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Dedicated to my biggest cheerleader. The reader I know will gush with me over my silly, funny, heartfelt stories with the same tenacity as me yelling at an anime. Thank you, Nancy. <3





Author Notes


There are no content warnings for this story. It does bridge the young adult to new adult gap. 


The story is not based in the real world, but highly influenced by Japanese culture and anime. Honorifics are used, as well as a few words that are not translated (Ojiichan being an example, which is grandpa). Therefore, since the story is loosely based on Japan, not all traditions carry over to the fictional country of Hoshizawa, nor what may or may not have occurred historically for swordsmiths or in the swordsmithing culture. 
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1

So sensitive





Makoto 

“Why is every third year—” 

Haru interrupted Sota by blowing out a dramatic puff of air, running his hand through his sweat-dampened light brown hair, flicking droplets in the process. Haru hunched over himself as a group of girls from both Kogetsu and Shirakawa Academie walked past. He recognized many of them by the seductive twinkle in his eye. "Scratch that, second-year girls, too. Oh… and there’s a first-year in the group." A couple girls noticed them and a distinct tittering happened. Standing suddenly, Haru waved, but grunted and dropped back down when none returned the gesture.

Makoto didn’t bother to look up. He idly toyed with the zipper on his reinforced, tailored keikogi. The requisite padded guards for his arms and chest lay at his feet. The manga he read currently positioned firmly at eye level trying to block out the world, though he glimpsed Sota’s blond hair and usual scowl as his friend passed by.

”Makoto, why is every girl in the school talking about how sensitive you are?” Sota’s voice carried the grimace he surely wore.

Couldn’t they let the matter rest before graduation? Makoto had dodged these questions and rumors for months now, as the pace of love confessions was rising (worst of all had been around Ember Day—a day where the flame of love is celebrated with the lighting of lanterns from the Eternal Ember and, naturally, gifts are exchanged—i.e. candy—and for those not in a relationship, many romantic confessions are made). Every woman who crossed Makoto’s path wanted their last chance to confess their feelings before parting ways, all hoping to be the lucky girl to snag Kogetsu’s most eligible bachelor.

Funny, considering the death rate of most soldiers either in or just after graduation from the Kuru Tsuru’s Amasu Academy or the general corps of soldiers.

The Kogetsu gym door thudded shut, muffling faint cheers from the junior swordsmen competition. “Uh.” Sota dragged a chair from the registration table, stopped short of Makoto’s feet, and, after a pause, collapsed into it. “Since when do you read Crescent Moon Serenade?”

Bending to place his exhibition blade on the floor, Haru sat on the bench next to Makoto, flashing a genial smile at two more girls returning from the bathroom to watch the junior competition and, soon, the elite exhibition. Nearly all of Kogetsu Academy was in attendance before the third-year students graduated and went off to university or Amasu Academy at the Kuru Tsuru Demon Defense Force base, where most of Kogetsu’s swordsmen and martial artists were headed. From preparatory high schools, like Kogetsu, much was expected of them. Amasu readied the top candidates to eventually take on higher ranking positions. Every current Colonel to General in the Kuru Tsuru went through 1Amasu Academy.

“Might explain the sudden undertone of how ‘sensitive Makoto’ is,” Sota complained. Predictable.

“I started reading it over the weekend.” It was practically impossible to find the volume he’d been trying (and failing) to read right now, and he needed to catch up. Finding the next one was even harder, but there was a twist in the story—he’d heard the spoilers—and he needed to read it!

UGH! Makoto would probably have to call several shops to track down the last couple of issues of Sweet Rouge shojo magazine to fully catch up instead of finding the bound volume. The question was, could he manage it before Friday, when he’d bring his favorite blade to his swordsmith for sharpening? Warmth wormed it's way around Makoto's stomach at the thought.

“Why are you suddenly interested in Crescent Moon Serenade? You’ve never read shojo before and… that’s a fairly obscure title.” Impatiently, Sota tapped Makoto’s manga until Makoto’s eye twitched.

When he lowered the book, Sota was straightening himself and smoothing his hair as Inoue Misaki approached their group with a cluster of girls giggling behind her at the gym entrance. “K-k-kawanishi-kun?” she stammered.

“Mmm?” Makoto had been interrupted entirely too often to concentrate on the manga. But there was still a long wait until the elite swordsmen's exhibition. Either way, Makoto avoided bristling and cheerily asked, “Inoue-chan, what can I help you with?” His practiced smile easily came to the surface. 

Haru and Sota shared a glare, even making Haru’s flirty grin disappear.

The girls at the door fell deathly silent, making Inoue break out into a sweat. “I—I… can…” Her eyes darted to Haru and Sota—the former of whom had hardened to stone at Misaki’s presence. Strange, Sota never froze up in the battle simulator.

“There are only a few minutes until the next exhibition.” Makoto’s lip curled up, cat-like. “You should…”

“Looks like Inoue wants to speak to you alone,” Sota’s words sent a chill up Makoto’s spine. 

Inoue nodded nervously, clutching her sleeve, and jumped when Sota spoke. Makoto smiled, his expression cold but demure. He didn't want to talk to Inoue-chan. But he also didn't want this conversation to drag out. In the end, though, Makoto couldn't let rumors start that he was callous to those who professed their love. "Well, we'll be graduating soon, Kawanishi-san, and I wanted to... well... I've always..."

The girls at the door, non-exhibitionists in their Kogetsu summer uniforms, encouraged Inoue.

“I-I,“ Inoue, though, couldn’t seem to get the words out.

Makoto stood, marking his place with a finger, determined to finish this chapter before heading to the exhibition. “Inoue-chan, you’ve been a pleasure to work with in class, and I value your dedication to the Student Council. I wish you every success at Kyobun University. Your aim to research demon emergence patterns is admirable. Your mathematical ability is unparalleled. Best of luck in all you do.” Bowing, Makoto offered his warmest, most sincere smile. “Don’t miss the exhibition. It’s something remarkable, and Kogetsu needs all our talented students to rally against Shirakawa Academy’s cheers and prove we are the finest swordsmen. Even if this is only an exhibition for us third-years.”

Inoue’s intelligence did not waver. She understood what he’d said and bowed back, a quiver across her lips. “Good luck to you, too, Kawanishi-san. You’ll surely be top of the class at Amasu Academy.”

Turning before the first tear fell, her friends gathered her into a hug and returned to the third-year group of students in the crowd.

“That’s the seventh girl in a week,” Haru whistled. “What gives? You haven’t dated a single girl since we started at Kogetsu—or ever, as far as I know—and now we’re leaving, and every girl is falling all over themselves to confess and…”

Makoto took his seat again, book back open to where he’d been reading. “Sota hasn’t dated anyone either.”

“He’s been holding out for someone…” Haru sang.

Sota refused to meet Makoto’s eye.

Firmly, Makoto said, “I have no interest in Inoue-chan.” Flitting his eyes to Sota, “She’s obviously single, though…”

“I’m not chasing after someone who was just rejected.” Huffing, Sota leaned back, fiddling with his keikogi as if they’d be called any moment. “That’s desperate…”

“Anyway,” Haru’s hand landed heavily on Makoto’s shoulder, shaking him violently, “you barely even look at the girls. You’re always polite, cordial even, but that's it! It’s just weird, you know that right?”

Makoto smiled. His brother, Ren, had said the same thing time and again, even though Ren knew Makoto’s reasoning. “I’m interested in girls.” Did he need to say any more?

“That’s not what we were wondering.” Haru locked eyes with a group of students from Shirakawa, which included three third-year girls in the elite swordsman category. “But at this point, what girls? Because in three years, you’ve crushed the hearts of at least half the girls in Kogetsu—”

“More than half. Though, a few Haru picked back up.” A small smile broke on Sota’s face, quickly hidden again when Makoto glanced over the top of his manga. 

“Happily picked back up. But no one can pin down what kind of girl you like. Is it the athletic girls?” Haru’s face pressed against the edge of the manga, making it so Makoto couldn’t concentrate on reading.

Sota rolled his eyes. “Makoto never looks twice at the other swordsmen contenders, though there are only a few in Kogetsu, and I think we saw all the girls from Shirakawa who are swordsmen two minutes ago. Same with the martial artists…”

Pretending to read, a sly little smile curled Makoto’s lips. His eyes passed over the page he’d been trying to read, a flutter in his stomach as the female lead blushed at the mid-Edo-period ronin.

“Is it the smart girls?” Haru asked conspiratorially. “Glasses and…”

Makoto inclined his head, plastering his usual charm on again. “I value all traits in a woman… and in my friends. Or I did. You two make me think I’ve made a mistake in judgment.”

Sota and Haru seemed to growl, teeth clenched.

Finally giving in, Haru slumped against the wall and whined, “This is what we mean! No one can figure out what kind of girls you like, so…”

But Sota eased up, sitting straight. Carefully inspecting Makoto. “Where’s your exhibition blade? I thought the elite category brought their own dulled metal blade. Do you need to borrow one?”

“It was promised to be here by the time our stage started.” A driver was supposed to have brought it already, but it hadn’t arrived. And was part of why Makoto had been waiting outside the gym doors. His smith had yet to fail him. 

Makoto's heart pounded erratically. Gods, the mere thought of his smith… He raised a hand to his nose, as if he could push down the heat traveling up from his stomach to his cheeks.

A clattering and pounding preceded a drawn-out shout, “Maaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-kun!” The call carried, likely, into the tournament even with the doors shut, as it was bitingly loud. Sota and Haru started at the sudden intrusion. Makoto’s heart froze mid-beat, as all the heat in his cheeks turned to ice.









