved, Arisa leaned into him, resting her weight against his side.

Before he realised it, her head was resting on his shoulder.

Her smooth, flaxen hair brushed against his cheek.

The scent of shampoo, deodorant, and a faint trace of sweat tickled his nose.

It was a very pleasant smell.

Yuzuru felt his self-control beginning to melt.

“…Arisa.”

He called her name, pulling her closer.

His hand touched her face, and he moved to claim her lips—



“Ah, um…”

Arisa’s hand pressed lightly against his chest.

Yuzuru froze.

“I-it’s still technically class time… and, well, we’re outside…”

A gentle refusal.

It stung, just a little.

But…

They were in the middle of a school event.

And under the open sky… someone might see them.

Thinking about it that way, Arisa’s reasoning was perfectly fair.

This was probably what you’d call “rushing things.”

“…You’re right. Sorry.”

Telling himself that something like this wouldn’t make his fiancée dislike him, Yuzuru tried to pull away slightly.

But then—Arisa tightly gripped his clothes.

She looked up at him.

With moist emerald eyes and faintly flushed cheeks, she spoke.

“…When we get back, um… we can… you know… so until then…”

“Understood. I’ll behave.”

Yuzuru suddenly found himself very much looking forward to going home.


      
        Chapter 7 - Skinship (Part 1)

        “I’m a bit tired.”

“Yeah… feels like I’ve used muscles I don’t normally use.”

That day, after finishing the fitness test, Yuzuru and Arisa were relaxing in his room.

Yuzuru’s flat conveniently lay along Arisa’s route home from the stadium where the event had been held.

It made for the perfect stop on the way back.

“I know what you mean. It’s not like we did that much exercise… but it’s a strange kind of fatigue, isn’t it?”

As she said this, Arisa rolled her shoulders slightly.

Then she tilted her neck side to side…

…and gave her own shoulder a few light taps.

“…”

“…”

“…Do you want me to rub them?”

After a brief silence, Yuzuru finally asked. Arisa looked a little awkward.

“Um, well… yes.”

She nodded honestly, her ears tinged faintly red.

“If you’d just say so, I’d be happy to do that anytime.”

Saying this, Yuzuru moved behind her and began lightly tapping her shoulders.

Arisa let out a soft, pleased sound.

“Ahh… that’s nice. Yuzuru-san, you could probably make a living as a masseur.”

“If my family ever falls into ruin, I’ll consider it.”

Trading light jokes, he pressed her shoulders a bit more firmly.

A faintly sultry, comfortable sound slipped from Arisa’s lips.

“You really do get stiff shoulders easily, don’t you?”

“Yes… well… after exercise, or after studying, they just feel kind of tight…”

Her shoulders were indeed a little stiff.

Not rock-hard, but noticeably tense.

“If it’s that bad, maybe I should get you a massage machine.”

“A massage machine?”

At his casual suggestion, Arisa tilted her head in confusion. Yuzuru hurried to clarify.

“N-no, I mean a proper one—not anything dodgy…”

“…? Are there massage machines that aren’t proper?”

Her innocent question made him avert his gaze.

Dug my own grave there…

“N-no, nothing like that. I mean… more like a massage chair.”

“Oh, like the ones they had at the pool we went to during the holidays? Aren’t those expensive?”

“We’ve got a few old ones at home.”

“Oh, really…”

They were ones his grandfather and father used.

Though “used” might be a stretch—despite buying the newest models whenever they came out, the older ones just ended up sitting around unused.

“If I can use one, I’d love to… Ah, but I might end up hanging around your room every day.”

“I’d be more than happy. You could just move in.”

Arisa bait.

For some reason, that phrase popped into Yuzuru’s mind.

“…Fufu, thank you. I’ll think about it.”

Arisa let out a small laugh.

In truth, Yuzuru had his part-time job and couldn’t always be around—but it was just a bit of lip service, a joke.

And Arisa took it as such.

“But… why do they get this stiff, I wonder?”

“Well… probably because they’re big.”

“…What is?”

“Ah, well…”

Arisa turned to look at him, giving him a flat stare.

Her jade-green eyes pierced into him.

Scratching his cheek, Yuzuru gave in.

“…Your chest?”

Arisa let out a sigh.

“Well, I suppose that’s true.”

She glanced down at her own chest.

Perhaps because of the gym uniform, the contours seemed more pronounced than usual.

“…Is it really that inconvenient?”

“Well… I’ve had them for so long—and they sort of just grew without me noticing—so it’s not like it suddenly became inconvenient… but they do get in the way sometimes. It’d definitely be easier without them.”

“Do you ever wish they were a bit smaller?”

“Hmm… maybe smaller would be easier, but if they were smaller, I might wish they were bigger instead.”

“So you’re satisfied with what you’ve got?”

“Well… I don’t think they’re bad.”

All things considered, it seemed like a net positive for her.

Then, after scratching her cheek, Arisa asked him:

“What about you, Yuzuru-san?”

“…About your chest?”

“O-of course. What else would it be?”

She lowered her gaze shyly.

Meanwhile, Yuzuru’s eyes drifted to her chest.

The fabric was pushed up noticeably by the fullness beneath, with a faint outline of a white camisole visible through it.

“I think you’ve been blessed with something truly magnificent.”

“I-is that so… Well, yes, I suppose. You do like them big…”

Yuzuru had never explicitly said he liked them big.

But Arisa already knew that “large breasts, etc.” had been among the conditions for their engagement.

“W-well… within reason?”

“…Are mine… satisfactory?”

“That’s… of course. More than I deserve.”

“I-I see… that’s… good…”

As she spoke, Arisa’s pale skin flushed bright red.

From the tips of her ears to the nape of her neck, she was tinged rose.

But perhaps out of sheer embarrassment, she fell silent after that.

Yuzuru called her name a few times, but got no reply.

With no other choice, he quietly continued massaging her shoulders.

“…U-um.”

After a long pause, Arisa finally spoke.

“…What is it?”

“You… like my chest, right?”

That was her question.

“Well… yes, I do…”

More accurately, he liked Arisa as a whole.

But that didn’t make it untrue.

“Th-then…”

Her gaze wavered slightly.

Then, in a faintly trembling voice, she said—

“Would you… like to touch them?”

Yuzuru’s hands froze.


      
        Chapter 8 - Arisa-chan’s Feelings

        It was a break during the fitness test.

“So, Arisa-san—have you already slept with Takasegawa-kun?”

“—koff!”

At her friend Nagiri Tenka’s question, Arisa promptly spat out the contents of her water bottle.

Coughing violently, she shot Tenka a glare.

Her pale cheeks were tinged red.

“P-please don’t ask something so weird out of nowhere!”

“So, have you?”

The question came again, full of curiosity.

Arisa looked away, hesitating slightly before answering.

“N-no… not yet, but…”

“You’ve even stayed over, and still nothing?”

“Well… um… I thought, as high school students, we should probably keep things platonic for a while…”

Then Arisa puffed out her chest just a little.

“But we have kissed, you know?”

“…That’s not exactly something to brag about.”

Her proud milestone dismissed, Arisa frowned.

Then she let out a small, dismissive huff.

“And what about you, Tenka-san? Have you done anything?”

“Well, no, but…”

“Then I’m ‘ahead.’”

“That’s not really something you measure as up or down…”

“I’ll be waiting at the ‘top.’”

Arisa’s smug expression irritated Tenka.

So, without a word, she poked her lightly in the side.

“H-hey, stop that—ah… hya—why you…!”

Tickled, Arisa grabbed Tenka’s arm and pushed back, flipping their positions.

Tenka was easily pinned down.

“Ghk—this brute strength gorilla—hyah, ahahaha—!”

“You’re just weak, Tenka-san. Honestly, you should—hyan!”

Arisa, who had physically taken the upper hand, suddenly froze.

Someone had grabbed her by the scruff of her neck.

She was rather sensitive there—enough to immobilise her completely.

“Looks like you’re having fun.”

“Let us join in!”

The voices came from behind—Ayaka and Chiharu.

Incidentally, it was Ayaka holding Arisa by the neck.

“N-no, it’s nothing… yes, we’ll leave it at this for now.”

Sensing that she’d soon be outnumbered three-to-one if things continued, Arisa made a swift retreat.

She lived by a simple rule—never fight a battle she couldn’t win.

“So, what were you talking about?”

At Chiharu’s question, both Arisa and Tenka answered at once.

“We were talking about how far Arisa-san has gone with Takasegawa-kun.”

“She made fun of me when I said we’ve kissed. …Even though she hasn’t done anything herself.”

“You were the one who started it by bragging about something trivial.”

“That’s just your imagination.”

“You had this smug look on your face. A proper smirk.”

“I did not.”

“You did.”

“I did not.”

“You did.”

“I did not.”

“You did.”

“I did not.”

“You did.”

“Is this an echo?”

“No, it’s Hikari.”  Reference to a famous Japanese poem exchange; “kodama deshou ka” (“Is it an echo?”)  “iie, dare demo” is altered here for comedic effect/

After listening to both sides, Ayaka and Chiharu nodded in understanding—

—and then sighed in exasperation.

“What a pointless comparison…”

“This is painful… I can’t bear it…”

The two pretended to sob dramatically.

Annoyed, Tenka and Arisa considered snapping back—but thought better of it.

They didn’t fight battles they couldn’t win.

“So, just kissing, huh?”

“I honestly thought you’d already gone all the way.”

“A-all the way…?”

Imagining it, Arisa’s face flushed red.

She could picture herself doing such things with Yuzuru—she had, before—but it never quite felt real.

“Was it at least a deep kiss?”

“N-no… just light ones…”

To her, it had felt like a major step.

But thinking about it calmly, it was actually a very small one.

Even slightly precocious primary schoolers might do something like that.

For a high schooler to boast about it was… admittedly a bit pitiful.

…Even so, she still believed she was ahead of Tenka.

“So what about you two? I mean… how far have you gone?”

Tenka asked Ayaka.

That Ayaka and Chiharu were a so-called lesbian couple—and also had a complicated relationship with Soichiro—was already an established fact.

“Ehh, that’s too embarrassing to say~”

Chiharu replied coyly.

Tenka and Arisa understood immediately.

They were experienced. On a completely different level.

“Just the other day, Chiharu-chan and I filmed ourselves together and sent it to Soichiro-kun—like a mock cheating video letter.”

“Your childhood friend fits real nice.”

Holding Ayaka’s chin, Chiharu said that in a strangely masculine tone.

The sheer level difference left Tenka and Arisa staring, mouths agape.

“…To be clear, we don’t record anything explicit.”

“It was a joke, a joke.”

Despite their antics, they were still daughters of respectable families.

They hurried to clarify that they didn’t leave behind anything that could cause trouble if seen.

“If we did, Soichiro-kun might blackmail us…”

“Wouldn’t want this sent to your parents, now would you?”

“Ghk…”

Ayaka and Chiharu launched into another ridiculous skit.

It was just funny enough that Tenka and Arisa ended up laughing.

…and then immediately regretted laughing at something so stupid.

Annoying… but I laughed anyway…

“…By the way, am I… too reserved?”

In a somewhat serious tone, Arisa asked Ayaka and Chiharu.

They exchanged a glance, thought briefly, and answered.

“Not really… pretty normal, I’d say.”

“Considering you’ve only been together a few months, it’s not slow at all.”

By general standards, she was average.

That was their conclusion.

“Well… more importantly, Takasegawa-kun isn’t the type to get upset about that, right? He’s a gentleman.”

Feeling she might have pushed too far earlier, Tenka added that to reassure her.

But Arisa still didn’t look convinced.

“Well… that’s true, but…”

“What, did Yuzurun say something pushy?”

“That’s a problem. Let’s report him to Yuzurun Mama.”

“Takasegawa-kun, I’m disappointed… I’ll stop buying mechanical pencils from his family company.”

At Ayaka, Chiharu, and Tenka’s comments, Arisa hurriedly shook her head.

“N-no, not at all! It’s the opposite, if anything…”

“…The opposite?”

Ayaka asked.

Arisa nodded slightly.

“It’s just… lately, I feel like Yuzuru-san might be… satisfied with how things are now…”

At her concern, Tenka tilted her head.

“…Is that a problem? If he’s satisfied, that’s a good thing, isn’t it?”

“Well… yes, but… it’s just…”

Arisa trailed off.

But Ayaka and Chiharu quickly picked up on what she meant—and grinned.

“Aha—Arisa-chan… you’re secretly quite naughty, aren’t you?”

“Figures, with a chest like that.”

Instinctively, Arisa covered her chest.

“That has nothing to do with it.”

Hearing this exchange, Tenka finally understood—and smirked.

“Ohh, so you’re not denying the naughty part?”

“…I’m not.”

Pouting slightly, Arisa turned her face away.

Ayaka and Chiharu shifted closer to sit beside her.

“Well then… if you’re the dissatisfied one, why not take the initiative yourself?”

“B-but… that’s embarrassing. What if he thinks I’m improper…?”

“You just need to show a little opening. A light invitation is enough—after that, the guy will take over on his own.”

“…Is that how it works?”

“If he goes too far, just hit him. Yuzurun will back off.”

“I see… I see. Right.”

There was no real basis for it—

But somehow, Arisa felt like she could do this.


      
        Chapter 9 - Skinship (Part 2)

        “Would you… like to touch them?”

For a brief moment, Yuzuru’s mind went completely blank at Arisa’s words.

Touch… what?

From the context, it was obvious.

Her chest.

Arisa’s chest.

“Well…”

Did he want to, or not?

If those were the only two choices, then of course he wanted to.

Yuzuru was, after all, a perfectly healthy teenage boy. He had about as much interest in his girlfriend’s chest as any other boy would.

“…Are you sure?”

When he asked, Arisa’s cheeks flushed red as she looked away.

Then, fidgeting slightly, she answered in a small, hesitant voice.

“It’s not like it’ll wear out… and we are a couple… so, a little should be fine…?”

The sight of her saying that, so bashfully…

…was unbearably adorable.

Enough to make him want to devour her.

But—

Yuzuru’s rationality kicked in, slamming on the brakes.

A single concern surfaced in his mind.

(Is she forcing herself…?)

Was she saying this not because she truly wanted to, but because she feared he might drift away otherwise?

“Arisa…”

He called her name.

Her small shoulders trembled slightly as she looked up at him.

Her jade-green eyes were faintly moist.

Her pale skin was flushed, her cheeks warm with colour.

(This…)

To Yuzuru, it looked like she was saying it’s okay.

At the very least, there was no sign of reluctance.

If anything, not responding might hurt her.

If he had gathered the courage to invite something like this, only to be turned down… he would probably feel wounded.

“…Then, if you’ll excuse me.”

“Y-yes!”

As if handling something delicate, Yuzuru gently pressed against her chest over her clothes.

His fingertip sank slightly into the soft surface, faintly distorting its shape.

Arisa, meanwhile, squeezed her eyes shut—

—and then slowly opened them again, as if bracing herself.

“How… is it?”

“…Soft.”

It was a simple, predictable answer.

Though Arisa didn’t know this, Yuzuru had actually touched her chest before.

While she was asleep, he’d indulged in a small bit of mischief—

—though at the time, she had only been pretending to sleep, making it not quite a secret… which, in turn, was her own secret.

So the sensation itself wasn’t what moved him most.

Rather—

“You’re… incredibly cute.”

“Fweh—!”

Caught off guard, Arisa’s eyes widened.

At the same time, Yuzuru gently wrapped an arm around her back, pulling her closer.

“U-um…”

“Look at me, Arisa.”

At his words, she shyly met his gaze.

Light brown hair, emerald eyes, pale skin, soft lips.

Her flushed face, moist eyes, and the warm breath slipping from her slightly parted lips—

“Arisa… you’re truly adorable.”

She was precious to him.

“Y-Yuzuru-san… this is embarrassing… can we stop now…?”

“No. Don’t look away—look at me.”

“Ah…”

She shifted slightly, clearly flustered—

…and yet, not entirely unwilling, as she continued gazing into his blue-green eyes.

Yuzuru drew her closer with the arm around her back.

Then, he pressed his lips gently against her soft ones.

“Ah…”

A faint breath escaped her.

Almost at the same time, Yuzuru sealed her lips with his.

After a long, three-second kiss, he pulled her tightly into an embrace.

“Arisa.”

“…Yes.”

“I love you.”

Whispered by her ear, his words made her tighten her arms around him in return.

“I know.”

“That’s good.”

He pulled back slightly, then looked at her again.

“And you?”

“I…”

Arisa gave a small, bashful smile before answering.

“I love you too… Yuzuru-san.”

This time, Arisa was the one to seal Yuzuru’s lips.

After a while, they held each other again.

“…Arisa.”

“Yes.”

“Next time we’re alone… is it okay if we do this kind of thing again?”

Arisa gave a small nod.

“Yes… I’d like that too.”


      
        Chapter 10 - My Fiancée’s Birthday

        A Sunday in mid-June.

“Happy birthday, Arisa.”

Yuzuru said this as he greeted Arisa, who had come over to his place.

Strictly speaking, her actual birthday had already passed by a few days—but they had agreed to celebrate it on the Sunday she visited his flat.

A slight delay of a few days hardly mattered.

“This is for you… it’s the same as last time, though.”

Saying that, Yuzuru handed her the present.

Inside was the same as the previous year—a set of towels and soap.

He had at least chosen a different variety of soap (a different scent), but the difference was minimal, and he felt a bit apologetic about it.

“Thank you very much. I’m happy.”

Arisa smiled as she accepted it.

The previous gift had suited her tastes perfectly, so even if it was the same again, she had no complaints.

More than that—since it was from Yuzuru, there was no way she could be dissatisfied.

…Unless it had been something truly strange.

“But, um…”

“Hmm?”

“I was hoping for… something else as well…”

Arisa looked up at him from under her lashes.

Yuzuru tilted his head.

“Something else? …Well, I’ve got cake prepared.”

“N-not that…”

She fidgeted, clearly flustered.

Seeing her like that, Yuzuru smiled—

“Happy birthday, Arisa.”

—and gently pressed his lips to hers.

Her face turned bright red.

“R-really… please don’t tease me!”

“I couldn’t help it—you were too cute.”

“I don’t even know you anymore, Yuzuru-san! I hate you!”

She turned away with a huff.

Now it was Yuzuru’s turn to be troubled.

“Sorry, Arisa… will you forgive me?”

“…Do you really want to be forgiven?”

“I really do.”

“…Would you do anything?”

“Anything.”

“Then bring me the Dragon’s jeweled necklace.”  The Dragon’s Jeweled Necklace is a powerful item in the Touhou Project series. It is a necklace that grants the wearer immense power, but it is also cursed and can bring misfortune to those who possess it. In this context, Arisa is asking Yuzuru to bring her this powerful and dangerous item as a test of his willingness to do anything for her.

“…That might be a bit difficult.”

“The jeweled branch from Hourai would also do.”

“I could maybe get a fake…”

“It has to be real.”

Honestly…

Arisa let out a small snort.

“Then give me the best thing you can possibly think of, Yuzuru-san.”

“That, I can do.”

With that, Yuzuru—

—lightly kissed her lips again.

Arisa opened her eyes and shot him a flat look.

“You think a kiss will make everything okay, don’t you?”

“Isn’t it enough?”

“…One isn’t enough.”

She said this with a dissatisfied pout.

Yuzuru responded by sealing her lips again.

Then a third time, a fourth—

—and the fifth kiss lingered a little longer.

When he finally pulled away…

Arisa, now completely limp and dazed, leaned against him as he held her up.

“Still not enough?”

“Th-this time… I’ll let you off with just—”

Before she could finish, he kissed her again.

Her eyes went wide.

“H-hey…”

“You looked like you wanted more. Do you?”

Blushing deeply, Arisa shook her head from side to side.

Then she straightened herself and adjusted her slightly dishevelled clothes.

“Honestly… in the end, you just wanted to do that, didn’t you? Honestly…”

Despite her words, she looked pleased.

It seemed Yuzuru’s “present” had been to her liking.



After that, the two of them ate cake, played games, studied a little…

…and enjoyed the meal Arisa had prepared.

Later, as they washed the dishes together—

“…Yuzuru-san, your birthday is in October, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

About four months away.

“What would you like?”

“What do I want? Well… anything is fine, really…”

But that was probably the most troublesome kind of answer.

After thinking for a moment, he added—

“I’d be happy if you baked me a cake.”

At that, Arisa looked slightly troubled.

“No… I was already planning to make a cake separately from your present…”

“I see. …Right, that makes sense.”

Last year, Arisa had made him a bracelet—and baked a cake in addition.

To her, the birthday cake and the present were separate things.

“I thought about making something by hand… but if I knit a scarf or gloves every year… you wouldn’t need that many, would you?”

“Well, I’d be happy with anything you give me.”

Though admittedly, having two or three scarves would be a bit much.

“Hmm… maybe something practical. Something that gets used up.”

Something along the same lines as the soap he had given her.

At his vague suggestion, Arisa nodded.

“I understand… I’ll think about it.”

She smiled softly.



After that, Yuzuru walked Arisa home.

They shared a goodbye kiss, and she went inside.

Then, once in her room, she murmured quietly—

“…What am I going to do about money…?”


      
        Chapter 11 - Arisa’s Part-Time Job Consultation (Featuring Her Utterly Useless Female Friends)

        One day—

At a certain café…

“I’m thinking of getting a part-time job so I can buy a birthday present for Yuzuru-san.”

Arisa said this to Ayaka, Chiharu, and Tenka.

The four of them were in the middle of their usual after-school girls’ hangout.

Her sudden declaration made all three of them widen their eyes.

“Hey, that’s nice. What are you thinking of doing?”

“Well… I haven’t actually decided yet…”

Arisa replied, looking a little embarrassed.

She simply didn’t have the decisiveness or initiative to pick a workplace immediately after deciding she wanted a job.

“Hmm… I’m not entirely sure, but is the present too expensive to cover with your allowance? Or is it more like—you want to pay for it with money you’ve earned yourself?”

“…The latter, I suppose.”

Allowance systems vary from household to household, as do the amounts.

In Arisa’s case, money was given per purpose.

In other words, whenever she wanted to spend money, she had to explain what for and how much, and then receive it each time.

“If I were saving up my allowance, then buying a birthday present with money from my parents would make sense. But… asking them for money specifically to buy Yuzuru-san a present just feels… off somehow… like it wouldn’t really be a present from me… you know?”

Buying a present with money from one’s parents isn’t strange for a high school student.

Some students work part-time, of course, but many don’t—or can’t due to school rules.

So there’s nothing wrong with it per se…

But asking directly, “Give me money so I can buy a present,” felt a bit too on-the-nose, and that discomfort lingered.

That was how Arisa felt.

“Well, a present is about the sentiment… so what matters is that you’re satisfied with it. I think it’s fine… but what are our school’s rules on part-time jobs again? Though someone’s fiancé seems to be working quite a lot…”

Tenka said this as she sipped her iced coffee.

Their school was, technically, a private university-prep academy.

It was the kind of place attended by students from fairly well-off families.

So there were basically no students who needed to work part-time out of financial necessity, nor was it expected.

“Ah, that. I looked it up before too. Apparently, if you get permission, you can work as long as it doesn’t interfere with your studies. Pretty lax, right?”

“Oh really? Well, our school rules are pretty loose and sloppy anyway, so I figured it’d be something like that.”

Ayaka and Chiharu shrugged.

Their school’s rules were famously relaxed—generous if you were being dilligent, sloppy if you weren’t.

“Everyone’s skirts are short, too…”

At Tenka’s mutter, Arisa nodded.

“Right… If freedom is the selling point, you’d think having longer skirts wouldn’t be strange either. But everyone keeps them short. Though… I’m not really one to talk…”

Arisa glanced down at her own skirt.

She was used to it, so she didn’t usually think about it—but after a break, she sometimes caught herself thinking, Isn’t this a bit short?

“If you think that, Arisa-san, why not make it longer? It’s rather improper.”

“Oh? If you feel that way… perhaps you should lengthen yours as well, Tenka-san? …Though I have no intention of changing mine. I don’t want to stand out.”

It wasn’t like Arisa particularly liked having a short skirt.

She didn’t dislike it either… but she only wore it that way because everyone else did.

“Once you get used to it, longer skirts start to look kind of… unfashionable, don’t they?”

“Yeah, like—wow, you’re way too serious vibes.”

Ayaka and Chiharu nodded in agreement.

Even if the rules were technically free—or perhaps because they were—there was still a sense that you had to match the atmosphere around you.

In that regard, all four of them were thoroughly “Japanese”.

“Wait… aren’t we getting off track? Weren’t we talking about Arisa-chan’s part-time job? Um… so you want ideas for what kind of job suits you?”

“Exactly. I wanted to hear some opinions for reference.”

Arisa nodded at Ayaka’s question.

Of course, if a job didn’t suit her, she could just quit—but for now, it was just something to chat about.

“How about customer service? I’ve heard part-time service jobs hire based on looks.”

At Tenka’s suggestion, Arisa gave an awkward smile.

“Mm… I’m not really fond of talking to people I don’t know…”

“Arisa-chan’s got that introvert element, after all.”

“Though her hair totally gives off party-girl vibes.”

“Sorry for being gloomy, alright? And this is my natural hair.”

Arisa shot a glare at Ayaka and Chiharu as they said whatever they pleased.

Though, since she was well aware of her own introversion, she didn’t deny it.

“Actually, why not just ask Yuzurun to introduce you to his workplace?”

“That might be the safest option… but if possible, I’d like to surprise him.”

Arisa answered Ayaka.

She liked the idea of secretly working and then surprising Yuzuru.

“I’m good at cooking, so I was thinking maybe a kitchen job… what do you think?”

At her suggestion, the three responded at once.

“I think you could totally do it… but aren’t most kitchen part-time jobs basically just heating things in a microwave?”

“Being good at it isn’t a bad thing, but whether it really makes use of your strengths… If I were the manager, I’d definitely put you on the floor. You’d boost customer numbers.”

“If Arisa-san served me, I’d become a regular for sure. Hehehehe.”

“…I would absolutely hate serving someone like you, Chiharu-san.”

Arisa gave Chiharu a flat, unimpressed look at her creepy laugh.

But ignoring Arisa’s intentions, the three began enthusiastically discussing what kind of shop they should have her work in.

“How about an izakaya? I mean, your hair’s got that party vibe.”  Izakaya is a type of Japanese bar that serves alcoholic drinks and snacks. It’s a casual place where people often go after work to relax and socialize.

“She’s an introvert though. She might crack under pressure… Maybe a café?”

“If it’s a café, it has to be a maid café! Let’s go with that! I’ll come all the time—and take you home too!”

Meanwhile, Arisa briefly drifted into a fantasy—Wearing a maid outfit in front of Yuzuru-san might not be so bad…—before hurriedly tightening her expression.

“Please move away from customer service!”

The three pouted at her firm objection.

But then Ayaka suddenly came up with another idea.

“How about becoming a cooking YouTuber? You’re good at it!”

That was no longer a part-time job.

Still, Chiharu and Tenka eagerly jumped in.

“That’s a great idea. It uses your skills… and more importantly, you’re pretty, so you’d definitely get views!”

“If you’re doing that, wear a maid outfit! You’ll go viral for sure!!”

“If you’re going that far, why not wear one of those ‘virgin-killer’ outfits? I’d subscribe!”

“That’s easily a million views right there.”

“I’d spam super chats! Let’s debut! I’ll prepare the outfit! Hehehehe.”

Meanwhile, Arisa tilted her head.

“…A ‘virgin-killer’ outfit? What’s that?”

“This sweater.”

Ayaka showed her phone screen.

A few moments later, Arisa’s face turned bright red.

“W-What?! T-That exists? B-But… wouldn’t this show everything from the side…?”

Her eyes darted around in shock.

And as she imagined herself wearing it… her face grew even redder.

“Is it a no, Arisa-san?”

“Of course it’s a no! More importantly… if I made money dressed like that… Yuzuru-san wouldn’t be happy about it!!”

At her entirely reasonable point, the three nodded.

“True… that’s basically NTR at that point.”  NTR is a trope in Japanese media where a character’s romantic partner is taken away by someone else, often in a sexual context.

“Yuzuru-kun’s brain would be completely broken…”

“Really? If I were in Yuzuru-san’s position, I’d be thrilled—”

“He wouldn’t. Yuzuru-san is not that kind of pervert.”

Arisa firmly shut down Chiharu’s comment.

But Chiharu suddenly clapped her hands.

“I just had a thought. If you’re going to wear a ‘virgin-killer’ outfit anyway—”

“I’m not wearing it!”

Arisa tried to cut her off, but Chiharu kept going.

“If you’re going to wear it, instead of going through all the trouble of earning money, wouldn’t Yuzuru-san be happier if you just used it to ‘kill his virginity’ directly?”

“‘Kill his virginity’ with a ‘virgin-killer’ outfit.”

At first, Arisa didn’t understand what that meant and tilted her head—

But then it hit her.

And her face flushed red in an instant.

“W-Wh-Wh-What are you saying?! Th-That’s so indecent!!”

Arisa shouted—then suddenly froze and looked around the café.

Realising she’d drawn attention, she shrank into herself.

Then she glared at the three of them.

“Asking you for advice was a mistake. …I’ll just talk to Yuzuru-san like a normal person!”

After that, the three had quite the time trying to cheer up Arisa after she sulked.


      
        Chapter 12 - Arisa’s Part-Time Job Consultation (Featuring Her Reliable Fiancé)

        “Yuzuru-san… um… I’d like to try getting a part-time job.”

“…A part-time job?”

Yuzuru tilted his head at Arisa’s sudden remark.

“I’d like to try a part-time job.”

Taken at face value, it simply meant she wanted to work—but in reality, there were two ways to interpret it.

“Do you mean you want money? Or… you want the experience of working?”

In Yuzuru’s case, it was definitely the latter.

…He’d never truly struggled for money, and likely never would.

“Well… I suppose… I want to follow your example, Yuzuru-san, and try working a little.”

“Hmm…”

“…Is that not allowed?”

“No, it’s not that it isn’t allowed, but…”

Yuzuru folded his arms and thought for a moment before answering.

“This might not be the nicest way to put it, but… at the end of the day, it’s just a part-time job. There’s not that much you can really learn from it… and it’s something you’ll have to learn sooner or later once you enter society anyway. It’s not like starting in university would be too late.”

A student’s main duty was their studies.

In high school, one should focus on academics—especially entrance exams—and club activities.

“But you’re working, Yuzuru-san, aren’t you?”

“It’s more like a hobby.”

His parents had more than enough money to cover rent, utilities, and living expenses.

To begin with, Yuzuru could have simply commuted from home.

So why go as far as living alone and working part-time?

Simply put—it was for fun.

Yuzuru himself was fully aware of that.

Meanwhile, as for Arisa—

“Um… to be honest, it’s more that I want money… or rather, there’s something I want to buy.”

At last, she spoke her true feelings rather than a polite excuse.

At that, Yuzuru recalled how her household handled allowances.

Arisa’s family operated on a per-purpose basis.

In other words, she didn’t receive a fixed monthly allowance—she was given money whenever she had something she wanted, based on the amount needed.

For a child good at asking, it was practically unlimited allowance.

But considering Arisa’s position and personality, it was more like a system where she could only obtain the bare necessities.

It seemed she wasn’t in as disadvantageous a position as before…

But that didn’t necessarily make it easier to ask.

Or perhaps—

(…Something she can’t exactly say out loud?)

For example, something like “thin books”  “Thin books” refers to doujinshi—often fan-made, sometimes explicit manga/novels/ would be awkward to request from one’s parents.

He wanted to believe Arisa wouldn’t be interested in such things—but he also knew she was far from perfect.

It wouldn’t be strange if she had one or two odd things she wanted to buy.

“So, what is it you want to buy?”

When Yuzuru asked out of curiosity—

Arisa suddenly shook her head vigorously.

“N-No! It’s just… it’s nothing major—well, it’s not that it’s nothing, but… um… it’s a secret, Yuzuru-san!”

“…I see. I won’t pry, then.”

The more flustered she got, the more curious he became.

(…Some incredibly provocative underwear?)

Yuzuru briefly imagined Arisa wearing something extremely risqué—then quickly shook his head to dispel the thought.

That wasn’t a prediction anymore. It was a wish.

Besides, buying underwear didn’t require a part-time job.

She could simply list it as “clothing expenses” to her guardians.

(Well… maybe a birthday present for me, or a Christmas gift… something like that?)

With that assumption in mind, he continued.

“So about the job… are you asking me to introduce you somewhere?”

“Yes. If it’s not a bother…”

“I see.”

Yuzuru nodded.

To be honest, his own jobs largely came through his parents’ connections—it wasn’t something he could decide on his own.

There were also legal restrictions on high school students’ shifts, which made hiring them more of a burden.

However—

“U-Um… if it’s difficult, that’s fine! I’ll look for something myself…”

Yuzuru stared intently at Arisa.

Her beautiful flaxen hair, jade-green eyes.

Porcelain-like skin, soft lips, long lashes, and perfectly balanced features.

Her slender limbs, and her full, feminine figure.

…In every way, she was an attractive fiancée.

Could he really send such a lovely fiancée off to a workplace beyond his sight?

No—of course not.

There were plenty of bad people in the world.

A girl as pretty as Arisa would attract unwanted attention even if she did nothing.

And if she were ever hurt because of it… Yuzuru would never forgive himself.

If possible, he wanted to keep her somewhere within his reach.

“…Arisa!”

“Eek! W-What is it!?”

Yuzuru spread his arms wide and pulled her into an embrace.

Caught off guard, Arisa blinked in confusion.

“Out of the jobs I do… I can probably introduce you to the restaurant. They’re short on kitchen staff right now… if you’re alright with that.”

“Really?! Yes, please!”

Arisa’s voice lit up with delight.

But Yuzuru tightened his hold on her.

“…However, I have a request.”

“…A request?”

He loosened his arms slightly and looked straight into her face.

Arisa, flustered under his gaze, blushed and looked away.

“W-What is it…?”

Her eyes glistened slightly, her lips trembling.

Her pale throat shifted faintly with tension.

“Don’t take a part-time job somewhere I don’t know about.”

“…Huh?”

“I mean it—don’t go and secretly work somewhere on your own without telling me.”

Caught off guard by the unexpected demand, Arisa stared at him blankly.

Yuzuru continued.

“And try to match your shifts with mine as much as possible. Keep that in mind.”

“U-Um… y-yes. Understood…”

She nodded quietly.

Then she asked—

“Um… could it be… you’re worried about me?”

“…Well, yes. That’s part of it…”

“And…?”

Arisa prompted him.

Yuzuru thought for a moment before answering.

“Possessiveness… I guess?”

“P-Possessiveness…”

“I don’t like the idea of you talking to people—men I don’t know—in places I’m not aware of. …You’re my fiancée. Mine alone.”

At his words, Arisa’s cheeks flushed bright red.

Even her ears turned crimson as she lowered her head shyly, then gave a small nod.

“Y-Yes… I understand. I am… your fiancée, Yuzuru-san. Yours alone.”

Then she looked up at him.

There was something almost longing in her expression as she gazed at him intently.

“…What is it, Arisa?”

“N-No… it’s nothing…”

She looked away, seeming both relieved—and a little disappointed.

In response, Yuzuru—

“…Ah.”

Pressed his lips against hers.

Their lips met softly.

“Was that what you wanted?”

“…I don’t know.”

Arisa puffed out her cheeks, sulking just a little.


      
        Chapter 13 - The Waitress Is My Fiancée (Part 1)

        Yuzuru’s part-time jobs all came through his parents’ connections.

His work assisting a lawyer and tutoring were via his father, while his job at Hiromi’s restaurant came through his mother.

For that reason, before Yuzuru could introduce Arisa to Hiromi… it was proper to speak to his parents first.

Additionally, he needed to consult the most “important” figure in the Takasegawa family—his grandfather. Though officially retired as the former head, in practice it was more like backroom elder politics.

Of course, none of this was strictly necessary… but Yuzuru, as the future head of the family, took these matters seriously and didn’t skip such steps.

Meanwhile, Arisa, naturally, had to obtain permission from her adoptive parents.

It was only proper for a high school student to consult their guardians before taking a job.

And most importantly, since school rules required permission, she had to obtain approval from the school as well.

Only after completing all these steps could Yuzuru introduce her to Hiromi.

And in the end, everything proceeded without issue.

Yuzuru’s parents and grandfather said, “If Arisa’s guardians approve, then it’s fine.”

Arisa’s adoptive parents said, “If it’s through the Takasegawa family, then it’s fine.”

And the school said, “If the guardians approve, then it’s fine.”

…It did feel like everyone was passing the responsibility onto someone else.

But at the same time, it was proof that both Arisa and Yuzuru were trusted.



In the staff room of Hiromi’s restaurant—

“Alright, stamp here with your seal. That means you’re hired.”

“Yes. Thank you very much.”

Arisa did as she was told and pressed her personal seal.

With that, the contract was complete.

“By the way, your application has a very proper-sounding motivation written on it… but what’s the real reason?”

“Eh!? Um…”

Caught off guard, Arisa’s eyes darted.

Her written motivation explained why she wanted to work at a restaurant—but in truth, that wasn’t her reason.

She simply wanted to earn money.

“Oh, don’t worry. Most part-timers’ motivations are things like wanting spending money or hoping to meet people.”

Hiromi said this with a wry smile.

She didn’t expect grand reasons from student workers.

Even university students quit once they’ve saved enough, found a job, or simply lost interest. At most, they stayed for four years.

Of course, quitting after just a few weeks would be a problem.

That’s why Hiromi wanted to hear her honest reason, at least.

“…I want to earn money.”

“I see. Well, that makes sense.”

Why work?

Because you want money.

A perfectly natural reason.

“Just out of personal curiosity… is there something you want to buy? Did your guardians tell you to earn it yourself? …Ah, you don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”

Hiromi already knew Yuzuru’s family was extremely wealthy.

So she assumed Arisa’s family, as his fiancée’s, must also be well-off.

There was no reason for her to be short on money.

Which made her wonder—was it because her parents wouldn’t give her an allowance?

“…Please keep this from Yuzuru-san, alright?”

“From Yuzuru-kun? Go on.”

“I want to give him a present…”

“Ahh, I see. You want to buy it with money you earned yourself.”

“Yes, exactly.”

Arisa smiled shyly.

Hiromi, meanwhile, was quietly impressed by how earnest she was.

“So, about the job… can you handle the floor?”

“The floor… customer service? I think I’ll be fine…”

Arisa had assumed she’d be assigned to the kitchen, since Yuzuru had mentioned they were short-staffed there.

When she asked—

“Ah, well, that’s true. But we’ve got someone who can do both kitchen and floor. If we shift them more into the kitchen, that solves the issue. And I’d like you to take the open spot on the floor.”

“Is there a rule about starting on the floor first?”

“No, not really. It’s just… it’d be a waste to put you in the kitchen…”

“…I see.”

In other words—because she was pretty.

Arisa gave a slightly conflicted expression, and Hiromi quickly added as if to justify herself—

“It’s a customer-facing business, after all. First impressions matter. Well… if you try it and hate it, we can move you to the kitchen anytime.”

“I understand.”

For Arisa, as long as she could work, it didn’t really matter.

She’d only leaned towards the kitchen because she was good at cooking—not because she disliked customer service or insisted on kitchen work.

“Alright then, I’ll put you on the schedule starting tomorrow. Looking forward to working with you.”

“Yes, likewise.”

And so, Arisa’s part-time job was successfully settled.



The next day—

“…How do I look?”

A cute waitress with flaxen hair asked Yuzuru.

Her cheeks were slightly flushed, and she looked a bit shy.

“You look cute. It suits you.”

The restaurant’s waitress uniform was already quite charming—but on Arisa, it looked even more so.

Of course, Arisa herself was cute, so she’d look good in anything.

“Yes, yes, it suits you perfectly. You’re really adorable.”

Hiromi said with a smile.

A cute waitress might just boost sales.

“Could you not look at my fiancée like that?”

“…I’m married with kids, you know?”

Hiromi gave a wry smile at Yuzuru’s complaint.

Naturally, he was only half serious.

“If anything comes up, just ask your senior… Yuzuru-kun.”

With that, Hiromi promptly dumped Arisa’s training onto Yuzuru.

Arisa bowed again.

“Then… please take care of me.”

“Yeah. It’s nothing too difficult.”

The work itself wasn’t particularly complicated.

Yuzuru believed Arisa would handle it just fine.

He believed that…



“Hmm… your smile’s a bit stiff…”

After work that day—

Hiromi said this with an awkward smile.

Arisa’s customer service had been… more awkward than expected.

Her smile was strained, and she kept stumbling over “Welcome.”

That sort of thing.

“Well, that’s normal at first.”

Yuzuru, naturally lenient with his fiancée, said so.

Though in truth, his evaluation wasn’t especially biased.

It was her first job—of course she’d be nervous.

Yes, her smile was stiff and she stumbled over words—but that was all.

She hadn’t made any critical mistakes, like spilling food over a customer.

It was all within the range of… an average beginner.

With enough repetition, people usually got used to it.

Usually.

“…Um… could I be moved to the kitchen?”

However, Arisa herself had already lost confidence.

It wasn’t that she’d been overflowing with confidence—but she’d thought she’d do better.

In her mind echoed Ayaka and the others’ words—

“Arisa-chan looks like an extrovert, but she’s actually an introvert.”

“Hmm… well, we could…”

From a staffing perspective, the kitchen needed more people anyway, so there was no issue.

But Hiromi didn’t want to waste a “blonde-haired, blue-eyed, big-busted beauty” in the kitchen.

Ideally, she wanted her as the restaurant’s poster girl.

With Yuzuru and Arisa together, she’d felt like she had a perfect pair—like rook and bishop on the board.

“How about having her start in the kitchen until she gets used to the atmosphere?”

Meanwhile, Yuzuru preferred that Arisa move to the kitchen.

Because he was worried.

Working on the floor meant interacting with many customers—

Which also meant the risk of dealing with “problematic” ones.

Of course, Hiromi’s restaurant was relatively high-end, so such customers were rare.

But not impossible.

The kitchen was safer.

It wasn’t as though there were zero risks—Yuzuru couldn’t always keep an eye on her, and their shifts wouldn’t always align—but still.

“…Alright. Yes, let’s do that.”

After a moment’s thought, Hiromi agreed.

Partly because it was Arisa’s wish—but also because she didn’t want her prized “rook” to run away saying, “I don’t want to work anymore…”

They could ease her into it—let her work in the kitchen, and occasionally put her on the floor to build confidence.

And so, from the next shift onward, Arisa would work in the kitchen.

Notably, she had absolutely no issues there.



And then…

On her first day off since starting work—

“Yuzuru-san… I have a favour to ask.”

“A favour? What is it?”

The moment she entered Yuzuru’s room, Arisa spoke.

“…I want to practise.”

“Kissing?”

“N-No, that’s not it!”

Arisa’s face turned bright red as she denied it.

After a small cough, she corrected herself—

“…I want to practise customer service. Being a waitress.”


      
        Chapter 14 - The Waitress Is My Fiancée (Part 2)

        “…Don’t peek, alright?”

Arisa’s voice came from the changing area.

Of course, he had no intention of peeking… but being told not to made it oddly tempting.

“Is that an invitation?”

“N-No, it isn’t! Don’t you dare! I won’t forgive you!”

Arisa shot back in a genuinely serious tone at Yuzuru’s joke.

Then, after a short while…

The door opened.

There stood Arisa, dressed in the waitress uniform.

“How is it?”

“…Yeah. You look cute.”

The waitress uniform at Yuzuru’s restaurant consisted of a white blouse and a black skirt.

At the chest was a red ribbon.

It was a very cute design—

(But your eyes just get drawn there…)

The design emphasised the chest.

It was, in a sense, like a “true version” of a virgin-killer outfit.

In the restaurant setting, it matched the atmosphere well enough not to stand out—but here in his room, it felt out of place.

More like cosplay…

And somehow, a bit indecent.

“…Is something wrong?”

“No, nothing in particular…”

It seemed Arisa herself didn’t find anything unusual about the design.

To her, it was simply a cute uniform.

“If you’ve got something to say, please say it.”

“Y-Yeah…”

Arisa already had a figure that made one think that’s quite something… even in normal clothes.

Wearing something designed to emphasise it only made it all the more striking.

Yuzuru, being a virgin, felt like he might actually be “killed”.

That said, if he voiced that, Arisa would probably get embarrassed and might even quit her job.

While Yuzuru didn’t particularly want her working that much anyway, it would be awkward if she quit within a week after he’d introduced her.

“You just look really cute… I fell for you all over again.”

So he chose to deflect.

It wasn’t a lie—she truly did suit it.

Her Western features matched the style perfectly.

And… a girl with a generous chest wearing something that emphasised it—

Well, you could call that a perfect combination.

“I-Is that so…?”

Arisa fidgeted shyly, clearly pleased by the compliment.

Any suspicion she had seemed to melt away.

“So… you said you wanted to practise. What exactly are we doing?”

“You’ll be the customer, Yuzuru-san. Please order coffee.”

It seemed she planned to practise serving coffee as if in a real customer interaction.

“…In that case, should I demonstrate first?”

“Oh, yes. I’d appreciate that.”

“…Should I change as well?”

He had brought his uniform home to wash, so it was on hand.

He could demonstrate without it, of course, but—

“Yes, please do. …If I’m the only one dressed like this, I’ll look like an idiot.”

“…I don’t think that’s true.”

Yuzuru thought that comment itself sounded a bit silly—but kept it to himself.

A smooth engagement required knowing when not to say unnecessary things.



“O-Okay… let’s begin…”

With that, Arisa stepped outside the door.

Apparently, she intended to start from the entrance.

The door slowly opened, and a slightly nervous-looking Arisa stepped into Yuzuru’s room—

No, into the “restaurant”.

Yuzuru put on a professional smile.

“Welcome.”

“Y-Yes!”

Arisa flinched.

There’s no customer this nervous, he thought—but of course, no waiter would say that aloud.

“How many in your party?”

“O-One person!”

She answered with surprising enthusiasm.

Yuzuru nearly burst out laughing, but held it in.

“Right this way.”

“Y-Yes, thank you very much!”

Arisa bowed repeatedly as he guided her to a seat—

Her usual spot.

He handed her a prepared hand towel, took her order, and brought her coffee.

“Will that be everything?”

“Y-Yes…”

Arisa looked up at him, cheeks slightly flushed.

Then, shyly lowering her gaze, she took a sip of coffee.

(…Still big.)

Yuzuru’s eyes drifted, almost involuntarily, to her chest.

It looked like it might be resting on the table.

Highly indecent.

Then—

“So… I think that’s about it? Was it helpful?”

“Yes.”

Arisa nodded.

Yuzuru wasn’t convinced this little play-acting was particularly helpful—but if she got something out of it, that was fine.

“Then, I’ll go change, alright?”

“…Huh?”

“Well, you don’t get customers dressed as waiters, do you?”

In truth, he was just feeling a bit embarrassed and wanted to bow out.

“I… suppose that’s true. Wait—then what have I been doing…?”

“Well, this is your practice. I can be a bit sloppy, but you need to practise properly, right?”

Despite saying customers wouldn’t wear waiter uniforms, he’d made Arisa play the customer while still in her waitress outfit.

Because he wanted to keep looking at her like that for as long as possible.

Also, it would’ve been a hassle to have her change just to play the customer.

“I… see. That makes sense.”

Fortunately, Arisa accepted his reasoning.

Yuzuru quickly changed back into casual clothes, stepped outside—

And re-entered.

“W-Welcome!”

There stood a very energetic—

And very stiff—

Waitress.

She bowed slightly, and her chest gave a small bounce… or so it seemed.

“…”

“…”

She froze mid-smile, apparently forgetting her next line.

Yuzuru stepped in to help.

“Just one. Do you have a table?”

“Ah—yes! Right this way for one!”

Arisa began walking, somewhat awkwardly.

Even her back was cute.

Soon, Yuzuru sat down, ordered coffee, and took a sip once it was brought.

“…”

“…”

“…U-Um, is something wrong?”

“…Come sit here for a moment.”

“Huh? O-Okay…”

As told, Arisa sat beside him.

“Could you come a bit closer?”

“O-Okay… like this?—Ah!”

As she leaned in, Yuzuru wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her closer.

“U-Um… sir?”

“Miss Waitress, that uniform is very cute. It suits you.”

“Eh? Th-Thank you…”

Arisa looked confused.

Yuzuru was starting to enjoy himself.

“Don’t you have a spell to make it taste better or something?”

“We… do not offer such services.”

“…What about a kiss?”

“What kind of establishment do you think this is?”

“I’m a customer.”

“We cannot do that for customers.”

“What about for your fiancé? Or your boyfriend?”

“Eh? W-Well… if they really insisted… depending on my mood…—wait!”

Arisa’s expression sharpened.

“Please don’t fool around during practice!”

“N-No, I mean… this is like a test. To see how you’d handle a difficult customer…”

“Have we ever had a customer like that?”

“…Well, you never know what might happen in the future?”

“…Is that the end of your excuse?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Very well.”

Once Yuzuru apologised, Arisa forgave him.

She still seemed slightly annoyed—but it had helped ease her tension.

After that, her service became noticeably smoother.



Once she’d finished seeing off her “customer”, Yuzuru asked—

“So? Did you get a feel for it?”

“Let’s see… I realised I need more practice.”

“…Well, yes.”

Yuzuru couldn’t help but smile wryly.

If this was how she did with him, real customers might be even more challenging.

Still, recognising the need for practice meant she’d improve with time.

She seemed a little more confident now.

“By the way, Yuzuru-san.”

“What is it?”

Arisa tugged lightly on his clothes.

As he leaned closer, she rose slightly on her toes—

And pressed her lips to his cheek.

“…That’s my thanks.”

“Thank you.”

Yuzuru returned the gesture with a kiss to her cheek.


      
        Chapter 15 - My Fiancée and the Arcade

        Around mid-July.

Summer was in full swing, and the long holiday was just around the corner.

That day was an important one for Arisa.

“Wow… so this is my pay. Money I can use however I like.”

Having withdrawn her wages from a convenience store ATM, Arisa spoke with a sense of awe.

It wasn’t a large amount, but for a high schooler’s spending money, it was quite decent.

“Good for you, Arisa. So what are you going to spend it on?”

When Yuzuru asked, Arisa smiled happily—

“Well, it’s for Yuzuru-san’s bi—”

“Bi—?”

“I-It’s a secret.”

She hurriedly clamped her mouth shut.

Yuzuru thought it was rather cute, but decided it would be tactless to pry, so he steered the conversation elsewhere.

“Well, whatever it is… it’s your first pay. Why not spend it on something memorable?”

“Memorable… something memorable…”

Arisa murmured, then tilted her head.

“For example?”

“Hmm… what would count as memorable…”

Now that he thought about it, he wasn’t sure.

Something that lasted might be good—but if it ended up being useless, that’d just be clutter.

“What did you spend your first pay on, Yuzuru-san?”

“A game console, I think…”

“Do you use it?”

“Not really.”

It had become what people called a “backlog”.

Of course, he intended to play it someday… someday.

“I thought so. …Ah, but speaking of games—”

“Speaking of?”

“I don’t think we’ve ever gone to an arcade together, have we?”

“An arcade… yeah, you’re right.”

They’d been on various dates, but never to an arcade.

Arcades, by nature, burned through coins—money.

Since both of them had limits on what they could freely spend, they’d naturally avoided them.

“I want to go play with you… is that alright?”

“Of course.”

Yuzuru had just been paid as well.

With no major expenses coming up, spending a bit at an arcade was no issue.

“Then… how about tomorrow after school?”

“After school? Sure, but… wouldn’t Sunday be better?”

Arcades sometimes had age-based entry restrictions.

Going earlier on a Sunday would mean more time to play.

“I don’t want to play that long. And…”

“And?”

“…I want to try going on a date in our uniforms after school.”

She said it with a faint blush, tilting her head slightly.

“Is that… not alright?”

“As if I’d refuse.”

There was no way he could say no.



The next day—

They visited a large shopping mall with an attached arcade.

If they got bored of games, they could go window shopping or eat at the food court.

“By the way, have you been to an arcade before, Arisa?”

Judging from past patterns, Yuzuru assumed she hadn’t.

He wasn’t particularly knowledgeable himself, but he felt a bit eager to properly lead her if it was her first time.

“I have.”

“Oh? Really… wait, you have?”

“I went when I was little.”

“Ah…”

That must have been before her parents passed away, Yuzuru thought.

…Then again, if he’d been, it wasn’t strange for her to have gone once or twice.

“What about recently?”

“I went about two weeks ago.”

“…What?”

That was surprisingly recent.

An image popped into Yuzuru’s mind—Arisa alone at a fighting game machine, going “Ei! Ei!” as she mashed buttons.

“…By yourself?”

“…Of course not.”

“R-Right… with who?”

Surely not a boy.

Maybe her younger sister or cousin?

“With Ayaka-san and the others. We didn’t really play games, though. We took purikura.”  A photo booth that prints out sticker photos.

“Ah… I can picture that.”

Four high school girls giggling while taking photos.

Arisa had her own social life.

Naturally, she’d have experiences he wasn’t part of.

…That said, he was still a bit annoyed her “first purikura” hadn’t been with him.

He made a mental note to demand to see the photos from Ayaka later.

“Anyway—how about that?”

“The claw machine, huh…”

A game where you control a claw to grab prizes.

A staple of any arcade—one might even say an arcade without it would be the rarity.

“Have you played before, Yuzuru-san?”

“Of course.”

“Ever won anything?”

“Not once.”

He’d never managed to get a prize from one.

He sometimes wondered if it was even possible—or just an urban myth.

“I thought so. You’re not very good at games, are you?”

“No, you’re just unusually good. Besides, I’m good at simulation games.”

“That’s true. You’re very skilled at underhanded tactics.”

“…Are you still holding onto that?”

Once, Yuzuru had played a strategy game all night with friends, including Arisa.

He’d repeatedly deceived her and invaded her territory without mercy.

Arisa had been thoroughly crushed—and refused to speak to him for an entire day afterwards.

And apparently, she still hadn’t let it go.

“If you win me a prize… I’ll forgive you.”

“Oh? Is that so?”

Yuzuru rolled his shoulders lightly and stared down the claw machine.

He’d never won before—but the scenario of “winning a prize for your girlfriend” was a classic.

With Arisa watching him, maybe some mysterious power would kick in…

He inserted coins and moved the claw.

“…Alright—oh! Ooh!!”

“Wow!”

The claw grabbed the plush toy.

It slowly moved towards the drop—

“You’ve got to be kidding!”

“Ah…”

It fell midway.

Yuzuru slumped.

Arisa’s gaze turned slightly cold.

He felt deeply frustrated.

“…Wait here, Arisa. I’ll look up some tips.”

He pulled out his phone and typed “claw machine strategy”.

Arisa watched him at first—but eventually stepped up to the machine herself.

“Then I’ll give it a try while you’re doing that.”

As he skimmed through articles, he heard her cheerful—

“Ei! Ei!”

Feeling newly confident after a quick read—

“Alright, Arisa. This time I’ll definitely—”

“I got it!”

“Huh?”

Clunk.

A prize dropped out.

Arisa happily picked it up and hugged it.

“I did it.”

“I… see. That’s great.”

Yuzuru felt oddly conflicted.

“…Want me to teach you the trick?”

“N-No, I’m fine.”

Claw machine skills weren’t exactly useful in life.

At best, they came in handy for situations like winning something for your girlfriend—

But if Arisa was better, even that didn’t apply.

Perhaps someday, there’d be a chance to win something for their child.

But if “Mum” was better at it than “Dad”, there was no need for him to improve.

“In a relationship, you cover each other’s weaknesses. So… if you’re good at it, there’s no need for me to be. Yes, I’m glad you’re good at it, Arisa.”

“Ahaha…”

He got a polite laugh in return.

Yuzuru felt deeply awkward.


      
        Chapter 16 - Shopping with My Fiancée

        “So, what next?”

“Hmm… ah, how about that?”

What Arisa pointed at was one of those “shoot the zombies” games.

A rather intense choice for her.

“Ah, sure. …Come to think of it, you’re fine with zombies, aren’t you?”

Yuzuru actually had a similar zombie-shooting game at home, and they’d played it together before.

Despite supposedly being bad with horror, Arisa didn’t seem particularly scared of zombies—she shot them down one after another.

If anything, she was better than Yuzuru.

“…? What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re not great with ghosts, right?”

“I’m not bad with them.”

“Really? Then shall we watch Ring together sometime?”

“……”

“…Alright, I get it. Don’t glare at me like that.”

Her stare felt like it might actually curse him, so Yuzuru raised his hands in surrender.

Arisa let out a small huff.

“Sharks and zombies don’t scare me because you can defeat them.”

“I see… so that’s your standard.”

So things that attacked physically were fine, but anything supernatural was a no-go.

At this rate, she might even be fine with physically-based yokai and monsters.

And so, they started playing—

“Yuzuru-san, come on, focus.”

“Wait, you missed that?”

“Yuzuru-san, you’re dying too much.”

Yuzuru ended up getting scolded repeatedly.

“For now, if a zombie apocalypse happens, you’re definitely dying first.”

Of course, games and real guns were different.

If zombies actually flooded the streets, they’d probably both be in trouble.

“If I died, what would you do, Arisa?”

“…Huh? If you ask me that… what would I do? That’s difficult.”

She made an awkward expression.

High schoolers didn’t usually think about “what if your partner died”.

“Well… I suppose the model answer would be—I’d treasure my memories with you and keep living.”

“That’s a nice, devoted answer.”

They joked like that as they wandered through the arcade.

“Ah, Yuzuru-san. There’s a purikura booth. Shall we?”

“Purikura, huh…”

“…Is that a no?”

“No, not really. I just realised I’ve never done it before. You have, right?”

She’d mentioned taking photos with Ayaka and the others.

Yuzuru had taken pictures with Arisa before—but never purikura.

“That’s surprising. Haven’t you done it with your friends? Like Satake-san or Ryouzenji-san?”

“Let me ask you this—can you imagine three guys like us going ‘yay!’ and doing purikura together?”

“…That sounds awful.”

Her blunt response made Yuzuru laugh.

They might go out for cake together, but purikura was a step too far.

“It’s not enjoyable,” as he put it.

“Then I’ll be your senior this time.”

“Seems that way.”

Finding the situation oddly amusing, they stepped into the booth.

Arisa operated the machine while Yuzuru watched blankly.

“Ah—it’s starting!”

“Wait, already!?”

Flustered, Yuzuru followed her instructions, posing and making expressions.

Then Arisa began editing the photos.

Yuzuru didn’t quite see the appeal—but Arisa looked like she was having fun, so that was enough.

“Here, this one’s yours.”

“Thanks.”

Yuzuru looked at the purikura.

His first thought—

My face looks weird.

Then he compared it to Arisa’s real face.

“…Yeah, the real you is cuter.”

“H-Hey… don’t just say things like that out of nowhere.”

Her cheeks turned slightly red as she protested.



After finishing their arcade date—

They moved on to the shopping area.

“Oh right, Yuzuru-san. I was thinking… I’d like to buy a swimsuit.”

“A swimsuit? Don’t you already have some?”

As far as he knew, she had two.

A white bikini and a black one.

She’d worn the former once in the bath with him, and the latter on their pool date last year.

“I do, but one of them doesn’t fit anymore.”

“I see…”

Yuzuru’s gaze instinctively dropped to her chest.

Even through her uniform, it was obvious.

“…Excuse me, where are you looking?”

“Well, you said that, so…”

It was simply a man’s nature to check.

“By the way, how much bigger did it get?”

He whispered softly near her ear.

Arisa shot him an unimpressed look.

“That’s a secret.”

Apparently, she wasn’t telling.

And so, they entered a swimsuit shop.

“…”

“What’s wrong, Yuzuru-san?”

“Well… I feel a bit out of place.”

Even as her boyfriend accompanying her, it still felt like men stood out in such shops.

“Really? …I wanted you to help me choose.”

“No, I’m fine.”

In fact, being in a position to choose Arisa’s swimsuit was far more important.

“By the way… you prefer bikinis over one-pieces, don’t you?”

“Hm? Well… yeah.”

Between Arisa in a one-piece and Arisa in a bikini—

He liked both, but if he had to choose, the latter.

“And between white and black, you prefer black, right?”

“Not exactly prefer… I just think black suits you more.”

Her fair skin stood out better with darker colours.

White was pure and cute, but—

Her features leaned more towards elegant beauty than cuteness, so something with a bit more allure suited her better.

“Wouldn’t blue or red be nice too?”

“I see. Understood.”

“How about this one?”
“What about that one?”

She kept asking, and Yuzuru answered each time.

Though somehow, it didn’t feel like his answers were really being used.

She’d ask, then clearly think, But I prefer this one…

A very typical “girl thing”.

Both Arisa and his younger sister Ayumi did this.

“Hmm…”

While she browsed, Yuzuru glanced around.

For a shop aimed at a Japanese clientele, the selection was surprisingly bold.

Arisa had chosen this shop herself.

Despite being shy about showing skin, she sometimes wore rather daring outfits.

Perhaps it was a kind of reverse psychology.

(Wow… that’s quite something.)

Looking at swimsuits with minimal fabric—or ones with strikingly suggestive designs—Yuzuru couldn’t help but imagine Arisa wearing them.

It definitely stirred something.

“Yuzuru-san, which of these—? …What are you looking at?”

Arisa approached, holding two swimsuits.

Before he could answer, she followed his gaze.

“…Hmm.”

“N-No, it’s not like I meant anything by it…”

“Well, it’s fine.”

She didn’t seem too bothered—though her cheeks were faintly red.

Then she held up the swimsuits.

“Which do you think is better?”

“Hmm… I’d say…”

And so it continued.

After visiting several more shops—

Two hours had passed.

“Then, Yuzuru-san, wait here for a bit.”

She said this at a rest area.

“You don’t want me to come?”

“What I’m buying… is still a secret.”

“Don’t tease me like that…”

Still, having something to look forward to wasn’t so bad.

“Look forward to it.”

She said that with a slightly embarrassed smile, her cheeks tinged pink.


      
        Chapter 17 - My Fiancée and Cake

        “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

As Yuzuru passed the time at their meeting spot, his fiancée came hurrying over, a paper bag in hand.

It seemed she’d successfully bought her swimsuit.

“Want me to carry that?”

Swimwear wasn’t heavy, of course—but still, letting a girl—his fiancée—carry her own shopping didn’t sit right with him.

So he offered—

“Um… yes, please.”

After a brief hesitation, Arisa handed him the bag.

As expected, it was light.

(Well, it’s minimal fabric, after all…)

For a fleeting moment, an image of Arisa in her swimsuit crossed his mind—

He quickly shook it away.

This was not the time or place for such thoughts.

“…Yuzuru-san. Were you just thinking something inappropriate?”

“…Of course not.”

Under her suspicious gaze, he quickly looked away.

Her intuition was oddly sharp.

“So, what should we do now? It’s getting a bit late…”

They could call it a day here—

“Well… if you don’t mind, shall we get something to eat?”

“Sounds good. Where to?”

There was the food court, fast food, Western or Chinese restaurants—

Or they could leave the mall and find somewhere else.

“Well… actually, there’s somewhere I’d like to go.”

“I don’t mind…?”

Yuzuru had asked where to go—but something in Arisa’s tone sounded slightly hesitant.

“It’s a dessert place. You know… it’s about dinner time right now.”

“Ah… I see. Yeah, I don’t mind.”

She was checking if he’d mind having sweets instead of a proper dinner.

For some people, desserts were strictly after a meal—not the main event.

But Yuzuru didn’t have such preferences.

“Thank goodness! Then it’s settled!”

Arisa smiled brightly.

For Yuzuru, that alone made it worthwhile.



“What will you have, Yuzuru-san?”

Upon arriving at the shop Arisa had chosen, Yuzuru felt a slight twinge of regret.

It was indeed a dessert shop, just as she’d said.

But the issue was the interior.

It was… overwhelmingly cute.

Everything was pink, with hearts scattered everywhere—

A space that felt decidedly unwelcoming to men.

He couldn’t quite relax.

“…Yuzuru-san?”

“Ah—well… anything’s fine. You pick, Arisa.”

At that, her eyes lit up.

Until just moments ago, she’d been torn between two cakes.

Ordering both would be too much, so she’d reluctantly chosen one—

But clearly still had lingering attachment to the other.

(If only my fiancé ordered it, we could share…)

Even without her saying it outright, it was easy enough to read.

“Then I’ll choose. We can share.”

After a short wait, their order arrived.

Seeing it, Yuzuru muttered—

“…That’s big.”

What came out were whole cakes.

One chocolate, one shortcake.

They weren’t as large as a birthday cake—

But still, for one serving, they were quite sizeable.

Each looked like three or four standard slices.

(We’re eating all of this…?)

Yuzuru hesitated slightly.

“Wow… they look lovely!”

Arisa, however, seemed delighted, snapping photos on her phone.

“Shall we eat?”

“Y-Yeah…”

They cut into the cakes and served themselves.

Yuzuru started with the shortcake.

It was good.

Paired with coffee, it went down nicely.

The chocolate cake was rich and fragrant—

Also delicious.

But—

(…This is a bit much.)

About halfway through, it started to get difficult.

It was simply too sweet.

He liked sweets, but this quantity all at once was uncharted territory.

His stomach was fine—

But his tongue was starting to protest.

(What about Arisa…?)

Would she say—

(I can’t eat any more… Yuzuru-san, could you finish it?)

With slight dread, he glanced at her—

“♪~”

She was happily eating away.

No issue at all.

Well, she had chosen the place, after all.

“…Is something wrong, Yuzuru-san?”

“Hm? No, nothing…”

He quickly looked away.

He couldn’t say he was struggling—not after agreeing to come.

If he did, Arisa would start prioritising his feelings over her own.

That was just the kind of girl she was.

Yuzuru wanted her to be happy.

So he had to act like everything was perfectly fine.

But—

“I see… so that’s how it is.”

Arisa seemed to have caught on.

“N-No, it’s not that I don’t like it—”

Before he could finish—

She gently extended her fork towards him.

A piece of cake rested on it.

“…Huh?”

“Here… this is what you wanted, right?”

Blushing slightly, she averted her gaze—

Then peeked at his reaction.

“U-Um… please hurry. O-Or… was I wrong?”

“N-No, you’re not wrong.”

Yuzuru leaned forward and took the cake from her fork.

Sweet cream filled his mouth.

“Well?”

“…Sweet.”

“It’s cake. Of course it is.”

Her expression clearly said, What are you even saying?

Then she looked at him expectantly.

There was something she wanted.

Yuzuru cut a piece of cake with his fork.

Her jade eyes followed it—

Then met his.

“…Here.”

He slowly held it out.

Arisa’s cheeks flushed even deeper.

“M-My… Yuzuru-san… doing this here… w-well, I suppose it can’t be helped…”

Before he could point out she’d been the one wanting it—

She opened her mouth and took the fork.

Her lips softly enclosed it—

Then it slid back out.

“It’s delicious.”

She lightly licked her lips.

Her expression carried a faint warmth.

“I-I see… that’s good.”

For some reason—

Yuzuru found that small gesture unexpectedly sensual.


      
        Chapter 18 - Hansel and Gretel

        One day—

While showering, Yuzuru glanced at the full-length mirror in the bathroom and tilted his head.

“…Huh?”

His gaze fixed on his own abdomen reflected there.

Something felt off.

“…Tsk.”

He sucked it in, tensed his abs—

Then prodded and pinched his stomach with his fingers, checking again and again.

“…No way. That’s ridiculous.”

Finishing up quickly, Yuzuru dried his hair with a bath towel and stepped onto the scale in the changing area.

“What…?”

He’d gained weight.

(I’d like to think it’s just because I’m still growing… but this belly fat says otherwise…)

His height had increased a bit, so naturally his weight would go up as well—

But he could feel that the weight gain exceeded the growth in height.

Of course, muscle weighs more than fat, so you can’t judge purely by numbers.

Still, he didn’t feel like he’d gained muscle, and judging by appearance alone, his stomach did seem slightly more pronounced.

Calling it “putting on weight” was the most reasonable conclusion.

(But why…? My activity level hasn’t dropped—if anything, I should be more active thanks to my part-time job.)

Yuzuru worked as a floor staff member at a restaurant.

The job wasn’t just carrying dishes or taking orders—he also had to circulate so customers could easily approach him.

Which meant he actually moved around quite a lot.

Certainly more than lounging at home or playing games.

A few months ago, he’d even increased his shifts to buy a present for Arisa, so his activity level should’ve gone up.

(So what’s the cause…?)

As he pondered that—

“Yuzuru-san, Yuzuru-san… are you listening?”

A sweet, bell-like voice rang out.

He looked up to find his adorable, flaxen-haired fiancée—Yukishiro Arisa—staring intently at him.

“Ah—sorry. I zoned out.”

“Is something troubling you?”

“No, well… it’s nothing serious.”

I’ve gained weight.

That wasn’t something he found easy to admit.

It wasn’t like Arisa would stop liking him over a bit of weight gain, and it wasn’t even that noticeable—

But it was a matter of male pride.

Even if it wasn’t true, he wanted to be a solid, “muscular” man in Arisa’s eyes.

“I see… Well, if you ever want to talk, please do.”

“Thanks. Um… so?”

“Would you like another helping? There’s still nikujaga, and more rice as well.”
 Nikujaga — a Japanese dish of meat and potatoes simmered in a sweet-savoury sauce

“Yeah… I think I will.”

Today’s main dish was nikujaga made with new potatoes and fresh onions.

Some might debate whether it pairs with white rice, but Yuzuru was firmly on the yes side.

“Understood.”

Her reply was calm and matter-of-fact.

But after all this time together, Yuzuru could tell her voice was brimming with excitement.

If she had a tail, it’d be wagging furiously.

“Here you go.”

“Thanks.”

He accepted the nikujaga and a bowl of rice from Arisa.

Carbs and more carbs.

“Ah…”

“Is something wrong?”

“N-no, it’s nothing.”

He shook his head a little too forcefully and resumed eating.

And as he ate, he realised—

(So this is the cause…)

The culprit was Arisa.

His activity level hadn’t changed.

So why had he gained weight?

Simple.

He was eating more.

Obvious, really, when you thought about it.

Truthfully, Yuzuru had suspected as much for a while.

He’d just deliberately avoided thinking about it.

Because Arisa’s cooking was delicious.

Because she paid attention to nutritional balance.

Because food made by Arisa was basically zero calories.

—Or so he told himself.

But no matter how balanced the nutrition was, eating more inevitably led to weight gain.

It was tasty, and when Arisa asked, “Would you like seconds?”, he couldn’t help but say yes.

On top of that, she’d recently fed him some very high-calorie cake.

“Yuzuru-san, Yuzuru-san.”

“—Ah, sorry. What is it?”

After the meal, while they were cleaning up, Arisa called out to him, snapping him back to reality.

“Well… your hands had stopped moving. Um, the dishes—are they washed?”

“Ah, sorry. These are already done.”

He handed her the plate.

Arisa wiped it with a cloth and placed it in the drying rack.

“Are you really alright, Yuzuru-san?”

“It’s really nothing serious, but…”

“It doesn’t seem like nothing. Even if it’s something small, I’ll gladly listen.”

Yuzuru hesitated.

He didn’t really want to say it—but if he wanted to lose weight, Arisa’s cooperation was essential.

After a moment’s thought, he spoke.

“Um… from now on, smaller portions are fine.”

He avoided saying outright that he’d gained weight.

But—

“…Huh?”

Arisa froze.

Her eyes widened, and she stood there, motionless.

“…Arisa-san?”

“W-was it… not good?”

“N-no—”

“I-I’m sorry! Was there something you don’t like in it? Or… was it not salty enough? Too salty? Too sweet? Or maybe the meat had a smell—”

Her face turned pale as she spoke, her voice trembling with anxiety.

Yuzuru immediately realised he’d phrased it badly.

“No, there’s nothing wrong with the taste.”

“R-really? Then… was there a hair in it? Or… have you grown tired of my cooking…?”

“Arisa!”

He raised his voice and pulled her into a tight embrace.

She flinched.

“Calm down. I love your cooking—and I love you even more.”

He whispered into her ear.

Gradually, the tension left her body.

“R-really…?”

He slowly let go.

Her face was bright red.

“I’m sorry… I panicked. Um, then… why smaller portions? Is it too much? Hard to finish?”

“Well… that’s part of it, I guess. Though we freeze leftovers, so it’s not really a problem.”

“…Then?”

“Um… I’ve gained weight.”

“…Pardon?”

“My weight’s gone up, so I thought I’d try dieting.”

“…Oh.”

Yeah, this is kind of embarrassing…

Arisa, meanwhile, looked blank with surprise.

“…Men gain weight too, huh.”

“…That’s hardly unusual.”

“Sorry, that came out wrong. I don’t mean literally—it’s more like… you actually worry about it.”

Women tend to be very sensitive about their bodies.

Even a few kilos can feel like “getting fat”.

Men, on the other hand, often don’t care—even if they gain weight, they might not even weigh themselves.

That’s what she meant.

“But are you really gaining weight? Could it just be growth? You don’t look any different…”

“It’s less about the number, more like… my stomach feels a bit… fuller, I guess.”

If it were muscle, that’d be great.

Thinking that, Yuzuru lifted his shirt slightly.

“Like this—”

“H-hey…! D-don’t do that so suddenly!”

Arisa turned away, flustered.

Her cheeks flushed rose-pink as she averted her gaze—yet kept sneaking glances at his stomach.

“We’ve bathed together before.”

“T-that was…! I need time to mentally prepare!”

Swimsuits at the pool? Fine.

Even bathing in swimsuits? Fine.

But suddenly lifting a shirt to show skin? Apparently not.

Yuzuru didn’t quite get it.

“D-do you even need to show me?”

“Well… I wanted your opinion—if it looks different.”

“Hmm… from my perspective… not really… Ah, but now that you mention it… compared to last summer… maybe your abs are a bit less defined than I remember? Though that could just be memory bias.”

“In your mind, my abs are a memory?”

“D-don’t say weird things…”

“A memory?”

“…W-well, I did think you looked muscular and kind of… attractive.”

Back at the pool last summer, Arisa had still been in her prickly phase.

But even then, she’d thought he looked appealing in a swimsuit.

Which meant she’d already been seeing him as a man.

Yuzuru himself had thought “Whoa, that’s sexy” when he saw her chest back then, so it was much the same.

The fact they’d both felt that way—it made him happy.

Though whether it was mutual feelings or just mutual fantasies was another matter.

“If you want, I can show you anytime. You can even touch.”

“…Then I’d have to show you in return, wouldn’t I? I’m not falling for that.”

That plan clearly wasn’t going to work.

“But still… you don’t look like you need to diet. Suddenly changing your eating habits isn’t good for your health, you know?”

“If I don’t act early, it’ll be worse later. And… you like muscles, don’t you?”

“D-don’t say it like it’s my fetish…! Even if you weren’t muscular—or even if you gained weight—you’d still be you, Yuzuru-san…”

“But between a muscular me and a chubby me, you prefer the former, right?”

Just like how he’d still love Arisa regardless—

Even if her waist thickened or her chest or hips shrank—

He still preferred her current figure.

It was natural to want to be attractive to the person you loved.

“Well… yes, that’s true…”

“And summer break’s coming up.”

They’d probably go to the beach or pool.

Maybe Soichiro, Hijiri, and Ayaka would be there too.

Showing up out of shape wouldn’t be great.

“Understood. Then I’ll join you.”

“No, you don’t have to—”

“I was thinking it’s about time I got serious too. …Not that I’ve gained weight.”

“Yeah, I know.”

He’d seen her swimsuit over Golden Week.

Her figure had been—exceptional.

“I’ll make meals and bento with low carbs and high protein in mind.”

“Ah—well, you don’t have to go that far—”

“Are you underestimating this, Yuzuru-san? Are you serious about it?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll do my best.”

Yuzuru had no choice but to bow his head.


      
        Chapter 19 - Dieting and Rewards

        The first term ended, and summer break began.

Though—

“Eleven… twelve… thirteen… Yuzuru-san, just a bit more!!”

“—gh…”

“Fourteen… fifteen!”

“Haah…”

Yuzuru collapsed onto the floor, limbs spread out.

Meanwhile, Arisa clapped her hands enthusiastically.

“That completes today’s quota.”

Fifteen reps with the ab roller, two sets a day.

That was the goal Yuzuru had set.

His diet was still ongoing.

“…Your turn next, Arisa.”

“Y-yes… I know that! Y-you don’t have to tell me…”

Saying that, Arisa picked up the ab roller Yuzuru had just been using.

“—nn…”

“One… two… three… three.”

“H-hey, wait! Count properly—”

“We agreed sloppy ones don’t count. …Three… four… five…”

“Ugh…!”

Face flushed bright red, Arisa somehow managed to complete her target of eight reps.

Her goal was two sets of eight per day.

She collapsed onto the floor in a starfish position, just like Yuzuru.

Her large chest rose and fell with each breath.

Yuzuru lightly poked her stomach with his finger.

“H-hey, s-stop… hih—!”

A strange sound escaped her—half yelp, half laugh—likely from the ticklishness, the slight pain, and the strain on her abs.

Finding it amusing, Yuzuru poked her side again.

“Geez, Yuzuru-san!!”

Smack—his hand was forcefully swatted away.

Arisa slowly sat up, glaring at him.

“Honestly…”

“Hey, sorry, sorry… it was just kind of funny.”

“…You do realise I’ll be getting you back, right?”

“I do—but I won’t go down without a fight.”

He braced himself.

But Arisa shook her head firmly.

“I’ll settle this tomorrow… when you’re exhausted.”

With it being summer break, Arisa spent most of her free time in Yuzuru’s room.

Lately, she was there more often than at her own house.

Naturally, she’d be back tomorrow for ab roller training as well.

And she planned to strike when he was worn out.

“I’m glad you’ll be here again tomorrow.”

“I’m not foolish enough to fall for that.”

She shot him a flat, unimpressed look.

For now, Yuzuru could only hope she’d forget by tomorrow.

“Well then… next is running.”

“Strength training alone won’t make you lose weight.”

Aerobic and anaerobic exercise—

Both were essential for dieting.

“Still… this is tough…”

Yuzuru muttered.

Arisa replied in a calm, matter-of-fact tone.

“You need to be in shape by mid-August. Honestly… you’re surprisingly lacking in willpower, Yuzuru-san.”

“Well… it’s my first time dieting.”

There were two reasons.

First, he’d simply never gained weight before.

He ate a normal amount, wasn’t a big eater, and stayed active.

He might grow taller, but he’d never grown wider.

Second, he’d never cared about his weight in the first place.

The only reason he cared now was because he wanted to look good in front of Arisa.

Before, he’d never had someone like that—so there’d been no motivation to slim down or build muscle.

“I-is that so… your first time…”

“What about you, Arisa? Do you diet… often?”

“Yes, I do—well, saying it like that makes it sound like I’m constantly struggling with my weight. …I usually just do it before summer.”

“Fair enough.”

He’d never once thought Arisa looked overweight.

Sometimes he wondered if she consumed a bit too much sugar, but she somehow maintained a very slim figure.

“I do keep track of calories regularly, you know.”

“What about the cakes on your days off?”

“Th-that’s… a separate matter.”

The “cakes” were the sweets Yuzuru prepared whenever she came over.

And not just the cakes—surely the sugar and milk in her coffee were also filed under “separate”.

“It’s not really good, those kinds of things… they’re high in calories…”

“Then maybe we should stop—”

“I didn’t say that. …You just balance things out elsewhere!”

For some reason, Yuzuru pictured embezzling company funds with the justification of “I’ll make up for it later.”

“Still… it’s a problem if your motivation is dropping.”

“It’s not like I’ve lost motivation that much.”

“Maybe not now—but if you ignore it, it’ll catch up with you later.”

“…Speaking from experience?”

“Yes.”

According to Arisa, that feeling of “I don’t want to do this” builds up day by day.

And eventually, it turns into “Well, just for today…”

That becomes the breaking point.

“And the rebound afterwards gets worse.”

The stronger the sense of relief after finishing something unpleasant, the more likely you are to overindulge—

like eating a lot of your favourite foods.

“Let’s find something to enjoy. Or a reward.”

“A reward, huh…”

After running came dinner.

Normally, Arisa’s cooking would count as a reward—but—

“Lately it’s been shredded cabbage…”

“I’m doing this for your sake, Yuzuru-san.”

Currently, instead of rice, he was eating bowls of shredded cabbage.

It filled him up decently, but… rice was better.

And not just that—the side dishes had all become healthier too.

Of course, Arisa’s cooking was still delicious—

But for a growing boy like Yuzuru, it felt a bit lacking.

“A reward, huh… what do you think would be good?”

“Hm? Let’s see… maybe a massage? I’ve done that for you before.”

“Yeah… maybe…”

Massages felt nice.

But whether that alone could carry him through this diet was questionable.

More than anything, eighty percent of the appeal was being close to Arisa.

If he just wanted a massage, he could go to a shop.

…And then, an idea struck him.

“H-hey, um…”

“…What is it?”

“Well… actually, never mind.”

He almost said it—but then thought better of it and stopped.

“That just makes me more curious. What is it?”

“N-no, it’s really nothing…”

“…I won’t get angry, you know?”

She leaned in, peering at his face.

Her jade-green eyes blinked softly, her flaxen hair swaying.

“R-really…?”

“Really.”

“Well… it’s just an idea, more like a suggestion…”

He scratched his cheek slightly, then said—

“What if… the reward was… you?”

He nervously glanced at her reaction.

And Arisa—

“…Eh?”

Froze, her face turning bright red.


      
        Chapter 20 - A Defenceless Fiancée

        “Honestly! What are you even saying!!”

Face bright red, glaring at Yuzuru—then turning away.

That had been Arisa’s reaction to his suggestion.

Yuzuru himself had only meant it half as a joke, so he brushed it off at the time, saying as much—but—

He glanced sideways at Arisa, running beside him.

Her flaxen hair was tied up, her expression serious—though she looked a little strained—as she kept pace with him.

They were currently jogging around a nearby park.

They weren’t sprinting, but the fact she could run alongside him at all spoke volumes—Arisa had quite the stamina and leg strength.

(…Does it hurt, though?)

In sync with her steps, the soft weight on her chest bounced up and down.

Of course, she was wearing a sports bra (probably), so it wasn’t exactly a full-blown earthquake, but—

Still, about a magnitude three.

The kind where, on a rainy day, you might get a landslide, or an elderly person might lose their balance and break a bone—

In the worst case, even fatalities weren’t out of the question.

Could her small shoulders really handle that burden?

As her fiancé, shouldn’t he be helping carry that weight instead?

While he entertained such utterly idiotic thoughts—

“…Where are you looking?”

Their eyes met—her jade gaze fixed on him.

Shot with a flat, unimpressed look, Yuzuru casually turned forward.

“No, nowhere. …If it gets tough, just tell me.”

It was early evening, a bit cooler than before—

But it was still midsummer.

High heat, high humidity.

In other words, a risk of heatstroke.

He spoke as if he were simply being considerate.

Arisa replied, “I’m fine,” and faced forward.

Then—

“…Pervert.”

She muttered it under her breath.

So she’d noticed.

After finishing their target distance, they sat on a nearby bench and wiped off their sweat.

“It’s hot…”

“…It is.”

No matter how much they wiped, sweat kept pouring out.

Not just their faces—under their clothes felt unpleasant too.

Yuzuru slipped his towel inside his shirt to wipe himself down.

Though, since his clothes were already soaked, it didn’t help much.

Glancing beside him, he saw Arisa doing something similar.

Her hand slipped inside her clothes as she wiped away sweat.

She wasn’t lifting her shirt, so nothing was visible—but somehow, it still felt… suggestive.

“What is it?”

“No, it’s just…”

Yuzuru glanced around.

There was no one else nearby—just the two of them.

“…You were looking at me in a dirty way again, weren’t you? Honestly…”

It can’t be helped, she seemed to say, furrowing her brows in an exaggerated way.

Still, she didn’t look angry.

If anything, she seemed a little pleased.

“Well… I won’t deny it.”

“…That’s surprisingly honest.”

It was true.

Rather, it was impossible not to look at Arisa that way.

Because, as far as Yuzuru was concerned, there wasn’t a single part of her that wasn’t alluring.

Though perhaps it wasn’t that Arisa herself was inherently suggestive—

Maybe his own eyes had some kind of “Arisa-is-sexy filter.”

Either way, the result was the same.

“Still… what I meant to say was…”

“…What?”

He scratched his cheek, hesitated slightly, then said—

“Those… defenceless moments… I’d rather you only show them when we’re alone.”

There hadn’t been anyone around just now—

But still, he didn’t want other men seeing her like that.

…He didn’t really want to sound overly possessive, though.

“I-I see…”

Caught off guard, Arisa blushed and lowered her gaze.

Then quietly—

“I’m sorry. I’ll be more careful…”

“Y-yeah… I mean, you don’t have to worry that much.”

“…Doesn’t it bother you?”

She sounded slightly dissatisfied.

Apparently, she wanted it to bother him.

“No, it does.”

“Then I’ll be careful.”

As they spoke, their sweating began to subside.

Yuzuru pulled out his flask and drank the sports drink inside.

After exercise, it tasted especially good.

“…Huh?”

A confused voice came from beside him.

Arisa rummaged through her bag, tilting her head—

Then began taking things out one by one.

…But no flask appeared.

“Did you forget it?”

“…Probably. It’s fine.”

It wasn’t far back to Yuzuru’s place.

She could drink as much as she liked once they got back—

“Want some?”

He held out his flask.

Considering the risk of heatstroke, it was better she drank sooner.

“Eh, but…”

“Well, no pressure.”

He said that, and she shook her head.

“…I’ll drink.”

She took the flask.

After staring at the mouthpiece for a moment, she pressed her lips to it and began to drink slowly—

“Come to think of it, that’s an indirect kiss.”

“—cough!”

Perfect timing.

She choked slightly.

Chuckling, Yuzuru gently rubbed her back.

Arisa shot him a sharp glare.

“Honestly…!”

“Sorry, sorry… want to stop?”

“…I’ll drink.”

Despite everything, she kept going.

Her ears tinged red as she drank the sports drink.

Her pale throat moved with each swallow.

“Thank you.”

“Sure.”

She returned the flask.

It was now empty, noticeably lighter.

“Let’s head back.”

“Yeah.”

And so they made their way home.

As soon as they got back, Arisa spoke.

“May I use the shower first?”

“Go ahead.”

After thanking him, she entered the changing room—

Then peeked her head out.

“Don’t peek, alright?”

“I won’t.”

“Hmm, but you are a bit of a pervert, Yuzuru-san.”

She giggled, then shut the door.

Left alone, Yuzuru let out a wry smile.

Lately, Arisa had started dropping her guard more—in a good way.

He didn’t mind at all.

These days, it wasn’t unusual for her to use his shower, so he even kept her bath supplies at his place.

Strictly speaking, he wasn’t supposed to use them—

Though occasionally, he’d secretly try them and think, “Oh… this smells like Arisa…”

That, of course, was a secret.

After a while, Arisa came out wearing a loose outfit—white shirt and shorts.

Her skin was slightly flushed from the heat.

“Alright, I’ll go in.”

“Okay.”

“Don’t peek, alright?”

“That’s just creepy.”

He tried joking in a falsetto voice, but she shot him down immediately.

Shrugging, Yuzuru went in, quickly washed off the sweat, and got changed.

When he stepped out—

Arisa was there to greet him.

But something seemed… off.

“Ah, Yuzuru-san…”

She looked restless.

Even though some time had passed since her shower, her cheeks were still faintly red.

Her eyes darted about—

And then, for some reason, she sat down formally on her knees.

“…?”

Not quite understanding, Yuzuru sat seiza in front of her as well.

She flinched.

Then, looking slightly downward, she asked—

“Um… so, what shall we do?”

“What do you mean?”

“Y-you know… that…”

“…That?”

Tilting his head, Yuzuru genuinely didn’t understand.

Arisa, flustered and a bit annoyed, said—

“D-don’t play dumb…”

And then—

“…The reward.”


      
        Chapter 21 - A Reward for His Fiancée

        “…The reward.”

For a moment, Yuzuru’s thoughts came to a complete stop.

Then, slowly, he processed what Arisa had said.

“Ah… right. That.”

“Y-yes.”

Arisa nodded, her face tinged red with embarrassment.

Meanwhile, Yuzuru scratched his head.

“I thought it was off the table…”

“…I never said it was.”

She had gotten upset, yes—but she hadn’t rejected it outright.

“S-so… what would you like to do? I-I mean, if you’re not really in the mood right now, that’s perfectly fine too…”

Her gaze flickered—downward, then up at him, then away again.

To be honest, he hadn’t been planning anything like that—

But watching her act like this, so adorably shy, stirred something in him.

“…Then how far am I allowed to go?”

“Huh? W-well…”

“Ah—no, sorry. Forget I asked.”

He cut her off.

Tilting her head, Arisa looked puzzled, and after a moment, he asked again—

“Is there anything you want me to do?”

“…Eh? M-me!?”

That clearly hadn’t been what she expected.

Her eyes widened.

“I-it’s supposed to be your reward, Yuzuru-san…”

“If it makes you happy, that makes me happy.”

Arisa often asked what he wanted—

But rarely voiced what she herself wanted.

Whether that was just her personality or because she didn’t have many desires to begin with, he didn’t know.

Still, granting her wishes mattered.

Maybe this was a good opportunity.

“Well, if there’s nothing, that’s fine too—”

“W-wait, please. I’ll think…”

She hummed to herself, thinking hard—

Then—

“There is one thing.”

So there was something.

That, at least, was reassuring.

“What is it? I’ll do what I can.”

“Well… um…”

Blushing slightly, she spoke.

“I’d like… a hug.”

“…Hmm?”

A hug.

An embrace.

But that was something they’d already done plenty of times.

“Well, if that’s what you want, sure—”

“W-wait. Not just a normal hug.”

“Oh?”

The idea that there were different kinds of hugs hadn’t really occurred to him.

“…I want you to do it from behind.”

“From behind? …You mean, like holding you from the back?”

“Y-yes.”

That was new.

Most of the time, they hugged face-to-face.

He’d never held her from behind before.

“That’s easy enough.”

To him, it didn’t seem all that different—

But apparently, for Arisa, it carried a different meaning.

Either way, if it made her happy, that was enough.

“Should we sit, or stand?”

“Let’s… stand.”

She rose to her feet—

Then slowly turned her back to him.

Her small, slender back and shoulders came into view.

“P-please—ah…”

Before she could finish, Yuzuru wrapped his arms around her from behind.

Gently, he pulled her close, his arms circling her chest as he drew her body into his, pressing himself against her.

Her pale ear was right near his lips.

“Arisa.”

He whispered her name.

He felt her body tremble slightly.

“Y-yes…”

“I love you. …I really do.”

Then he placed a soft kiss against her ear.

At once, the tension left her body.

She leaned back into him, entrusting her weight to him.

Gently, he guided her down to sit.

Then he pressed a kiss to her beautiful hair.

Next, her cheek—

And once more, lightly, her ear.

“Is this alright?”

“…Yes.”

She nodded faintly.

He asked again—

“Anything else you’d like?”

“M-more…?”

A brief silence.

Then, slowly, Arisa tilted her head back, as if gazing up at the ceiling.

Her jade eyes reflected his face.

“…Yuzuru-san.”

Her voice—soft, pleading.

Almost like she was asking for something without saying it outright.

In response, Yuzuru gently kissed her forehead.

“Mm…”

A small sound escaped her—

A mix of happiness, and just a hint of dissatisfaction.

Yuzuru smiled.

And then—

He pressed his lips against hers.

Her body jolted slightly.

About ten seconds later—

He slowly pulled away.

After the kiss, Arisa looked almost dazed.

Her unfocused eyes gazed up at him, dreamlike.

“Was that okay?”

He asked.

Still flushed, Arisa—

Gave a small nod.


      
        Chapter 22 - A Call with My Fiancée

        Previously—

As a reward for his dieting efforts, Yuzuru embraced Arisa from behind and shared a passionate kiss with her.

“Mm… Yuzuru-san…”

As their lips parted and Yuzuru began to pull away—

Arisa lightly tugged at his clothes.

“What is it, Arisa?”

“Well… just a little longer…”

Fidgeting shyly, she made her request.

Asked like that, there was no way he could refuse.

“…Want to do it again?”

“…”

She didn’t answer—

But gave a small nod.

Then she tilted her head up and closed her eyes.

Yuzuru slowly leaned in, bringing his lips closer to hers—

Brrr brrr brrr!!

“Hyau!”

“Whoa!”

A sudden ringtone rang out.

Startled, Arisa hurriedly pulled her phone from her pocket.

On the screen: Tachibana Ayaka.

“…Sorry, it’s for me. Is that okay?”

“Go ahead, go ahead.”

After checking with him, Arisa answered the call.

“Yes, hello. Eh? No, it’s fine. W-with Yuzuru-san…? N-no way…”


Hey, are you free right now? You’re not on a date with Yuzurun, are you?



Yuzuru could practically hear the voice on the other end.

Judging by Arisa’s reaction, his guess probably wasn’t far off.

“Yes, yes. My schedule? Um, hold on. That day…”

Apparently, she was being asked about plans.

Most likely, an invitation to hang out.

And then, Yuzuru realised—

Arisa was sitting in his lap while talking on the phone.

“Yes, that day works—ah…”

As an experiment, Yuzuru brushed his fingers along the nape of her neck.

A soft, slightly breathy sound slipped from her lips.

“I-it’s fine… yes, both days… mm, so then, w-where…? Ah…”

Finding it amusing, he lightly poked her side, then ran his fingers through her hair.

When he tried brushing her thigh—

She shot him a glare.

But when he blew softly against her ear, her expression loosened, her voice slipping out unguarded.

“I-I see… mm… I’ll go. Ah—huh… Y-Yuzuru-san too? Y-yes. W-we’ll talk when we meet… I-I’m not listening, you know? N-no way… mm…”

As she spoke, Arisa turned to look at him—

Her face caught somewhere between annoyance and embarrassment.

When Yuzuru held out his hand slightly—

After a brief hesitation, she passed him the phone.

“Hello, this is Takasegawa, Arisa’s fiancé.”


_Hey, could you not act like something out of a trashy romance novel?>



Ayaka burst out laughing.

Yuzuru chuckled along.

Meanwhile, Arisa shrank into his lap, clearly flustered.

Adorable.

“No, it’s just—Arisa’s reactions are funny—ow…”


What was that?



“Nothing…”

Yuzuru glanced downward.

Arisa was pinching the skin on his leg and tugging it slightly.

It actually hurt.


Are you still at it? Well, whatever. Anyway—how about a beach trip with an overnight stay? You know our villa, right? That one.



“Ah, the place we went to in middle school.”


Yep, that one.



‘So far, me, Chiharu-chan, and Soichiro-kun are in. Tenka-chan and Ryozenji-kun—Chiharu-chan and Soichiro-kun will—’


They’re coming.




They said they’re coming.




Yep, they’re in.



Voices of Chiharu and Soichiro chimed in from the background.

From the sound of it, Yuzuru was the only one who hadn’t confirmed yet.

“What dates?”

When he asked, Ayaka answered right away.

Fortunately, he was free.

To begin with, his only real commitments were part-time shifts—

And he usually aligned those with Arisa’s schedule anyway.

If she was free, so was he.

When he said as much—


Then Yuzurun’s in too. We’ll prepare most things here, but—ah.



“What?”


N-nothing. Um… right, swimsuits. You’ll need swimsuits—and, ah, maybe everyone brings a film or something to watch, like, one each… mm!



Occasionally, a strangely sultry tone slipped into her voice.

Along with quiet laughter from others in the background.


A-anyway, I’ll message you later! B-bye!!



And just like that, she abruptly hung up.

“…Is it over?”

Fidgeting slightly with her hair, Arisa asked.

Yuzuru nodded.

“Yeah, it’s over. By the way—”

“Yes?”

“Want to continue?”

At that, Arisa—

“N-not today… I’m fine for now.”

Rejected him.

Yuzuru shrugged.

“By the way, does that mean another day is fine?”

“Th-that depends on the situation…”


      
        Chapter 23 - A Day at the Beach with My Fiancée

        A vast sky, a blue sea, and white sand.

Under the blazing sun stood Yuzuru.

“This really is an incredible place.”

Dressed in nothing but swim trunks, he looked around in admiration.

This was a private beach owned by his childhood friend, Tachibana Ayaka.

There was even a villa nearby.

Yuzuru had been invited along with Arisa.

“Honestly… I don’t even like the beach.”

That muttered complaint came from Satake Soichiro.

Naturally, he’d been invited too.

“Why not?”

Ryozenji Hijiri, another of Yuzuru’s friends, asked.

Soichiro shrugged.

“You get covered in sand, your hair gets wrecked, the water’s salty, and you could drown… wouldn’t a pool be better?”

“Then why did you come?”

“…Ayaka and Chiharu are going. No way I could not come.”

He answered with a slightly conflicted expression.

Most likely, he’d been dragged along by his childhood friends.

“Besides, I don’t hate it. …If I’m with friends, it’s fine.”

He said it a bit awkwardly.

So he didn’t like the sea—but he did like spending time with them.

That said, neither Yuzuru nor Hijiri particularly cared about Soichiro’s softer side.

Their reactions were… lukewarm.

“Come to think of it, Yuzuru—you’re looking pretty sharp.”

Sensing the awkwardness, Soichiro changed the subject.

Yuzuru blinked for a moment, then realised he meant his body.

“Didn’t you say you’d gained weight?”

“I did. So I lost it. …It was rough.”

Answering Hijiri, Yuzuru lightly flexed his abs.

The extra fat he’d had before was gone now.

“Huh… did you change your diet?”

“Swapped rice for shredded cabbage and broccoli…”

“…You actually endured that?”

“Endured it… or got managed by Arisa, more like…”

““Ah…””

So he’s completely under her thumb.

That was the unspoken conclusion, judging by their exasperated looks.

“…The girls are taking forever.”

Trying to brush it off, Yuzuru muttered.

Soichiro and Hijiri nodded in agreement.

“Seriously.”

“They’re probably just chatting.”

Just then—

“Sorry! Took us a while!”

A lively voice called out.

Looking over, they saw Ayaka waving.

Behind her were Arisa, Chiharu, and Tenka.

“We’re late because Tenka-san was being difficult,”

“…Don’t blame me.”

Chiharu looked exasperated.

Tenka looked mildly annoyed.

Apparently, something had happened.

“Sorry to keep you waiting, Yuzuru-san.”

Arisa smiled at him.

She was already in her swimsuit—

Or so it seemed.

He couldn’t be sure, since she was wearing a rash guard zipped all the way up.

“No, we didn’t wait that long, right?”

Yuzuru glanced at the others.

They nodded.

“Not at all.”

“It’s normal for girls to take longer.”

Complaining here would mean turning all four girls against them.

They knew better.

“We actually changed quickly, but Tenka-chan didn’t want to get into a swimsuit…”

Naturally, everyone’s gaze turned to Tenka.

She was wearing a T-shirt and surf shorts.

Probably a swimsuit underneath—

But even more covered up than Arisa.

“I didn’t say I didn’t want to. There’s just… a process.”

Apparently, Ayaka and Chiharu had tried to strip away that “process,” causing the delay.

“Oh? So once you feel more… open, you’ll take it off?”

“…Can you not phrase it like that?”

Ayaka and Tenka started bickering again.

Meanwhile, Yuzuru quietly observed their outfits.

(As expected… their personalities really show.)

Tenka covered herself with a rash guard and surf shorts.

Arisa wore a rash guard too—less guarded below, but very protected up top.

Chiharu, on the other hand, only had a light rash guard over her blue frilled bikini.

Cute, frilly—very much her style.

She also seemed less self-conscious.

And Ayaka—

Just a purple bikini.

No cover at all.

Not so much lacking modesty as being confident in her figure.

…You wouldn’t pick purple otherwise.

“Alright, we’ll deal with Tenka later—what now?”

“…Let’s just split up for a bit. Everyone can ease into the water at their own pace.”

Arisa glanced briefly at Yuzuru.

It seemed she had something in mind.

“Yeah, sounds good. Let’s regroup in an hour. …Tenka-chan should be feeling ‘open’ by then.”

“Stop saying it like that—!”

Ignoring her protest, Ayaka dragged Chiharu and Soichiro away.

“Shall we go too, Arisa?”

“Yes.”

Yuzuru took her hand, and they left together.

Leaving behind—

“…What now?”

“…Good question.”

Hijiri and Tenka.

“So, Arisa… what should we do?”

“Well… from here… ah—no, let’s go behind those rocks.”

She pointed to a large rock formation—

And quietly slipped her arm around his.

A soft warmth pressed against his arm.

“…What are we doing?”

“…There’s something I’d like to ask.”

Her answer made his heart beat a little faster.

Summer. Swimsuits. Something you wouldn’t do unless you were alone—

He had a few ideas.

“No one should see us here…”

Holding back his anticipation, he asked.

Arisa nodded, her cheeks faintly flushed.

“…I’d prefer to do it myself, but it’s difficult alone.”

As she spoke, she rummaged through her bag—

And pulled out a small bottle.

Inside was some kind of liquid.

“Sunscreen?”

“Y-yes. …Couples usually do this, right?”

She pressed the bottle into his hands.

“Usually, huh… what exactly counts as ‘usual’?”

Smiling teasingly, he asked.

Arisa looked away, embarrassed.

“D-don’t tease me…”

“If you don’t explain, I won’t know.”

“…Honestly.”

She pouted slightly, cheeks flushed—

“My back… I can’t reach it. Please put it on for me.”


      
        Chapter 24 - My Fiancée’s Swimsuit

        “My back… I can’t reach it, so please put it on for me.”

At Arisa’s request, Yuzuru nodded.

“Got it.”

“…Thank you.”

Arisa nodded as well.

And then—

“U-um… Yuzuru-san.”

“Yeah… what is it?”

“I—I can’t take it off.”

She suddenly said that.

At first, Yuzuru wondered, Did she just get shy all of a sudden…?

But—

“Um… could you help me?”

Looking up at him with those pleading eyes, he finally understood.

She wanted him to undress her.

“Y-you’ve gotten… bold.”

His gaze naturally drifted over her body.

Her rash guard was slightly long, covering even her swimsuit bottom.

But her long, pale legs—her thighs—were exposed.

Her upper body was fully covered, yet—

The swell at her chest made it unmistakably clear what lay beneath.

Under that fabric was her beautiful figure.

…Of course, she was wearing a swimsuit—not naked—but still.

“I—I don’t know what you mean…”

She looked away shyly.

Meanwhile, Yuzuru stepped closer.

“Alright, I’ll take it off.”

“…Okay.”

He took hold of the zipper on her rash guard—

And slowly pulled it down.

First, her collarbones came into view.

Then her pale, elegant décolletage.

Next, the full curve of her chest, wrapped in her swimsuit.

Then her slender waist, her cute navel—

And finally, the triangular fabric below.

“…Um, all the way, please.”

“Yeah.”

He nodded and slipped the rash guard off her shoulders.

Her shoulders were small, pale—

And faintly flushed.

“Um… Yuzuru-san…”

With her arms behind her back, she glanced up at him.

“It suits you. You look beautiful.”

“…How so?”

“…Sexy, maybe?”

This time, Arisa’s swimsuit was a red triangle bikini.

No frills or lace to soften it—

Just a simple design with small ribbons.

A tie-side bikini, with relatively little coverage.

For Arisa, it was quite daring.

The red emphasised her fair skin, giving her a more alluring appearance.

“Sexy” felt like the most fitting word.

“P-please don’t say that…”

She covered herself slightly with her hands, blushing as red as her bikini.

But she didn’t look displeased.

If anything, she seemed happy.

“…I’ve thought this before, but—”

“…What is it?”

“Your fashion sense is surprisingly… bold.”

Before, it had been black.

Now, red.

Both bikinis—and quite daring, considering her personality.

Not just swimsuits—her usual clothes often accentuated her figure more than expected.

“P-please don’t put it that way… it makes it sound like that’s my thing.”

“Isn’t it?”

“It’s not!”

She shot back, a little annoyed.

“It’s just… I think things like this suit me better…”

“Well, yeah. You suit elegant over cute—more mature than childish.”

With her figure, it would almost be a waste not to highlight it.

“But… don’t you kind of enjoy being seen?”

Yuzuru trained his body, after all.

And having people notice it—admire it—wasn’t a bad feeling.

Maybe it was different for her, but still—

“N-no way! It’s just embarrassing.”

“Then—”

“I brought a pareo this time. …The only one I’ll show this to is you.”

“That’s a relief.”

Yuzuru let out a small sigh.

To be honest, her swimsuit felt a bit… minimal.

Especially the lower half.

The thought of other guys seeing her like this—

Even if they were friends—didn’t sit well with him.

“Wear your rash guard over the top.”

“O-okay… if Ayaka-san and Chiharu-san allow it.”

He chuckled.

Those two probably wouldn’t make it easy.

Still, there were ways—he could suggest splitting into groups later.

“By the way, Arisa… how does it feel, me seeing you like this?”

“Huh?”

She blinked, caught off guard.

“D-do I have to say it?”

“You do.”

He stepped closer, placing his hands on her shoulders.

At such close distance, she looked flustered—her gaze flickering between his chest, his waist, and his face.

“I-it’s embarrassing… when you look at me… but…”

“But?”

“I-it makes me happy. D-do I really have to say more?”

She looked at him as if asking for mercy.

He was tempted to tease her further—

But pushing too far might backfire.

“I see. You said it honestly—good girl.”

He gently patted her head.

For a moment, she looked pleased—

Then suddenly snapped back and glared at him.

“That was… rather condescending.”

She looked slightly annoyed.

Yuzuru smiled.

“Arisa.”

“H-hey, wait—”

He gently pulled her closer—

And slowly leaned in.

She closed her eyes, lifting her chin as if offering her lips.

But instead—

He placed a soft kiss on her forehead.

“Ah…”

A voice that sounded both happy and slightly disappointed.

“Wanted it on your lips?”

“…No.”

She turned away with a pout.

Yuzuru lightly poked her cheek.

“…Now then, Arisa.”

“…What?”

She still looked a little sulky.

Yuzuru said—

“It’s about time… I put it on.”

Her eyes widened—

And in an instant, her face turned bright red.


      
        Chapter 25 - Sunscreen

        “It’s about time… I put it on.”

Slightly tense, Yuzuru said that, and Arisa—her face flushed—gave a small nod.

Then she took a leisure sheet out of her bag.

“Then… um, let’s lay this down.”

She spread it over the sand and lay face down on top of it.

“…Whoa.”

The reaction slipped out before he could stop it.

He already knew Arisa had an incredible figure—and that the bold bikini enhanced it even further.

But until now, he had only seen her from the front.

(…Does she realise this?)

His gaze drifted to her hips—barely contained by her swimsuit.

Her white, full curves looked almost constrained by the fabric.

“…Yuzuru-san?”

“Ah—no, I was just admiring the view.”

Startled by her voice, he quickly shifted his gaze to her back.

It somehow felt like he’d seen something he wasn’t supposed to.

“P-please don’t say things like that…”

Arisa replied shyly.

It didn’t seem like she’d noticed.

If she had, she’d probably be trying to cover herself more.

“S-so, can I start now?”

If he didn’t hurry, his self-control might not last.

That was his honest thought.

“Ah—wait.”

“…What is it?”

“Well, um…”

Hesitating slightly, Arisa reached behind her back.

Her fingers found the string at her neck and back.

Yuzuru felt his pulse spike.

“You know how in films and dramas… they do this, right?”

She tugged lightly.

The string came undone.

“Th-this way… it’s easier for you to apply, right?”

“I—yeah… I suppose.”

He said it, but honestly, it didn’t make much difference.

String or no string, the area of her back didn’t really change.

It was a meaningless act.

And yet—

For some reason, his heart was racing.

“Then… um, Yuzuru-san. Once again… please.”

“Yeah. Got it.”

He squeezed some sunscreen into his palm and spread it slightly.

Then he looked at his fiancée’s shoulders.

Smooth, pale skin—

Exposed helplessly under the sun.

If it burned, it would be serious.

Protecting this skin…

Somehow, it felt like a responsibility.

He couldn’t just do it carelessly.

Carefully, he placed his hands on her shoulders.

“Hyah!”

“Whoa!”

She let out a soft, unexpectedly sensual yelp.

His pulse quickened even more.

“W-what’s wrong?”

“S-sorry… it was cold.”

“I see… I’ll warn you next time. …Okay, I’m starting again.”

“Yes.”

Once more, he touched her shoulders.

Her body trembled slightly.

Her skin was flawless—smooth, without blemish.

His hands moved easily across it.

From her shoulders to her back—

From her back to her waist.

But—

“Ah… i-it tickles…”

“S-sorry.”

Every now and then, she shifted slightly, letting out soft, breathy sounds.

Each time, his heart pounded harder, his restraint wearing down.

And at the same time—

A suspicion formed.

“…Hey, Arisa.”

“Ah—what is it?”

“Are you doing this on purpose?”

“…What do you mean?”

There was a slight pause before she answered.

That was enough.

(…Yeah. Definitely on purpose.)

She’d been the one to suggest this in the first place.

He’d been dancing in the palm of her hand.

And honestly, he didn’t mind—

But staying completely at her mercy felt a bit unfair.

“No, maybe I’m imagining things.”

Saying that, he slid his hand down to her hips.

“Hi—”

A small sound escaped her.

Whether from surprise—or intention—he couldn’t tell.

“You alright, Arisa?”

“Y-yes… um, Yuzuru-san…”

“What is it?”

“I-I can do that part myself…”

She reached back towards her hips—

But Yuzuru gently, firmly caught her hand.

“No need to hold back.”

“N-no, it’s not that—”

“If you miss a spot, that’d be a problem, right?”

He guided her hand down and continued applying the sunscreen.

His fingers spread it carefully over her hips.

“You don’t want weird tan lines, do you?”

As he said that, his fingers slipped just slightly beneath the edge of her swimsuit.

Fabric could shift, after all.

You had to be thorough.

…That was his reasoning.

“I—I suppose…”

Whether she accepted it, gave up, or—

Something else entirely—

She didn’t resist.

He continued down her thighs, even the inner sides.

By now, her skin had taken on a faint reddish tint.

“Arisa.”

“Yes?”

“I’m done.”

“…Yes.”

“What next?”

“What next…?”

“The front.”

“Th-the front…”

After a moment of silence—

“C-could you… do it…?”

She answered, glancing at him from the corner of her eye.

“O-okay… then, um—”

“I-I’ll fix my swimsuit first…”

She stood up.

Yuzuru quickly turned his back.

“It’s fine now.”

When he turned around again, she was sitting with her back to him.

Her skin, slightly glossy from the lotion, and—

The red strings were tied again.

“…I can’t apply it if you don’t face me, you know?”

“I-it’s embarrassing… so…”

“From behind?”

“…Yes.”

“…Alright.”

Truthfully, he wasn’t sure he could handle facing her either.

He approached her from behind.

As he spread his arms to reach around—

She leaned back slightly.

Her back pressed against his chest.

Naturally, it became an embrace from behind.

“I’ll start with your arms.”

“Yes.”

From shoulders to palms, he spread the sunscreen carefully.

At the end, he intertwined their fingers, applying it to her hands as well.

“Next is your stomach.”

“…Okay.”

He wrapped his arms around her slim waist.

Over her neat navel, up just beneath her chest—

His fingers brushed lightly against her softness.

“…Next, your neck.”

“…”

His hands traced her throat and collarbones—

Then paused.

“Next is—”

“Make sure to do my chest properly too.”

Her voice was soft, almost sweet.

“…If I get strange tan lines, it’ll be your fault, Yuzuru-san.”

“I know.”

He placed his hands on her chest.

Carefully spreading the lotion over the exposed skin.

“Don’t forget… the cleavage.”

He followed her instructions.

That area was slightly damp with sweat.

“And underneath too… just in case.”

He gently lifted her slightly—

There was more weight than he expected.

“…That should be everything.”

“Yuzuru-san.”

“…Yes?”

“Make sure… to do inside the swimsuit too.”

“…”

He paused.

“Are you sure?”

He asked again.

Arisa turned to look at him.

Her face was bright red.

And with a slightly annoyed tone—

“A-after all that… you touched my hips so much already. …Pervert.”

Then she shifted closer—

Positioning herself between his legs.

“…You were doing it on purpose too, weren’t you?”

“I don’t kn—mm…”

He cut her off with a kiss.

At the same time, his hand slipped inside her swimsuit, quickly finishing the task.

As soon as he was done, he pulled away.

“It’s your fault for being so attractive.”

He said it simply.

For a moment, she looked dazed—

Then came back to herself, raising her brows slightly.

“You think saying that makes everything okay?”

“…It doesn’t?”

“…I’ll let it slide.”

Saying that, she leaned back against him.

Yuzuru wrapped his arms around her once more.

“…More, please.”

“Alright.”


      
        Chapter 26 - Only After My Body?

        “Yuzuru-san!”

Plop—Arisa tossed the ball lightly into the air.

At the same time, her chest bounced.

Losing focus, Yuzuru fumbled and dropped the ball coming his way.

“Ah—sorry, Arisa.”

Sorry, sorry.

He made a chopping gesture in apology.

Arisa, meanwhile, frowned.

“Yuzuru-san! Look at the ball, not my chest!”

“Y-yes, ma’am”

He’d been caught.

The two of them were playing with a beach ball in the sea.

The water reached just above their waists.

Too close to shore didn’t feel like the sea at all—

But going deeper would be dangerous, especially since Arisa wasn’t the strongest swimmer.

Yuzuru waded over to retrieve the ball, grinning sheepishly.

Arisa placed her hands on her hips and began scolding him.

“Honestly, at least try to take this seriously… well, that sounds a bit odd, but…”

Take ball play seriously—even she realised how strange that sounded.

“Yuzuru-san, do you enjoy looking at my chest more than playing with me?”

Play with me properly—that was what she meant.

Yuzuru scratched his cheek.

“Well… I like you more than the ball, so that’s only natural, isn’t it?”

“Wha—”

Her cheeks flushed.

Being told she was liked more made it hard for her to argue back.

“L-let me rephrase! Do you enjoy looking at my chest more than playing with me!?”

I’m not falling for that, she pressed.

Yuzuru folded his arms, thinking.

“Hmm…”

“I-it’s not something you need to think that hard about…”

She hadn’t meant it that seriously.

Now she felt a bit bad.

“I think it’s best because I can enjoy both at once.”

“This isn’t curry and rice.”

“That was a good comeback.”

Yuzuru laughed.

Arisa sighed.

“So in the end… you’re only after my body, aren’t you?”

“N-no, that’s not—”

“You don’t care about my personality. You just like my face and body, right? I knew it, I’m just—”

“Arisa!”

He grabbed her small shoulders.

She flinched.

“I like how hardworking you are, how considerate, how kind—and how a bit stubborn you can be. …Yes, your body is attractive, I won’t deny that. But that’s because it’s the body of someone I love.”

He continued—

“I don’t like you because of your body. I like your body because I like you.”

Arisa’s eyes widened—

Then—

“…Pfft.”

She laughed softly.

“…Arisa?”

“S-sorry… that was a joke. Fufu…”

“Thanks for the passionate speech,” she added with a smile.

Only then did Yuzuru realise.

He’d been played.

“Right, I take it back. Maybe I do only like your body.”

“That still means you like me, doesn’t it?”

She crossed her arms—

Naturally pushing her chest up, emphasising it.

“W-well… yes, but…”

His eyes were drawn there again.

He couldn’t help it.

Still, being toyed with like this didn’t sit well with him.

He wanted a little payback.

“And what about you, Arisa?”

“…What do you mean?”

“My body. I haven’t heard your thoughts yet.”

He placed his hands on his hips and tensed his abs slightly.

“Huh? Um… I think it’s very well built. Compared to before… it looks more… impressive.”

“Do you like it?”

“Well… if I had to choose, I do…”

She looked away, a bit embarrassed.

That reaction gave him confidence.

He took her hand and guided it to his chest.

“What do you think?”

“H-how should I put it…”

“Your impression.”

“It’s… firm.”

She pressed lightly with her fingers.

Clearly, she was intrigued by how different it was from her own softness.

“What about here?”

He guided her hand lower, to his abs.

She traced them with her slender fingers.

“Hard… amazing…”

“Right?”

“It’s completely different from mine…”

As she said that, she looked up at him.

Her face was slightly flushed.

“Can I… touch your back too?”

She spread her arms wide.

He nodded.

“Go ahead.”

They embraced face to face.

Arisa wrapped her arms around him, running her hands along his back.

“This is firm too… kind of rugged.”

“You’re soft, Arisa.”

Holding each other, they felt the contrast between their bodies.

“Arisa…”

“Yes…”

Before he realised it, Yuzuru had leaned in.

Arisa didn’t resist.

Their lips met lightly.

A soft kiss.

Normally, it would end there.

But—

“Mm… ah…”

A sweet breath escaped her lips.

He gently sucked on them.

He moved his lips as if tracing their shape.

She responded with soft breaths.

Then his tongue brushed lightly against her lips.

Her body jolted.

But he held her firmly, not letting her pull away.

At the boundary between her lips and her mouth—

His tongue slipped in and out lightly.

Each time, her body trembled.

“Mm… haah…”

He slowly pulled away.

She let out a breath that sounded both relieved—and reluctant.

“Th-this time was quite…”

She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, looking up at him.

“Passionate.”

Her expression hovered between a stare and a glare.

“Did you not like it?”

At his question—

“…I didn’t dislike it.”

She answered honestly, though still flushed with embarrassment.


      
        Chapter 27 - BBQ with My Fiancée

        “…Come to think of it, it’s almost lunchtime.”

“Yeah.”

At Arisa’s words, Yuzuru checked his waterproof watch.

11:30.

It was about time for the lunch Ayaka had planned.

“We’re doing a BBQ for lunch, right?”

“Yeah. If I remember correctly… Ayaka, Chiharu, and Soichiro are in charge.”

For this beach trip, everyone had been assigned something to bring—ingredients and the like.

Ayaka had meat, Chiharu vegetables, and Soichiro seafood.

“…Hopefully it’s all normal food.”

Given their personalities—especially Ayaka’s—there was a chance they’d go for something gimmicky.

“I-I’m sure it’ll at least be edible…?”

Apparently, Arisa also expected something unusual.

Still, if they brought something completely inedible or too niche, it would just kill the mood.

Surely they understood that much.

At the very least, it had to be something people could eat—

That’s what Yuzuru and Arisa chose to believe.

“Anyway, let’s head to the meeting spot. If we’re late, we’ll never hear the end of it.”

“Right.”

They left the water—Arisa quickly putting her rash guard back on—and headed over.

After walking a bit—

“…Speak of the devil.”

“Let’s go together.”

They spotted Ayaka and Chiharu.

Just as they were about to call out—

“…Don’t they seem a bit… off?”

“…Yeah.”

Instinctively, Yuzuru and Arisa ducked behind a rock.

Peeking out, they quietly listened.

“It’s fine, Ayaka-san.”

“N-no, but… doing that here is a bit…”

“It’s fine, no one’s watching.”

“But I—I have Soichiro-kun…”

“That has nothing to do with me. …Right?”

“W-wait—ah…”

Yuzuru and Arisa slowly backed away—

Then fled the scene.

“Th-that world was a bit too advanced for us…”

“…Yeah. We’re still just kids.”

When they reached the meeting spot, Hijiri, Tenka, and Soichiro were already there.

Soichiro called out—

“Did you see Ayaka and Chiharu?”

“N-nope…”

“We didn’t see anything.”

They answered quickly.

Soichiro shrugged.

“I see. …They’re probably off flirting somewhere.”

He sighed.

“And the ones who say ‘don’t be late’ are always the ones who are late…”

Five minutes later—

Two girls came running across the sand.

“Sorry!”

“Yeah, we’re a bit late.”

They didn’t look guilty in the slightest.

Their eyes turned to the BBQ setup.

“You already got this ready?”

“The three guys did.”

Tenka answered Ayaka.

Since they had nothing else to do, Yuzuru, Soichiro, and Hijiri had already set everything up.

All that remained was the food and lighting the charcoal.

“Alright, let’s see what we’ve got.”

Soichiro opened his cooler and started laying things out.

“Prawns, scallops, squid, clams, turban shells, horse mackerel… the usual. And the highlights—crab and rock oysters.”

Surprisingly normal.

Yuzuru and the others relaxed.

This is perfect.

“Pretty standard, huh?”

“I was thinking of bringing surströmming, but I held back.”

“Good call.”

Hijiri patted his head.

Soichiro brushed him off immediately.

“Alright, my turn.”

Chiharu opened her cooler and took out neatly pre-cut vegetables.

“These were sent from home—corn, potatoes, onions, tomatoes, cabbage, garlic. Standard. Mushrooms—shiitake and king oyster. And Kyoto vegetables—Kujo negi, Kamo aubergine, Fushimi peppers. Highly recommended.”

She’d even brought yakisoba noodles for later.

Also normal.

And the Kyoto vegetables gave it a nice personal touch.

“I almost brought durian for dessert, but decided against it.”

“Good girl.”

“Praise me more!”

“Hey, don’t hug me!”

As Chiharu buried her face into Tenka’s chest, Ayaka stepped forward.

“I brought something special.”

Yuzuru and Arisa exchanged a glance.

Bad feeling.

Ayaka started laying things out.

“Beef—short ribs, tongue, offal. Pork—neck. Chicken skewers, both salt and sauce. And lamb.”

…Normal?

Yuzuru felt relieved—and slightly disappointed.

But Ayaka wasn’t done.

“And this is venison.”

“…Venison?”

“And rabbit, and pheasant.”

The mood shifted.

“And this—crocodile!”

“Crocodile!?”

Arisa gasped—

Her eyes sparkling slightly.

“And this is amazing—bear paw!”

“Whoa…”

Hijiri sounded half impressed, half stunned.

“And finally—frog.”

“F-frog…?”

Tenka looked visibly uncomfortable.

She clearly wasn’t keen.

Meanwhile, Arisa stared at it with curiosity.

At least she’d try it.

(Well, I’ve eaten it before… and Ayaka wouldn’t bring it if it wasn’t edible.)

Yuzuru had tried frog during a trip to China.

It wasn’t that unusual globally—

Even some places in Japan served it.

If you weren’t picky, you’d probably encounter it at least once in your life.

“As expected of Ayaka!”

“I’m impressed!”

“Fufun, praise me more!”

As Soichiro and Chiharu patted her head, Ayaka grinned proudly.

Those three definitely shared the same mindset.

“But… isn’t this a bit too much food?”

Yuzuru voiced his concern.

Even for seven growing teens, it seemed excessive.

“It’s fine. Anything left over goes into curry or miso soup for dinner.”

“That’s going to be quite the meal.”

Bear paw might work—

But frog in miso soup?

Yuzuru wasn’t entirely convinced.


      
        Chapter 28 - Shark

        Fortunately, Yuzuru’s concern—that there might be too much food—turned out to be unfounded.

A beach, charcoal fire, BBQ, and good friends—

With all that in place, there was no way anyone’s appetite would falter.

Laughing and chatting as they ate, the food disappeared in no time.

Of course, they didn’t finish everything—

But there was more than enough to use for dinner curry.

The afternoon passed just as quickly—sunbathing, splitting into boys and girls for beach volleyball, swimming…

Before they knew it, the day had flown by.

Then they made curry for dinner, ate, cleaned up—

And—

“Everyone, don’t fall asleep yet! The night’s just getting started!!”

At Ayaka’s declaration, everyone nodded.

No one had any intention of sleeping yet.

“Alright then, Arisa-chan… what film did you bring?”

Arisa had been put in charge of the evening’s film.

The genre was entirely up to her.

(Arisa… picking a film, huh…)

It might sound rude, but Yuzuru couldn’t really picture her as someone who actively enjoyed entertainment—what you might call “otaku culture.”

So he wasn’t entirely convinced she was the best pick.

Most likely, Ayaka had assigned her out of curiosity—wanting to see what she’d choose.

Even Yuzuru didn’t fully know her tastes, so he was curious too.

(I can imagine something like a Ghibli film… or maybe a classic romance.)

At the very least, he couldn’t picture her bringing a monster film or action film.

Horror? Out of the question.

“You’ll just have to wait and see.”

Arisa answered Ayaka calmly.

…She seemed confident.

“Eh? Now I’m curious! What kind is it?”

“Well… to be honest, I don’t know it that well either.”

She admitted that much to Chiharu.

“But… it was recommended by my adoptive father. He studied abroad in America, so I’m sure it’s good.”

Apparently, her reasoning was:

If someone who studied in America recommended it, it must be good.

A rather shaky foundation.

(…Is this going to be alright?)

Yuzuru felt a slight unease.

He didn’t exactly trust Amagi Naoki’s taste in films.

“You didn’t check it properly?”

“I read the summary. It sounded interesting.”

She answered with confidence.

At least she hadn’t picked it blindly.

“And what about you, Yuzurun? Did you bring snacks properly?”

“Yeah, more or less.”

Yuzuru’s role had been snacks.

He pulled out a selection from his backpack—

Chips, small sweets, a decent variety.

“Not bad.”

“I thought you’d bring something out of place, like cake.”

“I can read the room.”

Cake wasn’t bad, but not ideal for casually snacking with friends.

“Tenka-chan, what about drinks?”

“Of course.”

Tenka’s role was drinks.

Alongside water, green tea, and oolong tea from earlier—

She brought out bottled orange juice.

Freshly squeezed, judging by the label.

Definitely high quality.

“Alright, everything’s ready… Arisa-san?”

“Yes, I’ll put it on.”

At Hijiri’s prompt, Arisa operated the TV remote.

The film began, and soon the title appeared on screen.

Tornado Shark

“Wow, Arisa-chan! You’ve got great taste!!”

After the film ended—

Ayaka exclaimed enthusiastically.

“As expected of you, Arisa-san! Completely unexpected, yet exceeding all expectations! It was amazing!!”

Chiharu also praised her.

And Arisa herself—

“Yes, it was very enjoyable. …Choosing based on my father’s recommendation was the right call.”

She nodded, satisfied.

“What did you think, Yuzuru-san?”

“Huh? Oh… yeah, it was… well… fun.”

Not so much good—

But definitely fun.

That was his honest impression.

A film where sharks (and occasionally crocodiles) fell from the sky riding a tornado—

It was, frankly, ridiculous.

Not something you’d call “good.”

But watching it together, laughing and making jokes—

It was perfect for the moment.

“…So you like this kind of thing, Arisa?”

“Yes, I do!”

She answered with a bright smile.

“I… see.”

And just like that, Yuzuru discovered a new, unexpected side of his fiancée.


      
        Chapter 29 - Children

        “…Twins this time, huh.”

“Arisa-san, you’re really popping them out.”

“Well, having lots of kids is a good thing, right? The Takasegawa family is secure now.”

Chiharu, Tenka, and Ayaka all congratulated Arisa—who had just “given birth.”

Meanwhile, Arisa blushed bright red, fidgeting.

“P-please stop! It’s just The Game of Life! They’re not Yuzuru-san’s children…!”

After finishing the film, the seven of them had started playing a board game Hijiri had brought.

He was in charge of entertainment—games everyone could enjoy together.

And just now, Arisa had “given birth” to her fourth child.

“Did you hear that, Ayaka-san!? Apparently they’re not Yuzuru-san’s children!”

“Oh no, Yuzurun’s brain is going to shatter…”

“Wait, so… cheating?”

At their teasing, Arisa raised her brows in protest.

“T-that’s rude! If I were to have children, of course they’d be with Yuzuru-san!!”

“But Yuzurun’s already married to someone else and has kids, you know?”

Ayaka pointed at Yuzuru’s game piece.

It was paired with a “wife” piece and two “child” pieces.

“T-that’s— I mean, this is just a game! Don’t mix it up with reality!”

“So, in real life, how many would you want?”

“Huh? Well… I think having more would be lively, but—wait, what are you making me say!?”

Arisa’s face turned completely red as she raised her voice.

Meanwhile, Soichiro and Hijiri grinned and slapped Yuzuru on the shoulder.

“You heard her—do your best, Yuzuru.”

“Hurry up and make two more to balance things out.”

“You lot…”

Smiling wryly, Yuzuru spun the roulette and moved his piece.

It landed on:

Divorce! Miss one turn. Pay five million in alimony and child support.

“Wait, why did Arisa-chan get divorced? Did you stop liking Yuzurun?”

“I’m not the one who got divorced. The other woman did. I feel refreshed.”

“Arisa, what are you even saying…”

Despite all that, the game itself was a huge success.

The next morning—

“…Mm.”

Yuzuru opened his eyes to the morning sunlight.

Looking around, he saw empty bottles, snack wrappers, and his friends asleep under blankets.

They had stayed up late, playing and laughing—

And all fallen asleep before even making it to proper beds.

“Should I go back to sleep…? No…”

Even if he did, he could at least watch the sunrise first.

After washing his face, he stepped outside.

On the beach—

“Ah, Yuzuru-san.”

Arisa was already there, dressed in her sleepwear.

It seemed she had woken up earlier.

“You’re up early.”

“You’re even earlier.”

“I only just woke up.”

She smiled.

They sat side by side on the sand, gazing out at the sea.

The sun was just beginning to rise.

“…It’s already ending.”

Arisa said it with a soft smile, tinged with regret.

Once everyone woke up, they’d eat breakfast, clean up, and head home by noon.

“It’s not over until we get home, Arisa. We’ve still got half a day.”

“Won’t everyone just fall asleep on the way back?”

“…Yeah, probably.”

Yuzuru chuckled.

After all the swimming and staying up late, everyone had to be exhausted.

The car ride home would likely be silent.

“It was really fun. …Thank you.”

“You should thank Ayaka for inviting us.”

He smiled wryly.

They had both been invited—it wasn’t really his place to accept thanks.

“Of course. But… I only met Ayaka-san because of you.”

If she hadn’t met him—

If they weren’t in this relationship—

She wouldn’t be here.

She wouldn’t have friends inviting her to the beach.

“So… it’s thanks to you.”

“You’re giving me too much credit. You’re the one who changed, aren’t you?”

He knew.

She had become brighter.

She no longer hid her true feelings or constantly worried about others’ opinions.

She had even told her adoptive parents clearly that she wanted to marry him.

She had gained courage.

“And that change started because of you.”

“Even so… the one who chose to change, who actually did it—that was you.”

“…Do you really think so?”

“Of course. That’s why I fell in love with you.”

He gently took her hand.

“…Thank you.”

Blushing slightly, Arisa nodded.

“But… I wonder. Even if I needed you… did you really need me?”

“What brought this on?”

“You’ve always been wonderful, before and after meeting me.”

Yuzuru tilted his head.

She meant that he hadn’t changed much.

Though he would argue he had—he paid more attention to his appearance, kept his room tidier…

But that wasn’t what she meant.

“I just wonder… if I’ve been able to give you anything in return.”

She had changed, become happier because of him—

But had she made him just as happy?

Yuzuru was happy.

Anyone with a fiancée like her would be.

But it wasn’t as if he had been unhappy before meeting her.

In that sense, the “difference” might seem smaller compared to hers.

“Then I’ll look forward to what’s ahead.”

He replied simply.

“…Ahead?”

“If you weren’t here—if you weren’t my fiancée—that thought scares me. …Make me so happy that I feel that way.”

He scratched his cheek, slightly embarrassed.

“You’re right. We’ve still got a long way to go.”

Arisa smiled brightly.

Then she moved closer—

And they shared a long, lingering kiss.


      
        Chapter 30 - My Fiancée and Children

        A few days after the beach trip—

“H-hey… Yuzuru-san! Delete that photo!”

“Eh…? Come on, it’s fine. You said I could take it, didn’t you?”

The two of them argued while looking at his phone.

On the screen was Arisa, smiling shyly in that same revealing swimsuit.

A photo from the beach.

“I-I’ve changed my mind! I-it’s way too embarrassing…!”

“N-no, but… it’d be a waste…”

“A waste? What are you planning to use it for?”

“Huh? N-no, it’s not like that…”

Yuzuru averted his gaze.

Seeing that, Arisa’s face flushed bright red.

“Absolutely not!”

She reached for his phone.

Yuzuru quickly raised it high to keep it out of her grasp.

Arisa stretched up after it, practically climbing over him.

As he fell back, trying to push her away with one hand—

He accidentally grabbed her chest.

“Ah—h-hey! What do you think you’re doing!?”

Blushing furiously, Arisa covered her chest with both hands and jumped back.

Taking the chance, Yuzuru slipped out from under her.

“You were the one trying to force me to delete it. It’s just a photo, isn’t it?”

“If it’s ‘just a photo,’ then delete it. The real thing is right here, so that should be enough, shouldn’t it?”

“Yeah, but… it’s not like I get to see you in a swimsuit often…”

“You can see it every summer from now on.”

“And besides…”

Her cheeks reddened slightly.

“If you really want to, if you ask… I might let you see it.”

“…Really?”

“Yes. I’m your fiancée, after all. …Isn’t the real thing better than a photo?”

She whispered that into his ear—

And quietly reached for his phone again.

“So… let’s delete it, okay?”

“Ugh… I don’t know…”

“Please? Look… unlike a photo, the real thing—you can touch it.”

As she said that, she pressed her chest against him.

The soft sensation made Yuzuru waver.

“See, Yuzuru-san… you love this, don’t you? You touched it earlier too.”

“Th-that was an accident, not on purpose…”

“Then don’t you want to try properly? You’re curious, aren’t you?”

She tapped her own chest lightly.

Through her white blouse, the camisole underneath was faintly visible.

“N-no, not really…”

“You shouldn’t hold back.”

Taking his hand, she gently guided it to her chest.

Without thinking, he applied a bit of pressure.

Soft.

“Mm… how is it?”

“…Soft.”

It was the kind of feeling you didn’t want to let go of.

Addictive.

Without realising, he kept touching.

Arisa, face flushed all the way to her ears, allowed it for about five seconds.

Then—

“You touched it, right? Now delete it.”

“…You tricked me, Arisa.”

“It’s your fault for only thinking about pervy things.”

In the end, Yuzuru reluctantly deleted the photo.

Still, being completely outplayed didn’t sit well with him.

“You call me pervy, but you’re the sneaky one, aren’t you?”

“W-what are you saying!? How am I…!?”

“That outfit—you’re showing it to me on purpose, right?”

“Th-this is called sheer fashion! It’s a proper style! I wear something over it outside, so it’s not improper at all—”

“But you don’t wear anything over it in front of me.”

“Th-that’s because… it’s that kind of fashion… Do you… not like it?”

Yuzuru shook his head.

“No, I don’t mind.”

“Then it’s fine. …I’m just accommodating your tastes.”

She smiled.

“You’re lucky I’m your fiancée.”

“…Yeah. If you weren’t… that’s a scary thought.”

He pulled her closer—

And kissed her.

She accepted it without hesitation.

Then she rested her head on his shoulder.

“Um… Yuzuru-san. This is about… much further in the future, but…”

“Yeah?”

“…Do you want children?”

“C-children!?”

His heart skipped at the sudden question.

“I-I mean… you know, we talked about it before… during that board game.”

“Ah… yeah, I guess.”

“Do you… want them?”

She looked up at him.

For a split second, Yuzuru almost misunderstood her intentions.

But no—

They were still high school students.

This had to be about the future.

“Of course.”

Personally, he wanted children with the person he loved.

And as the heir of the Takasegawa family, there was also a sense of duty.

“I see… that’s good.”

“Good?”

“I’ve heard some people don’t want them these days… Oh, and of course, I… want them too.”

She said it shyly.

That word—want—made his heart flutter a little.

“Then… would you prefer a boy or a girl? And how many?”

“One of each, maybe.”

“Why?”

“That’s what my family is like. It just feels standard. …What about you?”

“I don’t really mind gender… no, actually, I’d like both too. As for number… maybe three.”

“Yeah, three sounds lively.”

With two siblings, it felt just right—

But adding one more might make it even better.

“But… three means we’ll have to… try hard…”

She said it, blushing.

After all, she would be the one giving birth.

“That’s true, but… no need to rush. It’s still far off.”

“When do you think, then?”

“At least after graduating university…?”

Having children while still studying would be far too problematic.

“A-after graduation? That’s… quite far away.”

“…Would you prefer sooner?”

“N-no, not that… but, you know… if we can’t when the time comes, that’d be a problem… so maybe it’s better to start practising early…”

“…Practising?”

“Yes. Like with kissing… we’ve done that. Our relationship has progressed, so… maybe it’s time to… you know…”

She glanced up at him nervously.

And Yuzuru realised they weren’t quite on the same page.

“Ah—right! I see. That’s what you meant… Yeah, maybe it’s about time to start ‘practising.’”

“…What did you think I meant?”

“…Trying for a baby.”

She lightly punched his chest.

“T-there’s no way! I mean, it’s not completely unrelated, but…!”

“S-sorry, it’s just… the way you started made it sound like serious family planning…”

“C-consider the mood before that! It was that kind of atmosphere…!”

Her shoulders trembled in embarrassment.

Which, in a way, proved his earlier point.

“Sorry, sorry. …Well, I do want to. If we’re aiming for three, we’ll both have to work hard.”

“Yuzuru-san, you idiot!”

She pouted and hit his chest repeatedly.

“I mean… talking about children is something for much later anyway. We might not even have them…”

“Huh? So you’re hesitant?”

“No, I want them, but… I can’t really picture it yet.”

Becoming a mother still felt unreal to her.

To be fair, Yuzuru couldn’t quite picture himself as a father either.

“And besides… I think spending some time just the two of us first would be nice.”

“Yeah. Once we have kids, things will get busy.”

No matter what his family might say—

Time with his future wife mattered more.

“Anyway, these are things to seriously consider after graduation and starting work, right?”

“Yeah, that’s true.”

For high schoolers, it was far too early—

Even if they were technically engaged.

“By the way… what are you planning to do after graduation?”

“Huh? Work? Probably join a Takasegawa-affiliated company first… or maybe go abroad where the family influence is weaker.”

The end goal would be the same—

But the latter might be better for his own growth.

“O-overseas… I’ll need to work on my English…”

“You’ll be fine.”

“Written exams and actual conversation are different…”

It sounded like she planned to follow him.

Yuzuru silently resolved not to disappoint her.

“…Do you think I should get some kind of qualification?”

“A qualification?”

He tilted his head.

“I mean… as your future wife! I was wondering if there’s something I can start doing now!”

Clenching her fists, cheeks slightly flushed, she spoke earnestly.

It hit him harder than expected.

“Hmm…”

Pretending to think, he leaned in—

And suddenly kissed her.

“Mm!?”

Startled, she pushed him away.

“W-what was that for!? Honestly… I can’t let my guard down for a second…”

Blushing furiously, she glared at him.

He grinned.

“You just looked too cute.”

“J-just answer seriously!”

“Hmm… well, if we’re talking about my mum—”

“Yes?”

She listened intently.

“…She has a driver’s licence?”

“…Anything else?”

“Ah, I think she also has a curator’s licence.”

“Does that relate to your family’s business…?”

“Not really.”

He tilted his head.

“My mum just does what she likes. So you should do what you like too.”

“What I like…? But I…”

Before she could finish, he gently pulled her into an embrace.

“I’m happy just having you by my side.”

“…Really?”

She smiled—

But a faint hint of dissatisfaction flickered before she buried her face in his chest.

There was still a small gap—

In how they thought, how they felt.

They both sensed it—

And quietly chose to ignore it.


      




