ETERNITY

CHAPTER 1
PART I

Swallowing the Rain

Sometimes it seems like the world’s moving under your feet. Sometimes it feels like gravity is pushing you down. Sometimes it seems like you’re being pulled into the sky by your heart.

I sat there, holding her in my arms. She was crying, and so was I. I didn’t have food, or clean blankets for her, or a place to stay.. so I covered her with my body. I pressed her small little shivering body against my chest and prayed to God she’d be okay. Did I believe in God? I would believe in anything, as long as they promised to save her. Save my little sister. Save my only friend. Save the person that would grow up to love me and let me love them, unlike anyone else.

But no one did. Everyone turned away. My last hope for happiness died in my arms that night, cold and hungry. Her cries slowed and she became silent as she drifted off into a miserable sleep. A miserable sleep she’d never blink awake from.

I cried so hard. I cried in the rain, pants soaked as I kneeled on the ground, hugging her. She was still warm, just yesterday she smiled and laughed at me. My six month old sister died that night, and I became more alone than ever.

I was stupid. A fool. Because to run away with my sister was a stupid, foolish thing to do. I tried to get her away from it all, I tried so hard. I wanted to love them, I wanted to be a big happy family. I really did. It wasn’t my call to make, though, but I just couldn’t watch them raise her the same way they did to me. I remember once that I tried to help my mother up when she had fallen while drunk, and she slapped me across the face screaming and told my father I tried to take advantage of her. He locked me up for four days in the bathroom. 

I would never allow anyone to slap her. She would never sleep in a bathtub every week like I did. She was going to sleep in a bed every single night, warm and comfortable, and smiling. I was going to give her everything I dreamt of having. I would make sure of it.

I’m not sure why I ran out that night. I had nowhere to go, I had no money. It was more of a last resort, a cry for someone to help us. She was being neglected. I skipped school for months just to be with her, feeding her, making sure she was okay. I would sleep next to her crib so I would wake up in the morning to her cries. I’d dream of how I would hold her all day, and how she would fall asleep in my arms. And I would watch her for hours, thinking of what type of person she’ll become. 

She used to be sleeping in my arms, and now she’s dead in them. I couldn’t stop crying. I was hysterical. 

It was the biggest mistake of my life. I was like a madman… I grabbed her from the crib with as many blankets as I could, and ran out. My nose was bleeding, from what, you can guess. I was crying, blood mixed with salty tears on my face. I held her close and ran, and ran, and ran as hard as I could. I was only seventeen… it was a very stupid thing to do. I wanted to take her to somebody, but there wasn’t anyone to turn to. I thought maybe we could find one of those shelter home things? No, I didn’t know where one of those were. I panicked. All I wanted was to get her as far away as I possibly could, and I found myself walking in the cold city streets. It started to rain… I cried out to people for help, but they just held their umbrellas tighter or pulled their hoods over their heads, and walked on by. Right on by. I kept making sure she wasn’t wet. I put part of my coat around her, covering her head with a light blanket. I shivered, but I was driven by the warmth against my chest.

I held her close, sobbing. I bent over and cried out to God. 

I don’t remember how I found myself on the white marble steps, or how I found myself climbing them, or how I entered. I don’t remember standing inside the dark church, the rain cascading down the windows. It all sounded so calm inside. A muffled silence with the soft thumping of raindrops against the roof.

A woman found me and helped me. She took my sister from my arms, and checked her. Her heart wasn’t beating. I stared with bloodshot, tear-strained eyes at Jesus on the Cross hanging at the head of the church. I stared at his solemn face, and the blood coming out of his hands and forehead and feet. He looked off to the side. I wanted to see his eyes. Why did you do this to me? Why did you take my angel away? I swore I hated him. I swore I would never find anyone that loved me. I told God, just wait and see. I’ll be lonely forever.

I tried killing myself eighteen times since then. It was never planned. It was more of those moments of opportunity. Slitting my wrists lost its touch. It was rare I was serious whenever I did it. I was back with my parents. They found me, asleep at a pew. Apparently word got out a kid with a dead baby in his arms showed up at a church. My mother cried when she came to get me. Fake tears.. so fake. We hugged, but I knew my father was waiting at home. I knew he was thinking of a way to punish me. I knew it was going to be even worse than anything before, because that’s the type of person he is. After we were alone in my mother’s car, she stopped crying. I stared at the windshield wipers as they swayed back and forth, shoving water off to the side. I couldn’t feel my arms. They were either numb from the cold, or I was getting my body ready for what was going to meet me at “home”.

He was a drunken bastard. His breath smelled terrible with alcohol. My mother told him to put the knife down, but he swung it around, missing her face by inches. He swiped at me, and I fell down, screaming. He swiped again and got my shoulder. It was a deep cut. I held it, sobbing. I think I passed out from the pain, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to die anyways.

I don’t remember if I woke up in a hospital or in my own bed. The cut was treated and a bandage was taped over it, with spots of blood seeping through. That’s how dazed I was. That’s how lost I was. My father dragged me out of bed by my hair often, telling me to stop being a pussy, but after a while I stopped caring. I stopped screaming. Pain wasn’t an issue anymore.

I don’t know how I made it through highschool. By some miracle, I passed my classes. I guess it was sympathy, because sometimes my teachers would show up with my homework. When I saw them, I smiled, hiding my cuts and bruises under long sleeved shirts and sweaters. It was nice to talk to someone who didn’t spit into your face, it really was. I appreciated every single second they talked to me, because it made me feel human again. I began to laugh, and smile, and right when I thought maybe things were getting better, someone would walk in and take over. My father would smile politely and tell the teachers I had work to do, and that if they were finished with me, that I should be going. I wanted to scream out for them, because maybe they would listen. But he closed the door hastily before I could even say goodbye. My hope was quickly erased.

So I started going back to school, and working harder. It became a sort of outlet for me. I really loved to read, too. I would spend all my free time at the library. I think it was because I never wanted to go home. I stayed for hours, and once I even slept in the library. I come in the mornings anyways, and I knew Mrs. Baker the librarian quite well, so she didn’t really mind. I didn’t want to be a bother, so I never did that again.

An uncle with some sympathy offered to let me live with him if I worked at his strip bar. I didn’t object. I found this as a golden opportunity to leave that God forsaken house. Even so, I couldn’t help but feel a little sad when I left… all those memories. Some good, most bad. But it didn’t matter… I was moving to New York, and that was far enough away for me.

I packed the little things I had and left. And when I said little, I mean it… It only took me one suitcase and a backpack. Aint that crazy? 

I moved in with Uncle Jackie. He was pretty messed up.. he did drugs sometimes, and he drank, and he smoked a lot and had a terrible cough. But he never once hit me. This was such a big change, and slowly I began to come out of my shell. I moved the summer after Junior year and went to school in NY for my Senior. It was really hard, I didn’t know anyone. They were all really close. I mean, they all grew up together. But I made friends, and I graduated near the top of my class, and that’s all that mattered to me anyways.

My job at the strip joint was a little twisted as well.. I did all the physical work and I fixed things like the bathrooms when a toilet broke down, but I had to basically do everything Uncle Jackie wanted. Sometimes we’d get some of the big wig guys in there taking a break on their business trips. And sometimes those old pedophiles wanted a boy to dance for them. I didn’t want to, but it was either that or going home back to my tender loving family. I hated how my Uncle always gave me ultimatums and blackmails, and I hated how I would always secretly cry at night afterwards. It made me sick, so sick that I would even throw up. I found it disgusting. I found stripping in general disgusting. Pornography, etc etc... call me old fashioned, but I strongly believe that someone’s body is only for their partner to see. 

I never realized, though, how sweet stripper girls can be. You’d never think you’d meet some of the best people in a place like that… well, I certainly didn’t. I figured they’d be ditzy and slutty, but they were actually very bright and caring. They were the only people that understood the type of life I had, because some of them had family problems themselves. I got close with this one girl, who everyone called Honey, but for some reason, it was never more than affectionate hugs and holding. She was very sweet, and she always understood exactly what I tried to say. Like I always imagined a big sister to be like. After the place closed, I would lie down with my head in her lap, and she run her fingers through my hair. I guess you could call it a guys dream, but I was never too much a sexual guy anyways.

I slowly began building up a life for myself. My dream is to be a kindergarten teacher. Maybe it sounds silly, especially for a guy my age, but I love children. Everything about them, from the way you can get them excited over cookies, to how you can watch them for hours, just wondering what they were going to be. I like them when they’re really young, none of that preteen angst stuff. Not when they started to talk back and act snotty. 

One of my favorite experiences was babysitting for a friend of the family. She had the sweetest kids, and the most wonderful house. I never figured out why such good, wealthy people were friends with MY parents, but I never was the one to bite the hand that fed me. We played, and we talked, and we colored, and we watched TV. It was absolutely wonderful. I would question little Timothy what he was drawing, and he would make up these elaborate stories. It made me laugh, it really did. I almost begged his mother to let me baby sit more, and so she did. I didn’t care whether or not I got paid. Sometimes I left in a hurry because I wanted her to forget to pay me, but she always paid me double next time. That clever girl.

It’s funny how everything works out. It’s funny how me, someone who started out working at a strip bar, would work my hardest to become a kindergarten teacher. I had no idea how hard it would be. I had no idea that every little thing I did that night would change my life forever.

I was carrying boxes and mail all over the place, as the night was beginning to end. It was about 3 in the morning, and there was a commotion between the girls in the dressing room.

“Kira!” I turned around quickly. Jackie expected me to do that when he called, so it became a habit. But it was only one of Honey’s friends standing in the doorway. I came over, a box of  papers under arm.

“Yes?” I walked into the dressing room, and the girls surrounded a single girl, who sat in front of a lit mirror, crying. Her mascara was running terribly.

“What happened?”

“Some guy’s in the lap dance room.. nobuddy can get even the slightest whimper out of him. He really got to old Jade over there,” she nodded to the sobbing girl.

“Oh. Well, what about the other girls?”

She shrugged. “Nearly all of us have tried. Jackie’s sending all his best. This guy looked really ritzy, like he’s real loaded. I think Jackie smells money.”

I laughed. If Jackie had one talent, it would to be to sniff out a big payer. 

She gave me a look. “You’d think the bastard would be some ugly old man, but let me tell you, this one is gorgeous. He has these deep ocean-blue eyes, and beautiful lips. Oh, the lips killed me!”

I pondered about this fellow. For some reason he interested me. I kissed Jade on the forehead and she threw her arms around my neck, sobbing. But after a few minutes of rubbing her back, she calmed herself down. I ruffled her hair and walked out, just the slightest bit curious… I mean, c’mon, I had to at least have a look.

I conveniently walked past the open door to the lap dance room, which we call the Moan Room, and caught a glimpse of this infamous heartbreaker. He was more gorgeous than I would have ever imagined. He had broad shoulders, wispy raven-black hair that fell into his eyes. His eyes were cold and blue, but mostly hidden behind silver rimmed glasses. He had a white dress shirt oxford on, and a loosened tie around his neck. The jacket to his suit was slung over the back of his chair, and he sat relaxed, legs crossed. He sipped at a glass of Scotch and soda while his hair lightly swayed across his face, due to the fan. I got a little shiver when he noticed me looking at him. I blushed furiously, and I don’t know why, and continued working.

PART II

Renting Your Dignity-- REVISED

More girls came and went, but none interested him. I finally got tired of seeing him sitting alone while Jackie ran around crazily, trying to find a girl. I walked into the Moan Room and scoffed lightly.

“Wow, you must be a tough customer.”

He didn’t say anything. He just tipped his head back and drank the last of his Scotch and soda. I sat down in the seat next to him, and yawned.

“So why are you here?” I inquired innocently. He shot me a somewhat cold stare that went straight through me. I shuddered. He breathed in deeply, and leaned back into his chair, setting the empty glass on the  table next to him.

“Is there a reason I shouldn’t be?” His voice was as icy as his eyes were. In a way it was eerie, but in another it was soothing. Like how the dark can be scary, but also comforting.

“No, no…”

“Then why’d you ask?”

“Just curious. Sometimes people come because they’re bored, or they want to have some fun, or they’re lonely.” His cold stare hardened and he frowned. I guess I hit a sore spot.

“I’m not bored, or lonely.”


“Ah.” I grew silent. It wasn’t an uncomfortable silence. It was just silence.


“Why are you in here? With me? Shouldn’t you be running around in your short shorts taking orders at the gay bars?”


I blushed furiously. Yeah, I was wearing short shorts and sneakers. And nothing else. Jackie said it appealed to the customers to see skin. The man must have noticed my blush, because he gave a snort.


“I just meant,” he began, “that I didn’t understand why you were wasting your time bothering with me.”


“Because you looked kinda lonely.”


He grew silent. He seemed a little itchy, like he wanted a cigarette or something.


“Are you gay?” I guess my casual question shocked him, because he stared at me and his glasses slid down to the middle of his nose.


“E… excuse me?” I bet he thought I was hitting on him.


“Well, you just don’t seem to like women very much.”


“I like women plenty.”


“So why can’t any of them here get you going?” He crossed his arms, looking a little uncomfortable. I thought it was charming.


“Maybe they’re ugly,” he retorted. 


“They’re the prettiest girls I’ve ever met.”


“Maybe I’m just not in the mood.”


“Twenty girls in a row, sitting on your lap, doing things to you that is every man’s fantasy, can’t get you in the ‘mood’?” He scoffed at my remark.


“Who’re you to talk, kid? A man’s fantasy? That’s coming from a guy in shorts the size of my hand. How old are you anyways?”


“Eighteen.”


“You’ve got to be kidding me.”


“No, honest. I’m eighteen.”


“You look like you’re twelve.”


My face burned in embarrassment. So what? Can’t a guy look younger than his age without it sounding like a curse? Maybe I liked looking like a kid. This guy really knew how to hit a sore spot.


“Yeah, well.” I crossed my arms, feeling a little more insecure about myself now. Well, c’mon. If some guy kept pointing out you were clad in tiny little shorts, you’d feel like covering up, too.


There was a long silence. I didn’t want to get up, because that meant Jackie would find me and give me more things to do. The man beside me breathed out as if he was exhaling a cloud of cigarette smoke.


“Why do you work here?” I was surprised by this. He didn’t seem like the type of guy who was a very active conversationalist. 


“Uhm…” what was I supposed to do? Tell him my life story? “He’s my uncle, and I needed a job and a place to live pretty badly. So he said I could live with him if I worked here.”


His face remained emotionless. I couldn’t tell if he was listening intently or didn’t care.


“That’s the reason?”


“I guess so.”


“What about your parents? Why can’t you live with them?”


I grew silent. I looked down at the sneakers on my feet, and rubbed them together.


“Because they’re not the type of parents who want you around.”


He nodded shortly, as if he could relate. I started to feel a little more at ease. 


“Why are you here?” I asked the question again. I was curious; if he was so ‘not in the mood’, then what’s with coming to a strip bar and asking for a lap dance anyways? 


He stiffened up. “Because I wanted to. That’s why.”


“Wanted to? Why did you want to? You don’t look horny to me.” I would have laughed if he didn’t give me a cold little side glance. He exhaled sharply.


“Because someone didn’t want me to.”


“Girlfriend?”


“Father.” 


It all made sense. I don’t mean to me the judgmental type, but this guy didn’t really seem like he got along just dandy with his family, especially someone like a father. I gave a small frown, and remembered I actually worked there. I got up and picked up his empty glass.


“Want another?”


“You don’t have to, I’ll just go get one lat—”

Before he could say another word, I was out the door with the glass. I felt a little happier than usual, which Honey must have noticed.


“One Scotch’n’soda, please!” I smiled brightly at Honey. She took my glass, and took a good look at my face.


“Why so giddy, sweetheart?” I gave a little shrug, and she grinned. 


“Nuh-thing.”


“It’s because of that guy, isn’t it? Well, he seems like your type.”


I almost fell over in shock. “What?!”


She smiled and shook her head, laughing.


“Don’t look so surprised, most of the girls here figured you were gay anyways. You’ve never had any interest in watching us dance. Why do you think no one’s uncomfortable when you’re in the dressing room?” She raised an eyebrow, pouring the soda into the glass. I blushed. What’s she talking about? I’m not.. gay. Come to think of it, I’ve never had an interest in anyone before.


“And I bet this is his drink, am I right?” She smiled and handed me a full glass. I sheepishly smiled and looked down into it, holding it carefully between my fingers. Honey always said things that made me think. She’s such an intelligent girl. I wish she’d get out of here and make use of her mind, but she doesn’t believe me when I say that. She’ll just laugh and say “Maybe in my next life thing’s’ll be better.” I hate it when she says that. 

I took her hand playfully and kissed her knuckle, and left her laughing to meet up again with the man. When I got there, though, Jackie was walking out. I was a little disappointed, and peeked through the door. There was a girl already on his lap, but I nearly laughed out loud. He looked bored as hell, as if he was going to fall asleep within seconds. I bet he was craving the Scotch and soda I had in my hands.

I sat at the bar for a few minutes, watching the droplets of water gather on the outside of the glass, then slide down to the napkin it sat on. I swear to God, it was only a few minutes, when the girl came back out, red faced. She ran to the dressing room, hand over her mouth.

I sighed, picked up the young man’s drink, and walked into the room. He again had his legs crossed dignified at the knee, one elbow rested on the arm of the chair, and his other free hand rested on his knee. He looked a little frustrated.

“Here’s your drink,” I said, walking in. I handed it to him and sat back down, tired all of a sudden. “Did you have to send her out running?” 


He looked a little insulted. “I tried to be kind about it, but how are you supposed to tell a girl she’s just not turning you on? Especially when that’s their job…”

It’s true that the girls were sensitive, some more than others. Some of them probably laughed and told the man that it was fine, and other might have run out sobbing. 


I suddenly wanted a name to this mysterious person, so I asked him.


“….”


“If you don’t want to tell me, it’s alright. I was just curious.”


“Tenou Mizuno.” He looked at me, a little less cold than I was used to his eyes being.


“Why?” 


“No reason, really. No reason.” Of course there was a reason. I wanted to know the name of this man with piercing blue eyes, who seemed to be emotionless but radiated this atmosphere of intensity. But I’m sure if I told him that, he would have never asked for my name, too.


“Kira Ito,” I answered. For some odd reason, it was a relief to exchange names. We didn’t seem so much like strangers then.

We started talking. Nothing in particular.. just random things. He was easy to talk to and was a good listener, but it was hard to get him really into a conversation. He was polite and quiet, and once in a while he would take a small drink from his glass. I felt terrible, like I made a huge mistake, when I did a very small thing. I pulled a stray lock of hair out of his face. It was really bugging me, but I should have let it go, because he gave me a shocked look. Then he did the most peculiar, unexpected thing: he chuckled. He didn’t say a word, though I was completely embarrassed.

I didn’t have long to be embarrassed, because Jackie came in with a girl. Tenou’s calm expression dissolved into a frown, looking over at the girl.


“Mister Mizuno!”


“I’m not so sure I want to try any more girls,” Tenou said. He took hold of his coat and stood up to leave. Jackie looked frantic, and I kinda felt for sorry for him. He had been running around for the past couple of hours, hysterical for a sexy enough girl. Jackie looked at me, and his disappointed look faded into a twisted, absolutely disturbing smile. 


“W..Wait! Do you want to try my boy Kira, here?” He walked over and patted my shoulder like he was marrying me off or something. I shrugged his hand off my shoulder and leaned back. I’m not one to be extremely touchy.. especially when I was basically naked. Tenou glared at him after I did that.


“How much is he?” The hell?!


“400 if you take him home, 200 right here.” Take him home?! Who’s taking who home?! No, no, no. Someone had something mixed up. I’m not a stripper, or a whore. I’m just a guy trying to get out on my own. I looked down at the sneakers again. It wasn’t fair, the way Jackie threw around his weight like that, renting me off.


“I’ll take him.” My eyes widened. “Home, that is.” He reached into his pocket and I blushed angrily.

Tenou stood up and shoved an unbelievable amount of money into Jackie’s breast pocket. It was well over 400 dollars. Oh dear god, I hoped that didn’t mean what it looked like.

“Is that too much?” Tenou said, frowning. 


“N..No sir!! Kira, go get your things! You're going to escort this gentleman home.”


“Ye… …yes, sir.” I was fuming inside, but I couldn’t say anything. Unfortunately, I’m used to that feeling.
I got my bag and scuffled behind Tenou. Totally unfair. What was he going to do to me? He was, after all, a lot bigger. Maybe if I started running in the parking lot, he would be too caught off guard to catch up? No, I figured that wasn’t a good solution, either. I was so busy thinking up escape plans that I almost ran into Tenou’s back when he stopped at the bar. He waved down Honey.


“Yes? What can I do for you, sweetie?” She shot me a worried glance. I avoided her eyes.


But Tenou only leaned forward and slid her another wad of money.


“Your friend’s safe with me. Give this to all the girls who tried.” 

I was shocked. I suddenly stopped hatching escape routes, and started looking forward to seeing where this mysterious but kind man lived. Honey looked at the wadded money with her eyes wide, and then at him to say something, but he was already on his way out the door. She grinned at me and I couldn’t help but smile back, quickening my pace to catch up to him. He stepped outside, the red neon lights lighting up his body. I smiled at this.. it was kind of pretty. I’ve never found anything about the nightclub beautiful before, but he gave it this presence. The red lights gave his face a beautiful shadow, with a hint of pink. His glasses glowed red and his eyes sparkled. I must have been pretty dazed, because I didn’t notice what he was doing until he spoke.


“Put this on.” He was holding out his coat. It was pretty large and warm looking, but I couldn’t possibly take it.


“No, no. I’m fine.” I waved my hand. Yes, it was very cold, and I was half naked. But I hate taking things from others.


“I insist,” he said smoothly. His eyes softened and he almost smiled, which made my heart jump. “Please take it, Mr. Ito.” I weakened and gave in, slipping into the coat. It was enormous on me, and I think I almost saw his lips curl in a smirk, but then again, the lights could have been playing tricks on my mind.

The coat smelled wonderful. I wondered if it was his cologne, or just his natural smell. I was too busy pondering over this to notice he had opened my door for me. I blushed. Why’d he do that? I’ve been told I’m pretty like a girl, but is that how Tenou saw me? Feminine or not, I am a guy. I decided that he must just be a really nice guy, and got inside.

“Thank you,” I said smiling politely. Without a word he checked to make sure I was in, and closed the door.
He had a very nice car, very sleek. And black. Boy, it was black all over. I felt odd, like I wasn’t even supposed to sit in it. Cars like that are in car shows, where they smack your hand if you touch one of the tires. And here I was sitting in it, my empty bag between my legs.


“Do you want me to take you home?” 


“…It doesn’t matter.”


There was a pause, and Tenou turned his key to start the car. The car came alive, the clock and digital map flickering on. The radio buttons glowed lime green.


“Do you even want to go home?”


“No.” I was surprised how easy that came out. I felt a little embarrassed after saying it.


“B-but,” I started, “I know I’m going to be a bother, so you can just drop me off at a hotel or something.” He shook his head.


“There’s no sense in that. I’m staying at a hotel anyways.”

I nodded, and looked out the tinted window. I accidentally got too close to the window, because a spot fogged up. I gasped, horrified, and covered my mouth. I had such an urge to fight, though. Whenever I see fog, I want to write in it with my finger or draw pictures. I think I heard Tenou laugh.

As we drove down the road, I saw a huge, lit building the distance. I wondered if that was the hotel he was staying at, but decided it just too large and expensive looking. Amazingly enough, I was wrong, and he pulled up right up next to the double doors. He got out of his door and I began to pull at the bag that sat between my feet. I started to reach for the latch on my door, but it opened under my hand. Tenou stepped aside, holding it open for me. I blushed even more than before. Why was he always doing that?


“You didn’t have to do that…”


“It’s no problem. Just leave your bag in the car.” I got out, and he shut the door. “If you wouldn’t mind waiting on one of the couches in the lobby for just a minute, I’ll be right in.”

The hotel was incredible. It was huge, and glamorous, with gold and silver tinted things everywhere. Even the fancy fountain pen at the front desk was plated with gold. There was a crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling, and it sparkled with the colors of the rainbow. There was a fountain lit up outside and another inside. The water splashed against a white marble woman, smiling solemnly at the child in her arms. The water shot out from the mouths of the horses leaping from the ground. I sat at a white loveseat near the lobby desk, but I was too afraid to touch the arm of the small couch, because it sparkled with silver. I’m always afraid of ruining pretty things. 

While waiting for Tenou, my eyes wandered over the area. The hotel was hallow with the rooms embedded into the four sides, many stories tall and huge skylight in the middle. It was night, so there wasn’t a sun shining through the glass. It was a little disappointing.. it would have been perfect for star-gazing, but there are too many lights in New York for you to see anything in the night sky except for planes.

At the bottom, there was a large pool. The lights under the water gave it a dark green-blue glow. In the center of the pool a piano sat on a little island, playing by itself. Pretty green trees surrounded the pool, and onto the courtyard where many glass tables sat with candles lit in the center. Sophisticated looking people sat, talking and smoking, their legs crossed in a dignified way. Everyone looked like royalty. I felt completely out of place, and sunk back into my loveseat. Tenou finally walked through the doors and straight toward the lobby desk. The woman sitting there was giving me suspicious looks, until Tenou walked in. She must have sensed his powerful presence, just like Jackie did, because she gave him all her attention.


“Mizuno,” Tenou said coolly to the woman at the desk. She instantly recognized the name and smiled. What a fake smile.

“Good evening, Mr. Mizuno!” She turned to get the key. “I trust you enjoyed yourself while out on the town?” He frowned as she carefully placed the key into his hand.


“It was fine.” He slipped the key into his pocket.


“Oh, and by the way, you’ve received several calls from a Mr. William Drake. Would you like me to call and notify him that you’ll be returning shortly?”


“Don’t tell my father anything. I don’t feel like calling him tonight, or any time soon for that matter.”


“Alright.” She gave another fake smile. It was easy to see. Her face was just too harsh and cold, the smile was just out of place. “Are you going back out, Mr. Mizuno?”


“I thought I’d go out for a walk. Please escort Mr. Ito to my room, unless he would rather join me.” He looked straight at me, raising his eyebrow a little. I felt much too out of place to stay without Tenou. Besides, I wanted to get to know him better.


“I’d love to,” I said, standing up with a smile. “Should I get my bag from the car…?”


The wry woman at the counter looked at me, her smile fading. She raised her nose a little in the air like she was in disbelief that I would have anything to do with such a person as Tenou. I tightened the belt knot on the coat I was wearing, a little self-conscious. 


“The luggage boy will take it to Mr. Mizuno’s room for you.”

I looked downwards, embarrassed. I recognized the face of disapproval and felt a little itchy to leave. I walked over to Tenou, and he gave me a small smile. I instantly felt better, shocked at how affectionate and warm the smile was. He gave a small nod towards the glass double doors. “Wait outside for just a minute, please. I’ll be right out.”

I smiled at him, nodding. The luggage boy went past me with my bag, and I stepped outside. Tenou’s car was gone, and so I stood for a minute. I crossed my arms, thankful Tenou made me wear his coat. 

I didn’t understand Tenou at all. He was cold to me when we first met, but now he seems so kind. He’s a handsomely beautiful man, I’ll admit. He has black, straight hair. It’s sort of long.. his bangs come past his eyes. That’s what gives him a mysterious atmosphere, when his hair falls into his eyes. The only place with a bit of shape to it is his cowlick, where he pulls his hair behind his ear. It’s kind of cute.

I haven’t really got a good look in his eyes, but they’re blue. Glasses get in the way, and besides, I get nervous when I look into peoples eyes. I guess its because I don’t want them to know some things I’d rather forget, and I feel defenseless when people look into my eyes. Kind of.. an unnerving feeling.


“Now that we’re outside, where do you want to go?” I was almost surprised at Tenou’s voice behind me. I turned around, off guard, and smiled at him. I held my hands behind my back, lacing my fingers, and balanced back on my heels for a moment. 


“Anywhere is fine with me!”


“You’re my guest tonight,” he said, looking straight into my eyes. “I want you to decide.” I finally got a good look into his crystal-blue eyes. I hid a shiver... there was something very familiar about him. Have we met before?


“Mm.” I leaned forward, flat on my feet. I looked down the street, biting my bottom lip. I looked at him and shrugged a little, standing straight. I just then realized how much taller Tenou was… the top of my head probably came to somewhere around the center of his neck. 


“I don’t know this part of New York very well,” I said. “Lets just walk around for a while and figure it out as we go?”


“Alright.” That was all we said for a while. We walked together, about a foot apart. I always felt kind of nervous when I walked alone in New York at night, but with Tenou it was much more relaxing. The air was chilly and my heart was beating fast, but I was happy. What a long-lost feeling. Happiness. I thought I was far too gone to feel happy. I smiled when I looked over and saw a cloud of Tenou’s warm breath. It was just comforting, as odd as that seems. 

It was cold, though, and I pulled the belt tighter and shivered, shoving my hands into the coat pockets.


“Are you cold?” I looked up and saw Tenou raise an eyebrow. I took a hand out of my pocket and waved it, smiling weakly.


“N-n-no.” My teeth chattered.


“You shouldn’t lie.” He reached out one of his arms and pulled me closer, wrapping an arm across my shoulders. I blinked, face flushed again. It caught me totally off guard. 


“S.. Sorry.” I’m not used to affection of any kind. How was I supposed to act? Was I supposed to put an arm around him? I didn’t really want to. As much as I was fond of Tenou, I didn’t know him well. And so we walked for a while, my face red and my body stiff in embarrassment. 


“Don’t look so embarrassed.” He almost grinned. “You are my lap dancer, after all.”


“Wha… hey! I’m not a lap dancer!” I frowned and looked at him, still blushing. “Not.. really… well, it’s not like it’s my job anyways. Although I get paid a lot better when—“ I cut myself off abruptly. I’m such an idiot. I was making myself sound worse. I looked straight ahead, cheeks red.


“…Do you want me to let go, then?”

I bit the inside of my cheek. What an interesting character. He gives you options and choices, but you always felt like he had control. Like he was testing you. He was always straightforward and blunt, and I really liked it. Of course I didn’t want him to let go. His arm was warm and comfortably heavy. I decided to be as honest and blunt as he is, and just go for it.


“No.” There, I said it. For a moment I was relieved.. and then my face burned. What if he took it the wrong way? What if he got freaked out? Being honest sucks! 


“B-B-Because you’re warm, and, I’m cold, and…” I stumbled over my words. 


“Alright then.” He looked forward, emotionless, almost frowning. I wondered if he was always this way.. I felt bad about it. I realized how valuable his smiles are, because they’re pretty rare. My heart ached. Was I making him frown? I was lost in thought, and once again Tenou’s low, melancholy voice snapped me out of it.


“If you aren’t my lap dancer, what are you?” 


“Well, uhm. I was hoping to be your friend.” I looked up and smiled warmly when he looked down at me. “Would that be alright?”


His eyes shifted in surprise, but he frowned and looked away. 


“That would be fine.”

A wave of relief and warmth shot over me. I was so happy, to have his approval of our friendship. To tell the truth, I’ve never really had any friends before. The closest thing to a friend I’ve had was the girls at the club, but they’re always so busy it’s hard to hang out. I studied too hard at my highschool to have time for friends, not to mention I was pretty much an outcast there. With my family life being so twisted, looking like a 6th grader, and being absent so often, I’m not surprised I was friendless. 

Feeling much better, I slid out from under his arm and began to walk backwards in front of him, grinning. 


“Phew! For a minute I thought you were gonna say no!” I laughed at myself, pulling the coat undone and slipping my hands into the pockets of my jean shorts. 

“It’s hard to tell what you’re going to do, especially when you frown like that.” I smiled playfully. “But that’s alright!” I turned around, walking ahead of him. “Tonight I’m going to do whatever 

possible to make my new friend smile!”


“Well, all I can say is best of luck to you, Mr. Ito.”


“Luck? Pfft! Luck is for the weak!” I laughed out.


“Hm.” He continued to walk. I put my hands behind my head and breathed in the night air deeply. Then I keeled over and coughed up all the smoke and exhaust I had just inhaled.


“Ung, I hate New York.” I held my stomach.


“I think just about everyone here hates New York.” He waited for me as I stood back up, and we started walking together again, side by side. I felt a little disappointed that I had slipped from under his arm earlier, wishing secretly he’d do it again. Figuring it was a long shot, I decided to strike up a conversation.


“If you don’t like it, then why don’t you move? You’ve definitely got the money for it.” I looked at him curiously.


“That’s really none of your business,” he said coldly. My heart sank, but I figured he was right. We didn’t know each other well enough to get into that sort of conversation.


“I-I’m sorry, that was rude of me to ask.” I looked downwards. 

“Don’t worry about it.” We walked in silence for a while. I couldn’t really think of anything to

say, because everything seemed like it would be something he might not want to talk about, either. The silence was broken by a half-forced, small cough made by Tenou.


“Brr.” He whispered. I looked up.


“Are you cold?”


“No.” He gave a little shake of his head, avoiding my eyes.


“Oh.” I looked at my feet again. It was an uncomfortable silence, like we both had something to say but we were too afraid to say it. Or, at least I did. I wanted to talk to him, I was eager to get involved in his life and make everything better. It was hard to accept the fact that I’m not important to him yet, or someone he truly considers a friend, but I decided then and there I would do my best to be a friend, a good friend, to Tenou Mizuno. I would make him happy, if it was the last thing I’d do. I wanted to be the person that can make him smile more than he frowns. I felt a little silly, thinking all this. Rejection is scary, but it would be worth it, if I got a life-long friend out of this. I was determined to give Tenou love and support like a real friend would. 

All of a sudden, Tenou grabbed my arm and pulled me into his chest. My heart skipped a beat out of shock and surprise. I felt his heartbeat, I felt his warmth… but it was all going so fast to realize anything. What was this? What happened?! I didn’t really mind it, and knew the guy was blunt, but— 

I looked over my shoulder and saw a large lamp post I had almost ran into. I laughed nervously, cursing myself for being so aloof when lost in thought. 


“Thank you.” 


“No problem.”

He let go and we continued walking. I looked up, deciding to be more alert. I was embarrassed, and I kicked a can out of the way. It spun into a brick wall, and rolled to a stop down the sidewalk. I hoped Tenou wasn’t thinking of how big of a dunce I was, so I decided “to hell with it”.


 “What do you want to be? Like, a dream?” Yeah, maybe it was personal, but that was a chance I was going to take.


“I’ve never thought about it.” This blew me away. He seemed like the person who thought about everything in scrutinized detail. I’d always toil over my dreams and ambitions, planning and working things out. 


“Really? You should think about it sometime.” I smiled at him, but he only shrugged.


“I never really saw any need to.” 


“No need?” I frowned at this. This guy has more money than I can imagine, he’s respected and intelligent. He basically has the world eating out of his hand, but he has no dream. It made me sad, and broke my heart. 


“Not really.” 


“Nowhere to visit? College to attend? Job to have?”


“I’ve already finished college.” 


“Really? You’re lucky.” I smiled warmly.

I really envied that. I’ve always wanted to attend this college in Tokyo that my aunt Satsuki attended. She’s the only family member I’ve really felt that loved me. I used to live with her in Tokyo, actually, only a few years ago... I loved Satsuki dearly, like a mother or a big sister. We were very close. I was a mess when I moved there. I was clinically depressed, on the verge of death. I never ate, I didn’t really want to live enough to have an appetite. She taught me to use everything in life as a base to overcome, and I had a reason to live. To overcome.

But she died. Murdered, actually. That night I ran into the night, crying, covered in blood, and killed a part of myself. My body burned with a new feeling that night.. a feeling of cold revenge, hatred, and bloodlust. Everything I loved had been torn away from my arms, and it was all my fault. The words still echo in my head:

“She’s dead, Kira. You’re standing in her blood.”


“I covered about one and half grades per year.” Again, Tenou’s voice pulled me out of my train of thought. I smiled, impressed.


“Wow!” He must be really intelligent. He radiated maturity, even if he looked young.


“How old are you?” I asked.


“Eighteen.” He looked much older.


“Nineteen in about a month,” He added. My eyes widened.


“Really! What do you want for your birthday?” I grinned up at him. 


“Nothing.”


“Awww, there’s got to be something.” He frowned, looking down at me.


“If I wanted something, I could buy it for myself.”


“Well,” I tied the belt around the coat tighter again in response to a cold gust of wind. “Some things you just can’t buy.” 


“You’d be wasting your time.”


“Wasting? What, you think I actually have a life?” I laughed. He just shrugged and continued walking on silently. His black hair whipped across his face as the wind picked up. I kind of smiled at this, and noticed how nice his suit was. It was black, and hung on his broad frame quite nicely. It was a perfect fit. He looked very dignified.

Maybe it was the fact he had such nice clothes on is what made me notice the puddle before he did.


“Oh!” I pulled on his arm, and stumbled sideways with him. His glasses fell off his nose, but he caught them before they fell to the ground. He stood up, putting them back on, and blinked at me, raising his eyebrows.


“What was that about?”

It was kind of ironic. He pulled me out of the way before I ran into a post, and I pulled him out of the way before he stepped into a puddle. It’s a good feeling to have someone look out for you.

I pointed to the puddle.


“You nearly stepped in a really dark puddle, so I figured it was deep.. and you have nice shoes and pants, and I didn’t want you to ruin such expensive clothes…” I suddenly felt flustered. Maybe I should have just let him walk through it.


“Thank you, Kira.” He paused. “Do you mind if I call you by your first name?”


I felt relieved, and smiled. “Not at all.”

He gave a little smirk, and extended his hand. I looked at it curiously… did he want me to hold his hand? I paused, wondering if that was it. It would be really embarrassing if I took his hand when he wanted me to do something else. But he continued to hold it out, and I worked up enough courage and took it lightly. He squeezed my hand in his, and we continued to walk. I almost sighed in relief.


“Can I call you Tenou?”


“Go ahead.”

I smiled to myself, looking forward. I wondered if we looked like a couple? Walking hand in hand. I didn’t understand it, but it seemed friendly and affectionate. His hand was firm but gentle, and surprisingly soft and warm. I got so comfortable, that I started to swing our hands. This embarrassed me, because it seemed like a childish thing to do, so I immediately stopped.


“Just tell me when you want to sit down.”


“I am getting kind of tired. Mind if we do?”

He nodded and looked around, and pointed his free hand to some stairs going down to the subway.


“I’m sure there are benches down there.”

Unfortunately, this meant that our hands had to come undone. We walked down together and found a bench at the bottom of the stairs. Once out of the cold wind, my eyes suddenly got heavy and I felt a little tired. Tenou sat down on a bench that had been painted green. I sat next to him, trying to hide a yawn by gritting my teeth. 

I felt a warm hand on my waist pulling me towards Tenou, and my sleepy eyes snapped open wide. I slid across the smooth plastic bench easily and was pressed against Tenou. I felt my face burn, and my back stiffened. Call me crazy if you will, I don’t have much experience in this field, but... do friends behave this way?!


“You look surprised, Kira.” I think he was grinning, but I was much too embarrassed to look at his face. I tried to respond, but my voice wavered. I cleared my throat loudly, and tried again.


“Me? No, no, I’m not, that is, surprised.” 


“You can sleep if you’d like.”

I smiled lightly. I felt safe around him. Sleeping in a New York subway would normally seem like asking for trouble, but I felt like that didn’t matter anymore. His arm around me felt protective.

But I didn’t want to ask for anything. I would be too nervous to sleep if I leaned against him, so I leaned back against the back of the bench. 


“I’ll wake you in an hour.” His voice was quiet but close. My hair tickled my face under his warm breath. I  tried to blink my eyes all the way open, but this only made me sleepier.


“I’m not sleepy…” I mumbled.


“Alright.” He moved his hand from my waist up to my shoulder. He pressed me lightly against him, so I responded by resting my head on his shoulder. I gave in and closed my eyes.

I began to drift off to sleep. No, no, Kira. Stay awake, at least thank him! I was so afraid he wouldn’t be there when I woke up. I had to thank him, or I’d regret it.


“Thank you...” I mumbled.


“For?” He whispered quietly.


“Ever..ything.. …you’ve done for me… tonight…” I started sinking downwards, but I thought it was just sleep coming over me. The last thing I remember is Tenou’s voice.


“I’ve hardly done anything.”

Yes, yes you have. You’ve done everything. Tenou Mizuno! Don’t leave me, just stay a little longer, just stay here…

Sinking, sinking, warmth. Tenou’s voice was there. It sounded like chocolate. Is that relevant? Talking like chocolate? The type of feeling you get when you bite into chocolate after not having it for a long time. Sweet but deep. Wind played with my hair. A warm wind… I usually hate wind. It blows papers away.. it gives you chapped lips… your eyes water when you have to walk against it. But I loved this wind. It was warm and slow, like liquid. A liquid wind. An ocean current. I was looking up from under the surface of the ocean. I could see the wind playing with the waves. The moon danced and stretched in the water. Was I above or below? A distortion or reflection? It was night, but there was a glow coming from the depths of the ocean. Ocean.. ocean blue, like Tenou’s eyes. Deep and glowing, like Tenou’s eyes. With a light hidden behind a reflection, distorted and crying.... like Tenou’s eyes.

A heartbeat. Slow and relaxed. A primal comforting sound, the sound in a mother’s womb. My fingers curled. 

I floated forever and ever. I heard a cracking sound.. like something freezing. The water was freezing, the ocean. It was coming from the glow below. The warmth began to dull and the ice began to climb up my legs. It was getting closer and closer.. like a gust of icy wind. I heard a scream, a loud and piercing scream. Was that me? No, no. It was a familiar scream. I’ve heard that scream before. It made me choke on the water that became cold so fast. My heartbeat quickened, and I woke with a shiver from my dream.

I felt a hand on my head and blinked my eyes open. What a strange angle… where was I? I was lying down, yes..

I looked up, the hand sliding down from my head to my neck. My head had rested in Tenou’s lap! That’s right, I had fell asleep in a subway with Tenou. I shivered again and looked down.. the coat had ridden up and my bare legs were exposed to the cold night air. I took Tenou’s hand carefully, and slid from his lap, sitting up. He slept peacefully, his feathery bangs falling into his eyes. His glasses had slid to the middle of his nose and his mouth parted open the slightest bit. He breathed slowly and sweetly, and I broke out into a smile. He looked so cute and innocent when he slept. His head tilted, leaning against the bar that separates the bench from the entrance to the subway. 


“He looks so sweet when he sleeps, but cold when he’s awake.” I gave a quiet chuckle and took his glasses in both hands, slowly and carefully pulling them off. He twitched, but didn’t wake up. I brushed his hair back out of his face and behind his ear, still smiling at his face. Then I turned and slipped the glasses into the breast pocket of the coat I wore, and sat back on the bench, reading a newspaper I found on the ground. I hadn’t been reading for very long until an attendant came along, nervously waving for my attention. I looked up, startled, and blinked. He twitched apprehensively and gave a weak smile. I figured he was new and unsure of himself, so I gave him a reassuring smile.


“Ah, sir… Hello, I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you and your friend to move.”


I waved my hand and brought a finger to my lips. 


“Shhh.” I whispered. “We will, thank you. Just give us a minute, please? He’s not.. the type to sleep well.” 


“Ah, okay,” he whispered.


“Thank you.” I smiled politely.


“N-N… No problem.” He smiled back and brushed his blonde hair from his eyes, and turned to leave. I watched him turn down a hallway and disappear from view. 

I turned and looked at Tenou. He was still sleeping, his chest heaving up and down slowly. I found myself tilting my head, watching him sleep. He was so mysterious to me. He seemed to radiate independence and maturity, but a part of him seemed to cry out for affection and attention. His fingers twitched, and his eyes opened slowly. He frowned, groaning a little and blinking, sitting up. I pulled his glasses from the breast pocket and unfolded them, holding them up.


“Here you go.” He took them carefully, and slid them on.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t expect to fall asleep.” He blinked his vision back, which I found adorable.


“It’s quite alright, I like it when you sleep.” I gave a laugh. “You look really cute.”

He raised an eyebrow and my hand flew up over my mouth. The mouth that always gets me in trouble.


“Ah, I mean…”


He stood up. “We should go back to the hotel. You can sleep there.”

I nodded and stood up as well. My neck popped, so I decided to stretch, my arms reaching over my head… then I realized my coat was open, and I quickly put my arms down in embarrassment and tied the belt again. I don’t think Tenou noticed, because he started going up the stairs. I followed him sluggishly, but he waited at the top. I apologized for being lazy when I reached the top, stood up straight, and we made our way back to the hotel.

When we finally got there, we crossed the street, and Tenou held the door open for me. I guess this is just the type of guy he is, so I just smiled and entered. I breathed in the smell.


“Mmm, it smells like lilacs.”


He shrugged. “It hides the unfriendly aura present here.” I almost laughed. The woman wasn’t at the lobby desk as we passed, which I was thankful of. 


“It’s still pretty.” We walked across a small bridge that goes over the pool. I paused and looked down, surprised to see fish. They were really pretty fish. One was a blue-tinted black, one was spotted with orange, one was completely white. I looked over and saw Tenou waiting for me at the elevator. The doors opened and I hurried to catch up. He slid his hand over the side of the opening, and I hopped inside. After a few seconds, the doors closed.


“What floor are you on?” I stared at all the buttons.


“Floor 20. I’m on the top floor, in room 435.” I pressed button 20 and the elevator buzzed and began to rise.


“Ooh! The top!” I got excited. “I hope there’s windows!”


The corner of his lips curled the slightest, hinting a smile. 


“The entire kitchen wall is a window.”


I felt my eyes widen.


“Really?!” He nodded. The elevator stopped and the door pulled open. He stepped out and I followed behind him. We got to his hotel door, and he dug around in his pocket. Right then, I noticed how nice he looked from behind. As he worked the key into the lock of the door, his shoulder blades and muscles became apparent, shifting under his white dress shirt. I had to look away, a little ashamed of myself. 

He opened the door and stepped aside.


“Go on in.” 

It was amazing! I walked in, and immediately saw the living room. The couch was leather, sitting in front of a big screen TV. There was a glass coffee table at the foot of the couch, and a small circular table at the side. Papers were scattered on the coffee table, along with the remote to the TV and several empty glasses.


“Wow! It’s huge!” I stared. “It’s bigger than any house I’ve ever lived in!”


He just shrugged. 


“It’s the biggest room in the hotel.”

I looked around. It was endless! Halls leading to who knows where. A desk sat with a laptop closed but humming on top of it. 


“Well then,” he said, plopping down on the couch, picking up a glass to see if anything was left. “Make yourself at home.”

I went into the kitchen and gaped in awe at the window. He was right! Well, of course he was right, but I wouldn’t have guessed the gargantuan size of the window. I leaned against the glass, looking down across the street. I’ve never really considered New York to be beautiful before, but I could see the dark outlines of the buildings against the sky that was turning a dark blue. Red and white lights flickered down in the streets below. Signs were lit and neon lights flickered. I smiled, and turned to join Tenou in the living room.


“New York is pretty at night,” I said, sitting next to him.


“I suppose.” He leaned forward and took the remote from the coffee table, handing it to me.


“You can watch the television if you’d like. I’m going to go take a shower.”


I nodded nervously, avoiding Tenou’s eyes, and took the remote. I looked at the lower half of his face, and ended up looking at his lips. I swallowed heavily.


He got up and left, apparently going to the bathroom. I sighed and fell over on the couch, face-first. 


“You’re killing me, Tenou,” I grumbled to myself. I felt guilty for it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him, and his toned body, and his strong arms, and his warm lap, and his lips, and his soft eyes, and his voice, and his soft hair. I heard the water in the bathroom start, which did not help.


“Dammit!” I groaned and pulled a pillow over my head. “He’s in a shower now. This is torture.”

I decided to distract myself by watching TV. They had thousands of channels! I was so excited about this. At home, we only have 12 or 13. I never had time to watch TV at Jackie’s house, I was usually working several jobs. If you want to know, other than working at the bar at night, I worked at crappy odd jobs like this one Italian restaurant. It’s dirtier than hell; I wouldn’t eat there myself. I once saw a chef with a roach pieces in someone’s pasta, and he didn’t even bother to pick it out. I was terrified of that place.

I flipped through the channels, and found a surprisingly interesting documentary on… lobsters.

I took off Tenou’s coat and laid upside down on the couch, legs over the back. I bounced my feet, amusing myself, finding lobsters intriguing. It makes me a little afraid to go into the ocean, because lobsters have so many babies. Do you know how many little tiny things are floating around in the ocean?? If I accidentally swallowed sea water and then watched this documentary, I would be throwing up for hours.

I was so engrossed in the TV, I almost didn’t hear the water turn off. The door creaked open, and I nearly flipped over, scrambling up the couch. I laid on my side, trying to act cool and calm. I heard Tenou begin to walk over to me, and tried to act extremely interested in the TV. I was too busy concentrating on being calm and collected, that I almost choked when I realized that the lobsters on the TV were mating. 


“So Kira, what are you watching there?” My heart sank. My face burned.


“It looks rather interesting.”

Slowly, I shifted my eyes to look at Tenou. He stood with a towel around his waist, droplets of water cascading down his bare chest, his hair still wet. He gave a devilish smirk, raising his eyebrows at the TV. I choked at his bare skin exposure and fell off the couch, trying to hide my nosebleed. 


“L-Lobsters,” I said with my back to him, one leg still on the couch.


“Really…” 


“Uh-huh.” I wiped at my nose.


“They sure do look like they’re having fun. …Don’t you think?”

I choked at his words, and noticed I got blood on his carpet. I scrubbed vigorously, but only smeared it even more.


“Ah, uhm…  uh, uh yes I’m sure they are…” I was horrified. 


“Well, I’ve leave you cleaning my carpet while I put some clothes on.”

I heard him leave, and collapsed on the floor. What did I get myself into? I reached up to the couch and grabbed the remote, and turned the power off angrily. I was so embarrassed. 


“I’m never eating lobster again.”

I stood up, and looked at the spots on blood.


“…..”

I moved the couch over it.

I laid back down on the couch, shoving the pillow back on my miserable head. What was I going to do? Every time I looked at Tenou I felt like… like I wanted to kiss him or something. I guess I’m gay. What a great way to find out.

But was I really? I guess now that I think about it, I’ve never really been attracted to anyone before. I had always seen the girls I know like sisters, but I’ve never really known many men. Men that hadn’t screwed me over, like Jackie and my father. 

I wondered, was Tenou gay? Was that affection earlier, or was he just being polite? I had to know. 

I heard Tenou come back in. I sat up instantly. Tenou was wearing pants and a form-fitting black turtleneck. The lump in my throat tightened. 


“I want to try it.” I blushed furiously, but I was determined. Tenou only blinked curiously at me from behind his glasses.


“Try what, Kira?” I swallowed heavily.


“T-Try the… l-lap dance.” Tenou raised his eyebrows. I breathed in sharply and quickly finished what I wanted to say. “I want to know what the other girls were doing wrong.”


“Alright,” he said coolly, sitting on the couch. “Go on.” I almost fell off the couch again.

I felt uneasy, unlike ever before. It was always just someone I didn’t really care about, it was always someone I was forced to dance for anyways. I don’t know why I did it, or asked if I could. 


“O-Okay.” I said shakily. I slid onto his lap, trying not to look completely embarrassed. What the hell was I doing?!

I pressed my back against his chest, and swallowed hard again. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I hate it doing it. So why am I doing it by choice? I offered! This is total crap! I’m unstable, delusional! Toss me off your lap, Tenou, you’ll be doing us both a favor!

But I didn’t stop myself, and neither did Tenou. 


“For a lap dancer, you don’t look too confident.”


I fumed!


“I’m plenty confident!” I pouted, even more determined than before. 


“Mm… Alright then.” 

So I started. I’m not going into detail! God, it’s embarrassing enough just saying that it happened! I’ll leave most of it to your imagination. I still can’t believe I actually did that.

When I finally got into my mode, I forgot my embarrassment. I leaned back so Tenou’s head hung over my shoulder, and whimpered into his ear, biting my lip. 


“That sounds nice,” he said, smirking. “You’re better than any of the girls were.”

My eyes snapped open. I frowned, growling. The only difference between me and those girls was that he actually gave me his attention. What’s with this guy?


“But.. I’m still doing something wrong.” 


He reached up and lightly brushed his fingers across my bare chest. 


“Well, find out what it is…”


“AA! hah!” My eyes widened and I shuddered violently, quickly grabbing his hand. 


“N-n-n-n-no touching!!” 


“And why not?” 


I paused, trying to regulate my heartbeat. 


“Its… a rule.”


“But you’re practically all over me,” he said innocently, resting his other hand on my stomach. I yelled out again, shivering, and grabbed his hand quickly.


“That’s the point, Tenou…” He smirked down at me.


“I doubt you’d be calling me Tenou if we were still at a nightclub.”


I ignored him.


“Now, if I remember correctly, I have a weakness to find, and your hands are distracting me.”

He was quiet, and I pressed back into him again. What was I doing wrong? There had to be something that even Tenou finds irresistible. I figured that none of the girls would have kissed him, since we’re not really supposed to, so I decided to go for it.

He looked bored of me, but that didn’t matter. I took my hand and brought it up, touching the side of his neck with my fingertips. I kissed the opposite side gently, and I felt him shiver under me. 

I gave a small smile. That must be it. The kiss. 

I moved my hand from his to the side of his face, and tilted his face towards mine. I worked my kiss from the bottom of his jaw, across his cheek, and kissed the corner of his mouth. I brushed my lips lightly against his. He shuddered heavily and turned his face away.

I frowned. 


“What’s wrong?”


“I… Nothing. I just don’t feel comfortable.” I kissed the side of his neck.


“Well, that’s what the lap dance is for.” I continued kissing him, until he reached up and blocked it with his hand. I frowned. Was it going too far? Maybe he doesn’t like guys like I thought he did. My heart sank in guilt and disappointment.  


“Please don’t,” he said, half-sighing.


“…Why.”


“I.. I’m sorry.” He sighed more openly, and leaned up. I slid off his lap and onto the couch, and he got up and walked to the kitchen. I stared, heartbroken. I felt terrible, ashamed of myself. I got up and followed him, stepping into the kitchen as well. He was turned into a counter, leaning on it, looking downwards. I stopped, looking at him. 


“What did I do wrong? I’m sorry, I’m really sorry.” I looked down at my sneakers, and closed my eyes. 


“It’s not your fault.”


I walked closer, and hanging my head I leaned my forehead against his shoulder.


“I wouldn’t want to kiss someone like me, either. I’m sorry, Tenou.”


“I said it wasn’t your fault. It has nothing to do with you, alright?”


“Maybe I should go find my own hotel..” I was so disgusted with myself, I’m sure I could have thrown up. Tenou covered his face in his hands and sighed.


“Please, sit down…”


I paused, looking up at him. Then I sat down on the kitchen floor. He looked down at me from behind his hands and frowned. 


“In a chair. Or I’m going to sit down there with you.” 

I couldn’t help but grin, and bounced my foot. He grumbled and sat down next to me, grunting. I snickered at how cute this was.


“You’re so cu…” I stopped myself short, but he grinned. 


“Hm? What was that?” 


“Nothing,” I said blushing.


“Ah, alright.” 


I searched for something to say.


“Uhm, that shirt looks good on you.” I smiled.


“Thank you. You look rather nice without one.”


“T-Thank you.” He gave me a little smirk, and turned on his side.


“You know…” He slid over me faster than I could blink, placing one knee on both sides of my leg, so one was between my thighs. I blinked and blushed heavier. What was he doing…?


“I might make a good lap dancer… if I was for sitting in someone’s lap…”


He took my wrists in his hands, and we slowly moved downwards. I was too shocked to really respond, until my back pushed up against the floor and my wrists pinned above my head. I shivered. 


“M-m-maybe,” I choked. He only bent down, his face inches from mine.


“Maybe?”


“Yes, yes you would.” He nuzzled my neck.


“I never noticed quite how comfortable my kitchen floor is...” He moved up and nipped at my ear. I started feeling kind of dizzy.


“Y… yes… it is quite comfortable.” 


“It was foolish of me to have stopped you earlier, but I think I could try and make it up to you.”


“Y… yes… I think you could.”

We kissed. That’s where I completely lost it… everything else was a blur. All I wanted was to know if he liked guys or not! That’s all! I didn’t mean for it to go this far! I didn’t understand what was happening, because it had never happened before. I pressed upwards on his hands with my wrists as the kiss deepened. He moved his knee up, and I broke the kiss to give a sharp gasp. Dammit, Tenou! I gave in completely and put a leg over his waist, pulling him down.

He groaned into my mouth, his grip tightening. I pressed against him, but I began to feel a tiny heartbeat inside, a ringing in my ears. It felt wrong. It all felt terribly wrong. He slid one hand down and ran his fingers across my chest. My stomach tensed. It felt good, but I didn’t love him. I had only just met the guy. I had always promised myself not to get physically involved with someone until I was sure I cared about them. My parents were like that. They mainly got married because of me, but they didn’t really care about each other. I would see them fight and cheat on each other. He would hurt her until she broke down and let him take control. I wouldn’t ever allow myself to fight with someone like this! I would never get involved with someone I didn’t love! I don’t want to turn out like my parents!


“Tenou-san!” I whimpered, turning my head. He paused and looked down at me.


“Yes?”

I couldn’t stop him. I would never been able to. Inside I was screaming, but I would never be able to tell him I didn’t want something. I wanted to make him happy, and if my body did, I would sacrifice myself in a heartbeat. I felt like compared to him, my feelings were unimportant. They’ve never mattered to anyone before, so why bother? My body shook in desire, but I also shivered in desperation. I trembled, looking up at him. 


“I’m sorry… I’ll stop.” My eyes widened. He let go of my wrists and started to get up. My chest heaved and my eyes began to water. I shook violently out of relief. Before he could get out of reach, I quickly took him by the shirt and pulled him into a hug. For a moment, I thought that I might fall in love with Tenou. I wrapped my arms around his neck and sighed quietly in his ear.


“Tenou-kun…”


“Excuse me?” I guess I offended him. I honestly didn’t really care, as long as he didn’t pull away from my arms. I closed my eyes. 


“I wanted to hold you.” 


He paused, then slipped his arms around my waist. I smiled lightly.


“..Alright,” he said.

I ran my hand through his hair affectionately. It was softer than you’d believe. I combed through it with my fingers, and breathed lightly down his neck. I kissed him on the side of the head, and stroked my fingertips down the back of his neck. Yeah, I think I could fall in love with him, but chances are we’ll never see each other ever again. I might as well relish it while I can, before he walks out and disappears from my life forever.


“Why are you doing this…” He relaxed into my arms. I opened my eyes, shifting my glance to the side. What should I say?


“Because a friend will hug you and hold you and kiss your head when they think you need it.” 

Was that really why? Maybe I just wanted to show him that I appreciate him, and that I was interested more in him than in his money or his body. I breathed in him. That smell came to me again. I sighed, and then breathed in more deeply. There was something about holding him, with his heartbeat against my chest, and his large body relaxed against mine, and combing my fingers through his hair that just made me give him a piece of myself. One day I would kiss him out of love, not lust. I loosened my hug on him and pulled away, giving him a small smile.


“I’m tired… will you come to bed with me?” 


“Yes.” He nodded. I sat up and he stood, offering his hand down to me. I smiled and took it, pulling myself up. I stretched and yawned loudly.


“What time is it? Four? Five?” I looked around for a clock curiously.


“Four-thirty,” Tenou said, looking at his watch. 


“Well, I was close.” I kicked off my shoes and searched for the bedroom. He followed and directed me to the right room, and I felt around the wall for the switch. I found it and flipped it on. 


“This bed is HUGE!” 


“It’s just a normal king-size,” he said, coming up behind me. 


“I guess.” I hopped on the bed and slipped under the covers. The blankets and sheets were white, and the top blanket and pillows had feathers in them. I cuddled, in awe. I wish I could live in such nice hotels like Tenou did.


“I bet I could sleep for days in this bed…!” Tenou got into bed on the opposite side. He pulled the cover over him and turned with his back to me. 


“Well, I hope you enjoy it.” He took of his glasses and set them on the table next to the bed, and snapped the switch to the lamp off.


“Goodnight…” I murmured, frowning. Maybe I was just overreacting, but he seemed to be colder to me than usual. Pouting silently, I gazed in his direction until I my eyes adjusted and I could see his silhouette. I closed my eyes and decided to forget it and just sleep, but only a few seconds later I felt the bed shake a little. I opened my eyes and saw Tenou facing me, and much closer. He rested his hand on my waist.



“Do you mind?” He said.


“Not at all.” I smiled, moving closer and snuggling up against his chest.


“Do you mind?” I asked.


I heard a pause. Was he smiling?


“Not at all.”

He draped his arm across my waist and rested his chin on the top of my head. I curled up against him, feeling secure and warm. I fell asleep in his arms easily.

PART 3

The Value of Affection

I woke to the feeling of missing the presence that isn’t lying with you anymore. The warmth I held onto and pressed against was absent. I groaned and rolled over on my back, blinking awake. 

“Mmmpff, where am…” I turned my head and saw Tenou. Focusing, I realized he was taking off his clothes. He pulled his shirt off over his head and tossed it into a laundry basket. I wondered if I should just pretend to sleep until he finishes, or to get up and leave. He looked over at me, and I instinctively pulled the cover up over my chest. 

“Good morning.” He began to undo the zipper of his pants! Oh good god. I got up, a little unstable.

“Ah, you’re getting dressed. I’ll leave.” I tried not to stare, I honestly did.

“It’s fine. We’re both men, correct?” He pulled them off and began to search for clothes. 

“That we are.” I stood there. I looked up at the ceiling. Then down at the floor. No matter where 

I looked, I always ended up staring at his toned body. Yes, we were both male, but that doesn’t mean anything when I’m attracted to him. I couldn’t decide if it would be rude to stay, or inappropriate to stay. He stepped into a new pair of pants, and slipped a white oxford on. He left his shirt unbuttoned as he pulled out drawers, searching for what seemed like a belt. I continued to stand there awkwardly. He found one and slipped it through the loops of his pants, and pulled it tight. 


“Ya know, if you need some clothes, you can have some of mine.” He disappeared into the bathroom, but I didn’t move. Have his clothes? No way, no way. He’s done enough for me, I wouldn’t have it.


“Oh that’s alright. I’m fine.” Of course I wanted to borrow some clothes, but I wouldn’t allow it.


“Nonsense.” He said, coming back into the room, buttoning his shirt up and grabbing a tie. “I’ll loan you whatever you need.”


I blushed.


“No, it’s really okay. I don’t… need anything.” He raised his eyebrow at me. He began to do his tie, walking closer to me. My heart skipped a beat when he stood about a foot in front of me. His glasses were still sitting on the table next to the bed, so his ocean blue eyes sparkled at me. 


“You can’t go around like that!”


“Of course I can!” His eyes glimmered in concern, and he frowned. He finished with his tie and turned, walking over and sitting on the bed. He pulled his glasses on and began to put on socks and shoes. I didn’t move. I put my hands behind my back. I shivered, wanting to go back to bed with Tenou, where it was nice and warm. He sighed and got up, pulling jeans and t-shirt out of the closet, tossing them into my arms.


“Just in case. Now come on, I’ll drive you home.” 


I looked down at the clothes, blinked, then smiled up at him.


“Thank you,” I said, pulling the jeans over my shorts. I pulled the shirt over my head.


“It’s no problem.” He watched me for a minute. “Are you ready to go? You can get breakfast before we leave, they have splendid room service here.” 

My ears perked.

“Food?”

“Only if you want some.”

“I’m always hungry.” I laughed, scratching the back of my head.

“Alright then, there are menus in the kitchen.”

We walked together into the kitchen. I saw the menus on the counter and hopped onto the stool. I stood on it on my knees and leaned with my elbows resting on the counter. I leaned over the menu, flipping through the pages. Tenou poured himself a glass of water, sitting down next to me. I hummed a song Satsuki taught me a long time ago, when we were bored in her apartment. There had been a power outage, so we had nothing better to do other than to make jokes and just talk. It was great, I was kind of disappointed when the power came back on.


A very yummy looking dish caught my eye.


“Ah! Ah! This looks good!” It was bagel sandwich made up of ham, cheese, and eggs, with a side of sausages and toast. 


“Alright, you can order it. The button is over there.” He pointed to a little switch with the words “RM SRVC” right above. I paused. I’m terrible at ordering things. I always feel rude, as silly as it seems. I hate asking for things, even if that’s what they get paid for. I don’t like being a hassle. 

I nibbled on the top of the menu, not moving from my seat.


“O-Order?”


“Yes, just press the button and tell them what you want.”


I paused and gave a quiet sigh. I just couldn’t do it.


“…Nevermind..”


“Here, I’ll order for you.” I blinked, and Tenou pressed the button.


“Good morning Mr. Mizuno!” the speaker sounded.


“Good morning. Could you send a number thirteen up to my room, please?” I googled at him.


“Of course! What would you like to drink with that, sir? We have orange juice, apple juice, cranberry juice, tomato juice, milk, water, coffee, and sangria. Or you could order a soda if you’d like.” Tenou looked over me questioningly.


“Milk!”


“Milk, please.”


“Is that all?” Tenou looked at me, I nodded.


“Yes.”


“Thank you, your order will be right up!” The speaker clicked off. 

“Thank you!” I pounced on Tenou and hugged him. 

“Y…You’re welcome..” 

I laughed and stepped back.

“Sorry, you just made me really happy. Wait a minute… I’m not so sure I have money with me to pay for this.. let me go get my bag and check.”

“No, it’s fine. It’s already paid for.”

I blinked. I feel kinda bad. I can never do anything for Tenou, but he’s always helping me out. 

“Oh.”  I sat the corner, tapping my fingers nervously. Why was I nervous? I don’t know, I just was.

“Are you alright?”

“Hah? Oh, yes, I’m fine, I’m great.” I smiled brightly. “I just kind of feel guilty for having such a nice breakfast. You keep doing things for me.”

“You shouldn’t feel bad about it. You’re my guest, so I’m treating you to breakfast.”

I smiled. “Thank you.”

He smiled back, which nearly knocked me out of my chair. My heart skipped a beat.

“It’s no problem, you actually make for nice company.” 

My face grew a little red.

“I do?” He nodded.

“I usually don’t invite anyone to visit, but occasionally, when people invite themselves here, they always want me to buy them things.”

“That’s very rude of them…”

“They pay more attention to my catalogs than they do my face.” I stifled a laugh, but straightened up.


“You deserve much better than that, Tenou-san.”


“Not really, but alright.”


“Don’t say that!” I frowned.


He cocked an eyebrow at me. I stood up from my chair.


“Don’t ever put yourself down like that! It hurts to see wonderful people belittle themselves!”


He only gave a weak smirk.


“I get exactly what I deserve, Kira-kun.”

I blinked at this. Did he just call me Kira-kun…? I sat back down, flustered. There was a knock at the door.


“Room service!” a woman called from outside the door. I blinked and got up. She knocked again. I swung the door open and smiled politely.


“Hello,” I said to her. She looked middle-aged and had bleached hair and a dark tan. She smiled brightly.


“Hi! Here’s your food.” I took the tray carefully, then smiled.


“Thank you, ma’am.” 


“You’re very welcome. Enjoy the food!” I waited until she left to close the door quietly. I set the tray on the counter, my mouth watering.


“Oh my, oh my… this looks even better in person!” I sat down. Tenou gave a chuckle.


“Hungry?”


“Of course.” I bit into my sandwich and chewed happily, crossing my legs at the ankles. I saw Tenou frown and look away, but I didn’t think much of it. 


“Mmm..” Minutes later, I had chomped down my bagel and sausages, nibbling at the edge of my toast. I took a drink of my milk, which was half gone. 


“Ahhh. Having a full stomach feels nice.”


Tenou only shrugged.


“Tell me when you’re ready.” He watched me finish the toast. I threw my head back and chugged the rest of my milk quickly.


“Ready!!” He glanced at me, then smirked.


“You might want to wipe the milk from your mouth.”


I wiped at my mouth, but I couldn’t find it.


“Hah? Erm.. where…”


Tenou reached over and gently wiped his thumb across my upper lip. 


“There,” he said smiling. I blushed heavily.


“T-T-T-T-T-Thank you.”


“Don’t mention it.”


I swallowed hard.


“Where do I leave my tray?”


“Just leave it on the counter.” 

I left it there and went to get my bag. When I walked into the living room, Tenou was already there. I held my bag in front of me and looked around.


“You know, I’m kind of sad to leave.” He shrugged.


“Don’t be, it’s not very homely.” 

I gave a small smile. Of course it was, but the only reason it felt like home is because of Tenou. He slipped his coat on and pulled out his keys.


“Come on, lets go.” He opened the door for me again. I laughed.


“Alright, when is it my turn to hold the door for you?”


“You don’t need to, I’m fine,” he said, shrugging. “But thank you.” I waited for him to lock up. We stood waiting for the elevator.


“I’ll take you home, but we’ll have to make a stop on the way, if that’s alright with you.” 


“Of course!”

This excited me, because I got to spend a little more time with him. We made our way to the parking garage, and once again Tenou held the passenger door open for me. I shook my head and sighed. He was just so sweet it was annoying. I got in and he closed the door behind me, then got on his side. He slipped his keys into the ignition and turned them, backing from his parking space. I hummed, looking out the window. I realized that the shirt I was wearing smelled like Tenou and gave a small smile. I felt the car speed up once we got out on the road.


“I…I’m sorry about last night.”


“Hm? Sorry?”


“About last night. I guess I was a little…” He coughed loudly.


“Oh!” I covered my mouth, blushing. “Oh, no no. I didn’t really…” I stopped myself. I was about to say that I didn’t really mind. I didn’t want him to think he was doing something wrong. I just didn’t want it all to start like that. 


“I’m sorry if I’m embarrassing you.. I just felt like I should apologize.” 


“There’s no need! I went a little… far….with the…the… lap..dance thing.” I blushed. “I’m sorry, too.”


“Don’t be.”


I laughed nervously.


“I guess we’re both sorry.”


“I guess so.”

Not too much later, we pulled up a driveway. I blinked and looked around. 


“I’ll be right back, wait here.” He got out of the car and walked up to the porch, entering the house. I guess it was a relative or a close friend, since he didn’t knock. I brushed the hair from my eyes, and yawned, stretching back into the black leather seat. I smiled when a little brown bird landed in the yard, pecking around, looking for food. I was kind of sad, though.. I didn’t really want to part ways with Tenou. I wanted to get to know him better. All of a sudden I blushed at myself. Did I have a crush on him?! That’s ridiculous! The first person I have a crush on is absolutely untouchable! I wouldn’t be the type of person he would like anyways. And to be honest, I wasn’t even sure he was gay. Maybe he was just really desperate last night? The more I thought about it, the more and more it seemed unlikely I would ever have a chance with him. I decided that it would be best if we parted ways, otherwise my feelings for him would grow. It made me sad, though. At the least, I wanted to be his friend. 

I sunk back into the seat, and pulled the shirt up over my nose. I breathed in that smell, closing my eyes. I never wanted to see Tenou in pain again.

I noticed the bird flutter away. I looked up and saw Tenou slam the front door, stumbling down the concrete steps. He was.. he was bleeding! He stood there for a moment, dabbing at his bloody forehead with a handkerchief. I threw the car door open, shouting. 


“Tenou! You’re bleeding!” I ran up to him, and he frowned. “What happened?!”


“Get back in the car, Kira. We need to leave quickly.” 


“O..okay..” I looked at him, absolutely terrified. I walked back to the car, still reeling, and climbed back in the already open door, and closed it. Tenou got into the driver’s seat as well. He set a box between us, but I wasn’t really paying attention to that.


“Alright, do you know hot to get to your house from here?”


“Yes, I.. I do.” I paused. “Tenou, are you okay?”


“You’ll have to give me directions.” He completely ignored my question.

So I explained what street to turn on, and where to go. Tenou said he knew where that was, so we sat in silence. I looked at my hands, wanting to tackle Tenou and clean his face for him. I was so worried.


“…You don’t have to worry about me. It wasn’t that bad. I’d just rather not talk about it.” I was quiet. 


“Tenou, is it.. always like that?” 


He hesitated, then nodded. “Yes, most of the time.” 

My eyes shifted from his face and looked to the side. I could have cried, if I wouldn’t have felt so weak if I did. 


“We have a lot in common.” I turned back to him, serious. “You said before you get what you deserve. And you definitely do not deserve this. You deserve loving friends and family.”


“I’m not like anybody really gives a damn, you know. It’s my problem.” I frowned at this.


“I give a damn.” I looked out the window and mumbled. “Maybe I don’t count.”


“You count more than anyone else ever has.”


I felt myself blush, but I hid it by staring out the window.


“But still, you shouldn't worry about me. Like I said, it's my problem. I learned to deal with it. It would probably be best if you forgot about it.”


I shook my head.


“Forgetting only makes it go away for a little while. And then it’s hell all over again.” I stared out the window, silent.


“So then you understand…?”


“Yeah.”


“You’re the first.”


I paused. 


“…My mother is a drunkard. And so was my father. He used to abuse her, and me.” I tapped on the window with my knuckle. “That’s why I live with my Uncle, as vile as a man as he is.” There was a silence, while was broke by Tenou’s beautiful melancholy voice.


“…I don’t know why I’m telling you this, but when I was four, my mother deserted me. So I lived with my father.” I nodded for him to go on.


“He was away much of the time, but when he was at home, he was always drinking. He started to abuse me when I was six, and since then, he hasn't really stopped. I think I got used to the fact that if I ever expected anything, I was always going to be let down, so I gave up on trying to enjoy life. I let him show me off as a trophy at his parties and events. I managed his stocks and his company for him. I only recently left.”

This completely broke my heart. 


“But, it’s better now.” I gave a smile. “You don’t have to depend or be around him anymore. It must be wonderful.” 


“Yes, I suppose.” I tapped my finger on the window again, in thought. We pulled up to the driveway of Jackie’s house, and Tenou jotted something down on a piece of paper. He handed it to me.


“Here, if you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to call.” 


I smiled, blushing the slightest. I took the paper, and slipped it into the pocket of the jeans I wore. I turned to step out of the car.


“Wait a minute, Kira.” I turned around, but he was already out of the car. I followed him with my eyes, and laughed out when he opened the door for me. I stopped laughing, though, when he pulled out several thousand dollars from his pocket. My mouth gaped a little, and I stared. 


“I'm not going to use it. I might as well give it to someone that needs it more than I do.” He extended his hand to help me out of the car, and I took it, standing up in front of him. “Please take it. As a token of my gratitude.” 

I took it, staring. But I gave a small laugh, and slipped it back into Tenou’s pocket. As hard as it is to turn down money, it just didn’t feel right. 


“I’d prefer a hug, Tenou-kun.” I dropped my bag, and slipped my arms around his waist, pressing against him. I gave a squeeze and breathed him in one last time, then let go and smiled up at him. “A hug from you is worth more than any money.” 


I picked my bag back up and made my way towards the door without an answer. “Thank you, though, Tenou.” I waved at him, smiling.


“Kira, wait-”


“Yes?” I stopped at the doorstep, looking at him.


“I,” he frowned. “Nevermind, it was nothing important.” I only blinked. He closed the passenger door. He made his way over to the driver’s seat.


“I’ll see you again sometime, Kira-kun.” He closed the door behind him.


“I hope so.” I waved at him until he disappeared out of range of view. I turned to got inside and mumbled to myself, “I think I miss him already.”

I was positive that Tenou walked in and drove out of my life forever. I had no idea what would have happened, and not happened, had I not approached him that night. Do you believe in fate? Or is it all just a coincidence? It’s funny to think that such small decisions can alter your path in life. 

But that would not be the last time I saw Tenou, despite my undying certainty that he was gone forever.

