The hunger welled in him side of him; the more he needed the more he wanted. Growling softly from the darkness of his room he watched out the door. The house was quite, very quite. There had been no word of Umay and his father; things had changed since Umay moved out into his own home. There was a flash of moment as he left his room, another soft flash when he left the house. Growling in hunger he looked around, he needed prey something to slice and make bleed. He wanted that red liquid, he needed it running over his tongue. His own bloodline was awakening in him, the bloodline of his father. Heavy boot fell against the pavement as he walked into town. The white he wore stood out against the lights, anything would to due tonight.

It didn’t take him long to be in the heart of Tokyo. The lights, the clubs, the flesh that passed him, it was like being a kid in a candy store. Here where the nightlife bloomed, drugs, sex and rock n roll to the fullest. He needed to find a place he hardly went to, where they didn’t know him. There was a familiar thumping under his feet, vibrating his body with a musical beat. Prefect, sneering he moved to get in line for a near by club, the darkness in the beat had drawn to him called him. This would be prefect. From his standing point he could see the lights, how they swirled and danced. The rest of the place was dark and almost secluded, finally a chance. Paying his way in he wandered to the bar, a drink and some walking that’s what he needed now.

After he ordered his drink he moved around the club, like a panther on the hunt. His dark eyes checking out what was around him. Making sure that there was places to hide and go, that anything wouldn’t be found until they closed shop. He was cataloging everything in his mind, giving everyone a place and rating. The lower the rating the less of a chance they had. Taking a sip of his drink he moved a more lightly parts of the club, checking them out making sure there was an easy escape of his plans backfired. Though he doubted they would. He was trained and a master at his abilities. Everything about being an assassin and bodyguard was quickly coming into play was the time moved on. Umay always said his training was good for something. Now he knew what.. killing.

For the past little while, I haven’t been able to spend much time with my wonderful little damphyr toy. However, that doesn’t mean that I haven’t been watching. It was from the shadows though. Always. I think it’s because I like to play with him. I like to torture him just as much as I love to fuck him. He’d find things misplace and just plain missing. It was especially fun to do when Umay had moved out. This way there was a lack of people to blame. 

The entire trip throughout downtown Tokyo, there was a set of red eyes following him. I’m surprised he didn’t notice, but then again, he looked awfully determined. 

Even in the club, my eyes showed right behind him. The neon lights made it easy to dim them without me having to, but people still saw them. And probably thought they were just hallucinating. I finally decide t disrupt him by grabbing his ass. Before he can turn around, I go back into hiding, trying to conceal my laughter.

He jumped nearly squealing, he was Guido he did not squeal. Then again it was different when you’re having madding sex with a demon. Turning he glared at the shadows, hm something was with him. He knew it and it was hiding from him. Grinning slowly as this game of his became one of cat and mouse. Chuckling he turned back to the club picking out prey. The boy he had targeted was hot, I mean fall to your knees and ask for it repeatedly hot. He had everything he needed and thanks to the ass grabber he started feeling might high on his feelings. Walking slowly with a sway of his hips that would make even Anisa do a double take he walked up to this boy. “Hey there.” He wasn’t hot him self but he wasn’t ugly, so he had a chance.

Nearly growling when he was ignored as the other turned his head the other way. Well okay he would have to play hardball. While the target had his head turned Guido slipped something into his drink. That would get the party going, moving he tried again. “Don’t ignore me. You’re bored and it’s written on your face. Well all just want to have a good time.” Yeah but that good time was going to be his and not the targets, besides he had a pretty good idea someone else was hiding and watching him. He also had a good idea who it was, like it wasn’t hard who else would grab his ass and be able to get away before they drew back with a nub. 

Waiting for the drugs to kick in he was already working his magic. Placing little touches and kisses on his prey. He almost purred when he started getting reactions, there were so many pluses working for the yakuza. Glancing up slightly from one of his little kisses his eyes made a survey of the room, no one was paying much mind to him. Now time for the rest of the plan. Thankfully for his cataloging he had a prefect place to take his prey to, standing he took the drugged prey by the wrist and leaded him through the mass of people. Knowing his follower was going to come along, that’s what he was hoping on.

Denneth: I move into the apartment and set Tarou down
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I can’t help but smirk the entire time. Jealous? No, not really. The human thing, no matter his prettiness, probably wouldn’t survive Guido. If Guido decided to keep him, that’s going to be a different story. We’ll get there later though. 

And I do follow Guido. I can’t help it. I have to see how much he’s learned. And if he hasn’t figured out I’m watching him yet, I’m going to be disappointed.

Once out back in the alleyway he peered up at his pretty prey. He would make him slowly bleed, but first thing was first he needed to make sure the boy couldn’t scream. Moving slowly he reached into his jacket pulling out a small and thing spike looking nail. Keeping his touches up and kisses there he moved the prey’s head just right, with a slight flick of his wrist he jammed the spike through the boys neck. Knowing the human body well enough, he had hit a point where it did miss any important veins, the only thing he managed to hit was the vocal cords. Cutting them completely. That would keep his prey from screaming. 

He watched grinning as the prey tried to scream, but the only sound that came out was muffled moans. Taking a step back he looked over the boy who now slid down the wall, what else could he do to him. Grinning he watched him for a moment before pulling out a small leather roll, crouching next to the body he unrolled the leather wrappings. The contents gleamed in the dim light, there many knives of all shape and sizes hidden with in the roll. Now which one to start out with. Growling softly he picked up one knife and started cutting the boys hair. The long strong strands would sever him later in his games, setting them on the leather for safety he started his games. 

Slowly he cut off the prey’s clothing, bit by bit as the pain from the spike sunk in more to the prey’s mind that he was going to die. Getting out a skinning knife he worked carefully and with love on splitting the skin on the boy’s chest, arms and neck, glancing around he looked for things to use in his games. Bouncing back to the roll he pawed through it looking for long flexible wires that where hidden some where in there. That’s what he needed and wanted.

A small glowing red ball rolls right into Guido’s foot. A soft little voice tells him in his mind that it will make even his blood ache. My lips contort into a very evil little smile. I can help, right? Yes, I can. Just a little. A push in the right direction. 

It’s like walking a student on their own for the first time. So much pride. Well, and it’s making me want to jump him. We’ll discuss that later. 

I can’t help but look over his shoulder at his tool kit. I think I may have to borrow that from time to time. So many fun sharp things.

Pulling out long thing wires he moved back over to his toy, grinning he looked over places in the arm and slowly inserted one end into the boy’s shoulder then into the wrist. Blinking he looked down at the red ball, his face twisted into a dangerous smile as he picked it up. Hmmm Die, how nice. He resisted licking the ball, instead he hopped up a little opening the boys mouth. He looked at the now red tongue and slid it in. Adding to the pain he moved back to his pack of toys and picked out what looked like a needle used for stitching, laughing softly to him self. Picking up a few strands he had cut from the boys head he started sowing his mouth closed. 

This was so much fun for him as he stitched flesh to flesh making mind to get the tongue into some of that action as well. Giggling like a mad man he pulled the skinned flesh of the boys arm and chest over the wire. The way he had done it the wire make this loop and arch, over the arch he slowly stitched the skin from the boys chest and arm together. It was still attached to the boy, so it must it been painful. From the tears in the prey’s eyes he knew it was. So much more pleasing to him, he could feel the pulsing beat from the building next to him and feel Die standing close. Making a soft growling purr sound he dripped his fingers into the blood that the boy was pouring and brought them to his lips slowly lapping them. Making some rather interesting sounds he repeated the same method on the other side of the boy. Taking out a long knife he cut what looked like slits into the skin that had been one on the boys chest and now stretched over the wiring. It made him look like he had gills almost. 

This gave him an idea, he needed to make a new mouth as well. Maybe some other things as well. This almost too much fun, but he knew Die was watching him. Purring slightly over his shoulder he just grinned, he was making this boy beautiful. Picking up yet another knife he started stripping the boy of any remaining clothing. Blinking he tsked softly. “no wonder why you didn’t want me. Look at the size of that thing.. so tiny.” He laughed watching even more fear fill the boys eyes. He know the boy was wishing for death soon, and he wasn’t going to let it happen.

