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Chapter One: And Again and Again and Again...

The rain had just stopped, but the air still hung like a heavy, damp blanket over Tokyo. Takumi opened the door to the balcony, letting in the smell of wet asphalt and the distant sea. A cold April breeze crept under his thin cotton shirt, making him shudder slightly.

He lit a cigarette, watching the first puff of smoke slowly dissolve into the pre-dawn haze. Somewhere below, on the deserted street, a lone passerby splashed through puddles in torn sneakers. Takumi automatically noted to himself that the left lace was untied.

"How many of them are there..."

The coffee in the tin was already cold, but he took a sip anyway. Bitter. Like yesterday's conversation with his mother. Like memories of Megumi. Like this endless series of identical days.

Tomorrow was the beginning of a new semester. Third year of law school. Another year in this cage of textbooks and notes. Takumi reached for the book lying on the table - an old, tattered volume of Kafka. On the open page was a note in his handwriting: "Absurdity is the only truth."

He closed his eyes, letting the sounds of the city penetrate his consciousness:

The hum of the refrigerator that he never fixed

Water dripping from the balcony above (one-two... one-two...)

Muffled sounds of Radiohead from headphones lying on a pillow

At that moment there was a knock on the door. Nervous, impatient.

Takumi frowned. At six in the morning? Who...

The door creaked, revealing a stranger. A girl in a bright yellow raincoat, with red curls sticking out from under the hood. A broken mug was shaking in her hands - the same one with Totoro, which he had given him...

"I... I'm your new neighbor," her voice sounded like the first chord on an out-of-tune guitar. "And I... I think I broke your mug."

She held out the shards, and Takumi noticed scratches on her fingers. "Trying to put them back together," flashed through his mind.

“Why?” he asked, and his own voice seemed strange to him.

The girl raised her eyes. They reflected the morning - the very morning that he had already stopped noticing.

"Because sometimes," she took a step forward, the scent of cinnamon mixing with the scent of rain, "sometimes you just need to say 'sorry.'"

Somewhere in the distance, the first thrush of the morning began to sing. Takumi suddenly realized that he was holding not only the shards of the mug, but also a small paper crane, which she had slipped into his palm without him noticing.

“And again...” he began to say to himself, but something about this morning was already different.

The rain outside the window intensified, turning into a solid gray sheet. Arisa stood on the threshold, drops of water rolling off her yellow raincoat, forming a small puddle on the threshold.

"Okay..." She shifted uncomfortably, suddenly embarrassed. "I... will go. I'll bring the mug tomorrow."

Takumi nodded silently, already closing the door. But at the last moment:

- Wait.

He disappeared into the depths of the apartment and returned a moment later, thrusting a folded umbrella into her hands. Old, with a broken spoke, but whole.

- Take it.

- Oh, are you sure that...

“So that we don’t have to go back,” he interrupted, avoiding her gaze.

Arisa froze, then laughed - loudly, like the same bell he hated as a child.

- Then, see you tomorrow, neighbor!

The door closed. Takumi leaned against the doorframe, listening to her footsteps fade into the entryway. Somewhere in the kitchen, a faucet was dripping. He closed his eyes.

"Idiot..."

But for some reason the air now smelled not of rain, but of cinnamon.




Chapter 2: "Fragments of the Past"

April 6. 6:15 a.m. Takumi's apartment.

A slight morning chill crept under the blanket, forcing Takumi to wake up before the alarm. He reached for his phone, but instead of the gadget, his fingers hit something sharp.

Fragments of a mug.

He froze, picking up the fragment with the surviving drawing - a clumsily drawn fish that he had once depicted...

Ryu.

His childhood friend. The one who gave him that ridiculous mug on their graduation day. "So that you don't forget who you really are at university," Ryu had said, hugging him.

Takumi clenched the shard in his fist.

“Damn...” he whispered, feeling a strange tightness in his chest.

It's been three years since Ryu left on an exchange program. "Just for a year," he said. But the year stretched into two, then three... The last message came six months ago: "Sorry, friend. Things are complicated here. I'll write later."

And silence.

In the kitchen, Takumi turned on the stove, watching as the water in the kettle began to tremble.

“It’s time to get used to it,” he muttered, but his hands reached out to the old pack of tea that Ryu had once brought.

When he tasted the brew, it was bland and tasteless, without the pinch of spice his friend always added.




Chapter 3: "Unexpected Repair"

April 6. 7:15 a.m. Entrance to a house in Sugamo.

Takumi closed the door behind him, adjusting the strap of his backpack. Yesterday's rain had left behind dampness that soaked the walls of the entrance. He was already reaching into his pocket for cigarettes when he noticed -

His umbrella.

The one with the broken spoke that he had reluctantly lent to his new neighbor yesterday was now hanging on the door handle. But something was wrong.

The broken joint was carefully secured not with just duct tape, but with a special plastic clamp wrapped with thin wire. The repair looked... professional.

"Who even fixes umbrellas like that?"

There was a note on pink paper hanging underneath:

"Thanks for saving me from the flood! The mug didn't survive our acquaintance (blame the ginger cat!), but I found a similar one. I hope you like it. - Arisa"

There was a new mug nearby. Takumi picked it up, and his fingers clenched a little tighter.

That same Totoro.

Just like the broken one. Just like the one Ryu gave him before he left.

Somewhere above, a door slammed and quick footsteps pounded the stairs.

He frantically shoved the mug into his backpack.

7:35 AM. Streets of Sugamo.

The spring wind was blowing wet sakura petals across the asphalt. Takumi was walking, keeping away from the puddles, when he heard behind him:

- Hey! Man with a black backpack!

He turned around.

There she stood - the red-haired stranger from the entrance, out of breath, with a huge thermos in her hands.

- You... forgot your umbrella! - She handed him the repaired umbrella that he had deliberately left in the entryway.

Takumi took it silently, feeling the raindrops from her hair fall onto his hand.

“And...” she smiled, “I didn’t ask your name yesterday.”

The wind blew a new batch of petals from the tree, showering them both.

“Takumi,” he answered unexpectedly for himself.

- Nice to meet you, Takumi-san. I'm Arisa.

She quickly bowed and immediately ran to the station, leaving him standing with an umbrella in one hand and a strange feeling in his chest.

7:45 AM. Sugamo Station platform.

Takumi stood at the edge of the platform, watching Arisa at the other end, animatedly discussing something with an elderly woman, her red curls standing out brightly among the gray crowd.

The train pulled up, the doors opened - and at that moment their eyes met across the crowd.

Arisa smiled and made a strange gesture - she put her hand to her ear, as if offering to make a call.

The doors closed, taking her away, but leaving behind a new feeling - perhaps in this gray everyday life the first glimmer of something had appeared...

Various.




Chapter 4: "Accidental Fellow Traveler"

April 6, 8:12 a.m. A Yamanote Line train approaching Takadanobaba Station.

Takumi squeezed toward the exit, feeling someone nipping at his heels. He hated morning commutes—the stale air, the elbows of others, the smell of dozens of deodorants mixed with the damp wool of a coat.

The doors opened with a quiet pshhhh.

- Oh, I'm sorry!

A sharp push in the back. Takumi turned around and saw her - that same red-haired neighbor. Today, her curls were gathered into a careless ponytail, from which unruly strands were sticking out.

“You...” she opened her eyes wide, “are you getting off here too?”

They froze in the carriage doors as irritated passengers began to walk around them.

“Yes,” Takumi muttered, walking onto the platform.

A cold wind hit his face, making him wince. He heard hurried footsteps behind him—Arisa was catching up with him, shuffling her legs like an excited rabbit.

"Me too!" She caught up with him, slightly out of breath. "To Hosei University."

They walked up the stairs side by side, their shoulders almost touching. Takumi couldn't help but notice:

A stain of blue paint on her cuff

A worn backpack with a patch "Faculty of Psychology"

How the sunlight plays in her red strands

On the street they were greeted by the noise of the university campus - student groups, bento vendors, cyclists weaving between pedestrians.

"What department are you in?" she asked as they crossed the square.

- Legal.

- Oh! - Her eyes sparkled. - So now we...

The truck's horn cut off the end of the sentence. Takumi took advantage of the moment to quicken his pace.

But after twenty meters he involuntarily turned around.

Arisa walked the same route, keeping her distance but clearly heading to the same place. Noticing his gaze, she waved her hand shyly.

At the main gate, their paths diverged: she turned toward Building B (psychology belonged to the Faculty of Social Sciences), he headed toward Building D, where the Faculty of Law was located in an austere dark brick building.

Before disappearing through the door, Takumi caught one last glimpse of her red ponytail, flashing among hundreds of identical dark heads.

In his pocket he found a forgotten paper cup, the same one she had given him on the train. On the side was a neat inscription:

"For a gloomy neighbor. Black, 1 spoon of sugar (just one! try it!)

He was about to throw it in the trash can when he noticed something white inside.

A coupon from the Marusan coffee shop near the university.

"1 free coffee. Valid until 10.04"




Chapter 5: "Coffee Ticket"

April 6, 12:38 p.m. Hosei University, central courtyard.

The sun was breaking through the leaves of the plane trees, drawing trembling lace shadows on the asphalt. Takumi walked, squinting from the bright light - after three hours in the stuffy auditorium, even this blinding glare seemed pleasant.

He took out of his pocket that same paper coupon, already slightly crumpled.

"Free coffee. As if I don't have important things to do."

But his legs carried him to the campus exit. Students passed by, some laughing and arguing about something, others hurriedly flipping through notes before an exam. Takumi deftly maneuvered between them, accustomed to this daily chaos.

12:49. Takadanobaba street.

The wind blew bento wrappers and torn-out notebook pages along the sidewalk. Takumi walked, keeping away from the puddles - yesterday's rain had left wet footprints in its wake.

The Marusan coffee shop appeared ahead, a small establishment with a faded sign, but always with a live queue. Today, however, the entrance was empty.

"It's strange. Usually here..."

The thought was cut short when he noticed a familiar glass with a blue rim in the display case—exactly like the one Arisa had given him that morning.

13:02. Inside the coffee shop.

The bell above the door rang. The air was thick with the smell of freshly ground beans, some bitter, some with a slight fruity note.

Takumi stopped at the counter, looking at the interior:

Walls covered with autographs of regular customers

An old coffee machine, grumbling like a disgruntled cat

Shelves with dozens of handmade mugs

“Is this your first time here?” the bartender with blue streaks in his hair looked up lazily.

Takumi silently handed over the coupon.

- Ah, a special offer! - the bartender perked up. - Today you can get a double espresso at his expense.

- Regular black. No sugar.

“Just like yesterday with that red-haired girl,” the bartender nodded somewhere behind Takumi’s back.

He turned around.

Arisa.

She was sitting in the corner, covered in notes, furiously writing something, biting the tip of her pencil. In front of her stood an empty glass with exactly the same coupon.

Suddenly she looked at her watch, her eyes widened.

- Oh shit!

The notes flew into her bag. In her haste, she swept the keychain and book off the table and flew out the door without even noticing the loss.

Takumi picked up the keys and sighed.

"Now I'll have to return it."

The metal keychain was engraved with:

"Code: 2110"

The bartender placed a steaming glass in front of him.

— Do you know each other?

“Neighbors,” Takumi answered briefly, feeling how the smell of caffeine was already beginning to drive away the fatigue from the lectures.

13:25. Square by the fountain.

The first sip of coffee burned his tongue. Takumi winced, but took another one anyway—today was clearly a day when caffeine was needed like oxygen.

The headphones clicked, filling his mind with heavy guitar riffs. Good. At least that.

He opened the schedule on his phone and his mood instantly worsened.

13:30 - Seminar on Contemporary Legal Teachings 
Room 304. Professor - Ito

"Exactly. 'Modern'. As if these idiots are capable of understanding anything more complicated than the multiplication table."

The cigarette puff was particularly furious. Previous seminars came to mind:

Sudo, who couldn't formulate a thought for twenty minutes.

Morita reciting notes like a mantra.

That idiot on the football team who thinks "might is right."

The smoke exhaled angrily.

"Why did I even go to law school?.."

His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp sound - a book fell somewhere nearby. Takumi looked up.




Chapter 6: "Keys to Chaos"

April 6. 13:27. The square near the fountain.

The sharp slap of a book falling broke the music flow in his headphones. Takumi winced and looked up.

Five steps away, Arisa was frantically sorting through the contents of her backpack. Her movements were chaotic: her pencil case turned inside out with pens scattered, notes scattered across the bench, her lunch bag upside down.

“Damn, damn, damn...” her whisper sounded like an emergency signal.

She checked her jeans pockets with shaking hands, then her jacket. Red curls had escaped from her ponytail, covering her face.

Takumi reached for his pocket where her keys were, but something made him slow down.

She looked... genuinely scared. Not just distracted, but like her life depended on the keys.

- Hey.

Arisa raised her head. Her eyes were red, but not from tears, but from furious tension.

“You…” Her gaze fell on his hand, clutching the bundle. “OH MY GOD!”

She rushed towards him so quickly that she almost knocked over the bench.

"Where are you... How are they..." Arisa's fingers trembled as she grabbed the keys. "Thank you. I need... I have to..."

She had already turned to run when Takumi unexpectedly asked:

- What's happened?

Arisa froze. Turned around. And for the first time, she looked completely lost.

"I..." she gulped, "locked the cat in the apartment. And the stove."

Pause.

— Did you leave the stove on?

- No! I mean, yes, but... - she squeezed the keys so hard that the metal bit into her palm. - I made milk for homeless kittens. And then...

The university loudspeaker interrupted her:

"Third-year students of the Faculty of Law, urgently gather in room 304"




Chapter 7: "Escape from Jurisprudence"

April 6. 13:32. University courtyard.

The loudspeaker hadn't finished the announcement when Takumi suddenly pulled out the headphones.

"Seminar. Ito. Classmates."

He clicked his tongue, looking at Arisa - her hands stained with paint, her eyebrows drawn together with excitement, the keys digging into her palm.

"To hell with this seminar."

“Let’s run,” he suddenly grabbed her wrist, feeling her quickened pulse under his fingers. “To save your demonic cat.”

Arisa blinked:

- But your studies...

"Did you hear what the topic was?" He was already dragging her toward the campus exit. "Libertarian Jurisprudence." It even sounds like a mental disorder.

13:47. Takadanobaba Station.

They flew into the subway car a second before the doors closed. Arisa, breathing heavily, leaned against the glass:

- Are you... are you sure you don't want to go back?

Takumi looked at her sleeve, torn from the fall, and the strangely familiar keychain with the numbers 2110.

"You know what's really libertarian?" He pulled a broken cigarette out of his pocket. "Not showing up for class where Sudo and his 'natural right' are waiting for you."

The carriage jerked. Arisa awkwardly bumped into his shoulder.

- Oh!

“And anyway,” Takumi didn’t move away, “if your cat burns down the house, I won’t have anywhere to live either.”

14:05. House in Sugamo, 5th floor.

The corridor was filled with a heart-rending howl.

"That's... not a cat," Takumi slowly backed away from the door. "That's a devil enrolled in vocal classes."

Arisa swallowed nervously:

- Sunny just... doesn't handle loneliness well.

Something heavy fell with a crash behind the door. Then something else made of glass.

"Sunshine?" He raised an eyebrow. "You named a growling demon..."

- Don't laugh! He saved my life!

- How? Strangled the previous owner?

The door shook under another blow.

Arisa inserted the key into the keyhole with the solemn air of a surgeon taking up a scalpel.

“The main thing is confidence,” she whispered under her breath and turned her wrist.

There was a metallic crunch.

The key remained in her hands. Its upper part had broken off neatly, leaving a metal fragment sticking out of the lock.

- Oh.

Takumi stared at the piece of metal stuck in the door.

"Oh, come on. That doesn't happen."

He touched the fragment with his finger, as if hoping it was a hallucination.

"You..." he slowly turned to Arisa, "managed to break the key in the lock. With a twisting motion."

"I told you I have clumsy hands!" She spread her arms, accidentally brushing his shoulder.

A furry paw stuck out from under the door and demonstratively scratched the parquet.

“So, lawyer,” Arisa smiled nervously, “what rights do we have now?”

"The right to panic," Takumi muttered, pulling out his phone. "And call a locksmith."




Chapter 8: "The Locksmith-Lawyer"

April 6. 14:35. Fifth floor corridor.

Takumi was dialing the emergency number for the fifth time when the elevator opened with a bang.

"Of course," he rolled his eyes at the tall guy in the greasy overalls. "Just don't tell me it's..."

- Kajiwara? - the mechanic put down his bag of tools. - God, how many years... You should be in law school!

Arisa perked up:

— Do you know each other?!

"This is Masaru," Takumi rubbed the bridge of his nose. "We went to college together. Until he quit law to become..." he glanced at the dirty overalls, "a plumber?"

- Metalworking! - Masaru proudly took out a flashlight. - And you're still poring over the codes?

The inspection of the castle took three minutes.

- Ugh, - Masaru grimaced, picking out the fragment. - More Chinese junk. Is this your cat?

- No! - "Yes," they answered simultaneously.

15:17. Kitchen of apartment 507.

The stove was off. The refrigerator was not.

"He... turns on the fridge?" Takumi watched as Sunny rolled a can of tuna onto the floor with his paw.

“Only if he wants revenge,” Arisa picked up the shards of a broken vase. “Last time he…”

Masaru's phone started playing the Turkish March.

- Done! - He wiped his hands on his jeans. - But there is no spare key.

Arisa held out the envelope:

- Well... I knew it would be like this.

Masaru opened the envelope and laughed:

— A certificate for installing an electronic lock? Did you buy that specifically?

- Well... - she blushed. - I told you I had problems with the keys.

Takumi found himself smiling for the first time that day.




Chapter 9: "Former Classmate"

April 6. 16:48. Kitchen of apartment 507.

Masaru laid out the tools on the newspaper in perfect order, each key and Allen key had its place. Takumi couldn't help but compare it to military discipline.

“So that means,” Masaru deftly picked up the broken pin in the lock, “you did become that ‘3rd-year Kajiwara’ after all?”

“What other?” Takumi frowned.

"Well, you know," Masaru whistled, pulling out the fragment, "'future prosecutor', 'walking encyclopedia of codes'..." he glanced at Arisa, "and now here's a cat catcher."

The sound of a falling bookcase came from the living room.

- Sunshine! - Arisa rushed towards the noise.

Masaru laughed as he pulled out a new lock cylinder:

- Come on, I left law school a year ago. Remember our "theory of the state"?

Takumi nodded. It was after failing that exam that Masaru disappeared.

"My father passed away then," Masaru suddenly lowered his voice seriously. "The metalworking shop remained. He decided that the laws could wait."

He showed a scar on his index finger, a thin white line.

- The first month I cut myself so much that the neighbors thought I was a maniac. But now... - he clicked the lock with the mechanism just inserted - I can open anything. Even your iron logic.

A shrill meow came from the living room.

“It seems your tiger lost the war with the sofa,” Masaru stood up, dusting off his knees.




Chapter 10: "A Book, a Cat, and Unexpected Confessions"

April 6. 17:23. Living room of apartment 507.

Sunny, finally calming down, curled up on the ruined pillow, leaving dirty paw prints on the fabric. Takumi looked at the shelves of books, while Arisa fiddled with the teapot.

"Oh, damn!" she suddenly exclaimed, dropping her spoon. "I forgot about the literary circle meeting!"

Masaru, who was collecting tools, raised his head:

- Literary? You're in the psychology department, aren't you?

"It's... a hobby," Arisa looked down, but then perked up. "Hey, Takumi, maybe you should come with me? They're just discussing..."

Her voice broke when she saw what he was holding in his hands.

A thin book with a dark blue cover.

“This...” Takumi turned the edition over, “is my missing ‘Critique of Legal Positivism’.”

Silence.

Masaru coughed:

- Well, I have to go. The client is waiting.

"How did she end up here?" Takumi's voice sounded unnaturally even.

Arisa blushed to the roots of her hair:

- I... picked it up in the reading room a month ago. I wanted to return it, but I didn't know whose it was...

— And you decided to keep it for yourself?

- No! - She reached for the shelf and pulled out a notebook. - I... was taking notes. For a comic book.

She opened the page.

The margins of the legal treatise were decorated with cheerful scribbles:

Professor Ito as an angry hedgehog

Parrot-headed Sudo

Takumi himself is a gloomy wolf with glasses

Masaru snorted.

- You... draw caricatures of the law school?

"It's just a joke!" Arisa slammed the notebook shut. "I wanted to make... well, an educational comic. To make boring theories easier to remember."

Takumi slowly turned the pages. Everywhere there were neat notes, funny drawings, even diagrams in the form of comic "bubbles".

“You...” he suddenly laughed, “turned Hart into a superhero?”

“Well...” she smiled timidly, “and Dvorkin is my villain.”

Sunny yawned loudly, as if passing judgment:

"Boring".




Chapter 11: "The Literary Circle and Unexpected Allies"

April 6. 18:47. Cafe "Blue Phoenix" near the university.

Takumi nervously tapped his fingers on the table as he watched Arisa lay out her notebooks of drawings in front of the group of students. Sunny, whom she had begged to let go "to an important event," was now perched on a bookshelf, watching the gathering from above.

“So,” Arisa clapped her hands, “we have a special guest today!”

Ten pairs of eyes stared at Takumi. He felt a bead of sweat trickle down under the collar of his shirt.

"This is Takumi Kajiwara from the law school," she continued. "He... uh... has agreed to help with our new project!"

"Did I agree?" flashed through his mind.

"The Comic Book Law Project?" the purple-haired girl asked.

- Exactly! - Arisa took out that same blue book. - And we already have the first material.

She opened a page where a sullen wolf with glasses (very reminiscent of Takumi) was explaining legal theory... to a group of cats.

There was laughter in the hall.

19:13. Back table of the cafe.

“You were secretly using my notes,” Takumi leaned over his notebook.

"Not quietly!" Arisa sipped her tea. "I left a note in the book. I hoped you'd find it."

- What other...

He turned the last page. There, under a layer of coffee stains, was barely visible:

"Owner of the book! If you find it, come to the Blue Phoenix on Wednesdays. I'll treat you to coffee!"

“Oh,” he muttered.

“I waited three weeks,” she smiled. “Then I decided I needed to be more active.”

Sunny jumped off the shelf and settled down at Takumi's feet, muttering something discontentedly.

“I think he likes you,” Arisa whispered.

“It sounds like a threat,” he replied, but still reached out to pet the cat.

 




Chapter 12: "An Unexpected Invitation"

April 6. 20:15. Cafe "Blue Phoenix".

The bell rang just as Arisa was showing Takumi a sketch of Professor Ito as an evil tax collector.

- Hello? Masaru? - Her eyebrows rose. - What do you mean, "delivery problems"?..

Sunny, sensing something was wrong, sat down on her lap and stared at the phone as if he could see through the screen.

- Two days? Seriously?.. Well... - she glanced at Takumi. - Yes, he's here...

Suddenly she held out the phone:

- He wants to talk to you.

Takumi picked up the phone with a feeling of being trapped.

- Yes?

"Listen, old man," Masaru's voice sounded unnaturally cheerful, "there's a small problem. We'll have to wait until the day after tomorrow for the new lock."

- AND?

- And your neighbor is left homeless. Well, more precisely, without a door.

Takumi felt a chill run down his spine.

- Masaru, what are you suggesting...

- Oh, look, I have a second call! - Masaru raised his voice sharply. - Anyway, she's a good girl, the cat seemed to accept you, and anyway...

There was a deliberately loud beep at the other end of the line.

Takumi slowly lowered the phone. Ten pairs of eyes from the literary circle stared at him with interest.

“So, lawyer,” Arisa nervously hugged Sunny, “what rights do we have now?”

“The right... to quiet horror,” he muttered, but in his pocket his fingers had already found the keys to his apartment.

 




Chapter 13: "Temporary Asylum Negotiations"

April 6. 21:48. The corridor in front of Takumi's apartment.

Arisa bit her lip, shifting her bag of things from hand to hand. Sunny rubbed against her legs, clearly expressing impatience.

"So... what exactly did Masaru say?" she asked, trying to sound neutral.

Takumi crossed his arms over his chest, leaning against the doorframe:

- That you'll have to wait two days for the castle. And what about you... this, - he nodded at the cat, - you need somewhere to spend the night.

- And... and what did you answer?

- That it's a bad idea.

Sunny made a sound like spitting.

“But...” Takumi sighed, “if we’re only talking about two days...”

Arisa raised her head, her eyes lighting up:

- Really? Can we spend the night at your place?

"Conditions," he raised a finger. "First, the cat doesn't come into my room."

- Naturally!

— Secondly, no night vigils. At 23:00 — silence.

- Certainly!

“And thirdly...” he hesitated, looking at her shining face, “forget about your stupid comics about me.”

Arisa froze, then slowly smiled:

— I promise... to redraw it.

She took a step forward, but Takumi suddenly blocked the door:

- Are you sure you don't want to spend the night at Masaru's, judging by everything you know him better and longer?

A bell rang from Arisa's pocket. The loudspeaker turned up to full volume:

"BY THE WAY, I'M ALLERGIC TO CATS!" Masaru's voice yelled. "AND YES, THIS IS A RECORDING!"

Silence.

“It seems,” Arisa put the phone back in her pocket, “that our choices are limited.”

Takumi rolled his eyes, but still stepped away from the door.

- Two days. Not a minute more.

Sunny was the first to slip into the apartment, waving his tail victoriously.




Chapter 14: "First Night of Chaos"

April 6. 23:17. Takumi's apartment.

The silence rule was broken exactly 17 minutes after the deadline.

Bolt.

Takumi jumped out of bed, colliding with the door frame. The living room was in chaos:

The sun sat on the top shelf of the bookcase.

A broken vase (where did it even come from?) lay on the floor

Arisa, wearing raccoon pajamas, stood on a stool, trying to reach the cat.

"He was scared!" she whispered. "I just went to the toilet, and he..."

- At 23:17? - Takumi rubbed his eyes.

- Well, yeah! I didn't know you had a curfew even for...

Creak.

The shelf under the cat tilted. The volume of "The Criminal Code" fell down, followed by "Civil Law".

- Catch! - Arisa jumped off the stool.

Takumi instinctively put his hands out.

He caught...

Not a book.

Warm, fluffy and mortally offended, Sunny settled into his arms, immediately starting to purr.

"Oh," Arisa froze. "He accepted you."

- What?

- He usually bites new people. And you... - she suddenly laughed, - it seems you are his person now.

Takumi looked at the cat. The cat looked at Takumi.

A moment of understanding.

“That’s it,” he put the animal on the floor. “Rule number four: the cat sleeps in the living room.”

- But...

- And fifth: if he climbs onto the shelves again, you both spend the night in the entryway.

Arisa grimaced, but picked up the cat.

"Okay, honey," she whispered. "It looks like we're under martial law."

In response, the cat yawned and reached out to Takumi, clearly choosing a side.




Chapter 15: "Night Thoughts and Morning Coffee"

April 7. 3:08. Takumi's bedroom.

The darkness of the room seemed thicker than usual. Takumi tossed and turned, listening to the quiet sounds from the living room:

The rustling of the blanket (Arisa was clearly not sleeping either)

The patter of cat paws (Sunny patrolled the territory)

Rare sighs (either she or the cat)

"Damn, I was too harsh..."

He pulled the pillow over his head, but the image of Arisa with frightened eyes did not disappear.

"She just wanted to go to the toilet. And that idiotic cat..."

There was a jingle behind the wall - perhaps the cat had found his forgotten keys.

6:30. Kitchen.

Takumi was standing at the stove 20 minutes earlier than usual.

Perfect omelette rolls sizzled in the frying pan (just like his mother used to make when he was a child).

The coffee maker gurgled a double portion (he remembered that Arisa drank it with milk)

On a separate plate - tuna with greens (for the "tiger")

The living room door creaked.

- Uh... - Arisa froze on the threshold, rubbing her eyes. - It's... the smell...

She looked rumpled but surprisingly cute, her hair sticking out in all directions and her pajamas twisted around her waist.

"Sit down," Takumi muttered without turning around. "The coffee is almost ready."

Sunny, as if sensing the moment, gracefully jumped onto the chair and stared at the fish.

- Uh... - Arisa carefully touched the plate. - You... cooked?

- Don't pay attention to it.

She took the first roll, took a bite, and her eyes widened.

- Oh my God! This is...

- Just an omelette.

- No! It's the same taste! - She suddenly perked up. - Just like when I was a kid, at my grandma's!

Takumi suddenly felt something in his chest skip a beat.

"Is the coffee strong?" He turned abruptly to the sink.

- Perfect.

Sunny purred as he gobbled up the tuna, as if he understood that this was a truce.

7:25. Sink.

Takumi was washing the dishes with unhealthy zeal when he heard behind him:

- Thank you.

He turned around.

Arisa stood, clutching an empty plate to her chest, her eyes shining in the morning light.

- I'm cooking tomorrow, okay?

He opened his mouth to refuse, but...

Sunny jumped between them and demonstratively rubbed against his legs, leaving fur on his black trousers.

Compensation for awkwardness.




Chapter 16: "Aftertaste"

 

8:42. Unexpected guest.

Masaru stood at the threshold with tools and... a box of donuts.

- Hello, neighbors! - He cheerfully crossed the threshold. - I brought a replacement for breakfast. And a lock.

“But you said we’d have to wait two days,” Takumi frowned.

"Miracles happen!" Masaru winked at Arisa.

She blushed and suddenly jumped up:

- I... I'll go pack my things!

Sunny rushed after her, leaving the men alone.

8:55. Conversation in the kitchen.

“You set this all up,” Takumi crossed his arms.

"Of course," Masaru bit into a donut. "But the lock really needs to be changed - I installed a temporary one yesterday."

- Why?

"Because..." Masaru suddenly looked at him seriously, "sometimes you have to break the rules. At least for the sake of coffee with violets."

The sound of falling things and contented meowing came from the room.

Takumi sighed and reached for the donut.





Chapter 17: "The Abandoned Diary"

April 7. 10:15. Takumi's living room.

A ray of sunlight slid across the notebook left on the sofa, revealing a corner of the page with someone's picture on it. Takumi was about to take it to Arisa's room when he noticed...

Your glasses.

Drawn on a clearly caricature character.

He froze. Then slowly opened the page.

10:17. Opening.

In front of him lay a whole comic book called "The Adventures of the Gloomy Wolf and the Sunny."

The story unfolded on the pages:

The wolf (very recognizable) tried to bring order to his forest

The destructive cat always ruined everything

The red fairy (nothing to do with Arisa, of course) was constantly reconciling them.

The last page was unfinished. On it, the Wolf faced a choice:

"Stay in your perfect world... or follow the Sun into the unknown?"

10:23. Kitchen.

Takumi didn't notice how his fingers reached for the pencil.

He carefully finished writing:

"The wolf took a step forward."

And he quickly slammed the notebook shut when he heard Arisa's footsteps in the hallway.



