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.

“Tarou, I need your help on this.” I say softly. A great advancement in the showing of emotion for Tarou, I’m sure. “Soon there will be people trying to get into the house. They will take or kill anybody they can get their hands on. I want to protect the members of this house as much as I can and this is one way to do it. I can’t do anything during the day.” I explain to him, trying to look as human as possible. 

“I need you to do this for me, Tarou. I haven’t asked for anything from you before. They’ll understand if you explain it to them, I’m sure. But I don’t want to have to send you back to Victoria while you’re still in school and I won’t risk the lives of the people in my house.”

“This hurts, Tarou,” Yukkie whispered, hoping that would explain it. It was quite likely that such an answer would only receive more questioning and Yukkie was already resolving to ignore them. He didn’t know how he could explain such a thing to Tarou. What would be the point of it? He didn’t believe that Tarou would understand. What would be the point of him even trying? Tarou had Kage now, what could he want with Yukkie? A broken childhood friend Tarou couldn’t even remember. Yukkie supposed, right about now, that what his parents said had been right-- he was, in fact, rather useless. 

Yukkie’s tears stopped for a moment when Tarou said that he remembered. Rolling over in his bed, Yukkie looked down at Tarou. “You remembered?” He asked in a near whisper.

He had moved closer still not understand what you meant but ‘This hurts.’ “What Hurts? Are you hurt? Your hand, foot, leg? Maybe you hurt something else you are crying, so you must have gotten hurt. I think they have a nurses office where you can have it looked at if it hurts that bad.” Even in his native he was still adorable. It was a wonder he didn’t have men flinging themselves all over him. Maybe because despite the fact he was cute he had the strange oddness about him to make people stay away. Blinking he looked at you nodding faintly blushing once again. 

“Hai.. I remember a little bit. We said we would always be together and friends. Though I don’t think a friend is what you had in mind was it? You gave me a kiss like in fairy tails and my parents where going to send me away. Everyone thought I was crazy, they still do that hasn’t changed.” He sighed sitting back on the floor more watching you. “You’re the only link apparently to my past, if I knew my past maybe things will be different for me. Maybe I would understand why I can remember or why I forgot. I don’t even know who I am or who I was suppose to be. I am just Ryutarou the crazy boy who sings and sees dead people. Maybe I would know why they wont let me die. Every time I tried they would save me, making sure I got to Kage’s house. Then he would pull out the Tarou-aid kit and stitch up my arms, Kage is the only person I have that comes close to a best friend. I have Keiji and Nikki too but other people I don’t fit or belong to not like friends would. It makes me feel so along more so with the only people I know in Victoria and me here.”

Yukkie knew Tarou wouldn’t understand that. He just resigned himself to rolling his eyes. Tarou never was one to get things like that. Not unless Yukkie came right out and said it. That was a habit that Yukkie no longer had. Not since saying things had gotten him into a mental institution. 

“It doesn’t really matter what I had in mind anymore, does it?” Yukkie asked rather hopelessly. “Maybe you should ask them why they won’t let you die. They like you.” Was that bitterness? A little, yes. Yukkie wasn’t even really liked by the ghosts that followed him around. Tarou had even said so himself. In his mind, Yukkie had enough reason to be bitter. 

“You maybe are the crazy boy, but you were the only one who thought I was worth something.”

He blinked at you not missing anything. “Because you know me in the past and your suppose to be my best friend. People can have more than one best friend you know.” He nodded and just watched you, moving he went back to blank emotionless state hearing your bitterness. He never did well with people who where bitter towards him. “You said my parents died right?” His voice got lower and quite, he didn’t want them to like him he didn’t even want to see them.

“Why didn’t I die with them? I didn’t ask to be liked by them, I didn’t ask anything from them. Do you think I like them following me, information me of when another would die? You know of all people know its not a great feeling. Maybe if you where nicer to them or at lest ask them why they don’t like you. Maybe you should talk to them instead and just be their friend. They have no one Yukkie only us who can see them. Its so lonely for them as it is for me.” He glanced at you and shook his head a bit folding his legs up to press against his chest. “Everyone is worth something. Your not crazy, you seem really nice too. I am sure you will make lots of friends around here.”

Yukkie’s expression just fell. If he was sitting up, Yukkie would have completely sulked in posture by now. Why does Yukkie have to revisit the past? What guarantee did he have that Tarou wouldn’t just disappear again? Yukkie didn’t think he could handle that. His parents sent him here because he was an embarrassment and then to have Tarou disappear for a second time… 

“I don’t know why. We went to the arcade that day and then we split up like we normally did on that corner and later the police found the house. You weren’t there though. Nobody knew what happened to you.” Yukkie whispered, looking at the comforter as it disappeared over the edge of the bed. “I’ve tried talking to them. Not many want to talk to me. I asked them for so many years to help me find you I think they got tired of hearing it.” He said softly. That seemed the best answer Yukkie had for that. 

“I don’t have any friends, Tarou. I’m just as alone as they are.”

He looked at you blinking. “I didn’t go home?” He was confused but that’s okay, sighing he toed the floor then looked back up at you. “Maybe they didn’t want you to find me, maybe it scared them that if you found me they wouldn’t be needed anymore?” That was a good thought. Moving he crawled up on the bed and sat next to you. “What about me?” He almost looked sad. “I am not your friend? I thought we where friends even if I cant remember it all I remember the kiss. And that we are suppose to be friends.”

He watched you for a moment before making himself at home on your bed. “What else Yukkie, tell me more. Where did I live before Victoria and here? What was the town? I live in Victoria now with the band I am in. I am only here until Keiji finds a school like this over there. You should come to one of our shows having more people would be nice.” He curled up laying at the end of the bed a little looking like a cat. “Yukkie did I used to eat or did I always just eat pudding? And why do I like chocolate pudding? Have I always been prone to passing out? I do that on stage, Kage and Keiji blame the fact I don’t eat much if at all.”

“I don’t know where you went. We were supposed to meet later, but you never showed up. Nobody could find you, not even the police. They just assumed you were dead too.” Yukkie answered softly. “I don’t know who you are, Tarou. Only who you used to be. Can you be friends with someone you don’t know?” Yukkie asked, looking up at Tarou now. He could feel a few tears slide down his cheeks as he spoke. He wanted more than anything to have Tarou back. Except, could he ever really have him back? 

“We lived in Vancouver. Not that far away from Victoria.” Yukkie hadn’t even been back to Canada since his parents moved them to New York when he was 15. The police had long since given up looking for Tarou and the spirits didn’t seem to offer much help either. 

With a soft sigh, Yukkie moved down towards the end of the bed and curled up against Tarou. “You used to eat a lot. But your parents never let you have candy or anything, so we used to go to the market and buy the pudding with our allowance. I don’t remember you ever passing out though. Maybe once or twice when the voices got to be too much for you.”

He reached out and wiped the tears off your cheeks. “Why you crying?” He listened to you and blinked. “Yes you can be, its still Tarou. Maybe knowing who I was will help me be who I am suppose to be?” He nodded a bit. “Vancouver? Why did my parents die? I mean what happened?” He moved and nuzzled against you as you curled against him. 

“I did? I must have been really fat then. I don’t eat anything anymore. I don’t ever feel like eating. I eat pudding though and some times other things when Keiji or Kage fource me to. They don’t like me passing out on stage, our fans love it cause Kage usually carries me off stage.” He closed his eyes for a moment. “Did they ever send me to a hospital? For hearing and seeing them? They did didn’t they? They had locked me up before, away in a little dark room I bet.” He opened his eyes and looked at you. 

“Do you want to come to Victoria with me when Keiji finds a school there like this?”

“They were murdered. I don’t think they ever found the person who did it either. I tried to get people to keep me informed, but the more I pushed then further I was pushed away. My dad found work out here and they took me away from Vancouver as fast as they could. They said I was becoming too obsessed.” Obsessed was probably a good word to use in such a case. But wasn’t that he normal reaction? Did children who lived through such a traumatic loss of a friend become obsessed with something? 

“You were a little more filled out than you are now. But you were so hyper you burned off a five course meal in an hour.” Yukkie said, laughing softly. Tarou always used to run to Yukkie’s when something went wrong, and quite literally. It also helped that Tarou and Yukkie walked everywhere. “They sent you to a couple. They’d always bring you home though. And the places they took you always looked nice from the outside. The doctors never let me in.” Yukkie tried multiple times to visit Tarou when he was sent away. 

“My parents would never let me, Tarou. They’d find me and bring me back here.”

He closed his eyes for a bit chewing on his lip. “I don’t think I want to remember that, at lest right now. So much is going on that has my mind more than why my parents where murdered.” Opening his eyes he looked at you again. “Maybe something told you I wasn’t dead and you had to find me?” He nodded firmly believing in the crazy things in his mind. “I would really eat that much! That’s so much food though!” He felt sick even thinking about it. He still walked every where so keeping weight off wouldn’t be too much.

“Me Hyper? I know people who would laugh at that thought.” Namely Nikki and Keiji. “But they always came back and took me away from those places. They must have cared about me at lest, that’s something nice to know. I always thought they hated me because they left me. I didn’t know they where dead. I felt so alone because no one wanted me at all.” He looked at you and blinked. “Why not?! Because its me and I am crazy?” He would hope not he just found someone who knew him a long time ago, oddly it made him feel less alone when he had someone there from long a go.

“Nobody could find you. I knew that you were out there somewhere. Spirit realm or earth, you were out there.” Yukkie explained. He wouldn’t accept that Tarou was simply gone. That wasn’t good enough for Yukkie. Tarou was supposed to be there always. You don’t just disappear when you make a promise like that. 

“Well, maybe not that much, but you were a little piglet.” Yukkie said, poking Tarou’s stomach lightly. “You can’t be hyper now if you never eat. Your body doesn’t have the energy. And your parents loved you. They always cared about you and worried.” So unlike Yukkie’s parents. Yukkie was always envious of Tarou and his parents. He wondered what it was like to have parents care about you like that. 

“No, because my parents are trying to hide me here. It looks good to have your problem child being reformed in a boarding school. It doesn’t look good when the problem child run away.” Yukkie explained. Sniffing lightly, Yukkie wrapped his arms tightly around Tarou and buried his face in Tarou’s chest. “I’d follow you anywhere, Tarou.”  

He watched you and sighed. “I wish they told you where I was at lest so you could come see me and stuff.” He blinked and frowned. “I am not a piglet. Ow stop that!” He smacked your hand from poking his poor little stomach. “So wouldn’t they not care if you finally proved them wrong that you really where right that I am a live?” He tilted his head and looked at you. “Your not a problem child, you could always raise a dead rat or dog and make it run around the living room. That would scare your parents into doing anything you wanted. Did I have any pets when I was small? Like a kitten?”

He squeaked as you hugged him tightly. Kage was the only one that barely got away with that, he usually panicked when it was someone else. He still had healing cuts from the wraith as well. Your pressing against them caused a long slash a crossed his back to bleed enough through the fabric to feel now a bit wet. “Yukkie… it hurts.” They had never been really stitched just wrapped he thought it was healing but it hurt a lot right now. It might be infected he wasn’t for sure. But he knew it was hurting while you squeaked him.

He needed someone to look at it again, thankfully not the headmaster. If she found out about what was under his shirt he would have been sent to the nurses office if not a clinic or hospital. 

“That would be nice. Tell them ‘I told you so’.” Yukkie said, laughing softly. Though, he was fairly sure that everybody who worked Tarou’s case was retired by now. Tarou might find it nice to not have a death certificate in his record though. “I tried that once. That’s why I’m here and not in another institution.” Yukkie said, smiling rather pathetically. Really, it was probably the best thing he had done. He’d rather be here than in some mental institution. 

“I’m sorry.” Yukkie said quickly and pulled his arms back to his own chest, curling up into a tighter ball. He didn’t even notice the blood that was spread thinly over his forearms. Yukkie had pulled his arms away too quickly to actually feel how wet the back of Tarou’s shirt was.

He sighed as you let go his middle. “Its not your fault. I told you I was being hunted by a demon and a wraith.” He shivered mostly from the damn pain. He knew it would start sticking his shirt to his skin when it dried. Moving he crawled off the bed and pulled his shirts off so the blood could dry and close the slash again. He looked up at you, hoping you wouldn’t look at him. That slash that had reopened on his lower back went up and around his shoulder as well. He had a lot of them covering his chest, stomach, hips and mostly his arms. He had don’t the ones that where on his arms. He looked at you and blinked.

“What did you do? Raise a rat or something. I bet your mom screamed a lot.” He sighed folding his shirt and watching you. “At lest they knew it wasn’t because you where crazy but you saw and heard the dead for real. You would get along with everyone I know, they would like you.” Inching over to the bed he folded his arms on it and rested his head there. “Was I happy when I was a kid? I mean did I ever smile laugh, do kid things? Did I have any other friends and big birthday parties and things like that?” He was watching to much TV and the TV reality shows with happy families.

Despite Tarou’s hopes, Yukkie did look up. The corners of Yukkie’s lips turned down into a frown and his chin wrinkled a bit. It made Yukkie sad to see the cuts and scars on Tarou. That’s not to say, of course, that Yukkie didn’t have his own scars, but that was a different story. “You should have the nurse look at those.” Yukkie mentioned softly. “She could heal them up and you wouldn’t even feel it.” That’s why Yukkie’s scars were only the old ones. His skin was healed too quickly anymore to allow for scaring. 

“A kitten who had just gotten hit by a car. I think I was hoping that he kitten would be okay.” Yukkie said miserably. Needless to say the kitten wasn’t okay. Yukkie looked over at Tarou, but didn’t dare move out of his ball. He was trying to keep the nearly nauseating feeling of his stomach twisting in sorrow to a minimum. 

“You were. At least, I hope you were. We used to go to the arcade all the time. There were a couple kids our age that we would hang out with there. But it was usually just you and me. You used to smile a lot.”

He shook his head quickly have you made that suggestion. “No, he would know when he finally comes for me again. IT will only cause me more pain, he wants me to have these to remind me that I am a freak and shouldn’t have an unscarred body.” He looked up at you and smiled a bit it was only a ghost of one though. “I told you I have a wraith hunting me, this one.. though it hurts a lot and is taking a long time to heal. I wish it would just heal sometimes.” 

He blinked at you. “Poor kitten. Did he terrorize your parents?” He is asking almost too hopefully. He maybe not crazy but he wasn’t sane either. “I hope I was too, maybe it I remember it I will know. I felt happy in that memory I had of you kissing me. I seemed happy as well. Maybe I really was happy because I had you there and you didn’t seem to make me feel alone not in that memory at lest.” He hoped so, he wanted to know what happiness really was. “I did? I don’t think I have smiled in a long time. OR really laughed either.”

He moved wincing slightly. “Can you.. see how badly it’s opened back up? It hurts when I move. You might want to wash your arms and hands. Someone might think you cut your self trying to commit suicide.” He pointed out already seeing the small thin blood on your hands. “Yukkie would you tell me what was hurting and if it still hurts. Please? I feel like don’t have any of my own emotions but when people have emotions I don’t know they are unless they tell me.” He could give you something for it too, matters of fact he was feeling the need to take some of his own pills.

Yukkie just looked down at the comforter again, trying to hide his saddened expression from Tarou. Yukkie was starting to believe that the scars were the signs of the freaks people liked to call necromancers. Yukkie had them. He knew of a few other classmates that had them. It was a vicious cycle, at least in Yukkie’s mind. Then again, both he and Tarou had rather challenging lives. 

“He did. It took forever for me to figure out how to send his spirit back too.” Yukkie answered, not showing much amusement or sadness for the memory. Yukkie was reaching that point where there was so much emotion to be felt that he was just shutting down. He didn’t want to feel sad or nostalgic or pained. He really did wish that he hadn’t hidden his valium. “We weren’t alone then. We had each other.” Yukkie said in a whisper. The truth of it was, Yukkie didn’t have much of a reason to smile or laugh either. Aside from the sickly skeletons of the ones offered to strangers or teachers, he hadn’t truly smiled in a long time. 

Yukkie’s eyes fell on his own hands and arms which were smeared with Tarou’s blood for a moment before inspecting his back. “It doesn’t look too bad. A couple of your scabs might have gotten pulled off.” Yukkie said before sliding off the bed to go wash his arms off in the bathroom. “Memories Tarou, memories were hurting. And the emotion from those memories.” Yukkie replied softly before turning on the water. Carefully, Yukkie opened the bathroom cupboard and pulled out one of his medication bottles. There were about five or six of them in there that he hadn’t bothered to touch recently. He stared at the label for a moment, his mind working slowly to tell him it was the one that he wanted. He would only have to take one to put him to sleep, at least for a little while. Sleep was better than the sadness. Maybe he would even wake up thinking it was all a dream.

He listening while you moved about, crawling over to his bag he dug around before pulling out what he was looking for. A small silver case with some blue looking pills in them, there was also a reddish pink pills as well. Standing up he looked at you as you looked around the bathroom for something. “Maybe that’s what they fear us being happy, they love me because of my sadness and hate you because of my happiness?” Holding the case out he clicked it open for you to see and take a blue one, or a red it didn’t matter because they both worked the same.

“I use these to keep them out, to make them fade away. Lets take one together, I don’t know why your memories hurt so much. If they where happy then why do they hurt?” He watched you closely. “I cant be here alone anymore. Not with my life on the line every moment I breath. So take a blue one with me.”

The click of the small case scared Yukkie, causing him to jump and drop the bottle into the sink. Quickly, Yukkie pulled the bottle out of the water flow and shut it off. “Misery likes company.” Yukkie mentioned, putting the bottle back into the cabinet. He looked at the pills in the box that Tarou held out cautiously. He followed Tarou’s lead and pulled a blue one out of the silver box. 

“They hurt because they’re happy-- because they remind me that for a little while I had it really good.” Yukkie answered, feeling the tears start to sting his eyes again. “They hurt because they remind me that I’m alone now.” 

Yukkie stared at the pill for a moment before swallowing it. Stumbling just slightly, Yukkie made his way back to the bed and sat down on the edge.

“But you can be happy, and your not a lone now.” He placed one of the pills on his tongue and clicked the case shut again. Putting it in his pocket he moved following you back to the bed. Flopping down he looked over at you. “I am here now am I not? Do I not count anymore for happiness. You’re here too your parent wont know about me still being alive.” He sighed and moved laying on his side. Slowly feeling the effects of the drugs. It was something he took often to numb him self. “It should be long and it wont hurt anymore.”

He turned his head looking at you with a drugged look. “You know, I never had sex on these. Someone told me that it was really good. Have you ever taken a lot of drugs? I think Keiji knows, I know Kage doesn’t like it very much.” He moved laying on his back and looking up. “I have this stuff kitty, did I have that when I Was a kid? Its really cute and it looks abused. I like it a lot.”

“You’re here now, but that doesn’t mean that you won’t disappear again. How do I know that you’re not a dream?” Yukkie asked, looking over at Tarou. Yukkie started to remember the virtue of such drugs-- you didn’t hurt on them. There wasn’t much Yukkie did feel on them, but he wasn’t in pain anymore. 

“My parents had my stomach pumped once because I took too many and started throwing up.” Yukkie confessed. That did count as a lot, didn’t it? “I’ve never stayed awake long enough to try that.” Yukkie started swaying ever so slightly as the effects of the drugs started to kick in. He had always had a rather quick metabolism and his body absorbed drugs quickly. 

“You always had that. It was always with you or on your bed-- waiting for you to come home.” Yukkie answered softly.

He blinked and looked at you. “If I disappear I didn’t have a choice but to leave. Remember that one Yukkie, if I die you would know. Though I doubt they would allow that.” He shrugged a bit. “I don’t know how do I know I am not just imagining you? Something and someone I am always hoping for, a link to my past.” 

He moved rolling to his side again. “I took much once and slept. Some how I found Kage and he watched over me. I found Taurean too, he healed my arms and took me home. Making me take a bath and sleep. It was when a little boy had died, he had screamed so much.”  With him never eating anything it was almost instantly when the drugs hit his system. “Hmmmm I don’t usually sleep on drugs, unless I take to many.” 

Opening his eyes he looked at you. “They brought it to me, it’s a little black and white kitten with a missing eye and stitches where it had been torn open. It has two black paws and black button eyes. A pink nose and pink ears on the inside. I lost it when Previn came and took me away, but I think its in Victoria with the other people who look after Taurean’s house.” He watched you. “Do you have a room mate?”

“Because if I was your imagination, you wouldn’t have remembered that kiss,” Yukkie answered simply. It seemed simple enough for Yukkie. To Yukkie, though, leaving was still leaving-- chosen or not. In the end, Yukkie still ended up alone. 

“My body doesn’t like the drugs.” Yukkie said lazily, finally giving in and laying down next to Tarou. 

“I remember. That’s how I knew you were still out there somewhere. They never found the stuffed animal.” Yukkie curled up a bit, folding his arm under his head to serve as a pillow. “I don’t right now. The last one switched rooms. Said I was too weird. They haven’t given me a new one yet.” He looked at the other bed for a moment before looking back to Tarou.

He nodded “And if I was a dream I wouldn’t have followed you or remembered.” He looked back up and listened. “Hmm but Drugs are so much fun.” He moved closer to you using you as the pillow. “That kitty was the only thing that let you believe I was still alive huh? Your strange.” He made a sound, it was a tiny sound but it almost sounded like a giggle. “I could talk to the head master and become your new room mate. I don’t have any money at all so I don’t know if I could pay for it. I am sure Taurean would if I asked him nicely or… or did what he asked and raise a dead army for him. I don’t want to do that Yukkie it scares me.” 

Moving he buried his face into your side and shirt. “I don’t want to raise them but he has done so much for me, he gave me somewhere to stay when I turned up here. He saved my life from the demon, and now his friends life is in danger what else could I do? I don’t want to do it and I don’t even know if the dead will.”

“That was one thing.” Yukkie confessed. “And they never found your body. I think I was more stubborn then they were.” 

Yukkie’s hand reached out and started tracing designs on the comforter idly. “That would be nice. I think I might like that. But the dorms aren’t really great to live in.” The dorms were always noisy-- too noisy for Yukkie’s taste. His neighbors had a habit of not respecting the quiet times. Yukkie thought that it was mainly because they enjoyed tormenting him. 

“Maybe you don’t have to raise the dead. Just ask them to protect the house. Do you know how do bind spirits?” Yukkie asked curiously. Gently, Yukkie brushed his hand through Tarou’s hair. “You can do that too. Maybe wraiths. They’re rather viscous when bound to protect.”

He blinked and looked at you. “I don’t mind noise, I bet their not as noisy as I hear all the time.” He closed his eyes and moved to lay on your chest again. “No I don’t know how to do bind spirits.” He liked this it was nice, then he shivered at the mention of wraiths doing the protecting. 

“I don’t know about that, wraiths scare me. How can I bind them to protect me and not hurt me?” He moved inching his way so he was laying on top of you. He would do this with Kage and it was the most comfortable for him for some reason. “You need a TV so we can watch horror movies and porn.” The old Tarou play for having a reason to cling and curl against someone. 

“I don’t think it would be a problem either. About being your room mate, I would say lets talk to the head master now. But I think she would noticed something is slightly off about us.” He did giggle then it was a soft hidden sound almost. “Shit!” He sat up and looked down at you. “I forgot! Shes suppose to have a tutor for me so I can get in other classes to. Gods that was today! I am so screwed.” He moved flopping back down on you, you could feel his bony body against yours.
“I guess you missed that class then.” Yukkie said, offering a funny smile. There was a class for specifically that. Oddly it was one of the only thins that Yukkie was good for. He likes to use that for the reason why spirits don’t like him. People don’t usually like things that can bind you. 

Yukkie didn’t make a movement to stop Tarou from climbing on top of him. He actually rather liked it. “You should ask our teacher. He could tell you.” He was, after all, the one who taught that class. “I have a tv, but it’s not here yet. Porn?” Yukkie tilted his head a bit at Tarou. He was inclined to believe that it was the drugs and not Tarou talking. 

“You could always say you didn’t feel good.” Yukkie offered. “We can go tomorrow and talk to her about it.”

He looked at you and nodded. “I guess I did, I don’t like school very much anyway. Its so boring.” He sighed and thumped his head down against your chest again. “Hmmm would he tell me? Isnt that something that shouldn’t be done or something.” He moved making little patterns on your side. “Yeah Porn, and horror movies. I just fine it funny that’s all, how they move like that and make so much noise.” Kage could say a few things about that comment.

He slightly blushed thinking about it. “I could say I fainted, that’s believeable. I do it all the time, its called sleeping in class.” Did he just.. make a joke. Why yes, yes he did. Still doing little patterns around your sides. “Yeah we can. We don’t have class again tomorrow do we? I think I have another tutoring session. I have to talk about Taurean about it as well, see if he wants me to stay in the house or can I stay here.” He actually wondered if you could handle Kage randomly appearing.

“You have to take that class. It’s different than the necromancer class we’re in right now. The headmaster might just be easing you into things.” Yukkie offered somewhat optimistically. “You shouldn’t do it, but people do. It’s useful though, because next time a wraith attacks you, you can bind it to a wall and run away.” Yukkie thought that Tarou should start with that class. After seeing the cut on his back, it sounded like Tarou could use that information more than how to raise the dead. 

“I haven’t watched movies like that. Well… I’ve seen horror movies.” He said softly, squirming a bit when Tarou started drawing on his side. “You could do that.” Yukkie offered a small smile that was really… a smile. Playfully, Yukkie tugged lightly on Tarou’s hair. He didn’t tug hard enough to hurt Tarou, just enough so that Tarou could feel the pressure. “I have class tomorrow. I don’t know if you do though.”

“Hm, I know. I don’t like classes. But shes wanting me to learn them so I can be with other kids.” He shuttered at the thought. “Oh I can see that previn bound to a wall as I run away. How about I bind to the bummer of a car.” He smirked just slightly as he laid there. “I should ask. I don’t want to, maybe you can ask for me?” He looked at you as you tugged his hair.

Giving you a whine he poked your side hard. “Don’t pull my hair, you remind me of Nikki. Its like a damn monkey on my head when I change the color. What time is your class? Do you think, if it would be okay if I stayed here tonight?” He moved laying his head back down. “I don’t think I could really go anywhere, I cant feel my legs. Yukkie you know why the don’t like you don’t you. You just don’t feel like telling me. But that’s okay one day you might.” 

“Porn is funny, they make a lot a noise and have sex a lot in like every place you can think of. They sound like it hurts and scream a lot. Theres a lot of smacking go on. Gay porn is even better.” He was blushing, what ever reason for? He looked up seeing a spirit, not one of them that followed him every where one that just popped up here or there to emberssa him. With another Necormancer the spirit would could say things that would make Tarou red. Which it was whispering now something about Tarou being a screamer and not in a bad way. And that Tarou had a wonderfully delightful scream as well.

“Meeting people isn’t bad. Knowing that there are others like us out there is a little comforting.” Yukkie said, nodding softly. At least, for Yukkie it was comforting. It made him feel like he was less of a freak to know that he wasn’t the only one. “Bumper of a car sounds promising. Whichever thing is closer is easier.” 

Yukkie yelped when Tarou jabbed his side. “I always tugged on your hair.” He said softly, jutting out his bottom lip just slightly. “It’s in the morning. Late morning though, 11:30 and ends at one. I don’t think it’d be a problem if you stayed. Wouldn’t the person you’re staying with be worried though?” Yukkie didn’t want him getting in trouble, after all. 

“I’ve never seen either, so I’ll take your word for it.” Yukkie said, blushing slightly. He looked up to see the spirit. He could hear what the spirit was saying and it just made him sadder. I’ll never hear it, Yukkie mouthed to the spirit sadly.

He shook his head. “I don’t like meeting people I don’t already know.” He looked at you. “People even like us don’t understand me. Even you feel bitterness towards me because the dead love me for some reason.” He sighed softly. “I never wanted that to happen. I never asked them to love me. A bumper of a car sounds more amusing.” 

He blinked looking slightly confused. “You do? Oh.. okay then.” He laid his head back down on your chest. “Okay, who said you have to go to that class anyway.” Oh yeah skipping wouldn’t be so bad besides he had just skipped class. “I don’t know, I don’t think so. He has what he has been after finally, even there I am more or less forgotten. “Yeah you should.” 

He looked up and saw the spirit glaring. “ACK go way! Prevert you shouldn’t be watching me anyway!” He frowned and buried his face into Yukkie’s chest blushing hard. Well maybe you would if you played your cards right tonight.

The night was cool maybe even a little muggy as he sat in his room, the door open letting the air move around through his room and into the hallway of Taurean’s stuffy house. He hadn’t moved into the dorms yet he didn’t want to do that until he was fully in school, then he would move into the dorms. Even though he wanted to he felt a little regret leaving this place, it was quite and comfortable for him and it also made it safe for him.  He knew Yukkie didn’t like this at all but he knew the other boy could come and visit any time. He hadn’t seen Kage in a while either, he was starting to worry about Kage. There just so much of him to go around but when two people wanted to horde all of him, that was hard to deal with. Maybe he should talk to Taurean about this as well.

Humming gently he did is homework quietly. Every now and then he would look over his shoulder looking for Kage. His boyfriend still wasn’t there; he hadn’t been there since he met Yukkie. Maybe he should call Keiji and find out what’s going to on with Kage, he missed him a lot.

Yukkie walked quickly through the house, making his way to Tarou’s room. The house staff knew him well enough by now to let him in, but it didn’t mean that Yukkie still wasn’t wary of them. He never was really good around people. After all, one of them could be dead. Not that stuff like that happened often, but Yukkie was paranoid. And this was a house owned by a vampire. Why wouldn’t he want to keep around undead servants? 

“Tarou?” Yukkie asked softly, peeking his head in the door. Upon seeing that Tarou was there and clothed, Yukkie wandered in before Tarou had much of a chance to say come in and flopped on the bed. He did this rather regularly when they were kids, but it never really occurred to him that Tarou wouldn’t remember that.

He looked up at you called his name, his humming had stopped as he watched you flop on his bed. “Hello Yukkie.” He moved getting up from the desk and going over to the bed which he climed up on and laid next to you.  “How was you day?” He talked a little more each day even if his voice was still very soft and quite most of the time. He knew you feared the dead, he felt like it might be one of the reasons they did not like you. 

Moving slightly he poked your nose then tugged on your hair gently. “I am moving into the dorm when I start full school. I don’t want to leave Taurean knowing I haven’t repaid his kindness yet.” He watched you knowing you didn’t like the vampire every much just for the fact he was a vampire.

The moment Tarou laid down next to him, Yukkie curled up against Tarou, using him as a pillow. It was always a battle with them to see who would cuddle who. At the moment, it seemed to be a fairly even score. 

“Long and tiring,” Yukkie said softly, letting his eyes close for a moment, deeply inhaling Tarou’s scent. He had had two exams today and had stayed up far too late studying for them last night. “It’s lonely over there.” Yukkie commented, his voice muffled by Tarou’s chest. It wasn’t so much that Yukkie didn’t like Taurean as he was afraid of him. He had never encountered a vampire before and had only heard stories. Still, that didn’t stop him from coming over to visit Tarou.

He moved and played with your hair as you laid on him. “Ah, do you want a nap?” He smiled a bit moving and half curling around your as you snuggled against him. “You can stay here tonight, you know Taurean wont mind you staying every now and then.” He smiled curling his fingers around your hair and uncurling them as well. This was relaxing, very relaxing he could sleep with out a problem right now. “Do you have any homework?”

“Nap sounds good.” Yukkie said, shifting a bit so his face was buried in Tarou’s shoulder. To tell the truth, somebody probably would have had to drag Yukkie’s lifeless body out of the house to get him to leave. His dorm room was far too empty for his taste after having Tarou there. “I have lots of homework. I should get it done before I sleep.”

He tugged on you hair smirking. “Get up and do your homework. I’ll get you a soda and something to eat.” He moved pushing you off him cause he knew you wouldn’t want to get up on your own. “Come on Yukkie you need to do your home work.” He giggled softly and smiled as he pushed you again but he was gentle about how he pushed at your shoulder.

“I don’t want to do my homework.” Yukkie whined, tightening his grip on Tarou just a bit. “Can’t I learn it through osmosis?” Yukkie had actually tried that once. Though, his experiment failed horribly. Putting the book on top of his head made him no smarter. Biting Tarou’s shoulder playfully, he finally let go of him and reached over for his bag that had been dropped right beside the bed. He wrinkled his nose slightly when he pulled out his math book. 

Yeah, he’d much rather be snuggling Tarou.

He gave a soft sound that sounded like a moan. “Hmmm Don’t do that Yukkie that’s so mean.” He pouted a bit and then watched you get out your math book. “No you cant learn it through Osmosis and you have to do it even if you don’t want to. I have to finish mine as well.” He smiled and messed up your hair. “I’ll go get us snacks.” He left the room and heading down into the kitchen where he looked around for things he wanted for snacking on.

“What’s mean? That didn’t hurt, did it?” Yukkie asked, suddenly worried that he might have bitten Tarou too hard on accident. He hadn’t meant it to be hard at all. 

Pouting softly, Yukkie opened his math book and pulled out the notebook that had his assignments written in it. “Okay,” Yukkie said softly, giving Tarou a small smile before he left the room. Yukkie tried to concentrate on his work, but the day was quickly catching up to the poor boy. When Tarou came back with the food, he’d see Yukkie fast asleep on the math book.

He blinked and smiled. “Yukkie..” He moved the math book out from under you and the notebook. He knew he shouldn’t do this but he would. Sitting down at the desk he did your homework for you. Copying your writing sytle perfectly. Hopefully you wouldn’t get upset with him for doing your home work, you had seemed so tired. After he finished yours he put it back into your back, then removed your shoes and socks. Moving you into the bed gently he covered you up and kissed your forehead. “Silly Yukkie get a good nights sleep tonight.” He moved to the desk and finished his homework humming softly to him self.

Yukkie moaned in soft protest as Tarou moved him. He tried to either pull Tarou into bed with him or make Tarou stop moving him. It was a toss up either way. You could tell just by that that Yukkie was pretty far gone. A few had told him that little things like that were adorable. Once the blanket was over him, he settled back down and became a lifeless little creature on the bed. 

That wouldn’t last long, however. Memories and images started filtering into his dreams. Memories of the day that Tarou had disappeared, fears of what might have happened to Tarou. This happened every once in a while. He still, even though Tarou was here, had nightmares. 

As always, it ended with Yukkie crying out Tarou’s name and sitting straight up in bed.

He giggled softly at Yukki before moving back to his homework. Doing it quietly he looked up as you sat up crying out his name. Blinking he closed his book and went over to you, sitting on the bed he touching your shoulder softly. “Yukkie… you okay?” He tilted his head wondered why you called out his name like that. He knew you had a nightmare and that didn’t help him, he just didn’t know how to comfort someone after one he never had that.

Yukkie had been caught in a moment of disorientation when Tarou made his way over. Yukkie jumped about a foot off of the bed and started to scramble away from Tarou when he felt the hand on his shoulder. Looking over at Tarou, however, everything started sinking in. All Yukkie could do was stare at Tarou a moment before he practically jumped into Tarou’s arms. Immediately Yukkie started crying. He knew that Tarou wouldn’t understand, but really, he couldn’t even pause to explain it to him. Hopefully hints as to what the dream was about would be revealed as he held onto Tarou for dear life.

He squeaked and looked down at you. Blinking he patted your shoulder as you held on to him. “Yuki what’s wrong?” He tilted his head a bit and tugged at you hair lightly, he didn’t understand at all. Patting your back lightly and a bit shyly he watched you. “Yuki why you crying? Tell him why?”

“Just a nightmare,” Yukkie managed to say through tears. He tried to stop them, but they seemed rather content on staining Tarou’s shirt. “It’s just a nightmare.” Yukkie said. This time, however, it was more to himself than to Tarou. Tarou couldn’t have disappeared again. He was right here. His shoulder was the one Yukkie was finally crying on. 

See? He couldn’t be gone.

He blinked and looked at you patting your back. “What was about?” He wanted to know why you where trying and why you where gripping him so tightly. Sighing a bit he watched you more and smiled softly. “Come on tell me.”

“You left again.” Yukkie said in a voice that was barely a whisper as he buried his face in Tarou’s chest as best he could. There was more fear this time… more panic. Before, it would have just been a nightmare of things that had already happened. Now… now it could be something that might happen. That thought scared Yukkie. He had never thought that Tarou would just disappear the first time. What’s to say he wouldn’t again?

He blinked at you. “What you mean I left again Yukie?” He titled his head looking at you still patting your back now rubbing it lightly.  “I didn’t leave did I? I don’t remember what happen to me the first time, I am sure I didn’t mean to leave. Maybe I was forced to leave Yukkie.” He sighed softly a bit watching you. “The dead the protect me even if I wish they wouldn’t, but they wouldn’t allow me to stay some where that could kill me. I wish you didn’t fear the dead, maybe if you didn’t they would like you and help you. But I do leave I will try to tell you, I promise.” He hoped he could, you where so clingy and this wouldn’t be good if Kage found out.

“It doesn’t mean that I don’t have nightmares.” Yukkie replied. Maybe Tarou was taken to protect him. But that didn’t mean that Yukkie had known that. Or that anybody told him. Tarou was just simply gone, his parents dead, and the spirits that seemed fit to torment Yukkie after it had happened.

“Oh….” He didn’t know what would make you feel better he sighed and just moved patting your back. “Um.. your math homework is done.” He looked away looking guilty, but you where so tired and you needed the rest so badly. So he did it for you.

“What?” Yukkie asked, caught off guard by the swift change in topic. Yukkie sniffled softly, looking up at Tarou with red eyes that were filled with confusion. “What do you mean it’s done?”

He started fidgeting. “Your math homework, its done.” He wiggled away from you a bit and got off the bed. “I still have to finish mine but.. yours is done.” He nodded and looked at you then pointed to your bag. “Check your self. You did it all.” He was lying but he didn’t want you to know he had really done it for you. Chewing on his lip he toed the floor for a moment then looked at you waiting for you to grab your backpack and check your math homework.

Yukkie’s brows furrowed, looking at Tarou. “No I didn’t. I barely got one done.” He protested, reaching over for the messenger bag beside the bed. He pulled out his homework and opened the page to all of the finished problems. For a moment, Yukkie just blinked at the page. He couldn’t remember doing any of these for his life, but they were all there. “Oh…” Yukkie said, still staring dumbfounded at the paper.

He smiled at you. “See their all done, maybe the dead like you now.” He looked innocent and opened his book and worked on the last one he had to do. Thankfully his handwriting was almost like yours so it was very hard to tell the difference all but the little face down in the corner of your paper which looks like a chibi him with hair in his face. He left that for you so you would figure it out after awhile. Finishing his homework he closed the book and moved back to the bed.

“Don’t look so confused Yukkie you will figure it all out.” He grabbed a chocolate pudding cup and inhaled the chocolate treat.  “Want one?”

Yukkie frowned slightly, but closed the notebook. It was all there. Maybe he was more tired than he thought. Though… he would have thought he remembered all of that. He decided to check them later. If it was done there was no reason to worry about that now. 

“Figure what out?” He asked, looking up at Tarou. Yukkie shook his head in response to Tarou’s question. “I’m not really hungry.”

He smiled watching you for a moment. “Never mind then.” He patted your head and cleaned his face off. Moving he got off the bed and undressed getting ready for bed. “Okay, you need sleep Yukkie.” He crawled back into the bed and smiled at you. “Lets sleep you can stay here the night.”

A small smile flickered across Yukkie’s lips. It was a sad smile-- once that came about when he felt exceptionally stupid. There was something Tarou wasn’t telling him and he couldn’t figure out what it was. He just let out a small sigh and wiggled out of his baggy jeans and shirt. He crawled under the covers wearing only his boxers and curled up next to Tarou.

He snuggled up to you. “don’t smile like that, you should be happy your homework is done. Even if you didn’t do it, you where to tired to do it in the first place. Maybe you should look at the little picture in the corner and figure out who it reminds you off. If you get it right you know who did your homework for you.” He winked and nuzzled against you. “Now rest, the alarm is set to make sure you get up in time for class. I have tutoring tomorrow too.”

“There’s a picture on it?” Yukkie asked, looking over at Tarou. “You didn’t do it, did you?” If he did, Yukkie was going to feel really guilty. For now, he tried not to worry too much about it. He was still tired and a bit out of it from his nightmare. “I don’t wanna go to class.” Yukkie mumbled in a rather pouty voice.

He nodded. “Your really tired if you didn’t see the drawn.” He giggled softly at you. “Get some rest you will figure it out when you see the picture.” Moving he played with your hair. “You have to as much as I have to. If you get sleep now you wont be tired for class.” Moving he kissed your forehead gently. “You need sleep too Yukkie and you cant skip class again.”

“Okay, fine. But… I still don’t wanna.” Yukkie said, laughing softly. Yukkie pressed a soft kiss to Tarou’s jaw before squirming around until he found a comfortable position next to Tarou. “We should do something this weekend. If we don’t have too much homework,” Yukkie said, speaking in that tired whisper that Tarou was sure to have grown used to by now. Usually, right before he fell asleep, Yukkie babbled. It wasn’t all that uncommon for him to pass out in the middle of a sentence.

He smiled at you. “Tuff luck.” He nuzzled against you closing his eyes. “Yeah, like go some where or something. I’ll talk Esther into not giving me any homework this weekend. Now rest silly.” He gave a yawn as he snuggled against you, he let his breathing slow and his body seem to go limp and dead. Smiling slightly he fell a sleep with this ghostly smile on his lips.

He hated midterms, tried from all the testing he had undergone in all of his classes he slept hopefully peacefully. He had been tired from the late nights with homework and studying, that and he helped Yukie on top of it all. The boy just couldn’t get math all that much, right now he was drained from binding some dead to the house here in New York and everything else. That was one thing he was able to get done was bind the dead. 

Moving he shifted in his sleep as the screams and cries came. Even having the house warded it didn’t unfliter everything. Moving he whimpered in his sleep trying to over his ears, sadly for him the screams where loud and clear into his mind. Sitting up he screamed tears already making their way down his face, curling up slightly into a ball he sobbed out another scream.

There where too many voices, too many dead coming at once. Rocking clawing at his ears he screamed once more. The echo of his soft voice screaming rattling through the house as if he was in terrible trouble. The fear that laced through his screams was enough to make someone’s blood run cold. Why now something was happening to cause so many to start dying so painfully. 

Moving slightly he got off the bed choking on a sob as he moved towards the wall. Leaning against the wall he hic upped sobbing as he slid down to the floor. He couldn’t stop them, he couldn’t stop them from screaming and talking. All of the dead where talking now, talking of the death that was waiting them all. Crying he wrapped his arms around him self rocking on the floor against the wall. “STOP IT!” He screamed again this time a fearful plead for them to stop talking so loudly at lest. He was scared as it and the pain that he felt through them scared him. 

Moving he crawled along the floor whimpering, he had to numb him self against this, he had to become numb.  Standing slowly he choked on a sob as he pushed the bathroom door open. He had been planning to move into the dorms when the new term started, but not he had to numb the voices. He knew Taeren would hate him for this but he had to do something. He didn’t have any drugs he didn’t have anything else to block them all out. There was to many of them to block them out. Sobbing he looked around his voice cracked and small. “Stop please! Stop it”

Leaning against the sink he grabbed a razor he kept there, gripping it hard he cut open his fingers whimpering at the pain. “Please stop.. stop… please stop it” His eyes where starting to be come red and puffy from the tears he seemed to shed. Moving the razor against this skin he tried to block them out using physical pain, it wasn’t working as he finally opened his wrists slightly. With bloody hands and arms he moved from the bathroom falling to the floor from pain and the over welming voices of the dead in his head. 

