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Quest 8 – “Shin Ai wa Amakarai”
     The crying of the violins, the laughters of the students, the teasing of the teachers; all sounds drowned out of her head.  Step by step, she trailed after him, silently stumbling behind him.  Every other step was followed by a slight trip over her long gown.  Her eyes wandered from his big back to the ground; to his large hands to the ground.  Whenever she looked up at him, her appearance was serene, her eyes gentle and apathetic; lest he knew of the growing emotion within her heart.  She didn’t know what it was; what made her heart pound; what seemed to wrap her body, encasing her mind, heart and soul, spreading warmth throughout her torso.  
     The steps he took were large; the pace he strode was quick.  Like a clouded illusion, he seemed to slowly drift away from her.  The reason unknown to her, with every step that furthered his being away from her, every step that enclosed him within the clouded veils, her heart felt a slight pain.  The fragment that lay upon her heart stabbed her ever deeper with every distancing step.  She couldn’t understand, was she besotted in the mellow atmosphere of La Rêve Éphémère, or perhaps on her joyful mood set by her friends.  Stepping on her gown again, she looked down at her benevolent dress and cursed it.  The tripping was annoying, but it was not the gown that bestirred her cursing.  Indeed, the joyful mellow atmosphere was getting to her.  
     Clutching the overlay of her dress, her pouting expression shifted to that of portraying lovely serenity, upon seeing him suddenly stop.  Turning slightly to his left, the card of his necklace flickered in the air before lightly tapping his broad chest.  The veil between them faded away, his being ever clearer in her hazel eyes.  His kind eyes laid upon her, he gently smiled at her, stretching his left arm out towards her.  Smiling, her expression brightened with charisma.  Gracefully stepping forward, she placed her right hand on top of his left and looked up at him.  His eyes locked with hers, the boy brought her gloved hand to his lips, and kissed it, before he circled his right arms around her waist and pulled her towards him.  Still smiling, her cheeks rosined; her left hand clasping onto his right shoulder.  In mutual silence, they stared at each other before drifting off into their own dimension, dancing upon the centre of the ballroom floor.  
---------------------------------------------------------------

     “What are they doing?” William asked aloud before taking a sip of the punch, quenching his thirst.  “I came a little late, but that doesn’t explain why they look insane, acting like spy failures.”  Clow and Klase looked towards William’s sight to see Kim, Katsuki, Krys talking excitedly as Katsuki pointed out towards a tall dark-haired boy.
     “I thought Sam was with them,” Klase began before answering himself at the sight of Sam dragged from a large crowd, the tips of her hair still in the possession of Katsuki.  Upon seeing the three boys glancing her way, Sam waved her arms out frantically towards them as a sign of S.O.S.  Unfortunately, the boys saw it as a sign of disagreement and embarrassment.  They turned around, leaving Sam to fend for herself, just in time to see Atsuma enter the room.  Yelling across the room, miraculously, Atsuma was able to hear them amongst the ruckus.  He waved back at them and walked towards them, squeezing through the crowds.  

     “Lucky,” William commented, “You weren’t forced to wear a tux.”  Clow looked at Atsuma in envy.  Still wild, Atsuma’s hair had been neither gelled back nor combed in anyway.  His emerald eyes were accentuated by the loose crimson jacket that swayed in the breeze.  Atsuma wore a normal white sleeveless shirt underneath the jacket; only covering the giant orange belt enwrapped across his hip by an inch.  His baggy blue pants resembled that of denim, covering white styled tennis shoes.
     “Maou-sensei said ‘fancy’ clothing, didn’t have to be formal.  I suppose it doesn’t matter if I did dress up extremely fancy or not, everyone has their own preference.”

     “If only I had come up with that excuse”, Clow sighed.  Atsuma smiled as his eyes wandered around the room.
     “What’s wrong,” Klase questioned, swinging his arms back and forth, “Are you looking for someone?”

     “Not really, I’m just seeing who’s arrived already.”

     “Sure…sure you’re not looking for Mitsuki,” William said looking away.

     “What?” Atsuma asked with a bewildered expression as he looked at William.  William looked at Atsuma with a blank expression.

     “Nothing,” William replied mischievously.  Atsuma eyed him suspiciously before continuing his glance until he saw Li and Akari dancing on the dance floor.

     Akari’s head rested on Li’s right shoulder.  Loose strands of her pink hair strayed from her back and slipped down his back and shoulder every time she nuzzled her head into his shoulder.  Deep within his embrace, Li lightly tapped his right cheek on the side of Akari’s head.  Blowing strands of her hair away, he played with her hair as they slowly danced to the romantic tune playing in the background.  

     “Who’s that with Li?” Atsuma asked, trying to see if her appearance would spark his memory.  “I don’t think I’ve ever seen her before; does she go to this school?”

     “You mean the girl with the pink hair?” Clow asked.  “That’s Li’s evil fiancée, Akari.  She plays Eternity too.”
      “I still don’t get what’s so evil about her,” Klase stated with a confused look.  He glanced at William for support, only to see William smiling.  “What’s so evil about her!?”

     “You’ll see,” William answered.  Atsuma looked at the three of them with a puzzled expression.  

     “I suppose it doesn’t matter; they look really good together…” Atsuma paused as he looked at Nat and Rena dancing.  His small smile suddenly changed into a heartily grin.  “They’re not the only two that look good together.”  The other three boys gave him a questioning look and Atsuma gestured his head to Nat’s direction.  The three looked at the two dancing under the pale light.  “When those two couples are in their own world, it seems like a painting.  I wonder how Rena and Nat will turn out.  If Nat and Rena give off the same mood as Li and Akari, we all know how they’ll turn out.  They’re not going out now, but they will.”

     “Who’s not going out now, but will?”  The four guys turned around to see Mitsuki and another girl hiding behind her.  Mitsuki stared at them with a questioning expression, her chestnut eyes danced with curiosity.
    “You shouldn’t be nosy, Mitsuki,” Atsuma said with a teasing voice, “It’s very rude.”  Mitsuki pouted and looked away to see Nat and Rena dancing.

     “Rude, but satisfying,” Mitsuki replied.

     “You’re not dressed fancily either,” Clow commented, “Not as much as the other people.”  The girl hiding behind Mitsuki giggled at the remark while Mitsuki turned red from frustration.

     “I had enough of these formal events for a life time since my grade nine graduation; fixing my hair, wearing all that makeup, high heels, a small purse and an annoying shawl; bad memories.”  
     Mitsuki stretched her arms outwards and looked downwards at herself.  Her dress was very simple and covered her entire body.  The only decoration on her pale yellow dress was a red ribbon that dangled from her left hip.  Her arms were wrapped with white straps, from about two and a half inches below her elbow to the palms of her arm, resembling boxing wraps.  Her black hair flowed freely down her back, with two strands of her hair wrapped in white ribbon.  Her dress was long enough to cover her feet and shoes, but when she eased her arms back down on her dress and fixed it, it was evident that she was wearing flat heeled white slippers.
     “No wonder you’re not taller today”, Klase remarked after seeing her slippers.  “Your short like usual.”  Mitsuki grunted at the comment, flexing her fingers in the process.  Atsuma walked up towards her and tugged the dangling ribbon while rubbing it against his fingers.

     “You have a thing for wraps and ribbons, don’t you?” he asked with a cocked eyebrow.  Mitsuki looked up at him and reached out for the silver chain wrapped around his right arm.

     “And you, Atsuma, have a thing for chains and rings.  You’re wearing more jewellery than I would in a lifetime.”

     “Hey,” William commented, “At least you two got to wear what you wanted.  We three are stuck wearing tuxedos.”  Mitsuki and Atsuma looked at William and the other two boys and smirked triumphantly.

     “Who’s that behind you?” Klase asked, attempting to look at the girl still hiding behind Mitsuki.  The girl looked up to see Klase looking at her and she desperately dug her head into Mitsuki’s back, causing Mitsuki to jolt.  Reaching behind her, Mitsuki clasped the girl’s left arm with her left hand and tugged her, causing the girl to stumble forward and nearly trip, if Mitsuki hadn’t caught the side of the girl’s waist once the girl was in front of her.  Walking up beside her, Mitsuki fixed a strand of the girl’s hair before introducing her.

     “This is my guest to the ball, Akina.”  Akina looked up at the four boys; a sheep amidst a pack of wolves.  She quickly grabbed the side of Mitsuki’s arm and stuck to it.

     “I didn’t know you were in those kinds of relationships,” Klase kidded with a faked bewildered appearance.  Looking at Klase with a smile, Mitsuki flexed her left arm and feigned an elbow at his neck.  Klase quickly stepped backwards and scoffed.
     The girl looked up at Mitsuki and Klase and giggled before she set herself apart from Mitsuki, though she was still clasped to her arm.  

     “My name is Akina, I’m Mitsuki’s cousin; we grew up together.  I’m very pleased to meet you.”  Akina gently smiled at them and gave an extravagant curtsey.  Her bluish grey eyes shone in the moonlight; gentle yet distant.  Her presence was graceful and her smile was soft.  Her delicate skin was accentuated by her wavy blondish hair which swept at her skin revealed by the top of her light pink dress.  Blooming at it’s brightest, the pink orchid blossom clipped to her hair marked Akina’s beauty, making her seem like a pure delicate blossom from a painting.
     “She’s your cousin!” Clow exclaimed aloud.  “You two don’t look alike at all; she’s more ladylike.” There was a slight pause of silence within the group before Clow stated, “I’m just kidding.”  Clow looked at Mitsuki for a while, watching to see her expression but her eyes seemed distant.  “Yo…Mitsuki,” he said waving his hand in front of her face.  Mitsuki’s concentration was broken and she looked at Clow to realize he had been talking to her. 
     “Sorry about that, it’s just that girl over there seems to want to talk to William.”  William turned around to see a short haired girl with a pastel green dress, from his class, looking at him with stumbling eyes.  He turned around to look at this group of friends, waved goodbye and walked over, talking to her.

     “Don’t tell me William has a date,” Klase and Clow said in union.  “He didn’t tell us!”  They watched as William talked to the girl and shrugged before following her to the dance floor.  Atsuma turned back around to see Klase and Clow gawking at the sight.  After a while they regained their composure and shuffled their legs.
     “She probably just asked him to dance because of the competition,” Klase stated.

     “You just keep reassuring yourself with that,” Mitsuki stated.  Klase and Clow glared at Mitsuki before they both turned around sharply and walked off to greet another group of friends.
     “What happened to everyone else?” Mitsuki questioned Atsuma, her eyes searching the room.

     “The girls, save Rena, are attempting a soon-to-be futile stalking and Li’s amidst the dance floor with his fiancée.”  Mitsuki tilted her head in suspicion at his hesitance in saying fiancée.  The reason was obvious to her, but Atsuma was oblivious of what she knew.  There was a moment of silence before Mitsuki broke it at the sight of Sam.

     “Since you two aren’t up to dancing on the dance floor, let’s join the girls on their stalking spree.”  Akina and Atsuma grinned at the remark and the three walked over to the girls who were oblivious of the scene they were making.

---------------------------------------------------------------

     “Ara ara”, Mitsuki commented, shaking her head as she walked up to Sam whose hair was still in Katsuki’s possession.  “You’re all horrible stalkers; but it doesn’t seem like anyone has noticed that.”
     “Doesn’t that make us great stalkers then?” Kim said with a grin.

     “I suppose it does,” Atsuma answered, stepping beside Mitsuki with Akina following him.  “Who are you three ‘K’ girls stalking?”

     “’K’ girls?” Katsuki asked with a confused look.  After a moment of silence, Katsuki cried out in sudden realization.  “All of our names start with K, except for Sam!”  Sam held her stomach and giggled as she pointed at Katsuki.

     “You’re so slow,” she said laughing.

     “And you knew?” Katsuki asked with a hint of embarrassment.

     “No, not really,” Sam said with a carefree tone.  Katsuki pouted and yanked Sam’s braided hair.  Sam stumbled backwards, her arms waving frantically in the air.  Krys and Kim stared in amusement before turning back and looking at Akina standing between Mitsuki and Atsuma.
     “Who’s that?” Kim asked, signalling at Akina.  Akina looked at Kim and smiled sweetly before curtsying.

     “Good evening, my name’s Akina Takase.  I’m Mitsuki’s cousin and her guest to this ball.  I’m pleased to meet all of you.”  They all greeted Akina before Sam turned towards Atsuma and cocked her eyebrow.

     “How come I was excluded when you were talking to us?”  She faked a saddened face and looked at Atsuma with a pouting face.  Atsuma chuckled; he turned his head to the right and looked out at the balcony to see a group of boys.

     “But Sam, you’re not really stalking anyone.  The three ‘K’ girls are just dragging you everywhere.”  Sam looked at Atsuma and thought a while before snapping and agreeing with him.  Before Atsuma could say anything else, he was being pushed the other way.  Changing the angle of his feet, Atsuma snapped into a balanced position and quickly sidestepped to the right and turned around.  His eyes shot straight at the perpetrator of his sudden movement to see Mitsuki stumble forward.  With his right arm, he ducked down slightly and caught her by her waist, her right shoulder tapping his right shoulder.  Mitsuki quickly recovered herself, looked up at Atsuma, stepped behind and started pushing him again.

     “What are you doing?!” Atsuma exclaimed in a bewildered voice.

     “A girl’s stalking is very special and shouldn’t be trampled by the appearance of a male.  That’s why, you need to be excluded and luckily for you, I won’t leave you alone.  Go to the dance floor and dance with Akina.  She’s a great dancer and should have a chance to dance in her beautiful dress.”  Mitsuki said with a matter-of-fact voice.  She turned around and signalled for her cousin to join her.  Mitsuki continued to push Atsuma towards the dance floor until she heard the light taps of her cousin behind her.  With one last exaggerated push, Mitsuki sidestepped, turned around and clasped her cousin by the wrist.  She pulled Akina towards her and with her other hand, grabbed Atsuma’s wrist.  Turning his hand so that his palm faced the glass ceiling, Mitsuki lightly placed Akina’s hand on his.  “Treat my cousin well!”

     Mitsuki scurried back to the other girls and smiled before walking next to Sam and questioning her.

     “So who are you all stalking?” Mitsuki asked in a teasing tone.  Sam blushed and turned away, refusing to admit that there was a reason behind the scene they were making.  Mitsuki looked at the other three and Katsuki stepped forward to explain to Mitsuki.

     “Kim and Krys don’t know who we’re stalking either.  Only Sam and I really know, but she won’t admit it.  Before you came, William came pouncing out of nowhere and then Klase fell back; making Sam fall.  Then this guy behind her caught her but he didn’t look at her.  Afterwards, she was obviously trying to look at his face.  After she saw him, now her eyes always seemed to be clouded with thought.  Don’t you think it’s suspicious?”
     “Ara ara, Sam’s infatuated with someone,” Mitsuki teased.  Kim and Krys, finally hearing the story seemed to be reenergized and eager to stalk.  “So who was it that caught her?”  Katsuki brought her right arm to her forehead and peered around, searching for him.  When she couldn’t find him, she looked at Sam, catching her staring out at one of the balconies where a bunch of guys started to leave, with only one male remaining.

     “That’s him!” Katsuki exclaimed, pointing at the male who was leaning outwards on the balcony railing; staring at the night sky.

     The five sneaked up to the edge of the entrance to the balcony.  Giggling like the young high school girls that they were, they all looked at the boy intensely.  Everyone but Sam was trying to see what the boy looked like. His back turned towards them, they couldn’t see his face.  Under the moonlight, his skin had a slightly darker complexion than most of the males at the school.   His broad shoulders neatly carried his long draping black suit; its tail blowing behind him, the wind attempting to carry it away.  Even from the back, the four girls could tell he had a firm build and were desperate to see what he looked like.  Krys tiptoed to Sam and nudged her from the back.
     “Go over and say hi to him,” she whispered with excitement.  “Don’t let him stand there by himself.”  Before Sam could reply, the four of them pushed her out onto the balcony, startling the boy from his daydreaming.  

     “Why won’t he turn around?!” Kim exclaimed with silent volume.

     “Maybe we’re not meant to see him until Sam introduces him to us,” Katsuki whispered, beaming at the four of them.  They all turned around and walked away, leaving Sam to fend for herself.  

---------------------------------------------------------------
     Sam took a deep breath before walking up beside the tall boy and leaning forward as well.  Her hands dangled down the railing, her bent elbows shifting now and then.  After mentally preparing herself, Sam looked at the tall boy and smiled.

      “Hey, what are you doing here alone?”  The tall boy turned to his right and looked at her with a confused look before smiling and looking up at the moon again.  

     “No reason in particular.  I don’t want to bother my friends while they’re dancing with their dates.”  There was a moment of silence before the boy shifted his entire body and looked at Sam.  His emerald eyes pierced through Sam.  His dark brown hair with chestnut streaks was messy but neat as if it was meant to be in that condition.  It fell over his eyes and outlined his face, the wind easily picking the ends of his hair and blowing it in all directions.  “What about you?” he questioned.
      Sam looked up at his emerald eyes again, startled out of her trance by his question. 

     “You can say my friends ditched me.  It’s nice out here though, I’m kind of glad I came out here.”  His emerald eyes danced at her statement and he innocently smiled, looking out at the open scenery.  

     “It’s really nice out here!  The night wind feels great against your skin and the scenery is breathtaking…”  He suddenly stopped in realization of his ranting and blushed in embarrassment.  Sam laughed at his actions and grabbed the railings as she tiptoed and let the wind brush against her cheeks.  

     “You don’t have to be embarrassed, it’s the truth.”  Sam turned around at the male to see him looking at her and she gave him a reassuring smile.  He looked at her and shyly smiled back before turning his head and looking at the scenery again.  

     “My name’s Samantha, Samantha Takeru; you can call me Sam,” Sam greeted with a mellow tone.

     “I’m Jeffery, Jeffery Mak; but my friends call me Jeff.”  Sam smiled and stepped forward to see him more clearly.

     “If I call you Jeff too, does that mean I can be your friend?  You’re in my class right?  I think I’ve seen you before.”  Jeff chuckled silently at her remark and smiled sincerely at her.  

     “You’re in my class; you stand out,” he said innocently, his emerald eyes meeting hers.  “I can’t believe you recognize me, I don’t really like leaving an impression.”  Without thought, Sam looked at her feet before meeting his eyes again.

     “Somehow, you left an impression on me.” Jeff blushed at the statement, leaving Sam to wonder why before reality hit her.  “It’s probably because you have emerald eyes!” she followed up, stumbling with her words.  “You’re one of the only guys I know who have emerald eyes; you and Atsuma.”  Jeff was still slightly blushing when he looked at her and chuckled.

     “No wonder you recognized me.”  
     The two stood in silence; staring into the night sky.  The silence was broken by the sound of footsteps.  They both turned in time to see their teacher behind them frowning.  
     “Why are you two standing here on the balcony?!” Rellik-sensei exclaimed.  By the look on the face, Sam guessed her to be drunk on the mellow atmosphere of the ball.  “You’re a boy, and you’re a girl; now get on the dance floor and dance!”  She pulled the two away from the railing and pushed them towards the dance floor.  “It’s not like you can oversee the entire city, this balcony’s only slightly above ground level.”  Rellik-sensei stared at the two and after a while, the stare shifted into a fiery glare.  Jeff sighed aloud before bowing at Sam and taking her hand.  Walking towards the dance floor, Jeff suddenly stopped and turned around.

     “I’m telling you this right now, I can’t dance,” he said as his cheeks rosined.  Sam giggled and smiled reassuringly.

     “I can’t dance either; we’ll definitely make a good dancing couple on the dance floor.”  Jeff laughed at the remark and once they reached the dance floor, he clasped his right arm around her waist, his left hand touching her right.  Together, they stepped to the right, then to the left, before they joined the crowd of dancing couples which decorated the middle of La Rêve Éphémère like the Aurora Borealis in the night sky.  
---------------------------------------------------------------
     Mitsuki agilely walked past the abundant couples on the dance floor.  Her pale yellow dress swayed around the couples, making neat turns as it trailed behind her.  She suddenly stopped when she saw the two couples dancing in front of her.  Smiling, she started walking towards the centre again, leaving Li and his fiancé, and Rena and Nat dancing in their own blissful world.  Continuingly walking alone, she swiftly passed the numerous faces.  Once again, she smirked at the sight of her friend dancing. She silently sneaked up behind Sam as she was dancing and whispered into her ear as she walked away.
     “You two look like a masterpiece from the Louvre.”  Sam blushed at the remark, leaving Jeff to wonder her sudden rosining.  Seeing a flash of crimson red, Mitsuki focussed her sight and waved to Atsuma who was standing alone.

     “What happened to Akina?” she asked, looking around for her cousin.

     “She had to go to the restroom,” Atsuma replied, uneasy from having to say that.  Mitsuki laughed at his embarrassment before calming down and looking at the ground.  They stood, without talking, amidst the couples dancing; two stars amongst the Northern Lights.  Once the current song ended, Mitsuki heard Atsuma take a deep breath before taking her right hand with his and pulling her towards him.  Mitsuki stepped forward on her right and looked up at Atsuma as a quiet piano melody began to play before gradually rising to full volume.  
     “Last regrets…what a perfect song,” Mitsuki whispered to herself.

     The abyss of time surrounded them; the moonlight eternally basking on them.  Mitsuki danced with Atsuma in bliss without thought; without worry.  To her hidden disappointment, the abyss disappeared and the melody faded out.  Taking her last step to the left, the ending lyrics of the song echoed in her head.  

     “I never knew you could dance, Mitsuki.”  Mitsuki turned around quickly, recognizing the voice that spoke to her.  Akina smiled at her; her smile so heartfelt it shone brighter than the moonlight.

     “I couldn’t,” Mitsuki replied, “I’m not Atsuma.”  Atsuma shot her a confused look, unsure if it was a comment or criticising remark.  “They were teaching us how to dance during class.  I still can’t get the hang of it.  You know, you two look really good when you’re dancing, since you actually know how to dance.”  She stepped back letting go of Atsuma’s hands and gestured to Akina to walk forward.  Akina walked up to Atsuma, slightly blushing as she placed her right hand on his back and her left hand against his right hand.  
     The next song started and the two danced in the night.  Mitsuki watched the picturesque scene amongst the dozens of lovely couples.  After a while, she turned around and looked at the grandfather clock which stood at the end of the ballroom.  Mitsuki looked at Akina and Atsuma again and walked towards them when Akina noticed her stare.  The two stopped dancing in the middle of the song and Mitsuki apologized as politely as she could, though she was never good at such qualities.  

     “Sorry, I don’t mean to interrupt your dance, which by the way is very pleasing to the eye; but I have to go.  I need to go monitor Eternity since almost all the moderators are at this dance tonight.  Atsuma, walk my cousin home and make sure she gets home safely.  In such an extravagant attire, she’d be an easy target.”  She stepped up towards and stared straight at him without flinching.  “Take care of her.” Mitsuki stepped back and looked at her cousin before waving goodbye and heading for the door, her pale yellow dress once again trailing behind her.
---------------------------------------------------------------
     The summer breeze brushed against her skin as she dug her face into her arms, leaning outwards on the balcony railing.  In the silence, she closed her eyes and laid her head on top of her folded arms.  Katsuki slowly opened her eyes at the sense of a glowing bug in front of her.  Smiling, she ducked her head backwards, looking at the small firefly flying away until it became a distant moving star in the sky.  Leaning across the railing once again, she looked down from the third story balcony, despite her fear of heights and stepped back in shock when she saw a sudden glimpse of Kira standing outside, smiling at her.  She sighed as she scolded herself for being infatuated with a character some random person made. 
     “He doesn’t even really look like that,” she mumbled to herself, pulling a red rose from one of the round vases standing on the edge of the railing.  “He’s not real; he’s not really that person.  For all I know, it could be a fat old guy pretending to be him.”  Twisting the rose around her fingers, Katsuki’s mind drifted away into abyss, her fingers mindlessly twirling the rose between her thumb and middle and index finger of her right hand.

     “What are you doing?” Katsuki turned around and flushed with embarrassment from being caught in her mindless state.  Kim shot her a questioning look before sighing and walking up beside her.  “This is so boring; it’s too formal,” she stated.  Katsuki laughed as she turned around and looked outwards from the balcony.  
     “Well, it’s good for Sam and Rena,” Katsuki stated, smirking to herself.  

     “I guess, but really, they should have something for the non-dancers to do.”  Katsuki laughed and shot Kim a questioning look.  Kim shrugged over the glance and took a sip of apple punch.  “At least the food’s good.”  They stood in silence, before Katsuki turned around and walked over towards the hallway railing and looked down at the ballroom.
     “So what’s on your mind?” Kim asked walking up beside her.  Katsuki hesitated for a moment before turning around and cocking Kim an eyebrow.  

     “What do you mean?”  Kim shook her head in disappointment before sighing and stretching her arms outwards across the cherry wood railing.

     “Don’t tell me it’s a guy at this dance, they’re all ugly.” Kim said bluntly with a smile.  Katsuki laughed at the remark and looked at the ballroom dancers.

     “Who said it was guy problems; actually who said I had any problems?”  Kim looked at Katsuki for an extended moment, her expression unreadable.  

     “Whatever you say,” Kim replied before pushing herself back up and walking down the carpeted corridor.  “Let’s go back downstairs, it’s almost midnight; they’re going to start the ‘finale’.  Our teacher said it was going to be ‘awesome’.”  Katsuki laughed at the remark and quickly joined Kim as they walked down the stairwell while Amano-sensei began giving a speech.

---------------------------------------------------------------

     In her lost haven, she leaned on the tree and looked across the glimmering lake before her.  It was so beautiful, how the water sparkled in the moonlight while the cool night wind swirled petals and leaves into the air.  No one else knew about this cliff, it was her own place; her own little world within Eternity.  She had never mentioned this haven of hers; never talked about it to anyone, not even to the ones she held so dear in her heart.  This lost haven of the kensai allowed her to drown in her melancholia, be it her game form, or in the appearance of her true self.  It was here that she truly set herself free, where she could express her deepest emotions and be without worry. 

     The kensai slowly walked away from the forest and stood at the edge of the cliff.  Closing her eyes, she silently loosened the straps around her forearms and stepped out of her shoes; before turning around and falling backwards into the lake.  It didn’t matter that she couldn’t swim; it didn’t matter how cold the water that engulfed her was; the only thought that strayed in Mitsuki’s mind was her recent sorrow-torn memory…

     “Mitsuki, wait!” Akina cried to her cousin who was walking down the steps of the entrance.  Bits of raindrops came down now and then to speckle Mitsuki’s white dress.  “Mitsuki, please, don’t go yet.  At least, give me a moment to talk to you. ” At the sound of her dearest cousin’s plead, Mitsuki stopped and turned around, smiling at Akina.  Akina smiled in return, her shoulders dropping in relief.  She led her cousin through a small corridor, up a set of stairs, to a balcony on the third floor.  Mitsuki walked past her and leaned on the railing, her arms loosely crossing each other as they hung off the wooden standing.  Akina walked up beside Mitsuki and clasped her hands onto the railing before bending over and looking at Mitsuki with worrisome eyes.

     “It’s just the two of us now, Mitsuki.  Don’t tell me that nothing’s wrong.  I’ve known you since I was three and I still remember all those times we were together since we could talk!  You’re worried about something; your eyes gave it away; I could see your heart when you were leaving, Mitsuki … Is it that guy you like?”  Akina asked her cousin whose expression was hidden by her unravelled hair.  

     “We’ve known each other since we were toddlers, haven’t we?  You’ve always shared your darkest secrets with me; hence, I suppose I should tell you what’s been bothering me.  The person that I like, that my heart yearns for, I know that my love for him is unrequited.  Before, I thought that it’d be alright even if I didn’t confess to him yet.  I thought that I’d always have a chance to do so, when the time was right, but, I suppose, the right time has passed a long time ago.  I am fate’s fool and no matter what I do now, the truth is inevitable.  This feeling that overwhelms my heart whenever I meet him will never blossom and will forever stay locked up in my heart…”  Mitsuki replied softly with a half-hearted smile.
     “I can’t believe you Mitsuki!  You’re the one who told me to never give up; be optimistic and hopeful!  When my last fiancé had been decided for me, it was you who told me to never give up in the game of love and because of you, I now have the fiancé I really love…”

     “I can’t hope when there’s only despair!  I can’t hope when the only world surrounding me is filled with my melancholia.  This is different; this isn’t the same as your situation, Akina.  There’s nothing you can do; there’s nothing I can do.  I can’t blame this on anyone but myself…” Mitsuki interrupted, her voice beginning to shake.

     “Mitsuki…” Akina whispered.
     “It’s alright, Akina,” Mitsuki replied as she looked straight into her cousin’s eyes.  “I’m alright.  I need to go monitor Eternity now, I’ve strayed far enough.  Have fun with your fiancé and tell him that I say good night.
     Before Akina could reply, Mitsuki stepped out of the doorway and exited the building.  She continued to walk as far as she could, her pace quickening with every step until she started to run and sprint.  The slight raindrops turned into a drizzle and Mitsuki suddenly stopped, turned and fell back onto the sidewall of a flower shop.  Her breathing was hard and her body trembled in pain.  She was only human and could no longer hold it back.  Slowly lifting her face into the air towards the moon, the rain fell on her face and slid down her cheeks.  Mitsuki stood like that for a while, her fists loosely clenched as the water continued to rain down on her face.  Some of the water that slid down her face was warm; the other drops were ice cold.  Some of the remnants of the rain were pure and tasteless; some were bitter-salty…
     Mitsuki continued to submerge in the water until she slowly began to naturally float towards the top.  Her body was loose and as she slowly opened her eyes, she saw small drops of water float up towards the surface with her.  Her mask was shattered and her façade was gone.  As the kensai resurfaced on top of the lake, she continued to lie there in her sweet melancholia.  
---------------------------------------------------------------

     It was finally summer vacation and the students of Tsukaima High were impatient to get out of class.  With class 1-4 winning the contest, the students in Maou-sensei’s class didn’t truly care about the time as they were comfortable enough in that room.  Nonetheless, the teacher let the students out early with his care-free personality, and they all exited the school to enter summer vacation.  The sky was clear blue and the birds that chirped sounded so sweet.  It felt like bliss to every student that left the school and walked down the entrance path.  Atsuma replaced his indoor shoes with his normal ones and after closing the door of his shoe locker, he searched for Nat and or Mitsuki, but couldn’t find any of them.  Atsuma gathered up his belongings and said goodbye to his classmates before heading to the entrance path.  As soon as he walked out of the school, he saw Mitsuki sitting on the edge of the fountain centred in the school field.  He silently walked up to her and waved when she noticed him coming towards her.

     “Why are you here alone?  I thought you’d be happy with summer vacation starting, but you’re sitting here instead.  Feeling attached to the school now?” Atsuma teased with a warm smile.  Mitsuki’s daydreaming expression changed and after seeing Atsuma smile at her, she smiled back and sighed within.  “Hm…you know, with Eternity and our exams, Nat and we haven’t gone out or hung around in a while.  We should really do that sometime, what do you…” Atsuma began.  Mitsuki closed her eyes and looked away as she tried to control herself from trembling.  

     “Atsuma, you shouldn’t spend so much time with me,”

     “What do you mean, Mi-“

     “I…I have some good news, Atsuma!  I, I think I’ve found a person that I’ve fallen in love with.  He’s so cool and sincere; not a lot of people notice him so there’s no fan club that will chase after me like in those shoujo manga.  I think with each day that I see him, I fall for him even more.  Isn’t that great?” Mitsuki said with a happy voice as she beamed at Atsuma.  
     Atsuma was speechless; he didn’t know what to say.  He had always said to himself and to Nat that it’d be okay to just love her.  He had said to himself that it wouldn’t matter if they were together or not, or if his love was unrequited, but his heart still pained.  He felt as if she had just torn his heart in two, throwing his love away.  Atsuma clenched his fists inconspicuously and with the emotional strength that was left in him, he smiled sincerely.

     “So you’ve finally found someone you like, huh?  That’s great; congratulations!  I know you two will probably be very happy together, especially you since I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so blissful before!  I guess you’ll be busy spending time with him, huh?  Don’t worry; I’ll make sure Eternity is still intact while you two are on one of your dates.”  The two smiled at each other and an awkward silence followed his statement.  “I have to go now, Mitsuki.  See you soon, if not in reality, at least, in Eternity.”  Atsuma turned around and started to walk away.  Mitsuki swallowed a huge gulp and she clutched the edge of the fountain until the corners of the stone broke through her inner dermis, causing her to bleed.  She tried to control her shaking voice and maintain a normal composure.
     “Atsuma,” she cried out as he walked away, “I forgot to say this to you, but congratulations!  Congratulations on your engagement.”  Mitsuki tried her hardest to muster out the final words while she held back her tears.  “I wish you and Akina the best in the future.”  

     Atsuma stopped in his tracks and stood there.  He couldn’t believe what he heard, he didn’t want to hear what he heard.  Mitsuki had known of his engagement with her cousin, a lady he did not love.  Atsuma felt so weak, as if he would collapse any minute.  He turned around, his loosely flying hair covering his eyes and he looked straight at Mitsuki’s direction, who was staring at him.

     “Thank you.”  He turned around once again and walked down the entrance path, not looking back or saying goodbye.  Mitsuki brought her knees to her chest and huddled her bent legs.  She buried her face into her arms and she shivered from the pain that overwrought her body.

      “This is for the best, isn’t it?” Mitsuki whispered to herself as she lifted her head from her arms and stared into the sky; the wind sweeping her tears away.  “After all, 真 愛 わ あまからい - shin ai wa amakarai…”

     Atsuma walked past the school gate and didn’t stop until he reached the bridge of the stream near his home.  He staggered his way under the bridge and fell backwards onto the cement wall.  His shoulders trembled and he gripped his fists furiously.  Constraining his voice with all of his strength, Atsuma’s knees slowly gave way and he stood with his knees bent.  Tears streamed down his face but he made no noise and continued to stand in silence.  Watching the water flow down the stream, he saw not his own reflection, but an image of Mitsuki and his heart ached even more.
     Looking up to his right at the clear blue sky, Atsuma clutched his chest and weakly whispered to himself, “True love is bittersweet…”

*Author’s Note: Even I’m getting impatient with this story, but since next semester is going to be even harder for me (6 courses including Chinese School and Night School) each chapter is going to be even longer to finish.  This chapter could have been elongated with more details, but the amount of detail I put in depends on if I’m in the mood to write or if I just have to since people are telling me too >_<.  So depending on how you want it, you can either rush me or let me take my sweet time.  I was going to make more chapters in real life characters (That was half a year ago…) but now I’m just going to rush it and go straight to the main plot of the story.  Quest 9 won’t come out until a while.

P.S: In case you’re wondering about the grade nine graduation; Japanese middle schools go from grades 7 – 9 and high school is for grade 10 – 12; that’s why in this story, everyone is 15 -16.

P.P.S: I might change the host of the BoE site.  I can’t stand posting 30 posts on the forum every week but I know that they’ll stay around as ad-free free web hosts.  I might switch over to iconrate.net.  If you have anything to say for or against that, email me.  I’m also going to make a Manga/ Music Rotation Site and then ‘network’ it to the BoE site; this will get the site more traffic.  Any help with the site or with graphics / web coding is welcome.  If you need Photoshop, email me.*


