
	 	
		 	[image: Book cover]
		 

	 
		
			
				Irony

				    
 
				Lady Crysiana

			

			
			
				Ink Burns

				[image: Ink Burns publishing logo]
			

		

	
		
			This is a work of fiction.  All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

			This is a work of fanfiction, produced according to the principles of transformative fair use as put forward in US copyright law, and abiding by the custom and practice of fan-produced work in Japan, where the source texts were created. No author is in any way affiliated with any of the creators of the source texts, nor with the companies who distribute their products, nor any other rights holder, and these stories were not authorized by either the creators or the producers. Ink Burns is a fan site and the material here is freely provided for the enjoyment of fellow fan-community members; there is no commercial infringement.

			[image: Creative Commons license image]

			This work is licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 US license at the Ink Burns fanfiction archive (http://alltrees.org/archive/).

			Published on 2005-01-07 20:16:07.
 
			Attributions can be made by author's name and a link to the archive.

			This ebook edition was published on May 16, 2012 by the Ink Burns fanfiction archive.

			
		

	
		
			Irony

			Ryouma takes a vacation. Humor, I-1



			
     Ryouma nodded politely to the group that had gathered at his request. Several 
     hundred years was enough to let someone get used to the same faces and personalities, 
     he’d found, and so he knew almost every one of the assembled very, 
     very well. Especially since he’d played tennis with them for several 
     hundred years. He tugged at his cap, a habit that even death hadn’t 
     been able to banish, and sighed. “I told you that I have an announcement 
     to make,” he said. “It’s this. I’m leaving.”

     Ryouma noted that understanding was more or less instantaneous on some faces, 
     less so on others, especially Fuji’s and Tezuka’s. He held a 
     hand up at the startled exclamations and explained, “The last direct 
     descendant of any of us died yesterday. Yes, I’ve been keeping track,” 
     he said, to a questioning look from Inui. He went on, “The world would 
     probably be fine even if I didn’t go back into the cycle of reincarnation, 
     but after some time here, I want to make sure that things stay safe.”

     Ryouma wasn’t surprised that it was Momoshirou who stepped forward. 
     “You were the one who dragged half of us here,” Momo snapped. 
     

     His answer to that was a lazy smirk. “Which is why I know you’ll 
     take care of Sampras for me. I’m trusting all of you with it.” 
     More seriously, he added, “I’m doing this, Momo-san. I’m 
     just telling you because I didn’t want you to be upset because I disappeared.”

     “You’re insane,” said Kirihara flatly. 

     Ryouma snorted. “I rule a region in a place that’s not heaven 
     or hell that’s called ‘Sampras.’ Of course I’m insane. 
     I’m also saying goodbye, until I get back.” He paused thoughtfully. 
     “I’m hoping that my ambition will be something like politics 
     this time.”

     That, as he had expected it to, made several of the hardier souls laugh. 
     “Try to be a benign ruler,” Fuji told him serenely.

     “I’ll be good,” Ryouma promised. “At least I’ll 
     try.” 
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