Picking up the phone in the den he hesitantly dialed the number for the studio. What was there to be scared of it was only a phone but it wasn’t his phone. One of the servants said it should be okay, should be the key word. Even Teuraen said it was okay but he was still wary of it, namely with Arivl around. He didn’t know what the other boy would do to him; maybe kill him out of it for just pure amusement. Sighing he turned his attention back to the phone, he looked like a child using it as his small hands gripped it. 

He hoped someone was currently in the studio so he could leave a message for them, just to tell his band he was okay and maybe to talk to Keiji. He wasn’t stupid if he talked to Kage he might get a lecture or reminded how foolish he is for what happened.  From what the old vampire had made it sound it was his fault for the wraith hanging around. Maybe it was but they still frightened him a great deal. He knew it was close to time for practice someone would be in their studio room right now. Who ever it was needed to pick up.

"The new Chinese place down the street from my house." Kage answered, stretching as well. His arms went in ways they weren't quite supposed to and he popped a lot more than a normal human probably should. But ... Kage tended to always be a little to the left of human sometimes. 
And then he heard the phone ringing. With a sigh, he rather uncharacteristically picked up the receiver. Kage was the phone-hater of them all and didn't have a phoneline in his tiny home. Therefore, getting ahold of him was a bit of effort and that's the way he liked it. If people wanted to bother him that bad, he would make them damn well work for his attention. 
"H'lo?"

He squeaked softly holding his hand over the receiver this wasn’t fair. He coughed and tried to change his voice a little it lower, but it was still very soft and him. “Um.. yes I am calling for Keiji.” He gulped hoping Kage wouldn’t pick up on who it was by his voice. He knew what would happen if Kage did. Gods please Keiji save me from Kage, but the gods never listened to him.

"Are they any good?" I abandon the quest for the bag a moment when I hear the phone ring. Rather promptly, a look of shock passes my face when I see Kage actually pick up the phone. I think I just whitnessed one of those once-in-a-lifetime events. 

And I do expect Kage to beat someone with the reciever later for making him answer the phone.

Well, that day the question of whether God existed was once more brought up. Kage answered the phone without a second thought, Tarou was on the otrher end and asked for Keiji ... 
... and Kage held out the phone for the drummer. 
"It's for you. I'll wait for you outside."

He blinked as Kage so easily handed him over. Blinking again he looked at the phone like it had some kind of coodies. Licking his lip he waited for Keiji to take the phone feeling bad that he had just done that to his best friend.

I jump back a bit when the phone is suddenly put in my direction. But with some miracle I'm not being beaten with it, so I start edging closely to the phone before taking it from him. "Alright, I'll be out in a second." I say before holding the phone to my ear. "Hello?"

He sat there for a bit before finding his voice again. “Tell him I am sorry.” He whispered softly looking down at his feet. “I just cant talk to him, he’ll yell at me and call me stupid little Tarou.” He sniffled a bit gods he was so pathetic and stupid. “I am calling you guys to tell you I am okay. And in New York.”

"Tarou?" I ask, blinking. Only after I say it, I realize I probably spoke a little louder than I should have. "New York? How the hell did you get to New York?" I ask, speaking more quietly than I had before

Here Kage paused. Stalking skills didn't always apply to just watching your drummer get molested with a roll of duct tape, it also included hearing what was going on. 
Kage paused with the door open, one hand on it and the other clutching Keiji's bag. 
"Who is it?" He interjected almost demandingly.

“Yes its me.” He whimpered as your voice got louder. “Keiji!! He’ll hear you. I don’t want to talk to him right now, he will Yell at me.” He was sniffling again, like he was going to cry. “I don’t know how I got to New york! A ghost came and took me when I was at this vampires place and did some bad things to me. Now I am in New York with that vampire.” He sighed breathing. “Don’t tell Kage I got hurt he will call me stupid Tarou then, then ask if he needs to patch me up. If he knows about the wraith and vampire, not to mention some demon is hunting me then he will call me stupid and demand that he is dragging all of you up there to protect me.” He was pouting you just could tell by his voice.

I just blink at Tarou's story. Is he on crack? I'm tempted to believe just that, but I don't get the chance to ask when I hear Kage's voice behind me. "No one. I'll be done in a minute." I lie, giving Kage a small smile so hopefully he'd believe me. "Are you sure you're not in a mental institution. Listen, Kage is right behind me. Call my apartment, 555-9724."

“I AM NOT!” He almost shouted. “I am not crazy Keiji! Fine if you think that put him on the phone at lest he would believe me” Sniffling he wrote down your number. “I know I can hear him, in how long?”

"I don't know when I'll be back. Just call. My caller-id will pick up your number at least if you don't know it. I'll call the moment I get home, alright? Stay safe." I say my goodbyes before hanging up the phone. I would have subjected Tarou to nearly an hour of interrogation if Kage hadn't been waiting for me already. 

"Not passing up a chance to show off tattoos, are we?" I ask jokingly as I walk across the parking lot to Kage's car.”

He blinked. “okay.. I will.” Blinking at the phone he called Keiji’s he did want to talk to Kage but in preson. Sighing he left a message wondering if Kage would hear the message. Then he simply sat in the chair and watched the phone. He wasn’t going to move for anyone not even Teurean.


He was nervous he was supposed to go to school and talk to the head master, all he wanted to was hide. Whimpering he try to make him self look nice in his new school boy outfit, oh is only Kage could see him in this one then he didn’t have to worry about anything. He put on some eyeliner like Kage had taught him to, then his shoes. He felt a lot of butterflies in his stomach desperately wishing it was evening and Taurean could be with him. Chewing on his lip again he moved leaving the house slowly and quietly, he was fidgeting was he walked towards the looming school.

He wanted someone there someone to support and someone to hide behind. His life was very unfair and he had to everything him self most of the time. He was wishing for Kage or even Keiji more and more. When he was finally at the building he gulped walking in and looking around, he had no idea where was going, he wanted to ask someone for help but he was too scared to do so.

Thankfully, there were receptionists that were always on duty in the great hall. It didn’t take long for Tarou to get noticed by one of them. “Hello, how can I help you?” One of them asks, offering a warm smile to Tarou. It was easy to see to most of them that Tarou was scared and they tried their best to look friendly in a building that was rather intimidating.

He jumped nearly out of his skin when someone said something to him. Oh gods how did she sneak up on him, with his heard still pounding against his chest he slowly nodded. “I… I here.. to.. talk to someone about allowing me to.. um go to school.” He chewed on his lip more gods why couldn’t Arivl come with him? He wouldn’t feel so scared with Arivl around. No matter how scary the other teen came of he was still looked up to. He knew the other boy was very strong and good with knives and gods know what else. So why wouldn’t he look up to Arivl. 

“I am not.. sure where I am suppose to go.” He took a deep breath wondering if this was a bad idea, hell Armand or Kenneth would be very welcomed right now.

“Oh, not a problem,” the receptionist said in a voice that would probably scare most for being too perky. “You want to take the elevator to the tenth floor. Come on, I’ll take you up there.” She said, standing from her chair. The girl secured a folder that she would have to run up to Esther anyways before she moved out from behind the overly large reception desk. She nodded in the direction of the elevators while giving Tarou a smile. Once there, she pressed the up button and resigned herself to waiting for the few minutes it would take for one of the four to come down. 

“What’s your name?” She asked sweetly, looking over at Tarou.

He blinked looking around for something to hide behind, no way should anyone in the world be THAT perky. “Um okay..” He blinked just following the girl around. Fidgeting he was staring off some where, gods they where here too. He wasn’t going to get much peace. Blinking he looked over at the way to perky and scary receptionist. “Um its Ryutarou.” He played with the cuffs of his jacket waiting for the world to end. Sadly with this girl taking him he couldn’t suddenly change his mind and run away to hide. He knew none of the vampires he knew would like that very much. He opted for looking down at his feet like a kid who just got in trouble already dreading the end.

“Ryutarou? It’s nice to meet you. I’m Kristin.” She said, giving him a smile as the elevator dings. Stepping on it, she pressed the button for the 10th floor and waited for Tarou to follow her before she pressed the door close button. The elevator ride was a short one and in only moments the elevator opened up to face yet another receptionist desk. “Hello Tricia, just here to drop papers off with Ms. D’Ambrosio.” Kristin said brightly before turning left towards the headmaster’s office. “The admission’s guy is out today, so you’ll have to see the headmaster. Don’t be afraid, she’s really sweet.” Kristin reassured him before knocking on the door. 

“Come in,” I call out softly, looking through a stack of papers that had been dropped off on my desk earlier that day. Kristin opens the door, making sure that Tarou follows and greets me happily. 

“Here are the papers you asked for, Ms. D’Ambrosio. And this is Ryutarou. He’s interested in becoming a student here. Justin is out today so I figured he could talk to you.” 

“Thank you Kristin,” I say with a smile. She nods and heads out of my office and my attention turns to Ryutarou. “Welcome. Please, have a seat.”

He glanced at Kristin. “um likewise I guess.” He wished Arivl was here, he would have already killed that way to perky woman. Thank Gods for short elevator rides, He wanted this to be over with soooon this woman would drive him to his damn ghosts. Frowning a bit he looked at her. “That’s what I am worried about, if shes anything like you I might just raise the dead to scare some of that perkyness out of you.” Who said people didn’t rub off on him. Waiting for Kristin to let him in he followed her and then nodded before sitting down.

He fidgeted sitting the chair that looked way to big for him.

I smile softly at the sight of Tarou in the chair. That sight took about ten years off of his look. “You want to attend the chantry?” I ask softly. Kristin had told me, yes, but the fear on the boy’s face is rather evident. “Are you a mage or a witch?” I ask curiously, making sure that soft and gentle edge to my voice stayed there. Hopefully it was somewhat comforting to him. Or at least eased his nerves.

He nodded slowly. “Yes, I been ask to attend school.” He blinked looking confused at her as he shook his head. “I don’t know, necomancer.” He looked at her then looked around before pulling his feet up into the chair and knees close to him. It took even more a few years off his look at that point. “I am sorry that’s the only thing I know is I am a Necomancer and that was something I just learned.” He looked around again making sure there was no other things around before looking back at you.

“Necromancy is a form of mage powers.” I say with a smile. “So you’re a mage.” I move the papers that were set in front of me over to the side in a nice little stack and pull out an application for a new student from one of my drawers. 

“You’ve never studied magic before then, have you?” I ask, looking back up at him.

He shook his head. “No, I have never been to school either.” He looked around for a moment and sunk in to the chair. “I don’t have any money either so I can pay for school. I know I hve to pay but I.. I don’t have anything.” He looked down in his knees for a moment then looked at you. “Does that mean I cant go to school? If I cant pay for it.” He knew you had to pay for school, they had to feed and run the place some how.

“Don’t worry about money. Our funding allows us to sponsor a certain number of students who need aid. Though, the condition is that you have to keep your grades up.” I say firmly. However, with a voice as soft as mine, firmly isn’t quite respected as say... Jeremiah’s. 

“You haven’t attended a school at all?” I ask, blinking a few times. “Not even grade school?”

He blinked at her. “Oh.” Damn he tried at lest. Chewing his lip he nodded slowly then blinked. “Grade school? No, if I have I don’t remember it. I don’t remember a lot of things just my name and that its always been the same, even before I met my best friend Kage.” He sighed a bit setting one foot down on the floor. “Why do I have to go to grade school?”

“I ask because it’s a federal law for children up to a certain age to attend school.” I answer, looking down at the forms I had pulled out for him. It’s not like people actually abide by those laws, but I would have figured somebody would have caught him. Or maybe this is me just being too optimistic. “Do you have a place to stay, at least?”

He squeaked and tried to get the chair to swallow him. “Does this mean I will go to JAIL!!!” Oh big mistake because that would send Tarou into instant panic. “I don’t want to go to jail! I don’t want to be some little bitch to bubba!!” He whimpered looking around for a good place to hide before the cops broken. Oh he didn’t not have any luck in the world this was such a bad thing for him, he should have never agreed to go to school for Armand. Whimpering he glanced at you. “I cant tell you that, your going to put me in jail.”

My hand moves quickly to my mouth to hide the laughter that I can’t hold back at that comment. Oh how I will cherish it and tell Gage about it. I’d tell the teachers, but it’d just follow him around for the duration of his enrollment. Well, maybe I can tell my secretary. 

“No, Ryutarou, calm down. You’re not going to jail. I promise.” I say, taking a deep breath to try and attain a straight face.

He blinked and looked at her. “But I did something wrong. They always said if I do something wrong you go to jail and you become bubba’s bitch.” He chewed his lip as he talked about ‘them’ again, they would always be them to him. “I haven’t even been to school and you say its wrong so if its wrong why I am not being put in jail?” He looked down at the floor cause you he knew you where laughing inside at him. They where telling him so, he could hear them even now. He really knew this was going to be a bad idea. “I… I shouldn’t be here, its not where I belong I should have never agreed to Armand I would go to school.”

He stood up and moved walking away, he refused to cry, he had never really cried in front of anyone but Kage and he wasn’t going to start now. “I don’t want to go to school!” He moved running out of the room suddenly and down the hall, he had to escape this place he could already hear people laughing at him in his head. He knew nothing of the world he knew nothing of people, all he knew how to do was run away from things.

Kage visibly refused to answer Keiji for the most part or maybe he was just being quiet. Kage did go quiet when he was enraged because he knew he'd probably end up saying something he'd regret later. Or three seconds after he said it. 
Within a couple minutes, they'd broken several speed limits and arrived in front of Keiji's apartment house. 

---- 

"You're an insane fuck, you know that?" I ask bitterly before nearly kicking the door off to get it opened. Out of that car is the best thing I could hope for at the moment. I tumble out of the car and grab my bag before walking up to the door, not really waiting for Kage. I unlock the front door to the building and hold it open long enough for Kage to get in. I don't say anything to him and instead just walk over to the elevator. Within moments after pressing the button, one arrives for us and I press the fifth floor button and contemplate stabbing myself to get away from the overly tense atmosphere in the elevator. 

An eternity later the doors open again, and I walk to the end of the hall and unlock my door. "The phone's on the kitchen counter." I say, pointing to the kitchen which was pretty much right next to the door.

"I'm not calling." It was the first thing he'd said in that tenseamount of time since threatening to run Keiji over back at the studio. Kage hated phones and that was a well-known fact, even in the media. Never worried about random people finding your number somewhere or Nikki calling to whine that's he's tired, bored and his Playstations wouldn't work.
"You-- You threaten my life and nearly get in three car accidents to get here and you're not calling?" I ask, staring at him with wide eyes. "I should poke your eye out with a drumstick you human ape." Probably not the safest thing to do-- call Kage names. But I'm in a bad enough mood to not care. 

I pick up the reciever and look at the caller id on the phone. With only a few clicks of the button the line starts ringing through to the number it had picked up on Tarou's message.

He didn’t even wait for the first ring to finish and he was grabbing the phone. “Hello?” He had been staring at it all afternoon waiting he wanted to talk to them both. “Keiji?” Chewing his lip he stayed curled in the chair looking like a kitten.

"I didn't come here to call, retard," Kage snipped back. Name-calling never really seemed to phase him much and he himself only seemed to do it more for emphasis than an actual insult. "And you goddamn know I wouldn't ruin my tires running over you." 
That was Kage-ese for, 'I wouldn't run you over because I really do like and care about you.'

"Then what the hell-- Hi.. Tarou?" I just glare at Kage since I wasn't able to finish my sentance. "I don't-- that's his constant state of being, Tarou. Kage is always mad at everything." I answer stubbornly.

He pouted at the other end of the phone. “That’s not ture!” you could just tell he was pouting. “Sorry I haven’t called sooner, I… I wasn’t sure, I was sure you guys had already moved on and gotten another singer.” A better one, he quited his voice being very shy like always.

On the other end of the phone, Kage listened closely. Well, not too closely, his hearing wasn't all that bad. 
Though he didn't quite like the phrase of him being mad at everything so Keiji was promptly flipped off.

I just stick my tounge out at Kage and go back to the phone conversation. "Get another singer? You have to stop thinking that. We're not going to go get another singer just because you're gone for a week or two."

He was chewing his lip. “But I am not really any good and I don’t know how long I am gong to be gone. I.. I am.. I think I am going to go to school. Keiji I… I have a cruse that no one else has. I can raise the dead if I wanted.. I am going to school to learn my powers.” He sighed a bit. “Does he even miss me? I miss him.. a lot I want to come home but I cant. I have to stay here and go to school.”

"School." Kage hissed and began away from the kitchen where Keiji was. Where he was going, who really knew. Well, even if someone did know, he might take a different turn intentionally just to prove them wrong. 
"Fucking New York, fucking school ... "

"I'm sure he does. He's cursing school right now. And why do you have to stay in New York to go to school? There are enough around here." I say, turning my back to Kage for the moment. "And if you don't come home who's going to eat your pudding?"

He glared at the phone. “You touch my pudding you die. Why is he doing that? Oh he doesn’t like school.” He sighed a bit and kicked his foot out for a moment then pulled it back in. “Because it’s the only school up here that I know that will teach me what I need to know. I don’t know where the school that’s for people like me is down there. Hmmmm Keiji tell Kage I am wearing a brand new school boy outfit, the first few buttons are undone and so is my belt.” He grinned. “Tell him tell him.”

"Tell Tarou I kinda-sorta don't really care right about now. Hurry up so wecan go get your damn car." Sitting around in that apartment wasn't helping Kage's attitude much at all. "He can go find another tattooed asshole up in his school."

"I'm not going to--" My sentance is interrupted by Kage's comments. I stare in Kage's general direction since I can't see him specifically. "He's growling. Listen, I'm going to beat some consideration and or compassion into Kage. Just... stay safe, okay? I'll call you tomorrow. And-- and try researching some schools in Victoria, okay? We miss you."

“Don’t Keiji… I heard what he said.” His voice was very quite now. “He isn’t just another tattooed asshole. Apparently he can hear me.” His voice seemed so far away and week suddenly, but it was always like that when he realized he was not wanted something. That all he could do now was fade away. “Its okay Keiji, don’t worry about hurting my feelings by replacing me. I understand.” He couldn’t be on the phone anymore; he just simply hung it up with a click. He thought Kage understood him that he cared for him. Yet now Kage seemed to hate him, he couldn’t take Kage hurting him.

Sliding out of the chair felt so small he wasn’t wanted or needed, not like that was ever the same. Wandering into the kitchen he quietly slipped unnoticed by people. He kept his emotionless face on as he took one of the shearing knives and left the kitchen heading to his room quietly. No one would notice anyway.

Shutting the door to his room he moved on the other side of the bed closest to the wall. Sitting in the corner he stared into space letting everything go, his worse fears had come to life and nothing simply mattered anymore. Removing his jacket and shirt he knew his body was rittiled with scars already, it didn’t matter if he added a few more to him self. This time the dead didn’t come in this time. He had a gift.. or a cruse that he wasn’t really meant to have. Moving he slid under the bed holding the knife close to him. 

It was safe under here, facing the wall curling up into a ball he slowly press the knife next to old scars, this time he was cutting the scars off. Moving he slowly tried to cut his flesh off where the scaring was making long hard gashes. He missed this mind numbing feeling it brought all he needed was his pills but they weren’t here. With out thinking or looking at what he did he started at the wall from where he laid curl his hands trading the knife off and doing the other arm. It was almost like auto polite was on and no one was home anymore, but after all he was crazy they all knew that.

Folding his arms curling them against his chest he watched and listened to the soft drip sound, like someone had left one the facet, drip, drip, drip, drip. What a lovely sound, he had missed it. It didn’t even hurt anymore, it was only numb.

"Tarou don't hang.." I just slump against the counter for a moment and turn my phone off. It drops into the cradle and I can't help but shake my head. 

"What in bloody fucking hell is wrong with you, you pathetic piece of shit?!" I scream at Kage. Yeah, that's something that has been building for a while. "Would it have fucking killed you to say that you missed him? God. Pretend you care about anything!" I pick up a drumstick from the counter and throw it at the door he had disappeared into. I can hear it break against the wall in that room, but I don't go in there. Not yet. I just stay in the kitchen and fume.

"I DID miss him, fuckwad." Kage reappeared, first looking at the broken drumstick on the floor then backup. Even with his stringy black hair skwering his eyes, they're obviously a vicioous myriad of silver, dark grey and black. 
"Do you want to get your fucking car or not? I'm a bit ready to get home and resume replacing the strings on my guitar."
"Then why didn't you tell him that?" I yell at him. "Seriously. He fucking loves you." At least, from what I gathered he does. You could hear it in his voice right before he hung up. Not even Kage would have been able to miss that.

"I fucking loved him, too." Kage strode somewhat hastily across the room towards the door that would lead out into the hall, swinging it open with one arm. 
"And so far love hasn't done shit for me." With that, Kage turned and started out. "See if you at next practiceif we fucking have one. 
And the door was slammed shut - a lot harder than he had slammed his trunk earlier.

"Than what the fuck is stopping you?" I ask. The only answer I get is the door slammed. Instead of ending the argument, that only fuels my anger. In a few long strides, I make it to the door and follow Kage down the hall. "Get back in that apartment, I'm not done yelling at you."

"Fuck you, Keiji." Kage was already killing the buttomn for the elevator impatiently, resembling something of a cornered, mangy black cat. "If he wants to go up to New York and work on this little curse of his, why should we stop him? No fucking reason to."

"You'd like to." I answer sharply and without thinking. The moment I realize what I said, I regret it, but try not to show it. "You should fucking supporting him. He wants to learn, Kage. When did that become a bad thing? And when did your love for him become past tense?"

"When he said he was going to school in New York. And how is letting him stay up there not supporting him?" He looked up as the light on the wall lit up and dinged. Again with the same haste, he took one wide stride into it. "It's better than going up there and dragging him back, isn't it? Is that what you expected me to do?"

"Yes Kage, I did." I confess, following him into the elevator. I doubt any of them have ever seen me this pissed off. Usually I'd just go silent when a fight between Kage and I started. Not this time though. He's not getting off that easy. "There's more to supporing than just letting him do it. Tell him that you miss him. Shit, tell him that he can do it. He's probably scared out of his mind that he's going to fail and here you are walking around like the king jack off that you are."

"Yes, I am King Jack Off and I enjoy every fucking minute of it." Kage now took to ignoring Keiji the best he could. He obviously didn't feel like fighting all that much and just wanted to go quiet again like he had hours before. "I didn't say he couldn't, now did I. Fuck off and leave me alone already, for God's sake. You're fucking worse than Nikki, but at least he can be distracted by a piece of shiny fucking tin foil."

"But you didn't say he could!" I counter. "Sometimes that means more than anything and until you realizing that you're just going to keep breaking him. Some day the way you show people you care about them is going to be the death of them."

"Keep breaking him. And how in the hell did I break him before?" Despair-black eyes had gone stormy and now they were a cold dead grey. Or thjey appeared to be at least. "If you care so fucking much, why don't you go get him yourself?"

