“Ever heard of offices and kitchens? Not to mention at lest nice bathrooms. Of course the floor isn’t as big as the building. But there are rooms where people can hold meetings, a kitchen, bathroom and more than one office kid.” He raised a brow and grinned. “Oh really?” Grinning he looked at the bouncers. “Tie him up, gag him and blind fold him.” He turned and walked black to the desk and sat down. “Dump his body in the harbor when your through with him.” 

Grinning he sat back in his chair watching the bouncers advance on you ready to do what they where told. 

---- 

"Still not big enough to fill this space. You really should stop underestimating people. It'll get you in trouble." Jomei said, shaking his head softly. A sudden squeak from Jomei was acquired when he was picked up from the chair. 

"Oh, is this the part where I get repeatedly raped and then left for dead? I must say that this is my favorite part." He pointed out, laughing softly. This wouldn't be the first time that Jomei had been in a position such as this. Obviously he was still standing, therefore he didn't think he had much to fear.

He simply rolled hiss eyes and looked at you. “What you want kid? Apparently this happens to you a lot.” This was starting to get on his nerves; looking completely bored he moved firing the gun at the boys shins. This wasn’t a game and this boy was really annoying. 

“Offices are more so when they are meeting places child.” Not to mention what was under the club. He got up and grabbed a trench off the wall, slipping into it he walked over to the bouncers. “Now tie him up!” He needed a new person to cut up; if this boy was so willing to be killed then well he would just have to do it. Looking at you he grabbed your chin. “And we don’t leave people for dead, we make sure they ARE.” 

The bouncers picked you up tying up tightly, so tight it was enough to give you rope burns, they also gagged and tied a blind fold around your eyes. What was going to happen you didn’t know. All you could feel at this point was being dragged around then thrown into a trunk of a car.

"Does it really matter? You don't seem to want to give me a chance to test anything but my speaking ability." Jomei said shrugging. Jomei had seen the gun moving and moved his legs out of the way before Genesis had the chance to put a bullet in one of them. 

"Oh, do you promise?" Jomei asked, a little too hopefully. Before Genesis could pull away, however, Jomei reached up and pulled him far enough down to press a kiss to his lips. "There, that was part of what I wanted." 

Jomei didn't even bother to fight the bouncers. To him, this was the fun part. He knew that some day it was likely to get him killed, but he'd prefer it that way. He liked the thrill a little too much.

He blinked as you kissed him. Ah a little freak was what he had on his hands. Oh interesting, the car ride was a bit of a long one. Not to mention something smelled in the trunk of the car and it wasn’t a pretty smell. Once the car stopped someone opened the trunk and dragged him out roughly allowing him to fall to a gravel ground. 

Who was dragging him about wasn’t being very gentle about it, not on the rocky ground as the person dragged you up some stone stairs then back down some wooden ones. Someone was talking and it sounded like Japanese, maybe Chinese. Who ever it was taking was giving orders to put you on the table and strap you down. Maybe you should have thought better in the way you came up to this one. Soon the bouncers left and your blindfold was removed and you saw you where in a basement of some kind, not only that but a light was glaring down at you.

Trying to walk when someone tries to drag you is rather impossible, and Jomei knew this. He did, however, put up some bit of a fight anyways, making that part through the drive way a little more uncomfortable than it should have been. And he hoped that bouncer shared in that discomfort just a bit. It was likely that he did. Arms weren't meant to twist quite like that. 

Jomei had to close his eyes for a moment when his blindfold was removed. It didn't take long after that, however, for his eyes to adjust. Once they did, he did his best to pose for Genesis as though he were on stage instead of strapped down to a table. Though, most would probably say Jomei would prefer the table.

He just rolled his eyes getting out some things that would make you bleed. Walking over he cut off the gag making sure to cut the site of your face while he was at it. “Well what do we have you? I think you actually enjoy this.” He watched you for a moment before getting out a few long looking spikes that would be used as throwing daggers. Fingering them he watched you for a moment. 

Grinning he stood over you and looked down at you. “You do know your going to die here don’t you.”

"You're just now getting that, aren't you?" Jomei asked with a smile on his face. Yes, Jomei liked this and he was never one to hide it. He hardly ever got to do things such as this. After a while club owners learned to ignore you, or there was no change to their routine. Jomei got bored easily. 

"People have said that before." He pointed out, shaking his head slightly. "Usually people find a reason to keep me alive just a bit longer."

“No I already knew this, I am stating it just now.” He moved opening your hand and shoving a spike through it into the table pinning you down. Grinning he looked at you. “I am a bit different from other people when I mean to kill someone I do so. Though I might drag out their death making them wish I would kill them faster.” He watched you smiling.

“How much do you enjoy walking?” He chuckled watching you.

Jomei let out a cry when he felt the spike pierce through his hand. However, it wasn't quite the cry that you expect upon such a reaction. It sounded, perhaps, a little more sexual to Genesis than pained. Jomei, despite however much he tried, could not hide the pained look from his face. 

"I need my feet." Jomei pointed out, shifting a bit under the restraints. "People have toe fetishes."

He just chuckled at you cry of pleasure from the action. Moving he did the same to your other hand making sure it hurt a lot. “Ah but this has nothing to do with a toe fetish.” Leaving you for a moment he got a strap and seurced it around your thighs. Picking up another throwing dagger he grinned up at you. “How much did you say you like walking?” Fingering the throwing dagger he just grinned. “These are such lovely things don’t you think?” He slowly licked the blade before letting it dangle over your legs as he grinned. “hmm what to do with you now.”

He half leaned over you watching you closely. Not even waiting he plunged one through your thigh. Moving he did the same to your other leg but this time putting the knife through your café. That would make sure you didn’t run anyway and it wasn’t pleasureful at all.

Jomei's body buckled under the pain of the blades. It looked like he was trying to curl up, but the straps prevented it. This time, Jomei's cries were pained. They verged almost on screams even. Tears start to well in his eyes, but he wouldn't permit them to spill. 

Perhaps Jomei had actually gotten in over his head this time.

Yes Jomei had gotten him self into something over his head. Grinning down he loved those screams you made, moving towards your head he tilted your chin so you had to face him. “Your screams might just spare your life for now. Such lovely screams when you’re not enjoying it.” Laughing and turning he found a pair of scissors, turning back to you he started cutting away your shirt from your body. Oh yes he was having a lot of fun currently.

Now that running away would be difficult he finished cutting your shirt off you and then moved removing the bindings that held your feet down. He didn’t however remove the bindings for hands and the one around your thighs as well. “So how much do you want to live and what would you be willing to do in order to live?” He grinned more knowing at this point you realized your mouth has gotten you into some really trouble.

Jomei shifted under the restraints still, hoping that the movement might lessen the pain some. However, despite that the pain was even too much for him, it still stimulated the masochist burried within him. It was, if Genesis chose to look, becoming rather obvious in certian parts of his body that despite the pain, there was pleasure burried somewhere in there. 

"What wouldn't I do is the better question." Jomei said softly, settling down a bit in his movements. The pain, though slowly, was beginning to die off some. It was still enough to make him nauseous, however.

“You didn’t answer either way.” He moved back handing you hard sending your body moving, which didn’t help the fact you had spike like knives still sticking out of your body. “Maybe I need to do more to you.” He took another knife and ran a large cut down the center of your chest. “I could just slice you open and let you bleed to death. That would be interesting.” 

He was already getting bored with you. Moving he picked up some vinegar and poured it into your wounds making them sizzle and string, he was sure he had a bottle of peroxide around here could use and watch it bubble, that was so cool.

A little whimper found it's way out of Jomei's lips when he felt skin tearing slightly as his body moved against the steaks in his hands. The cut down the center of his chest earned another moan-like cry. Stuff like that Jomei could handle, and it didn't do much to that slight burning in his hips. 

The next thing that comes from Jomei, however, is a scream. A full one just as Genesis would like. Jomei could feel his stomach turn almost to the point of throwing up from the pain and the smell of his vinegar. "Would you prefer it if I said anything you want me to?"

He grinned enjoying that sound, moving he left you alone and came back with a brown bottle. “Don’t want to get an infection now do we?” He laughed cutting away your nice pants. Awe to bad, moving he saw the blood and spikes. Oh how lovely, slowly he pored the peroxide over the wounds, then slowly pulling the knives out of your thighs as he poured the disinfectant over you open wound. This was so much fun, grinning he did this to each of your wounds before tossing the knives down.

“What nasty holes you have there. I wonder if you hang from them as well.” He moved so you could see some chains and shackles that where hanging above you. Oh yes cruel much? But you where to easy and he wanted to make you scream, until you where begging him to stop.

Jomei cried out softly when he felt the sting of the peroxide. His legs tried to jerk out of their restraints to get away, but they didn't budge. It was a natural reaction to move away from the source of pain-- one which Jomei disliked. To him, it showed weakness. 

"Don't put those through the wounds." Jomei pleaded faintly. Anything else would have been fine with Jomei. Hanging from wounds or holes had always been something that made him want to throw up.

He looked down at the grinning. “Ah something your scared of? Finally.” He laughed pulling at the chains. “Hmmm I think I have something a little better for you.” Moving he left the table and you heard the same chains being lowered. Grabbing a metal rod with thick cuffs on them, grinning he looked at you. “Hi there. My name's Genesis. I've had delusions of grandeur since I was a child.” He laughed as you felt a hook go through your hand slowly. But then you felt a cuff be strapped around your wrist. The same was done to the other hand as well the rod help support you so you didn’t tear your hands completely he wanted you to be able to have them left.

Moving he pulled you off the table and stood you on the floor using the chains you now hung from as support. Kneeling he placed your feet on a small platform that seemed to attack to the rod that crossed over you shoulders. This would keep you from badly tearing you hands as well. Moving he cut off any underware you had chosen to wear that evening. Walking away from you he pulled on another chain that lifted you into the air making you hang there. Grinning he looked at his work. “So pretty.”

Something between a moan and a whimper escaped Jomei as the cool metal slid through his torn skin. A look of fright passed his face until the shackles closed around his wrist. "Genesis," Jomei repeated in a whisper. The movement off the table, even if Jomei wasn't the one moving, hurt his damaged muscles. This wasn't even the good kind of pain and it caused him to whimper again. 

Since the cover of Jomei's last shread of clothing was removed, it would be quite easy to see his body's reaction to the pain. It wouldn't leave any room for Genesis to doubt Jomei's level of masochisim. Feebly, Jomei tested his restraints, only to wince as the hooks moved in his hands.

He grinned looking at his master piece knowing you are one for pain clearly but this wasn’t the kind of pain your mind was wanting even though your body was enjoying it greatly. Tapping his chin he looked at you. “Hmmm I want you to scream what else can I do to make you scream?” He laughed watching you with his hands on his hips. “I think I shall leave you here for the evening to let you think about the trouble you have gotten your self into. I am not through with you yet child. Maybe this will teach you some manners.” He startede to walk away moving to clean up things.

He just left you hanging there grinning and waiting to see what you do at being left alone hanging like that.

"I could think of a few things." Jomei stated a bit suggestively, even if that would earn him a little more punishment. If nothing else, it would keep Genesis from leaving him there, at least for a few moments. Though, it likely wouldn't do any good for Jomei to prove that he had some form of manners. 

...Not that he cared too much.

“I am sure you could.” He picked up your pants and found your ID. “But that’s not the case Jomie they would be things you wanted, as for now don’t worry there is plenty of company. The rats will be very happy they have fresh blood.” He grinned looking at you over his shoulder.

“I do how ever want to beat that pretty little face of yours, maybe put a few more holes in your body as well. There is plenty of things I could do to you. But I think you want to get laid more than anything. Give me a good reason why I shouldn’t kill you?”
Jomei didn't exactly like the thought of rats being anywhere near him and it was rather obvious. He never had liked the over-grown parasites. They didn't get any more attractive at the mention of them wanting to eat any part of him. 

"Can you blame me?" Jomei, asked looking up at Genesis. "I could show you why someone would want to keep me around. But in order to do that, you'd have to take me down and I don't think you'd be wanting to do that anytime soon."

He looked at you faking his interest. “Hmm how about you tell me and I will think about it.” He watched you moving to lean against what looked like cages, yup there was the over-grown parasites. He was playing with the hatch on the doors grinning, he would turn his lovelies free and then where would you be? Seeing how they where all nice and wanting out due to the smell of human blood. “Talk quickly Jomie.”

"I have a big mouth." Jomei pointed out, raising his eyebrows. "I can't explain it to you. It's not something you can explain and give it justice." Jomei was getting tired and it showed. It probably had something to do with the bloodloss. Or the pain that his wounds had caused. However, Jomei would assign it to Genesis' in ability to let him even prove that he was worthy of keeping. He could easily say it was like banging your head against a wall.

He rolled his eyes and moved releasing the chain that held you allowing you to pretty much drop faster than you went up. This would case pain to your wounds oh yes an asshole wasn’t he. Grinning he watched you then moved over to you releasing you from your binds and the hooks. “Get up.” He was going to make you walk up out of the basement like a creep he was.

Jomei's first instinct was to cuss him out and call him insane for inflicting such wounds and expecting him to walk. He didn't, however, take initiative to that action. It would only get him handing on the wall again, from the wounds in his hands this time. Jomei let Genesis see the malice in his eyes, but, carefully, he started to push himself up. A sharp cry filled the basement when he did manage to stand. 

Oh God, I'm going to die. Another whimper escapes from Jomei when he tried to support himself with one of his hands. Be he was standing.

He just laughed at you. “My my aren’t you showing to be strong.” He moved and walked around you. “And think all I have to do is push here.” He pushed his finger to the wound on your thigh waiting for you to fall though it would be into his arms. He wouldn’t make you walk, he just wanted to see what you would do if he made you stand. Your reaction was quite pleasing.

Jomei tried to keep a pained look from his face. Jomei was strong-- the kind of person who'd rather fall trying than say he can't. At least he was in such matters. Especially since Jomei's life rested in whether or not he could impress Genesis. Things like these tended to do just that. 

With the press to Jomei's open flesh, he cried out. He crumpled into Genesis arms easily. If he weren't in pain he'd breathe a sigh of relief to be off of his feet.

He laughed and carried you up the stairs and into the main part of the house. It was actually large very open and just breath taking, he must make a lot of money. Moving he went towards what looked like a bathroom and set you down in this very large and would be a very nice bathtub before leaving you there to get some bandages and gauze. He also got some disinfectant again. Moving he poured some disinfectant over your hand and dressed your wounds before cleaning up the bathtub.

Making sure you weren’t going to bleed to death or all over everything he picked up back up and carried you towards his master bedroom. “time to see how well that mouth can be.”

As he was carried through the house, Jomei's eyes wandered around, taking in as much as they possibly could. It was quite a beautiful house. In fact, it acutally intimidated him to a degree. He probably wasn't the type of decoration one kept in such a place. Especially bloody like he was. 

He looked at you as you pouted. “What is that for?” He grined and leaned down playing with your chin. “Your not going to die yet, and your not going to choke to death on the collar.” He laughed walking away from you towards the bathroom, a shower sounded nice right now. He took a shower that was long and very warm, you could see the steam coming up from the door as he bathed. 

He had pretty much left you there until he came out wrapped in a towel. Currently he was ignoring you as he died him self and put on some sweat pants. He was thinking of food right now and you where nothing more than a pet so you got to stay like that.

While Genesis busied himself in the shower, Jomei's eyes darted around the room. He could, if he really wanted to, get the collar off of him. He had been a juvinile delinquent for quite some time and could really pick just about any lock given to him. However, if he did get the collar off there was no way he could hobble out the door and far enough away to actually not be caught and then definately murdered. Jomei resigned to just trying to reach for a blanket. He doubted he was allowed to have one, but it was cold and Jomei had next to no body fat on him and easily froze. 

Jomei quickly discovered, however, that the chain was too short to allow him to reach the bed. With a small defeated sigh, Jomei moved painfully back against the wall and jutted out his bottom lip for an audience of none in the room. If nothing else, at least he could pout.

He looked over at you pouting and laughed. “Whats that pout for child?” He moved and picked up an old dusty blanket. Yes it got cold in here, tossing it at you he moved over to you and unhook the chain not allowing you to even grab the blanket. “Crawl.” He tugged on the chain and let you into the living room and towards the kitchen. Crawling would not hurt as much for one leg but the other owie, not to mention your hands. 

Attaching a chain to a ring on the floor he watched father into the kitchen and started fixing him self a meal, it smelt wonderful from where you where held up. Maybe you would get some of it?

It only took a few moments for Jomei to figure out a way to crawl and keep pain to a minimum. The heel of Jomei's hand was used to balance himself and the fact that he wasn't using one leg unless he had to. This didn't, however, mean that Jomei didn't wince occaisonally when the pain got too much. 

Once Genesis had hooked the chain to the floor, Jomei sat next to the ring and pulled his legs up to his chest. It wasn't so much that he was ashamed of being naked still, but that he was still cold. The food didn't even phase Jomei at the moment.

He glanced over at you and smiled. Oh yes he had a new pet now. Once he was done cooking he sat everything down on the table which was just out of your reach. If you really impressed him you would live if you didn’t learn and where a failur you would die. Hopefuly you realized you where not leaving any time soon. He was eating contently knowing full well how cold it was in here, and it wasn’t going to get any warmer. He liked it cold.

His mind was working on what to do with you now. Not that it mattered much, all loud mouth brats in the end where dead. None of them could live through what he called training. Right now your life was spared but not for long and you where not treated like a equal. Not until he you learn manners and that he would teach you .

Despite Jomei's loud-mouth tendancies, he was capable of being quiet. What would be even more shocking Genesis was that he actually had manners as well, though he rarely displayed them. His eyes watched Genesis as he moved to the table. However, Jomei kept his seat on the floor quietly. He didn't try for the table or whine at Genesis. Half the time he didn't even look at him. His eyes found a random spot on the floor to stare at and keep quiet. 

Jomei knew this part well enough.

He continued to eat, it was a thick juicy steak, with gravy and broccoli smothered in velveta cheese. If you wanted some you had to ask for it, he wasn’t going to simply give it to you. Your silences meant you where not hungry and he continued eating and smirking. He had some wine with him, and a soda. Though if you where too quite he might end up forgetting that you where there. 

Wouldn’t that be a shame you would simply starve.

Jomei could smell the food but it didn't appetize him in the least. Maybe the broccoli and cheese, but definately not the cow. Sometimes the most unlikely people were vegetarians. That certianly was the case with Jomei. 

Not to mention that he simply wasn't hungry. 

"Can I have some water, please?" Jomei finally asked softly, looking up at Genesis. Okay, so water doesn't count for hunger, but it would be good to get that taste out of his mouth.

He glanced over at Jomie, getting up he walked into the kitchen filing something up. Coming back he had a cat or dog bowl in his hands. He set in on the floor with in Jomie’s reach and patted you on the head. He finished his meal and moved to clean up his dishes, this was going to be very amusing if you asked to eat. Grinning to him self he cleaned up the kitchen and wandered down the small stage like step into the living room where he flipped on a massive TV. This was quite interesting indeed.

Jomei tried to keep a somewhat disgusted look off of his face at the sight of the pet bowl. He was, actually rather successful, though he would refuse to drink out of it like an animal would and picked it up to drink. He would probably get smacked for it, but he wasn't too concerned with that. 

Watching Genesis leave the kitchen, Jomei opened his mouth to protest, but thought better of it. He just stared at Genesis' back until he could no longer see him before lookign down at where the chain met the floor. Jomei idly wondered how quietly he could undo that and sneak out, his tongue playing through the piercing in his lip while his mind calculated distances from what parts of the house he had seen.

He knew what you where doing, he wasn’t that stupid. Watching the news for a bit he found it boring as ever, but he had to keep up with current evens. Finally he got up and walked back into the hall where you could see him, walking past you he moved to the front door making sure it was locked, then he turned out the hall light. Coming back down the hall he made his way to the kitchen and dinning room making sure everything was locked up there as well. Finally he walked over to you and unhooked your chain and taking it as a leash like before.

Tugging the chain he started through the house making sure the lights where off before heading to the master bedroom, where you would be attached again to the wall and forgotten for now. Flipping on the TV there he moved into bed and watched TV on the nice fluffy pillows with the lights mostly out. 

Probably one of the most foolish things to do while trying to keep Jomei would have been to take him through the house. Jomei was still in great pain, trying to find a way to crawl after Genesis, however, this did not stop his eyes from wandering. What most failed to realize was that Jomei's eyes weren't wandering. They were memorizing. His mind made a hundered subconscious calculations as to distances while remembering the layout of the house. 

There was a reason that Jomei was part of a design team for clubs. He was the one to give them the floorplan. 

Jomei just sighed softly and picked up the blanket that Genesis had thrown at him earlier. The sound of his back popping filled the silence for a few momentes as he layed down before tucking the blanket around him.

 He listened to your back pop as he laid there watching Tv. The blanket wasn’t very big at all, it was pretty damn small. The light finally clicked out and there was nothing but a low dull glow of the TV until that too clicked out when the movie was over with.

