Ruby red hair was no longer falling over his eyes, instead standing in careless, messy spikes as he brought the cigarette to his lips, the almond eyes carefully hiding beneath violent tinted spectacles as his eyes scanned over the papers. It was quite a tempting offering, but since becoming an employee for Niikura Kaoru, Die's standards had become quite high. With a sigh, he set the papers aside, deciding that it was only killing. 

Only killing. He mused at the thought for a moment, giving it a little too much concentration before getting distracted by the flow of drugs through his system, and bursting into rather uncontrollable, unexplainable laugher. Several heads were turned to him in the musky bar, but nobody would utter a word. The man was, after all, a killer with a fantastic reputation. He had took out groups of men by himself with a single gun in this very bar. 

Deciding that the trail of thought could simply not be supported without the boost of drugs, he pushed the papers from the neglected little desk in the corner, earning himself a few disrespectful glares, which he responded to with a cocky smirk, Die mumbled several incoherent curses and slid, almost cat like to the bathroom, taking out the little bag of cocaine and carefully lining it up.

He hated bars, well not the bars but the people in them. So he had no reason to be here but the fact people had invited him to this place. Sighing his friends laughed loudly in their drunken stupidors causing a few people to look their way, not as much as the red headed man that he seemed to notice before laughing to him self. Shaking his mop of black hair he finally excused him self from his friends and headed to the bathroom. 

He felt ill with the smell of cheep beers and around him, not only that a friend of his had waved around his beer enough to splash into his hair. Walking into the bathroom he noticed the same deranged red head taking his lines, he pitied people to over come with them selves so badly they had to do drugs. Then again people weren’t as always lucky as he was, one of the few people out there with money to spend that wasn’t tied in with the yakuza. Then again he was sure some where they where tied to the mafia, 

Sighing he grabbed some paper towels slightly wetting them and trying to get most of the beer out of hair. He couldn’t help but steal glances at the red hair in the mirror while he cleaned him self up a little. He was dressed nicely it some what spoke of money in his turtleneck and leather jacket. He hated that he enjoyed fashion but half the time it screamed he had money. Shaking his head trying to clear his thoughts he threw away soiled paper towels and pulled out some clean ones pampering his hair one more. All this time his eyes wandering towards Die.

His lips, the attractive colour of pastel rose petals, trembled and parted to take in a deep breath. One hand was extended, slowly slipping down the glass as he leaned over the sink, deep, sharp breaths leaving his lips in rapid movements. Inside his head, there was another story. Everything was spinning so wonderfully, and that's why he felt he needed such support. His sunglasses had been put to one side, carefully folded to show rather odd perfectionism. Colours. Red, blue, green, they all swirled around him, and for a moment, just a moment, everything was fine. 

Unfortunately, that moment faded far too quickly, and Die's eyes slowly moved back up to met the reflection of the self he didn't like the reflection he gave a rather unsatisfied glare to. All of his 'equipment' was taken one by one, but back together perfectly and stuffed into the back pocket of his denim pants, giving no concern to anybody seeing. It wasn't like any comments were going to be made to a man who had a minimum of four guns attached to his body at the time. 

His eyes, deep and someone dilated, mangled to meet Klaha's. A devious smile, quite like that of a feline, curled his lips. "How rude of me," the smile widened, his grin of absolute, almost child like perfection. "I really should of shared." Despite his tired eyes, which were soon enough covered with the glasses, his appearance was most impressive. A striped, black dinner jacket hung over a trendy black top, which looked perfect hanging over his baggy, black jeans.

He blinked and shook his head. “I don’t do drugs so it’s not a problem.” He went back to his hair; finally he fluffed it and tried to push it back into place. He came away a bit messier than he wanted it but with a few head tosses he was happy with it looked. He glanced to the mirror image to the druggie; he couldn’t help think if the guy lay off the drugs he would be quite a knock out. Shaking his head to rid him self of thoughts he sighed moving to the door and peeking out, gods his friends where still at it. 

He felt so embarrassed right now thanks to his group of friends, moving back he leaned against the wall pulling out a cigarette out from his jacket and dug around for his lighter. He would just hide in here for most of the night, not a lot of people came into the bathrooms in these types of places anyway so it was safe. Frowning he put a cigarette between his lips and continued hunting his pockets for a lighter, then he glanced over to where you where. “Hey do you got a light?”  The guy was a druggie he would have a light.. right?

Once the effect of the drugs had worn off and he mumbled to himself about how horribly short lived all good things were, he was now messing with his hair, wet fingertips tossing the spikes in all directions until the desired effect was achieved. Due to the lack of gel and the hair being too long to achieve perfection without gel, coming about one and a half inch from his head now, he gave up, a simple glare shot to his hair before he sighed and reached for a cigarette, practically unable to cope without the little white cylinders for more than a duration of half an hour. And even though he'd only had one ten minutes ago, the fact that the speed seemed to slow time for him, oddly enough, Die's conscience let him have another one. He was going to get shot before he had lung cancer anyway. 

Dark eyes, with a slight coating of eyeliner, looked to the other man once more, a small grin playing on his lips as the lighter was brought out, his own cigarette lit first before the large silver thing was tossed to the other's direction. The man was quite impressive, earning himself a raised eyebrow from Die, and another, lightly softer smile. "You seem a bit too well behaved and dressed to be here. What's the matter?" Of course he was only joking, but he was actually genuinely curious. 

It was very rarely that attractive, well dressed people came here, a bar of drunken whores and drug addicts, like himself. "Now I don't know about you but I don't like hanging around toilets. I have paperwork to sort out so," he paused, giving a shrug and pushing past Klaha slightly, shooting him a smile as he pointed to his own secluded table in the corner, resembling a private booth more than anything. "When you're done with the lighter, come give it back. I might even be nice enough to buy you a drink."

He caught the lighter easily enough before glancing at you while he lighted his cigarette. “EH?” He blinked for a moment completely caught off guard by that question. Nodding slowly he looked out seeing his friends making happy drunken times with some girls that had wandered in. Oh lord, he would never live that down if he went over now. He watched Die for a moment before he nodded. Yeah at lest it would give him someone to talk to, other than his friends who would need him to call them a cab. 

Braving it he looked around going back into the crowd of people. He went over to the table he went to and started talking to the man that brought him there that he was going to return something to Die. The guy seemed to white as a sheet for a moment before shaking his head. Klaha being him-self ignored his friend and started off towards Die’s table. Setting the lighter down on the stack of papers. “I am returning your lighter.” He moved flicking ashes some where off to the side not to ruin your paper work or get into your hair. “And to answer your question from before, I am to well behaved and dressed for this place. Yet it was my friends idea to come here not mine.”

Those brilliant eyes were concentrating on the papers in front fo him now, most of which had been moved to a side of the table, the rest used to build up his collection of alcoholic bottles. Die was surprisingly sober considering the amount of alcohol that had obviously been drunk. But he was a professional, ne? His eyes shot up, watching Klaha converse with the man before turning his gaze back to the paperwork, smirking. Who would of thought killing involved so much work. But there was so much a 'professional' like him had to fill out. The birth certificates of some men, for example, needed to be changed completely. They needed new identities, new lives. And unfortunately, due to the lack of a secretary, he was forced to do it. 

When Klaha returned though, he shuffled the papers into one, deciding to put a rather innocent application form on top, even though he wasn't really ashamed, but didn't want to intimidate the other. It was only when Klaha flicked the ash from his cigarette that Die realised his own had been dangling in-between his lips, and was now drooping, threatening to flick onto his work. He cursed, and flicked the ash away, moving a little to make room for the man with a respective distance in-between them. 

"So are your friends whores or drug addicts?" Die said with a grin, pointing to the selection of alcohol on the table. "Do help yourself."

He raised a brow. “Neither their just some rich brats wanting to ‘slum it’ and pick up some easy chicks.” He shook his head then moved sitting down in the space you made for him. Blinking he looked over the alcohol then shook his head, he didn’t feel much like getting drunk at the moment. “Maybe later, if I start now I am going to end up drunk and that’s not going to be fun in the morning.” He laughed a bit then looked around before flicking more ashes away from him self. 

Though he was dressed to nicely and acted better than half his friends in the place he didn’t give off an air of a rich brat, more like the air of a businessman. As if he knew how to handled him self and nothing else. He blinked at the pile you where nearly clawing your hair out over, tilting his head he noticed it was an application of some shorts. “Hey an application from? What for?” He looked at you a bit amused, he never figured you would be a manager of something. “What you hiring for?” He may be loaded but he rather earn his money than have his family hand it to him. The business he was suppose to run when his elders gave it to him would be easy money, that’s one thing he didn’t want. 

Unlike the rest of the higher class he believed in working for you money, hard work always pays off and he would enjoy a job right now. It was an excuse when he didn’t want to go out.

Die's exspression was tense and serious, his hands lightly pressing into Klaha's as he waited for the man to ready himself, his body pressing tight to the other's as his own eyes narrowed and concentration shot to accuratelly gain a better view of the flower. "Right," he mumbled in a soft eresponce to Klaha's go ahead, taking a step to the side, keeping one hand on the gun while the rest of his body lost all contact with Klaha, watching the man with an almost teacher like gaze. 
"Shoot on my third count." Die did seem so very sober now, his concentration and knowledge about this so wonderfully intense. 
"One," he grinned, tightening his grip over Klaha's fingers, encouraging him to begin pulling on the trigger. 
"Two," and just a little tighter. 
"Three." And Die completely let go, arms crossed at his chest as he watched, wondering whether or not the man could actually hit the vase without his help.

He pulled the trigger on three, his eyes shutting tight as he did that. He did hit the vase but not on the mark. Blinking he looked at you seeming in shock. “I hit it?” Not the flower just he vase, he shivered lightly missing that body heat suddenly remembering that they kept it cold in here for a reason. His parents where going to have a fit about the vases they where using for targets, but he really didn’t care. They had the money to pay for new ones and he would use those too.

He looked down at the gun for a moment then at the vase. “I did hit it. And not my foot!” He smiled and chuckled a bit. “Are you hungry? I got some stuff in the kitchen”

Die watched the bullet penetrate the glass, grinning slightly to himself, somewhat proud of his 'student', so to speak. His hands moved to the pockets of his pants rather shyly, after of course, taking the gun back and putting all the safeties on and the such, slipping it back into it's correct place. "Well done. That was a pretty good shot. With some practice, your shots might just be as good as mine!" Not that he was arrogant or anything, modesty *was* present. Just very little of it. Actually, Die was just the sort of person who seemed to burst with confidence but actually possessed very little. None of which he would ever go into. Detail was something disliked by the red head, especially on his personality. "No, seriously. That was impressive," he grinned, moving to shift by Klaha, standing close to him due to the intimidation of the house as he patted the man on the shoulder in silent praise. 

"I'm not really that hungry, actually," he said with a small, polite smile. "Thanks for the offer though. Unless of course, you have some sort of chocolate..."

He laughed. “I doubt I will be as good as you. I don’t have a gun remember. Oh we have rifles but that’s it.” He smirked at you blushing just faintly. “Thanks, at lest it wasn’t my foot right?” He laughed softly, smirking he gave you a look that said you got to be kidding. “OH yeaaah I have chocolate who wouldn’t?” Laughing he walked towards the door again smiling. “How about some chocolate Icecream?”

Die gave a light shrug, following Klaha's every footstep, his socked feet padding softly along the floor as his eyes still looked around, waddling along shyly, head tilted to the side. "That would be cool," he grinned, that little smile stretching his lips enthusiastically. Although Die very rarely felt the urge to eat as a result of taking so many drugs it, simply losing his appetite when he was so uncontrollably high, he could barely feel his own breathing continuing, he liked ice cream. And when Die was drug free for a few good hours, his appetite returned and he did like ice cream. And chocolate. Even if the ice cream was a rather painful reminder of his former love, it just couldn't be given up. Especially since the drugs made him desire sweet thing so desperately. 
"Ne, I should probably get going soon. Don't want your maids calling the cops or something."

He smiled then bowed waving his arm a bit towards the Kitchen, he was acting like the man out side almost mocking him. “This way siiir” He chuckled standing up straight, he was being a idiot a silly one at that. He blinked his expression changing slightly. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.” Smirking at the comment of the maids he waved his hand going into the kitchen and starting to fix two bowls of ice cream. “Don’t worry about it, they wont do anything unless I say something. Have some ice cream!” He laughed pouring chocolate on top of chocolate icecream then spraying the bowls down with whip cream and dumping a bunch of cherries on the top. He tried to not look lonely, but everytime you mentioned leaving he couldn’t help the lonely look slip into his face. He was lonely, living here in this house most people didn’t want to have much to do with him because he is rich. That makes a very lonely life for him and he liked people despite the flaws of life.

Die slipped onto a swirling stool, his barely there bottom shifting a little in the leather before he got comfortable, large eyes looking to Klaha as the ice cream was made. Then back to the ice cream. And to Klaha again. Involuntarily, Die licked his lips. In fact, the red head didn't even appear to notice the action, but the ice cream just looked so delicious, it was practically inevitable. His eyes though, moved to meet Klaha's in thanks as he reached for the bowl, a satisfied and child like expression on his face. In an instant, he found himself relating to that raw emotion in Klaha's eyes, and with a comforting smile he reached out to take the man's hand, giving it a tender squeeze. "...I know it isn't easy. In a place like this. I can only imagine how you feel..." 
But that wasn't the truth, and in fact Die could relate very well, his own brilliant brown eyes showing a similar emotion of loneliness and even confusion, a deep irritant towards the reasons in life why he always found himself alone. 
Die dipped his spoon into the ice cream, sucking it off childishly. "...mmm! This is good!"

He couldn’t help but laugh on the child like look on your face. “Eat up.” He blinked at you suddenly listening a bit, he looked down his own bowl spooning some ice cream and sugary sweetness onto the small spoon. “Ah, you shouldn’t worry a bout me.” He gave you a smile no matter how false it was shrugging. “I’ll live.” He moved looking down at this bowl again before chuckling at you. “Well if you want more after that we go plenty.” Chuckling he ate his own ice cream quietly.

Die dipped the spoon into the ice cream once more, scooping himself a nice little collection of the chocolate, cream and ice cream. His eyes moved to watch Klaha as he ate happily, an expression of an utterly content young man on his face. He continued to eat, silently watching Klaha for a moment before he forced a tender smile, whiles hand began to work on mixing the ice cream together to create a nice, chocolatey slush. 
"I know it's no help, really, advise or words of comfort from a hit man but," he paused, easing his violent movements slowly, the slush beginning to form obediently. "If you ever need anything. Just anyone to talk to or... anything," Die paused, smiling at Klaha brightly, bringing some of the slush to his lips. 

"Come to me, hai? I'm not that bad."

He blinked at you then smiled. “Thanks, despite who you are it is comforting.” He shoved a spoon full of sugary goodness into his mouth, his lips ended up with whip cream all over them. He was just to lazy to lick it off leaving it there. “I think I need company or a party. A party would be cool, though I don’t know a lot of people nor do I know to throw a party people would be talking about for years.” He chuckled blushing a bit before licking the whipcream off the spoon slowly. “Maybe you can help me with that?”

Die grinned as he got more slush, happily putting little amounts of slush into his mouth and consuming it, his bright eyes watching Klaha intensely, occasionally moving to his bowl until it was completely empty. yes. Die was greedy with ice cream. Die was very greedy with ice cream, but he ate so fast his little belly became a little bloated and he doubted he could really have anymore, so he released a small, satisfied sigh, fingers playing over the table before he finally reached over, draping a thumb across Klaha's top lip, getting all the cream off and bringing his fingers back to his own lips, sucking on them lightly as he watched the other man. 
He was actually quite interesting and fascinating to watch. Die gave a crooked grin. 
"Yeah, but all the people I know are hitmen and prostitutes. That wouldn't be a fun party."

He squeaked a bit as your hand was suddenly at his mouth. Blushing he smiled. “Thanks.” He couldn’t help but stare for a few minutes before staring at his ice cream, this was so unfair to him. Raising a brow a bit he smirked. “Why wouldn’t it be a fun party? Don’t have to worry about sex at all.” He laughed slightly before finishing his ice cream and then leaning on the counter looking at you. “All I know are rich people, which I really try not to have anything to do with them. They bother me with they way their additudes are.”

Die tilted his head to the side, leaning on the counter also, as if mirroring Klaha's actions as that priceless smile stretched his lips. "But then there will just be drunken orgies going on everywhere," he placed his hands to his face and pulled a shocked face, looking rather cute as he released a small laugh, shaking his head. "Most people will probably be too wrecked to even stand up. They aren't really wonderful company." A small smile curled his lips at this and he was truly envious of Klaha for a moment, not at all for the status that he had, but rather, for the life that he avoided. 
"The people I've met are like walking corpses. There's no purpose to their lives. No nothing. It's pathetic, really. You wont wish to socialise with people like me," with a small laugh, he patted his pocket, looking at Klaha curiously. "May I have a cigarette?"

“Whats wrong with drunken orgies. Sex sounds really good right now” He smirked at you smiling, sighing he nodded a bit. “Good point. But I like socializing with you Die your nice and well interesting.” He laughed slightly then nodded. “Sure, I want too.” He moved getting up and finding and ashtray. Clearing their bowls and dropping in the sink he smiled sitting back down again. “Want something to drink? I don’t have to much but I have enough to drink.” He smiled at you knowing full well he was trying to keep you here for a while.

Die laughed softly, his hand moving through his hair, ruffling it lightly, then smoothing it back out due to a constant paranoid being present about his perfect locks. Klaha's comment about the sex caused a perfectly shaped eyebrow to rise, eyes glistening with curiosity. "Oh? Should I hold that as an offer, perhaps?" He laughed, shaking his head a little as he moved to take a cigarette form his pocket, setting them on the table and looking at them curiously for a moment, before picking the one he'd originally intended to smoke up, placing it in-between his lips and lighting it at an unbelievable pace, a little cloud of smoke leaving his parted lips. 

"You know all this talk of sex is just not going to be safe for you with me around," he mumbled, grinning at Klaha and wriggling his eyebrows, just to add to the effect.

“eh???” He blinked at you for a moment snagging one of your cigarettes for he was to lazy to get his room. Smirking a bit he chuckled while slightly blushing. “It could be, you might never know.” He winked lighting the cigarette in a lazy manner watching you. “Oh really now? Was I safe at any point? You know being as sexy as I am its never really safe.” He chuckled grinning. “I coooould show you the rest of the house, though you might never leave if you get to ‘test’ out the beds.” He winked again smirking, it wasn’t a bad thing if you didn’t want to leave, not at all. “The beds are big enough to fit four people in them. Its very very nice and soft too.”

Die chuckled, leaning on the kitchen unit as he grinned, the cigarette leaving his lips for a moment and he decided to slip from the stool, absently walking around, attempting to make hinmself appear as casual as usual despite the horrid sensations and thoughts fillinh his mind now. 

"Hey, I really wouldn't tempt me if I were you," he said and began to laugh, shaking his head as a cloud of smoke left this lips in Klaha's general direction, the little cloud lingering in the air before eventually disintegrating and slowly revealing Die's handsome face, watching Klaha with that charming grin. "I haven't had sex in months," he laughed, shaking his head and actually blushing as he reached out for a small piece of paper from his pocket, flicking the ash in there in fear of making Klaha's home filthy. "So just don't!" 

Poor Die. And it was actually true, due to his lack of enthusiasm for almost everything since losing Shinya, he didn't exactly feel the need to meet, and ultimately have pointless one night stands with random people. But of course now time, the boy's absence, and the drugs were really making him better.

He watched you pushing the ashtray closer to you where you currently stand so you can put your ash there, tapping the ash of his cigarette before taking a deep inhale from it. “Tempting is so much fun though, its hard to resist.” He smiled at you, more of a kind smile than anything else. “Is that so? Then it really wouldn’t take much to temp you.” He chuckled softly watching you for a moment. “Is their another reason maybe? That you don’t want to be tempted. You don’t really have to tell me you know, after all I just have met you.” He smiled slightly finishing his smoke quickly and stubbing it out. “Ah I asked before do you want something to dirnk? You never answered me”

"I didn't answer to an offer of alcohol?" Die widened his eyes intentionally, grinning as he sucked the last part of the cigarette he could get, feeling the blissful nicotine fill and caress his lungs, slowly killing the poor living cells inside as he reached over and put the cigarette out, crushing the butt under his thumb, showing barely any irritance towards the burning on his skin now. "Wow, the lack of sex really must be getting to me." He smirked, drawing his hand away and moving to stand by Klaha, deciding to help him with the drinks if they were to get some, a rather innocent and boyish expression on his face. "I'll have a brandy please, if you have that." 

He paused then, realising that Klaha would probably have Brandy. As well as hundreds of other drinks. He contemplated and pondered over the question for a moment before giving a slight shrug. "Temptation usually ends up in mistakes, ne? If I were to take you onto that big bed of yours and fuck your brains out, in the morning, you would probably regret it." Putting it bluntly, Die grinned. "Bad experiences with temptation. Given in. Ending up getting emotions which were much more than just want. And eventually it all broke."

He laughed sliding off the stool and heading to the liquor cabinet. “Yes you did now get over here and make up for.” He smirked pulling down the brandy for you, he him self had brubon. Pouring the glasses of each drink he turned around and handed yours too you. “Sometimes but sometimes they don’t.” He smiled at you taking a sip of liquor. “You say just me, what about you?” He shook his head a bit shuttering at the idea of his brains getting fucked out of him. Now who was being tempting. “Emotions? Who said there was going to be emotions unless you’re the one that wants more than just sex or maybe that’s what it is.” He watched you closer. “You just don’t want to be with random people or scared of being attached? You got burned at some point in time didn’t you.” He took another sip, before moving over to you and patting your shoulder. “Its okay Die, you don’t have to worry about me giving into temptation.”

