June 30, 2007 – The purpose of the prequel is to establish a background for the main story. 
* Warning * Rape warning. Sex is described in words. Don’t read this if you don’t like such things!
清水 Shimizu (clear water) 清い Kiyoi (pure)

山下 Yamashita (under the mountain) 征爾, (attack someone) Seiji

聖人 Masato (sacred person) – Misa (nickname)
浜野 Hamano (seaside field)
井上 Inoue (upon a well) 
長谷川 Hasegawa (long valley river)

I will tear away all strains of light in my life. I am no angel. I will tear the wings from my back and fall into darkness, letting it embrace my soul. In order to survive, I will throw myself away and live as one without hope. For there is no hope without love.

No Love. Just Sex. Prequel: No Angel

She gave him her heart, her body. But his parents didn’t approve of her. She was too common. She wasn’t good enough to inherit his family’s name and reputation. She gave him permission to leave her and he did. He married soon after and had a child. She swore that she would never love again.

*****
“What do you want?” Her eyes glared from under her long bangs. She gripped the handle of her bag filled with new textbooks. It was very late: she shouldn’t have decided to walk home. But she had no other choice since the trains had already stopped running. Opting to not take a taxi, she should have expected this: two thugs blocked her way.
“Can’t you tell? We want you.” A knife glittered in his hands. Even in the dark, she could tell he was ugly. She pushed her hair away from her face. “I don’t have time to play with you.” She turned on her heel and ran in the other direction. A 24hr. convenient store was just across the street. They grabbed her before she reached the intersection.
They ripped open her clothes and one held her down as the other proceeded to stick his penis into her unprepared body. She tried to scream, but the other had already stuffed a balled up cloth in her mouth. It tasted disgusting and she almost gagged from it. She struggled, but her attempts weakened with every movement. By the time the first guy was done with her, she had already given up any sort of resistance. Seeing that she was no longer fighting back, they didn’t bother holding her down. She was vaguely aware of one of them jacking off beside her as the other proceeded to enter her.
A light flashed upon them. Startled, both men stood up and ran off. As they left her, she soon became aware that she was trembling. Though she could feel sweat upon her face and neck, she was also cold.
“Are you alright?” A woman knelt beside her. “Misa-chan, give her your shawl.” “Here.” A soft cloth covered her. Looking up, the girl noted that the woman and her companion both wore kimonos. Finding her voice, the girl nodded. “I’m fine.” She had stopped trembling. The woman helped her up and watched as she gathered the remainder of her clothes. The bag with her books was thankfully untouched. “Do you want to call the police? Go to the hospital?” “No, it’s alright.” She was too tired. “I run a hotel nearby. Do you want to come and rest for awhile?” The girl shook her head. “I don’t want to impose-” The woman smiled at her. “It’s no problem. I insist. Please come this way.” “Thank you.” The girl bowed in appreciation. “I’m Shimizu Kiyoi. I truly thank you for tonight.” The woman nodded and began walking. “You can call me Hamano.”
“I’m Misa-chan. You seem unfazed by what happened to you.” Walking with them, Kiyoi noted that Misa was beautiful and apparently male. “Why didn’t you fight back at the end?” Kiyoi shrugged her shoulders. “It wouldn’t have made much difference if I did. Anyway, I don’t really care what happens.” Her voice was low at the end, but Misa heard it. He patted her shoulder. “Don’t think of it anymore.” He smiled as he opened the door to the hotel and Hamano led the way inside.
*****

“I’ll take the offer, Hamano-sama.” Kiyoi bowed. “And I’ll be depending on you for help, Misa-chan.” Misa aka. Masato smiled at her. “No problem. I will personally train you, Kiyoi-chan.”
*****

“Shimizu-kun, do you have time? Can you please bring this to the Student body council office?” Kiyoi nodded as the professor handed her a stack of files. “I just need them delivered to President Hasegawa-kun. Thank you for your help.” Kiyoi stifled a yawn as she walked down the hallway. She soon arrived at the senior division of the campus. She spotted Hasegawa at the window speaking with some students. She wouldn’t need to walk all the way to the student council office afterall. She walked towards him.

“I’m sorry to bother you, president Hasegawa-san.” Hasegawa turned at her interjection. Kiyoi presented the files to him. “Inoue-sensei asked me to bring this to you.” Hasegawa smiled at her. “I was expecting these. Thank you. You’re from his sophomore class?” She nodded. “I’m Shimizu Kiyoi, 2nd year.” She bowed, acknowledging the presence of the other upperclassmen around her. Lifting her head, her eyes caught the gaze of one who stood beside the president. Hasegawa followed her gaze. “Do you know Seiji-kun?” Seiji smiled slightly as Kiyoi turned her eyes away from him. “No, I have only seen Vice President Yamashita-san around campus.” She bowed again. “I must be leaving.” “See you around, Shimizu-chan.” Hasegawa smiled as she walked away. 
