Blood For the Weak

cry little sister

He kept his head low while walking through the crowded Tokyo streets. His bright blonde hair set him apart from the people around him, shining brilliantly in a semi-long length that framed his youthful face. Feeling nervous, he pulled the collar of his jacket up to his chin.

Always afraid, always running away, dodging glances and hiding in people’s shadows.

He winced at the sight. A clueless woman talking on her cell phone, shamelessly flaunting her expensive clothes, expensive shiny cell phone, expensive attitude. Her purse hung unzipped on her shoulder. She looked so vulnerable, so distracted. An irresistible scent that make the mouths of the desperate water. 

Lining himself up in a perfect path with the woman, he created a collision. Turning his head away, he kept walking.

Closer, closer. He stole a glance, lining his hand perfectly with the opening of the purse.

“Aah!” He cried out, slamming into her. She lost grip of her cell phone, and it fell to the ground, splitting into pieces.

“Shit!” As she kneeled and picked up the pieces, he slipped her billfold into his inside pocket. As much as he needed the money, he wasn’t completely heartless, or guiltless for that matter...

“Are you alright, ma’am?” He knelt, helping her. “I’m so sorry. Please, forgive me, I can’t pay for this phone...”

She gave him a nasty look.

“Watch where you’re going, and maybe you won’t make stupid mistakes again.” Snorting angrily, she snatched up the pieces of her phone from the boy’s hands and put it in her purse, hurrying away.

He frowned. But he figured he deserved that anyways, even if she was oblivious. 

Several yards away, a man supposedly reading a newspaper peered over the top at the boy, seeing all this happen. An attractive, tall man, with a cold smile on his lips and a scar running across his throat..

Going to a secluded area, the blonde boy pulled the woman’s billfold from his jacket. Filing through it, he only found around 4000 yen and coupons. 

“Dammit..”

He looked through it again, sighed, and stuffed the money into his pocket, trashing the rest.

Walking back to the street, he looked around casually. He needed someone else, someone that looked like they had money. That’s what Mercutio hated most—someone who acted like they had more money than they really did. What a waste.

He saw a man walking toward him, smoking a cigarette while holding a newspaper in one hand and pinning a cell phone to his ear with his shoulder. 

Same old, same old. Cross paths, and eventually the chance will present itself. If you get caught, drop the money and run. If they get their money back, they just grumble and go on with their busy, dreary lives. Mercutio cast his red eyes, the deep cold eyes that scared people, to the ground. 

He cried out when colliding with the man, slipping his hand into the seemingly unsuspecting pocket... 

Crying out, this time in pain, Mercutio leapt back. He looked at his hand, a red burn mark sizzling on the back of his hand. The man with a scar over his throat smirked, holding his cigarette where Mercutio’s hand had been. Snapping his cell phone closed and tossing the newspaper aside, he gave all his attention to the blonde haired teenager.

“You shouldn’t reach into pockets of strangers. It’s rude.”

Mercutio gasped and started to run away. He ran as hard as he could, making his way through shortcut alleys and going through heavy crowds, just to slow the man down in case he had followed. When he finally couldn’t run anymore, he collapsed against a wall, panting hard. He cursed himself for being clumsy. There wasn’t any other way that man could have been expecting that. But how? He had been doing this for years, he perfected it! No one has ever seen it coming before!

A hand slipped over Mercutio’s mouth and pulled him kicking into an alley. 

“Stop squirming,” the man growled. For some reason, Mercutio did. Maybe it was the tired tone the man used? The way he sighed and huffed, just like a father would?

“You’ve got some shifty fingers, and most beautiful red eyes. You’re not albino, are you?” Mercutio dug his fingernails into the man’s tough skin. “Hm. You know, I was expecting you to do that, but I never saw it coming.” He smirked. “I like that.”

Mercutio cried out, kicking, but it was muffled by the tight grasp over his mouth.

“Why do you do it?”

Mercutio fell still. 

“For money?”

Yes...

“For your family?”

Yes...

“I have a much better idea.” He confidently let go of the boy. Mercutio quickly turned around, panting, staring at the man’s face. The man just smiled.

“What do you mean?”

“Endless money. As much as you need.”

The boy’s eyes widened. 

“Millions. Maybe billions.. all for you.”

The boy, in disbelief, shook his head.

“You’re lying, you crazy old man.”

“I’m not lying. Or old.” He frowned. “But does it really matter?”

The boy’s eyes narrowed. The man smirked, and continued.

“If you’re desperate enough to go as low as to pick-pocket... then you should take every offer you get.”

He’s right...

“All the money you or your family needs. I just need a promise of 10 years.”

Promise?

“A promise to be a loyal addition to my family.”

Family...?

He smiled and extended his hand to the boy. His lips curled in a cruel, cold, but empty way. The deal was offered in his fingers, reaching out for the boy. Shakily, Mercutio inched his hand closer.. his family, his dead brother, his starving younger sister, his crying mother, his depressed father. Maybe they weren’t his family by blood, but he cared for them like they were. A new determination sparked inside him: 

I will do whatever I can in order to repay the family that took me in when I most needed one.

He tightly took the man’s hand in a firm shake. His eyes gleamed in a dangerous desperation. 

“I promise my loyalty.”

