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Sentimentality
by almorica

Summary

Aoi Matsumura takes her responsibility for her students very seriously. No rumors of ghosts
haunting the academy will scare her down from trying to look out for them, and Honoka
knows that well enough to make sure she goes with her.

Notes

Consider this as an additional incident taking place after Tanaka's capture, but before
Yamato's school hostage situation. Graham's ability to create vengeful spirits like Mint was
not explored enough for a ghost story horror fiend like me, so I had to write something
utilizing it.

See the end of the work for more notes
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“Honoka?” Aoi’s mellow voice rose above their slow footsteps.

“Hm?” 

“What kind of feeling does this place give you at this time of night?”

With the clock past midnight, the school café was long since dark and deserted. Moonlight
streamed in through rows of tall windows on every floor. The spacious building illuminated
itself just enough to see without fumbling around, and the two women also carried bright
flashlights they’d prepared beforehand. In Honoka’s opinion, that level of visibility cast any
possible spookiness right out the door.

“It’s kind of nice,” she answered. “All this space, no rowdy students, no sunlight bright
enough to cause headaches. It’s too bad no one’s serving tea.” Knowing that didn’t keep her
from glancing off in the direction of the kitchen. A little time for them to sit down and
unwind sounded much better than what they were up to.

“Hehe. The vending machines should still work if you’re thirsty,” Aoi replied with her
friendliest smile, directing the beam of her flashlight at one only long enough to show it to
Honoka. She was taking great care to not run into anything, keeping her eyes low for stray
chairs more often than not.

“That’s not the point…” Honoka scratched at her cheek, expression clouded by a concerned
affection. “How do you see it?”

“I feel the same way. I didn’t realize how cool it can get in here at night. It’s so comfortable
it's almost funny that students are using the grounds as a test of courage.” Her light lifted to
trace the railing along the second floor as she walked. It passed over nothing out of the
ordinary.

“Almost,” Honoka repeated.

“Almost.” Aoi deflated. “Even without any ghost haunting the school, it’s still dangerous.
They could run into something in the dark, or get in trouble with some kind of criminal.
Teachers aren’t around this time of night to keep them safe.”

Honoka patted her shoulder reassuringly. “Tonight they are, thanks to you. Did you invite
Takano, too?”

“I did, but he told me he’s busy at night. I wasn’t surprised.”

“And you gave him an earful anyway about being a responsible teacher, right?”

From Aoi ducking her chin down slightly, Honoka could picture the blush across her cheeks.
“Am I that predictable?”

“You’re fine. We’ve been friends long enough for me to know that much about you.” Pausing
in the back corner of the building, Honoka raised her head to scan the upper floors on the



opposite end. “No students or spirits wandering about over there.”

Aoi smiled at her, relieved. “Thank you for taking this seriously, Honoka. And for coming at
all. It would have been intimidating to walk around here alone,” she explained, already on the
move again. The beam of her flashlight continued along one standard fixture after another.

“I could never let you do that! You could get hurt yourself,” Honoka replied in disbelief as
she kept up. Aoi’s honest expression and gratitude had already made her accept one sleepless
night. “With at least two of us, it’ll be easier to get any students out.”

“You’re right. I’d really like to get better at disciplining them by myself, but I’m not there
yet.”

“Well, even if you aren’t, it’s impressive how far you’ll go. I care about what happens to all
of them, but I wouldn’t have thought about coming here on my own.”

“It’s really nothing. I tried asking the police first, but they’re stretched too thin to deal with
some kids sneaking into school. It’s only what I had to do.”

“And I admire that. You’re an amazing teacher,” Honoka said confidently.

There was another tilt of Aoi’s head — probably another blush. As Honoka moved to open
the door out for the both of them, she replied in a small voice, “Thank you… it means a lot to
hear you say that.”

Honoka could imagine. Just in the past month life in Kisaragi had been unusually filled with
strange incidents. Some happened on the academy grounds, and others happened to the
students or teachers somewhere else in the city. As an instructor and a guidance counselor,
they were expected to do their best to look out for the kids. In spite of that, it was hard to be
everywhere at once or shake off the building stress of it all.

Hearing Aoi confide in her so often about her concerns made Honoka sure Aoi had it worse.
She made a mental note: take Aoi out somewhere to relax next time. It wouldn’t do to let her
end up suffering alone like Arthur did for much too long.

Their feet hit the smooth pavement outside, and the last sound they heard from the café was
Aoi conscientiously locking the door behind them. The academy’s courtyard was perfectly
still under the light of the moon. The fountain in the center didn’t look quite right without any
students hanging around it, but it was better off that way as late as it was.

“Why don’t we head to the computer lab next?” Honoka suggested, looking to the other
woman for input while shining her flashlight to their left. “If they could be anywhere, we
might as well go in order.”

With a nod, Aoi replied, “I think that’s a wonderful idea. Let’s go.”



The next destination was locked, requiring Aoi to take out her key ring again. The café had
originally been the same. It had made Aoi vocally doubt anyone would be inside the first
time, but Honoka assured her kids got in one way or another when they set their minds to it.
She’d rarely seen Aoi look more disappointed.

As Aoi opened the door, Honoka shone her flashlight inside. The room was nicely lit through
its windows as well, but everything artificial was dark. Both lines of monitors were shut
down and undisturbed. Aoi walked in regardless, this time focusing her light under the desks.

“You think someone’s going to be hiding down there?” Honoka asked in mild amusement as
she followed.

“Well, I don’t know. That’s why I’m checking,” Aoi said with a mix of defensiveness and
embarrassment. 

It drew a laugh from Honoka. “The always thorough Ms. Matsumura could even catch a
mouse. Tell me if you see one.”

“A mouse?!” Aoi’s round red eyes went wide as dinner plates. “There better not be! I’ll
scream.”

“You’re scared of mice?”

“Th-That’s normal, isn’t it?” 

“Fears like that are totally normal. I’m not afraid of mice though, so I’ll take care of them.”

Aoi drooped, sighing deeply. “Let’s just not run into any, and maybe stop talking about them
at all…”

Honoka could cut her a break. “Haha, right. Let’s finish up here and get going.”  

No one was under any desk or in any closet. With the lab checked off the list, they headed out
and locked the door. Next up was the tallest building on the grounds, and the only one with a
walkable roof. Honoka could only hope that was the last place anyone would be tonight.

As the cool autumn air settled around them and they continued their patrol, Aoi glanced
around slowly and sentimentally. “This might sound silly, but being here alone makes me
wonder what it would’ve been like if we were students at this school.”

“High school in Tokyo was a lot less personal than this,” Honoka said, easily passing on
judging her. “There were too many bodies for that many teachers. Kids have it easy here.”

Aoi tilted her head. “You think so? It was the opposite out in the country. School life like that
is what I dreamed of. Everyone seems to have so much fun. Too much, sometimes.”

“If we were students at the same time, maybe we’d be a couple of those girls that did have
too much fun. I’d make sure we had plenty together,” Honoka assured her brightly.



“Don’t say something irresponsible, Honoka…” Aoi replied, but she didn’t sound as
disappointed as her word choice aimed for. Despite having her eyes averted as she said so,
she soon after studied Honoka’s face. “You must have been a bold and pretty girl when you
were younger. Not much different from now at all. Am I right?”

“Maybe. I just remember trying to study hard and play hard, which worked well enough that
I’m here now. And were you still serious and cute even back then?”

“I don’t know about cute, but I doubt my personality has changed at all.”

Getting a sudden idea, Honoka raised her pointer finger into the air. “Hey, I might have some
old pictures somewhere! If I don’t, my family could send some. I’ll show you them if you
show me some of yours.”

Aoi smiled softly. “I’m a little worried you might not be impressed by a young girl from the
country, but I’ll do it if we can share some stories too.”

“Absolutely! I’ll make sure to keep the more scandalous ones to myself,” Honoka teased.

“You’re saying irresponsible things again…” Aoi paused. “...But I kind of want to hear them,
just a little.”

The first floor of the next building was a small assortment of classrooms, and the two went
from one to the next with a cursory search of each. So far it was shaping up to be an
uneventful night, which neither of them could assert was a bad thing. Honoka would rather
be missing sleep for nothing than find something that overly justified the trip.

Arthur’s classroom was last. A room filled with stools, easels and the occasional sculpture
didn’t offer much of a place to hide. As a result, the moment the two stepped in, their
flashlights landed on a pair of teenagers standing close to one another at the center. Their
eyes met.

“Students! What are you doing here this late at night?!” Aoi gasped, furrowing her brow. She
stomped forward indignantly. “And how did you get in? The building was locked!”

“About that, Ms. Matsumura,” the tall boy began, taking awkward steps to the side. The girl
with him did the same in the opposite direction. As soon as she sensed what was to come,
Honoka put her back to the doorway and stretched her arms out to defend it. The students that
had only just started to bolt for it in hopes of escaping stopped immediately.

“No  no. You do have to go home, but you have to answer Ms. Matsumura’s questions first,”
Honoka told them firmly. She didn’t budge from her spot.

“Well?” Aoi crossed her arms impatiently. 

“...I left… unlocked…” the girl mumbled.



Honoka frowned. “What? Speak up.”

“I left a window unlocked, Ms. Hino.”

Aoi narrowed her eyes at the boy. “And why are you two here?”

He moved his hand to the back of his neck. “There’s that rumor about the ghost, you know?
We wanted to find it.”

That wasn’t convincing enough for Honoka. “Why were you that close when we got in here,
then? That didn’t look like ghost hunting to me.”

The girl timidly spoke next. “Um, well, part of the rumor is that she always comes if a couple
kisses in a classroom at night…”

“Kiss?!” Scandalized, Aoi’s voice rose in pitch. “There’s no way!”

Honoka continued from the serious route. “Whatever your excuses are, you shouldn’t be here
this late. You could get yourselves in trouble with more than some ghost.”

“Yes, Ms. Hino,” the two replied, only slightly out of sync.

“If we let you leave, will you go home?”

“Yes, Ms. Hino.”

Having collected herself a little, Aoi took a deep breath. “Well then, Saito and Nishimura.
Please go straight home. If we don’t catch you here again, we might not have to punish you.”

Less willing to back down, Honoka frowned. “I’ll give you a serious lecture next time I see
you two though, understand?” She was lucky Aoi knew their names so easily. Their faces
were familiar, but neither of them were frequent infirmary or counseling visitors.

The girl, Nishimura, hung her head. “Yes. I’m really sorry,” she said, and both of them
nodded.

“Me too. I’ll go read ahead on our assigned reading right now, Ms. Matsumura,” the boy,
Saito, assured her.

“No!” Aoi insisted, not pleased with the suggestion. “Go to bed, or you’ll fall asleep in your
morning classes. You should be more responsible at your age.”

“Yes, Ms. Matsumura…”

Honoka stepped away from the door. “If you’ve learned your lesson, lock the window and
head out. We’ll take care of the rest.”

Saito and Nishimura did as they were told. Aoi, visibly troubled, was left alone with Honoka.
If one of her hands wasn’t occupied with the flashlight, she’d probably be wringing them out.



“That wasn’t so bad. They might be the only ones we find tonight,” Honoka said, resting a
gentle hand on her back. “Plus, we did find someone. Great job on the plan, Aoi.”

“I wish I had just been overthinking it, though.” While discouraged, she started to get riled
up again a second later. “And kissing! Really! What kind of ghost would be drawn to that?”

“I don’t know, but we still have half of the school left to search. Do you want to keep going?”

“There could be precious students anywhere, just like you said. Let’s go.” Aoi relaxed,
adding warmly, “Thank you for the support, Honoka.”

Honoka grinned. “Even if we can’t count on Takano, you can always count on me.”

“I know. You’re more dependable than anyone else.”

For just a moment, Honoka allowed herself to enjoy that small victory. If she was any
younger, she might have left the classroom with a skip in her step.

With the additional information of classrooms as the focus of the rumor, the two set off to the
main building upon their exit. They entered through the furthest side entrance,
unceremoniously starting off right in one of the long hallways. They decided to each take one
side and peer in through the doorways long enough to scope out each room — maybe not the
most thorough process, but the most time efficient one.

“Aoi,” Honoka spoke up after confirming the first science lab was empty. The subdued tap of
Aoi’s shoes on the wood paused. 

“What is it?” she asked with great interest. “Did you see someone?” 

Honoka, on the other hand, continued walking. “No, I was just wondering something. Do you
believe in ghosts?”

“I don’t know,” Aoi replied uncertainly. She moved to check the next classroom in her line.
“I don’t not believe in them, but I’m not convinced they exist either. What about you?”

“Would you believe me if I told you I met a ghost when I was a little girl?”

“Really?” Aoi turning those big, trusting eyes on her again was just too fun. “What
happened?”

“I made a friend when we moved to a new neighborhood, but it turned out I was the only one
that ever saw him. I was really sad when my new playmate suddenly disappeared after I
asked others about him.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry.” Aoi paused, then looked back at her doubtfully. “You’re not teasing me,
are you?”



“I would never.”

“Somehow I doubt that…” Aoi said, and Honoka laughed. She was cute when she was
pouting.

Their search carried on without incident for a while. “Hey, this is your classroom, right?”
Honoka asked her partway through the second floor. She was itching for a break, so when
Aoi nodded, she strolled right in.

Aoi followed her, attentively examining the place. “It’s like a completely different place at
night.”

Honoka took one of the jet black chairs closest to the blackboard. “What’s on the lesson plan
for today, Ms. Matsumura?”

“Well, I think it would only be appropriate to start with Yumeno’s The Spirit Drum,” Aoi
replied, pleasantly going along with it. She stopped just in front of the lectern. “You know, I
wonder…”

“What is it?”

“If the ghost is real… why are they here? Do you think they could be a student too?”

Honoka propped her elbow up on the table and thoughtfully rested her chin in her hand. “Do
you want to find out?”

Expression troubled again, Aoi said, “It’s not like we can just ask them, can we?”

“Hmm. We could try the rumor.”

“The… the rumor?”

“We’re in a classroom. All that’s left to do is kiss,” Honoka said lightheartedly, and Aoi went
dead silent. After long enough, Honoka added too quickly, “If you don’t want to, that’s fine.”

“I’ve never…” Aoi’s mumbling lowered to completely inaudible.

“Can you say that again?”

“I’ve never kissed anyone.” In the outer glow of Honoka’s flashlight, Aoi’s vivid blush was
in full view. “I know that’s not usually the case at my age, but I really haven’t.”

“Really?” Honoka blinked. “I don’t think that’s a bad thing! You’ll find the right person for
it. For now, we could just pretend.”

“We could.” Relieved, Aoi nodded her head before suddenly tilting it. “But doesn’t it feel a
bit juvenile to try to act out what we’re trying to catch students doing?”

Setting down the flashlight, Honoka pushed both palms down on the table to stand up.
“We’re not old grannies yet! Besides, this is for the greater good. If we solve the ghost



problem, the kids will stop trying to mess with it.” 

“You might be right.” Aoi calmly stood where she was as Honoka stepped toward her, but
looked more bashful the closer she came. Directly in front of her, it was hard to tell if she was
more energized or embarrassed. “How will we pretend?”

“I’ll just lean in and stop before we touch. Close your eyes and hold still, okay?” Honoka told
her, placing her hands on Aoi’s tiny shoulders. When Aoi followed those instructions, her
round, doll-like face nervously awaiting her move made Honoka’s heart rate speed up as
well. Their difference in height left her a lot of time to gradually lean down and feel her
anxiety peak.

If she was honest with both of them, Honoka had had a few daydreams like this before. She
might kiss Aoi as thanks for helping out with an archery club activity, or get one as sweet as
frosting after taking her to Sweet Ring. It wasn’t really a normal thing to think about with a
friend, so a belief that Aoi would never consider something like that with a woman had
always kept Honoka’s feelings in the realm of secret fantasy. It would have been nice if this
could be one of those dreams come true, but Honoka respected her too much to steal her first
kiss.

With centimeters between their faces, Honoka paused. Aoi’s shoulders trembled under her
fingers. Together, they waited.

Nothing happened.

Honoka released her and took a step back, leaving Aoi to breathe in deeply and fiddle with
one of her braids. “I guess that rumor was just a lie after all?”

“They must’ve made it up to have an excuse to get closer to their crushes. What a teenage
thing to do,” Honoka judged, digging herself deeper into the hole she’d made for herself. If
that was true, she wasn’t any better than they were.

“Do you think it’s the method that’s made up, or the whole thing?”

“We can find out.” Mentally withdrawing from what she’d just done, Honoka circled her
hands around her mouth and rotated slowly on her feet. When she spoke again, it was loudly.
“Hey, is there any ghost out there? Come on out and say hi!” She was aware of a startled Aoi
reaching for her mid-shout, but she had a problem to take care of. Then, she just had to wait
again.

“I guess it’s all made up,” she told Aoi after some time passed. Before Aoi could respond, a
peculiar, feminine voice interrupted them.

“YOU’RE… TEACHERS…”

Honoka turned abruptly, finding a third figure standing at the corner of the room. She stepped
backward, snatched her flashlight, and turned it on them. She gasped at the sight, and Aoi
recoiled several steps.



A willowy teenage girl stood at the edge of the blackboard, far from the door she should’ve
come in through. Her long black hair was a mess, and her street clothes were in disarray.
Most concerning was the one visible eye, piercing in its wide intensity, and the numerous
bloody cuts in her blouse. She looked like she’d been stabbed, over and over again.

“H-Hospital! We have to get her to the hospital,” Aoi said with a jolt, but Honoka took her by
the wrist before she could turn her back.

“Are you the school ghost?” Honoka asked the girl warily. It was painfully difficult to believe
she could still be standing in that state otherwise.

“NO ONE CAME TO SAVE ME FROM THAT MAN… WHY?” The girl's head twitched at
an odd angle. “COULDN’T TRUST THE POLICE… OR THE TEACHERS.”

With Aoi biting her lip conflictedly, Honoka was left to continue. “You’re one of the
stabber’s victims?”

The girl carried on as if she’d said nothing at all. “WHY DIDN’T YOU HELP ME…?” she
asked, taking unnatural, stuttering movements toward the two. The glint by her right thigh of
a blade in her hand put Honoka on high alert.

“Please calm down,” Aoi interrupted, stepping out in front of Honoka. It wasn’t clear if she’d
seen the knife and chose to ignore it or hadn’t seen it at all. “How can we help you? Can we
do anything for you now?”

“YOU CAN SUFFER TOO,” the girl said, lunging for them. 

On instinct, Honoka swung her arms forward to yank Aoi out of the way. The tip of the knife
sliced through her sweater and into a line across her upper arm. Both the sudden movement
and the shock of the attack caused her to trip and drop both women to the floor. Aoi
screamed; Honoka held her breath and groaned on impact. 

When she looked up, the ghost had gotten further away rather than any closer.  “LEAVE…
OR I’LL END IT,” the girl threatened as she stepped backward, holding the bloodied knife
to her chest. If Honoka had blinked, she would have missed her disappearing through the
smooth white wall between the windows.

Aoi scrambled up until she was sitting on her heels, giving Honoka the opportunity to put
pressure on her wound with the opposite hand. “Honoka! Are you all right? You’re
bleeding!”

“Don’t worry, I won’t die from something like this.”

“But it hurts, doesn’t it?”

“Like hell.” Pushing her elbow into the wooden floor, she sat up herself. “And I don’t know
where that knife’s been, either.” 

“L-Let’s go to the infirmary and treat it! Then we’ll go to the hospital. Okay?”



Honoka stared at the spot the ghost had disappeared from. That was in the direction of the
staff building, nearly the complete opposite of the infirmary. They probably weren’t in much
danger if they at least seemed like they were leaving, even if she really wanted to take Aoi
and run away with her right then.

“Okay. Let’s...” She hissed as she started to stand, and Aoi moved to help. “...Let’s go. I
might have some trouble treating myself, though.” 

“I know a little about treating wounds,” Aoi stated, “And if there’s anything I don’t, you can
tell me. I’ll take care of you.”

Her pace building toward a jog, Honoka hurried for the door. The infirmary was only a wing
away. “You don’t need to. All that blood’s pretty gross, isn’t it?”

Glued to her side (shorter legs and all), Aoi shook her head. “You got yourself hurt because
of me. I’m making up for it.”

Honoka sighed and forced a grin. “I got it. Just stop making that face, all right? I’d feel much
better seeing you smile.”

Aoi’s thick eyebrows stayed curved with concern. She was never good at masking her
feelings. Honoka could deal with it, even if she felt responsible for making her worry that
much.

Seated beside the infirmary sink, Honoka waited uneasily as Aoi did her best to clean the
high wound by wringing water out above it. The sound of the water running was nothing, but
she was convinced that turning the room’s light on had put them at risk of being caught again.
She wasn’t worried for herself when Aoi had been the first target the girl went for. If it came
down to it, she would protect her again.

It was cold in there without her sweater on, which had been abandoned on one of the beds. It
was a little embarrassing relying on Aoi to help her get it off in her state; she found she
couldn’t make eye contact or watch where Aoi was looking either. Fortunately, she was
wearing a short sleeved shirt underneath that didn’t overlap with the cut. Rolling it up to
grant Aoi even more room was easy. 

“You’re shivering,” Aoi observed, staring at her face anxiously. “Are you feeling faint at all?”

Honoka shook her head. “No, it’s just chilly. That time of the year and all.”

“Let me move on, then. The doctors at the hospital can take care of anything I missed. I
hope.” Aoi’s gaze shifted to the cabinet in the corner of the room. “Do you have antibiotic
ointment in there?”

“Try the second shelf,” Honoka told her, and she rushed over to it. Feeling Aoi's care and
kindness focused on her did make her feel warmer, if only a little bit. Below the overhead



lights it was much more obvious how pretty she was under her long eyelashes. That troubled
expression made Honoka want to pull her close and kiss her on the forehead to calm her
down, as if that would even help outside her imagination.

As soon as she located the ointment, Aoi busied herself with applying it to the cut. “I really
hope that knife wasn’t dirty. I don’t know if I could forgive myself if it got infected.”

The stinging forced Honoka to wince, but she still managed a small laugh. “Really, it’s not
your fault. This is nice, anyway. Someone hasn’t taken care of me like this since I was a kid.”

“You don’t get injured often?”

“I’m not clumsy, and I don’t go around picking fights. When I do get hurt, I always take care
of it myself.”

“That must be difficult.”

“Sometimes. It really would be with something like this, and you’re great at it. Hey, why
don’t you help me every time from now on?”

Aoi’s cheeks reddened. She moved on to covering the wound. “If that’s what you want. If I
can help you, I will.”

“Oh. I was kind of kidding, but… who am I to deny an answer like that?” Honoka was sure
she was also blushing after that. Avoiding Aoi’s eyes, hers fell on the fishtank. “Have you
seen the fish lately? They’re all doing well.”

Pausing mid-wrap, Aoi glanced over as well. “That’s great to hear. Is little Ping as cute as
ever?”

“Definitely. That puffy little body always brightens my day. You should come by tomorrow
and say hi.”

In response to Honoka’s sudden cheerfulness, Aoi smiled softly and finished up the
bandaging. “I will.”

“Hey, you’re smiling again. I’m glad to see it.”

“I’d like to say I’ll keep smiling if you don’t do anything dangerous, but…”

“But?” 

Aoi’s gaze dropped to the floorboards. “...I want to find her.”

Furrowing her brow, Honoka asked, “Find who?”

“Her. The ghost. I can’t leave her suffering like that, and I can’t let her endanger anyone
else.”

“She said she would kill us next time, Aoi,” Honoka reminded her. 



“I know.” Aoi raised her face and fixed her with a determined look. “You don’t have to come
with me, but I have to try.”

Honoka stood. “There’s no way I wouldn’t go with you. If you’re sure, I’m with you ‘til the
end.” She still deeply wanted to take Aoi away from all this, but the woman could make her
own decisions. That decision would just have to be Honoka’s, too.

Aoi looked relieved. “Thank you. Just promise you’ll try not to get injured again.”

“I can’t promise anything if you’re in danger.”

“Can you promise if I’m not, then?”

“Fine, I promise.” Aoi’s childish insistence drew out a smile. Honoka hoped it was
reassuring.

Wringing out her hands, Aoi’s eyes glistened dangerously. “That girl… I know she was one
of our precious students, and she thought we were going to protect her. I have to apologize…
for letting her die alone.”

With her uninjured arm, Honoka pulled her in for a gentle hug. It was too difficult to see her
near tears. “Please don’t take all the guilt on yourself. I’m a teacher to them too. I’ll share it
with you.”

Aoi’s arms slowly moved around her waist, her forehead resting in the space between
Honoka’s neck and her shoulder. The hair above her braids was soft and sleek under
Honoka’s hand. “I’m sorry for always depending on you, but I’m so grateful that I can. If we
carry it together, maybe it won’t break either of us.”

“It won’t. We have to be extra strong for them now to make up for what we’ve failed at.”

“Yes,” Aoi said quietly, “And I’ll be strong for you, too.”

Backtracking to the opposite wing of the building took time, but it was still hours before
sunrise. Honoka offered Aoi the suggestion of looking for the girl in the staff building based
on the direction she left in, and Aoi agreed. The wound still hurt and her arms were cold
without the added protection of her sliced-up sweater, but quickly finding a resolution to this
would also take care of those problems. Their pace matched their burning drive to reach it.

Aoi unlocked the building’s door with trembling hands. She hadn’t lost her confidence, but
she was easily as tense as Honoka felt. They were both prepared for danger this round,
however useful that was going to be. Honoka wasn’t convinced it would save them if it came
down to another attack.

They crept cautiously into the normally cozy staff room, switching off their flashlights.
Smaller windows than most other locations around the school also meant it was darker, and



Honoka flipped on the ceiling lights to combat it. If anything would make them safer, it
would be more visibility. Drawing attention was now what they wanted, anyway.

“Hello?” Aoi called out, turning her head in every direction as she walked a little further in.
As planned, Honoka lingered by the door to make sure it remained open. “If you’re here,
please come out.”

There was silence. Nothing changed, and nothing made a sound. The ghost took her time
appearing once more out of thin air.

“STILL HERE… DO YOU WANT TO DIE?” the girl asked, swaying a step closer. Honoka
chewed at her lip anxiously. Aoi would run if she had to. She definitely would.

“No. I needed to tell you I’m deeply sorry,” Aoi said, bravely bowing her head. “I failed you
as your teacher. You must have been suffering so much.”

The girl stopped. “YOU’RE SORRY…? YOU THINK YOU UNDERSTAND?”

Aoi shook her head. Her voice started to waver. “You went through too much for me to
presume I can understand your pain. But I know you feel it, and I know what I did by letting
you die alone. You don’t have to forgive me, but please believe I would have done anything
to protect one of my students.”

“YOU… WEREN’T THERE.”

“I wasn’t.” Aoi began to move her hands to her face, wiping at her cheeks. “I can only be
here now and apologize. You shouldn’t… have had to die…”

The girl’s odd posture shifted to something more human. Her face did the same, revealing a
fraction more of what had been hidden by her hair. “MS. MATSUMURA…?”

“Ito?” Aoi replied, shocked by the change. Honoka also recognized her: third year Yuri Ito
had been a consistent visitor to the infirmary. From her counseling sessions, Honoka knew
she had a turbulent life at home. It made sense that the girl had blamed the officer that
attacked her and the school faculty, the only adults she felt she could rely on.

Part of her wanted to speak, but leaving it to Aoi to handle with grace felt key to seeing it
brought to a safe end.

Aoi’s voice watered down further, unpredictably changing in pitch as she kept herself from
sobbing. “I’m so sorry, Ito... I’ll never forget how nice it was to have you as my student last
year. You deserved to graduate after all your hard work. I hope that you can let go of your
pain in this world and find somewhere to rest.”

If Aoi didn’t sound sincere enough, no one could. Perfectly still and quiet, Yuri looked like
she genuinely didn’t know what to do as a result. There was a vulnerable expression on her
deathly pale face for a time as she watched her teacher cry, and then it twisted again. “NOT
ENOUGH. THAT MAN GAVE ME… POWER TO GET REVENGE… AND I’LL TAKE
IT.”



“Aoi,” Honoka spoke up in a panic, lurching forward to tug on the woman’s arm. As soon as
she dropped her hands from her face in response, Honoka grabbed one and started to run with
her back out the door. Aoi stumbled at first, but Honoka’s support kept her standing long
enough to find her balance.

“I’LL KILL YOU!” 

Honoka could feel the malice crash against her back like a wave. She didn’t have the luxury
of looking back, but she still felt like her feet weren’t carrying her fast enough. “Fuck!”

At her side, Aoi gaped. “Watch your language at school!”

“Is this really the time?! Get out the key!”

For however much it helped, they ran in the dark. Avoiding equally dangerous overthinking,
Honoka directed them around to one of the school storage buildings. She turned her flashlight
on beside the lock for Aoi to open it without a struggle, then flipped it off again and dashed
inside with her. In their hurry they tumbled to the ground with a yelp and inadvertently left
the door ajar, but it wasn’t like a closed one would stop a ghost if she found them.

The two landed roughly on the polished concrete floor, Aoi on her side and Honoka on her
thigh. She helped Aoi up in a hurry, who instantly clung to her. Honoka put her arms around
her in return — she would have remarked on Aoi shaking or panting loudly if she wasn’t
helplessly doing the same.

“I’m sorry, Honoka. We’re going to die, and it’s my fault for pushing it.”

“We’re not going to die,” Honoka corrected her, but she didn’t sound that confident. It really
did feel like an active countdown to their gruesome deaths at the hand of a student come back
from the dead. “Why didn’t that work? It looked like you were making progress…”

“I don’t know.” Aoi watched the world outside the crack in the door. “M-Maybe she won’t
find us?”

Maybe. Or maybe this was it. One or both of them could die at any second, and they were on
the floor of a dusty storage building in the dark. What wouldn’t Honoka regret if it ended this
way?

“Listen,” she said, throwing out all rational thought. It wasn’t like her heart could pound any
faster that it already was from the adrenaline. “I know it’s not the time for this, but I have to
tell you something.”

“Y-Yes? What is it?”

“When I suggested we kiss for the rumor, I didn’t just want to do it for that reason. I’ve
wanted to for a while.”

Aoi looked at her directly, confusion plain on her tear-streaked face. “Huh?” 



“Sorry, but I’m in love with you,” she continued, her words spilling out quicker by the
second. “I admire you so much, and I often think about how nice it would be if I could be
with you.”

Completely silent, Aoi’s confusion progressed to surprise and halfway to realization. Honoka
wasn’t sure how to take that, so she kept babbling to avoid hearing whatever rejection waited
for her. “Don’t worry about it now, especially now that we might die, but—” 

She cut off when Aoi slapped her hands on both sides of her cheeks and pulled her in
halfway, crossing the other half herself. She pushed her puckered lips against Honoka’s with
the same determination she mustered to face the ghost. Her eyes squeezed shut as if keeping
her nerves at bay, while Honoka was too shocked to close hers.

It wasn’t fun, or romantic, or sensual, but god, if Honoka wasn’t sure it was real.

“FOUND YOU,” announced the airy voice of the ghost, and Aoi jolted away. The girl
stepped in through the wall as if it was nothing more than an illusion. She held up her knife
with a limp wrist, and Aoi started to scream. Flooded with the same terror, Honoka joined
her.

In the second before she fainted, Honoka caught some kind of movement outside the building
from their limited view of it. Whatever it was, it was already too late to make any kind of
difference.

“—Hino? Ms. Hino?”

As her consciousness trickled back in, the voice of a boy came with it. She found him
kneeling beside her when she opened her eyes. With that unique silver hair and pretty face
she didn’t have to wait for her brain to kick back into gear to figure out who he was.

“Saijo? Why are you here?” Unthinkingly pushing the palm of her injured arm down into the
storage room’s floor to sit up, she winced at the pain that sparked through it. “And why am
I…”

“You lost consciousness with Ms. Matsumura. I found you here.” 

“That didn’t answer my question,” she remarked, squinting at him for a moment before
turning to Aoi and shaking her. The other woman was still out cold. “Ms. Matsumura, wake
up.”

After some indistinct noises of discontent, Aoi cracked open her eyelids. She moved her hand
to hold one of Honoka’s wrists. “Honoka…?”

“It’s fine now. There’s no—” she started, but her sense of danger belatedly forced her gaze to
dart around the building. “Where’s the ghost? Is she still here?”



Saijo shook his head. “The spirit is gone.”

“And how do you know that?” Honoka asked him.

His quiet demeanor returned. She couldn’t read if he was trying to wait out her question or if
he was trying to come up with an answer. Once she stared at him long enough, he gave
something like one. “I just know. She wanted me to apologize to you for her. She said she
didn’t want to hurt you, and didn’t blame you for her death.”

“Really?” Aoi gasped, now alert enough to sit up on her own.

“She appreciated you speaking with her, Ms. Matsumura. I believe that helped her more than
you think.”

“Geez…” Caught between self-consciousness and feeling comforted by his words, Honoka
rubbed the back of her neck. “So you moonlight as an exorcist or something?”

“I just happened to be here.”

“I don’t really believe you, Saijo. You shouldn’t be out so late,” Aoi said with a concerned
frown. “But you’re the reason we’re still fine, aren’t you?”

“I’ll go home right now,” he replied just as evasively. “You should also get some sleep. Can
you get back okay?”

Honoka rearranged her awkward limbs and stood. Halfway up, she extended a hand to assist
Aoi, and the other woman accepted it. “We’ll be all right. Get back right away,” she said
sternly, then softened. “But thanks, for whatever you did. We owe you one.”

Saijo tilted his head forward in acknowledgement. “Don’t worry about it. Good night.”

“Thank you, Saijo,” Aoi added, her relief overtaking her strict teacher act. She smiled as if
the chaotic night hadn’t happened at all. “Good night!”

He left the building as cooly as the autumn wind. Honoka watched him doubtfully. “He’s no
ordinary kid. I can see why he wants to keep it a secret if we want to lecture him about it
already.”

“I can keep it a secret for now for helping us,” Aoi said, shoulders slumping, “But if I catch
him doing it again, I will give him a talking-to.”

“Haha, of course. You ready to follow your own advice and get out of here?”

“Yes, let’s.” 

They both collected their flashlights from the floor, Aoi additionally finding her key ring
before following Honoka out. As she set on locking the building behind them, she hesitated
for a moment. “Do you think he was telling the truth about what she said to him?”



“I don’t think he would’ve known enough about what happened between her and us tonight
to make it up.”

“...I’m happy to hear that. It wasn’t a waste to try to get through to her.” The lock clicked
shut and she moved the keys back to her pocket.

“You did really well, Aoi.”

Aoi smiled at her brightly. “Thank you. And thank you for being there for me, again. I
couldn’t have been that brave without you.”

Slightly embarrassed by the directness, Honoka turned and started to walk. It was going to
take a while to get anywhere from there. Sleeping was definitely off the table, but she already
knew that earlier. “Did you still want to drop by the hospital? That might be the only place
we’ll get anything close to rest.”

Trotting after her, Aoi said, “Oh, yes. I want to make sure I took care of you well enough.”

“I’m sure you did, but it never hurts to be cautious.” And she wanted to let Aoi get off her
feet faster than it would take for her to get home. “Um, about what happened in there… if
you want to forget any of that happened, it’s—”

“No,” Aoi cut in hastily, then restrained herself and coughed politely into her fist. “I can’t just
forget what you said, or what I did. I apologize for doing that.”

“Why did you?”

“It’s childish, but I knew at that moment that I didn’t want to die without having kissed
anyone.”

“Just anyone, huh?” Honoka repeated, feeling her heart start to sink. “Glad I could be of use.”

Aoi shook her head so strongly Honoka could see it out of the corner of her eye. “I’ve
wondered what it might be like to kiss you before. When you suggested it in the classroom, I
was just too self-conscious to go through with it.”

“Huh?” Honoka returned her attention to her, wide-eyed. “Are you being serious?”

Sheepishly, Aoi nodded and clasped her free hand over the one holding her flashlight. “‘I’m
in love with you’ has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?” she said dreamily. “Could we see where
this goes? I’d like to try kissing you again when we’re not as close to dying as we were.”

“O-Of course! If it would make you happy, I’d be happy to tell you I love you as much as you
want.” The excitement flooding through her instantly washed away Honoka's brief heartache.

“I’ll try to support you more from now on, okay? You’ve done so much for me, and I want to
give it back.”

“As long as you’re with me, it’s enough,” Honoka assured her contentedly. “But you can do
it. If tonight proved anything, it’s that when you really want to do something you’ll pull it



off.”

“Hehe, I’ll do my best.” 

Honoka’s first near-death experience ending like that, side-by-side with an Aoi that accepted
her feelings, wasn’t that bad at all. She still never wanted to go through one again.



End Notes

This may not be canon but they got together after the game. I have sources on this. My uncle
worked at Killaware
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