
was like a beamof light, shooting intoRosa's life,

gradually melting Rosa's frozen heart.

Rosa would think of the conversation with

Hermione from time to time, accompanied by

the continuous ϐlowof theMeguroRiver until af‐

ter midnight, when she ϐinally began to face her

heart. Shewanted to interactwithHermione through

Twitter. At the same time, Jada tried to stop it.

Hermionealways repliedquickly, soRosa couldn't

help but suspect that Hermione was a customer

service set up by the gamemakers. She felt hor‐

riϐied at the thought that she was chatting with

the machine obsessively.
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