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[, Haruka Amami, am an 17 years old idol working at 765PRO. For the last months I've been
working at this place with many other girls who are, just like me, aiming to become a top-idol.
Our first job was at a little stage in a small rural town with just some dozens of people watching,
but last week we did our second huge concert together with everyone at a very large stage with
hundreds or maybe even thousands of people looking at us while we were performing our
greatest passion.

Today I'm at the office together with Chihaya Kisaragi, 16 years old, one of the idols I've been
working with and one of the idols I'm the closest with too. It’s been one month since the second
concert as a team. Working is almost done.

‘Chihaya-chan!

‘What is it, Haruka?’

‘Let’s go home together!”

‘Okay.’

So, after saying bye to everyone and walking downstairs, we started our walk. When crossing a
street via a pedestrian bridge, Chihaya asked me something, something that would have much
more of an impact than I thought at first.

‘Haruka.’

‘Yes, Chihaya-chan?’

‘Would you mind going to my apartment? [ have something [ want to talk to you about.’

‘That’s good. Should we go then?’

‘Yeah!

And so we went to Chihaya-chan’s apartment.

‘It’s still the same situation as when I visited last time, Chihaya-chan. Shouldn’t you unpack your
stuff once? We should make your place a bit more cozy.’

‘You don’t have to, Haruka.’

‘Yes I do, you're my friend and your house shouldn’t look like some kind of warehouse, it has to
be nice and cozy and girly.’

When I said ‘friend’ Chihaya’s face changed a little bit, but I didn’t mind that and started to clean
the shelves before putting stuff on it. I said to Chihaya that she should start unpacking her stuff
so that I could put it away after | was done cleaning.

After cleaning for half an hour in a row, Chihaya started to talk to me.

‘Haruka.

‘Hm. What'’s the matter, Chihaya-chan?’
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‘Hmm...””

‘Tlove... I love you!
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Huh?’

‘I...I've loved you ever since you approached me at that time even though [ was still acting so
weird at that time. When thinking of you my heart starts pounding. [ really think I'm in love with
you.’



I- was perplexed. And maybe not just perplexed, since my whole body turned so hot. I think
what Chihaya saw at that time was a girl who was blushing even at places where she didn’t know
it was even possible. | was so ashamed I started looking at the floor, though that didn’t really
didn’t help.

[ didn’t know what to do at all. | mean, she’s a girl and my friend; I don’t even know even if [ am
into girls and she’s one of the best friends [ have.

‘Haruka...

‘Chihaya-chan...

‘W- Would you mind going out with me, Haruka?’
My heart started pounding even more.

In front of me stood Haruka, blushing and shyly staring at me. I just finally told her I love her, 'm
really serious about this and it seems Haruka understands that too. I didn’t know what to do
either, since I never experienced something like this.

After some time, Haruka walked to me and said: ‘C- Chihaya-chan, do you really love me?’

‘O- Of course. I really love you so much’

‘You know, actually...

actually... I think I love you too, Chihaya-chan.’

‘Huh?’

‘Ilove you too!

[ think that moment, I felt the happiest I ever was in my live.

Then Haruka moved closer to me, she slowly embraced me and moved her face closer to my face.
‘Chihaya-chan, I love you.’

When Chihaya told me she loved me, I think that was the moment I fell in love with her. Firstly [
honestly didn’t know what to do, but after sorting out my feelings [ was sure that I actually fell in

love with her.
After I told Chihaya I loved her, [ kissed her passionately. Maybe 1, 3 or even 5 minutes passed
while we were kissing. Then I slowly moved my hand to Chihaya’s breasts.

[insert perverted fantasies]

After our first night together, we went to the office holding hands. When we arrived, Miki stood
in the hallway.

I said: ‘Since we’re lovers now.’

‘That doesn’t matter, right, Chihaya-chan?’



