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File preview

You

‘I think I’m going to help out Natsuki.’

Natsuki sticks out to me in no small part than for how passionate she is about the things she

enjoys. Despite her seeming so apprehensive about my joining the Literature Club, I’d say she’s

made just as much of an effort to get to know me as I have with her, likely more than she would

care to admit. There seems to be much more warmth to her than the cold exterior she wears in

the classroom. Plus, baking does sound more appealing than any of the other projects.

Natsuki

‘Ha! I win.’

Monika

‘I guess you do.’

Yuri

‘It wasn’t a contest, Natsuki, unless you wanted it to be.’

Natsuki

‘What do you mean by that?’

Yuri

‘A contest for his affection.’

Natsuki

‘WHAT?! NO!’

Natsuki

‘That’s not what I meant!’

Natsuki

‘You’re just jealous he chose to help me.’

Monika

‘It’s always best to let Natsuki win anyway. You know how much she hates to get beaten ;)’

You

‘I really didn’t see it like that. Honestly, I wish I could help all of you, but Natsuki is trying to feed

everyone with delicious cupcakes.’

Yuri

‘My apologies. I hope I didn’t upset you.’



Yuri

‘Either of you.’

You

‘It’s okay, there’s plenty of me to go around.’

You

‘Lol. Jk.’

Sayori

‘No need to fight over him, he’s just trying to help.’

Sayori

‘I’m just glad that you could warm up so well to the club ^-^.’

Monika

‘A little too well, from the look of it.’

You

‘Hey, now, I’m everyone’s friend, right?’

Sayori

‘Yeah!’

Yuri

‘I’m sorry if I was rude just then. I’m sorry Natsuki.’

Natsuki

‘It’s okay, I guess.’

Natsuki

‘But let me make one thing clear.’

Natsuki

‘I wasn’t fighting over him! It’s not like I care who he helps out.’

You

‘Right.’

Monika

‘But didn’t you say that you were the best and didn’t need any help?’

Natsuki



‘I am the best!’

Natsuki

‘But even the best chefs need an assistant.’

You

‘So that’s what I’m doing?’

Natsuki

‘Yep! You better have on your best apron when I get there.’

You

‘Wait, you’re coming here? To my place?’

Natsuki

‘Duh!’

You

‘Why not at your place, where everything already is?’

Natsuki

‘You can’t come over here.’

You

‘Why not?’

Monika

‘Yeah. Why not, Natsuki?’

Natsuki

‘Because it’s a mess.’

Natsuki

‘It’s a messy job and I don’t want you making mistakes in my kitchen.’

You

‘Great. Thanks.’

Natsuki

‘No problem! I’ll go ahead and pack.’

Sayori

‘Have fun you two!’



I sigh and turn back from the street corner. Not expecting to have had one of the club members

over to my own house for the day, my mind comes to how presentable it is at the moment. My

bedroom is okay, but even my most optimistic expectations of today don’t include Natsuki

seeing my room. My living room is decent, though as basic as it is, I don’t know how bad it could

get beyond some dusty surfaces. My kitchen is the room of focus, apparently. I’ve always kept

my kitchen clean, at least clean to my standards. I don’t recall leaving any dirty dishes in the

sink, but I doubt I’ll have what she needs to make all those cupcakes. I sigh and figure that it’s

best not to argue with Natsuki. As difficult as she can be, I’m excited to still get some time with

her. Maybe I can get her to open up a little warmer.

I turn into the driveway back up to my house when my phone vibrates in my pocket. I turn it on

to find a private conversation initiated by Natsuki.

Natsuki

‘Hey, don’t get the wrong impression about me coming over or anything. I just need your help

with the cupcakes.’

You

‘I wasn’t thinking anything more.’

Natsuki

‘Good. Now, where do you live?’

I give Natsuki my address.

Natsuki

‘Wow, you really are close to Sayori, aren’t you?’

You

‘Yep.’

Natsuki

‘Well, I hope you don’t mind me inviting myself over. It’s got to get done and I can’t have you

over at my house.’

You

‘I’ll admit, it’s a little sudden, but it’s fine.’

Natsuki

‘Good.’

Natsuki



‘I’ll be over in an hour. Make sure you have eggs, milk, flour, and butter. I’ll bring over the rest.’

You

‘Okay.’

I walk back into my house. I stop off first at the kitchen for a soda. I check the refrigerator and

pantry for her requested ingredients. While I don’t have much, I do have what she needs, and

that’s good enough for me. I drink my soda and assess the room. The sink is empty, but a little

grimey. I take a sponge and some soap and clean away the thin splotches of muck. I take the

hour to spot clean the rest of the kitchen. I wipe down the counters with a sanitizer cloth. I place

the dried dishes back into their respective cupboards. I sweep and mop the tile floor. The

stovetop and microwave get wiped down. I find myself detailing the kitchen more than I ever had

before, for any company.

A little less than an hour later, I hear an abrasive knock at my door. I throw my cleaning supplies

back in their cabinets and closets and rush to answer the door. Foregoing peering through the

peephole first, I throw open the door. Before me stands Natsuki. She’s red faced and breathing

heavily. One hand grasps onto a rolling supply case while the other shoulder hoists a bag that

appears to be as big as she, and somehow heavier.

“Whoa, that looks heavy,” I say, reaching for her bag. “Here, let me help.” Natsuki jerks away.

“I got it,” Natsuki says with a strain to her voice. “Just… get out of my way.” I barely have

enough time to step aside before Natsuki comes charging into my living room. She parks the

rolling case next to my couch and lets the bag drop onto the cushions. Natsuki sighs and rubs

her shoulder.

“That was heavy,” I say. “Did you walk that all the way here?”

“Impressed?” Natsuki says with a smirk.

“A little, yeah,” I say. Natsuki huffs and crosses her arms.

“Only a little?” she asks. “I’m stronger than I look.”

“I’m sure,” I say. “I just don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

“Hmph, don’t worry about me,” Natsuki prides on. “You’d be surprised how much I can take. I’m

tough like that.”

“Of course,” I say. I look back at Natsuki in a long pause. She’s wearing a cute little tank top. An

adorable kitten plays with a ball of yarn on the front. Below, she wears ruffled pink skirt. Her legs



from below are pale and slender. A pair of fashionable, pink boat shoes slip over her feet

without socks.

“Do you have the stuff I asked about?” Natsuki asks.

“Yep, it’s all there in the kitchen,” I say. I reach for her bag. “Here, let’s get everything situated.”

Natsuki grabs for her bag and clutches it tightly.

“I said I got it,” Natsuki said. She hoists the heavy bag back up over her shoulder. I see her

knees buckle a little.

“I’m sorry, I just thought I’d help,” I say. Natsuki stops and looks back at me. Her wide eyes are

heavily dilated.

“I… you can… fine, take it,” Natsuki says. She hands me the bag. Lifting it in both hands, I’m

just as surprised she was able to stand there wearing it, let alone walk all the way here with it,

but I dare not question Natsuki’s strength again. She huffs, thrusting the bag into my hands. She

grabs her case. I lead her to the freshly cleaned kitchen and lay her bag gently atop the counter.

She parks her rolling case by the refrigerator.

“Is everything okay?” I ask daringly. “I hope I didn’t upset you at all.” Natsuki pauses before

looking back at me.

“S-sorry,” she says, her eyes falling to the floor. “You didn’t upset me. I’m just used to doing

things myself, you know? It’s how it’s always been. I was raised to not expect help from anyone,

so I’m sorry if this is a little weird for me…”

“Hey, it’s no big deal,” I say. Natsuki looks up.

“Really?”

“Really,” I say. “I want to make you as comfortable as I can, Natsuki. Even if you’d me to stay

out of your way completely, that’s fine with me. I’m just glad that I get to spend time with you.”

Natsuki looks onward, her eyes shifting between both of mine.

“Well…” Natsuki begins. “I’d still like to teach you and thing or two about baking. So, you know,

you don’t have to be totally on the other side of the room all day.”

“Thanks,” I say. “That means a lot.” Natsuki crosses her arms and looks around the kitchen.

“You have… a nice house,” she says. “You always keep the kitchen this clean?” I chuckle and

rub my head.



“Well, not always,” I say. “I just wanted to make sure it was clean for you, even if you did give

me such short notice.” Natsuki smiled warmly.

“Thank you,” Natsuki says. “And thanks for letting me come over. I wanted you to help me

today, but I can’t have you over at my house.”

“Because you’d rather get my kitchen dirty,” I say with a smirk. Natsuki doesn’t smile back.

“Th-that’s right,” Natsuki says dryly, looking away.

“Fair enough,” I say. “Should we get started?”

“I guess, if you’re in such a hurry,” Natsuki says.

“Or we don’t have to...” I say.

“Well, I did just have a pretty long walk,” Natsuki says. “Can’t a girl rest first before getting to

work? Jeez…”

“Of course,” I say. “Sorry if I rushed you. Come on, let’s go sit down for a while.” I lead Natsuki

back to the couch. She sits with modest poise. “Please, make yourself comfortable. I’m going to

make us some tea. What would you like to snack on?” Natsuki looks up at me with wide,

unblinking eyes.

“S-snack?” Natsuki asks, as if hearing the word for the first time.

“Yeah,” I say. “I have fruits like bananas and apples. I have some crackers and cookies and…”

“That’s okay with you?” Natsuki asks. I stop listing foods to catch her stare.

“Of course,” I say. “You must be hungry after that walk and I can’t expect you to wait for the

cupcakes to be done to eat.”

“A-are you sure?”

“Yes.” I laugh. Natsuki clearly isn’t joking.

“An apple,” Natsuki says softly. She eases herself into the couch. “Please…”

“Okay,” I say. I start to leave.

“And can you preheat the oven to three-fifty?” Natsuki calls out.



“Got it,” I say. “One apple. Oven at three-fifty. Be right back.” I make my way to the kitchen to

start the tea kettle and grab Natsuki an apple from my fruit bowl. I twist the knob on the stove to

prep the oven. I also fix her a glass of ice water. I bring the apple and water back into the living

room. I sit the glass on a coaster on the coffee table in front of the couch and hand Natsuki the

apple. “Here you go.” Natsuki takes the apple timidly in both hands. She leans in to take a bite,

but turns away.

“Can you… can you not watch me eat?” Natsuki asks.

“Sure,” I say, turning the other way. Facing away from her, I hear Natuski taking small nibbles

mixed with giant bites of the crispy treat. She says nothing as she eats. I try not to interrupt her

with conversation. Merely listening to her devour the apple, I can tell that she must be just

starved.

“Thank you,” Natsuki says. I turn back toward her. She wipes her mouth with her forearm. The

apple core dangles in her hand, picked clean in a time that could have been a world record.

“Wow, you were…” I start to say, but Natsuki’s glaring expression stops me. “Um, would you like

more? I have more food. I can bring you something or feel free to help yourself.” Natsuki sits the

apple core down on the coffee table.

“Thanks, but I shouldn’t,” Natsuki says. “My dad is cooking tonight and I don’t want to spoil my

appetite.” Natsuki sinks back into the couch.

“Okay, well still, you’re free to take whatever you want,” I say. “You’re my guest after all.”

Natsuki smiles back at me.

“Thank you,” she says. Natsuki reaches down and rubs her ankle with her hand.

“Of course,” I say. Natsuki winces. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” Natsuki says. “My feet just really hurt from the walk.”

“I’m sorry,” I say. I plan my next words, and their tone, carefully. “If you’d like… I can rub them.”

Natsuki looks back at me questioningly. “You know, it might help you feel better?”

“You want to rub my feet?” Natsuki asks. Her tone is disgusted, as I’ve known her to sound

when confronted with anything out of the ordinary. A tint of pink, one almost matching that of her

hair, rushes to her cheeks.

“Y-yeah,” I say. “Maybe I can help you relax a little before we get started. Just a suggestion.” I

pause. Natsuki looks away, then down to her feet.



“Well, if you insist…” Natsuki says. She hesitantly places her feet in my lap, her shoes still on. I

reach down, my hands shaking slightly. Natsuki sits with her back against the arm rest, arms

folded in front of her. She looks away. I start to slowly untie her shoelaces. “I just better not hear

you complain if they smell or anything.”

“I’m sure they don’t,” I say. Natsuki keeps her head turned. With both shoes untied, I slip one off

slowly. Natsuki’s bare foot falls into my lap. It’s as small and frail as the rest of her body. Its size

is adorable, almost infantile in shade. The top is pale and looks silky soft, leading up to five tiny

toes. She wears a bright pink nail polish. I gaze on as I slip off the other shoe. Her soles blush a

light red, painted no doubt from the walk. A warmth radiates from them. It coats my hands like

the embrace of a heater on a cool day. Their odor soon follows. The walk without socks had

certainly made Natsuki’s tiny feet sweat and their scent is immediately noticeable. It’s strong, yet

sweet. Warm and comforting. Delicate to the touch and probably very, very ticklish. Natsuki

looks over at me looking down at them.

“Why are you just staring at them like that?” Natsuki asked. I quickly regain myself before she

starts drawing obvious conclusions.

“N-no reason,” I say. “I’ve just never seen your feet before.”

“So?” Natsuki barks.

“It’s just that… they’re pretty,” I say. Natsuki’s brows fall as she stares at me.

“‘Pretty’?”

“Y-yeah,” I say, reminding myself to avoid the word, or any synonym of, ‘cute’. Natsuki’s face

brightens a bit with color.

“Thanks, I guess,” Natsuki says. “I mean, if you have a thing for feet, you might be a little weird,

but… thank you.” Natsuki wiggled her toes slightly in my lap. I reached down and placed my

hands across the tops of her feet. Looking away, Natsuki flinched and jerked her legs in.

“What’s the matter?” I ask. “Is Natsuki a little ticklish?”

“N-no!” Natsuki snaps back. “I just… I’m not used to being touched there, that’s all.” She puts

her feet back into my lap.

“I’ll be gentle,” I say. I place my hands back onto the tops of her feet. Natsuki sucks a quick

breath in through clenched teeth, but soon sinks into my touch. I rub my hands across the tops

of her feet, confirming them being as soft as they look. I gently press my thumbs against her

arches. Natsuki clenches again, this time with a small smirk come to her face. I say nothing as

to allow her the moment to find ease in me touching her feet. Her soles are warm and musky,
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