Shinya pulled his jacket around him tighter as he walked the few blocks to the club. He had received a message from Toshiya earlier telling him to meet at this club. What Toshiya had up his sleeve, Shinya had no idea. However, there was no reason to not oblige Toshiya tonight. They were still on vacation, and save for the photo shoot they had tomorrow, there was nothing that would really stop them from being able to go out clubbing. 

Save for Shinya’s distaste to be in one in the first place. 

His idea to spend the evening was to check his email and curl up with a book and his puppy. Perhaps he may even be able to finish his evening like that. Or so he hopped. 

Shinya exchanged his jacket for a ticket at the door. Stepping into the club it was too hot already. Normally he would prefer to keep it with him just incase, however, it was probably safer there because keeping it on would likely ensure his death from overheating. Wrinkling his nose at the deep inhale of smoke, Shinya scanned the crowed club for Toshiya. Letting out a soft sigh, he pushed his way to the bar upon not seeing him. He had forgotten where Toshiya had told him to meet him. Though, it was quite likely that it was due to the fact that it made little sense to Shinya at the time. 

Shinya would settle for the bottle of water from the bar, for the moment, however.

It was quite different, having a moment of free time. Gackt decided that, possibly, it just might be good for him to go out and take a break. He had decided to go to a club he had heard about and just have fun. 

It was a typical club, all things considered; girls in skimpy outfits regardless of weather, their partners grinding against them in a display that mimicked the act of sex-- even if it was only one person dancing alone. 

He had to admit, though, there were some rather good-looking people here... 

Gackt smiled slightly so himself as he made his way to the bar for a drink, smoothing the front of his sheer, button-up black shirt that went beautifully with his soft leather pants. Leaning against its wooden surface, he politely asked the bartender for a bottle of Volvic. It took a moment for him to get his drink, and on receiving it, unscrewed the cap and propped an elbow on the bar’s edge, his eyes skimming the crowd. 

It was then that he caught sight of someone who’s face he knew…

Coming out of the bathroom he finished replaying some lip gloss, he was suppose to meet Shinya here but was side tracked by something yummy. He couldn’t help but make a fan boy’s dreams come true, despite he wasn’t suppose to draw attention to him. Grinning like the cat that had gotten the richest dream he looked around for the pretty drummer who was going to kick his ass. Sneaking up on Shinya he glomped on the poor boy. “SHINCHAN!!!!!” Giggling he clung to Shinya like a baby monkey smelling of musky sexy. Though he didn’t really have any, it was a natural smell you get from this place. 

Grinning he moved finally letting go of his friend and sitting next to him. “You made it! I didn’t think you would come tonight!” He wore a normal white tank top and jeans that showed off his lovely thighs and small frame. Smiling he ordered him self a beer for now he would move on to the heavier stuff later, maybe slip Shinya a few mickies. The Drummer could used to lose up just a little. “Shinya have a beer ne” Digging around his is pocket he pulled out a silver case and removed a thin white sick from it. One of the things Shinya hated the most. Lighting up his cigarette he smoked happily sipping his beer. “Want to dance later on shin shin?” He giggled looking over at Shinya noticing someone not to far away from them. One of the worlds sexist men besides him self, he couldn’t help giving a flirtatious smile and winked.

Shinya thanked the bartender and handed him the correct bills in exchange for the water. He knew the look the bartender wore that said he knew Shinya from someplace. Shinya just gave him a timid smile. He could already feel the eyes starting to gather in his general direction. For what it was worth, it took longer than he feared for such to happen. He ignored it for now and just took a sip of the water. 

His eyes started drifting over the bar again, playing with the label of his plastic bottle. At first he was searching for Toshiya still, but it slowly deteriorated to just looking at faces. One in particular caught his attention however. Shinya had heard that this was a rather popular place for other musicians to come, however he never really expected to see other ‘stars’ come here. Shinya, to say the least, was caught a little off guard when his eyes met with Gackt’s. Though, he didn’t let that shock show and instead, sent a warm smile in his direction. 

That smile was promptly interrupted when he was suddenly hugged from behind. Shinya visibly jumped as his water bottle fell through his hands. “Toshiya.” Shinya said, trying to be scolding. It didn’t exactly work though. 

The only response Toshiya got to his questions was a wrinkled nose directed mostly at the cigarette before moving to retrieve his water.

Gackt couldn’t help but notice the spectacle that one of two men was making, one tackling the other. It was rather amusing watching the one being attacked—if you could call it that. It looked as though the slightly smaller man wasn’t sure whether to be apathetic or indignant at his friend’s treatment. 

He rubbed a hand along his collarbone underneath his loose shirt, fingers pushing back the collar of his partially unbuttoned top and exposing part of his chest. It was clear that by the reactions he was receiving from the two that they had seen him—the slightly shorter of the two sending him a warm, if shy smile before being “attacked,” the taller smiling and winking in what could only be a flirtatious manner. 

He smiled, crystal blue eyes twinkling in veiled amusement and mischief. He slowly lifted the bottle to his lips, lips twisting into a brief half-smile in acknowledgement of the two before taking a sip of water. He closed his eyes part way as the cool liquid trickled down his throat. While it was nice to meet his fans, he had to admit to himself that it was refreshing to go somewhere and not immediately have someone scream his name at the top of their lungs at his appearance. He knew that people were looking, some outright staring, but, thankfully, no one had said anything yet. 

‘I think that maybe I’ll finish my water before making any… acquaintances,’ Gackt thought to himself as he continued to sip his water, placing the appropriate amount of yen on the counter.

He grinned and then pouted at Shinya. “Shin-chan come on.. dance with me.” He pouted more looking like a little puppy begging for attention as he moved closer lowering him self just slightly to be on a lower level so he could look up and pout at you. “Come on your more likely the only action I am going to get tonight! Besides we all know you like it.” He giggled keeping his cigarette in the other hand to make sure smoke didn’t get to close to you. 

Moving closer he grinned whispering. “Shinya do you know who that is? Its Gackt and I want his leather pants!” Giggling he moved drinking more of his beer and winking at Shinya just to cause him to blush. “Come on Shinya don’t be such a prude tonight, have a little fun get out and enjoy life. All you do is stay home, I know there is a wild side of you some where deep down.” Giggling he poked your shoulder slightly glancing over at Gackt and eyeing those pants. He had to know where you got them, they would like simply wonderful on his legs in a slightly smaller size.

“The only action will be dancing.” Shinya said, setting his newly recovered bottle on the counter for a moment while he straightened his shirt out just a bit. 

Turning a bit at Toshiya’s words, Shinya’s eyes drifted back to Gackt. It was a bit needless to say that Gackt was a bit of a fascinating creature. “I’m sure if you flirt enough you might just get them.” Shinya responded, though his eyes stayed on Gackt for a moment. 

“Alright, if you’ll give up the idea that I have a wild side and agree never to tell anybody I made a fool of myself.” Shinya finally agreed, knowing that he would be begged and whined at the entire night if he didn’t.

After a minute or two, the bottle of water was finished, drained and swallowed. Gackt pulled the bottle away, a trace of water glistening on those full lips. His eyes were only opened part way as he placed the now empty bottle on the counter, swaying a little to the music blasting in the club. 

Taking his eyes from the two a moment, Gackt scanned the room once more. There were more than a few women eyeing him. It was somewhat of a turnoff, how they were throwing themselves at him with their eyes. He sighed. He wasn’t really in the mood for that right now. He rubbed the back of his neck, long fingers creeping into his hair and managing to muss it slightly. 

Returning his gaze to the two whose identities he knew from television and magazines, Gackt smiled a little wider. It was so amusing to watch the two of them; the taller one, Toshiya, and the slightly smaller, Shinya—both of Dir en grey fame. One was sending flirtatious glances his way, paying special attention to his pants while the other just held his gaze.

He grinned. “Okay!” He laughed jumping up and gulping down his beer, putting out his smoke he grinned even more. “Come on then lets go dance! And I promise.” Grabbing Shinya he pulled him up off the stool and towards the dance floor. Grinning he gave Gackt a wink before dragging the poor little drummer boy to be molested during dancing. 

“Do you even know how to dance?” He smirked putting his hands on his hips looking around. “Come on Shinya you like it!” He bounced around before pulling the drummer close to him and started dancing slowly with the music. He kept Shinya close making sure the others small frame pretty much pressed against his. At lest he would make sure no on groped his friend, other than him self. He rather not some other people scare off Shinya, he was so much fun sometimes when he wanted to be.

Grinning he leaned down purring into the drummers ear. “Ne Shinya isn’t this fun?” He had almost completely forgotten about Gackt but knew the older man was there. Right now though his focus was on Shinya.

“The idea that I have that knowledge is debatable.” Shinya answered, finally taking his eyes off of Gackt. This was, of course, mostly related to the fact that he was being pulled away by Toshiya. Shinya followed him willingly into the crowd, though his eyes kept flitting back to Gackt. Would he dare admit to himself that he almost wished Gackt followed? He wouldn’t likely admit it, but never the less, there was a little voice in his head wishing that very thing. 

Shinya tried, rather vainly, to at least keep a centimeter between him and Toshiya. However it became a choice of a centimeter between him and Toshiya and nobody else or right up against Toshiya and about a centimeter between him and everybody else. Shinya chose the latter. 

“If you insist,” Shinya answered, trying to follow Toshiya’s movements. Though, whether Toshiya was dancing or trying to have sex with him wasn’t exactly clear. Shinya’s eyes traveled back up to the bar for a moment to see if Gackt was still there even.

He couldn’t help but grin broadly at the two younger men when neither one was looking his way. He turned briefly to order another bottle of Volvic, leaning on the countertop to wait and resumed watching the two. It was really was entertaining to watch the dark-haired Toshiya dance with the blonde Shinya. It was even more entertaining to note that Shinya was trying his best to keep some semblance of distance from his, some would say, overly flirtatious friend. 

It was also interesting to note that Shinya’s eyes kept coming back to him. 

It was rather warm in the club with so many people pressed together; particularly on the dance floor and Gackt unbuttoned two more button, exposing him down to the middle of his chest. The bartender finally came with his water and he quickly unscrewed the cap, gulping nearly half its contents, well aware that eyes were watching him. But he didn’t mind. Not in the slightest. 

Removing the bottle from his lips, Gackt’s tongue flicked out to lick an errant drop of water from them, his blue eyes catching Shinya’s. The corner of his mouth quirked a little, mouth twisting into a half-smile as he met Shinya’s gaze and he again sipped at his water. 

He could tell tonight would be interesting.

Poor Kyo flushes horribly as he was hugged and squirmed until his hand was grasped by the bassist. Suddenly, he was being pulled and trudgin through crowds of people. "No no no no no no!" He protested all until he was forced to sit next to Shinya, looking over with a frightened look on his face, like a little deer in headlights. "...e..ehh.." A smile quirked on his face as he gave a slight wave with his hand and tapped his feet uncomfortably. Kyo never drank, so he guessed he'd just watch Toshiya get plastered. 

Then, the small man spotted Gackt and both eyes fixated on the other man. The sight of this man caused Kyo to crawl over Shinya's lap and squeeze between poor Gackt and Shinya, almost knocking the feminine drummer off of the booth seat. Then, a lithe finger outstretched and he poked Gackt in the head once. Then again, and again, and again..... ........ 

What was Shinya doing with this guy? He continued to poke the other guy in the head over and over. Maybe it was his way of saying "Hello?" Uhm, no. It was a way to taunt him.

Shinya tried to catch Kyo’s attention as best that he could. However, since Kyo hadn’t even been able to make it off of the dance floor, it was unlikely that Shinya would have been able to even make his presence known to the vocalist. That is, unless Shinya actually got up. At the moment, he wasn’t overly inclined to do so. 

Gackt’s voice once again caught Shinya’s attention and he turned back to him. “It’s not so much a matter of rhythm as, well, inexperience.” He stated, picking up his own bottled water again. He wouldn’t go to mentioning the discomfort of it. Shinya liked to be alone-- in the middle of a crowded dance floor forcefully pressed up against Toshiya was a bit outside of his comfort level. 

“You--“ Shinya started, looking up at Gackt again, “Should be out dancing as well.” He knew he had a point. What could possibly be interesting about sitting in a booth with him? Gackt, to him, seemed the type to be out in the middle of that dance floor and loving every minute. Even the soft movement of Gackt’s knee against Shinya’s tipped him off in that direction. 

However, their moment was interrupted by the sudden appearance of Toshiya and Kyo. Shinya just sighed, and looked back up at Gackt. The bottled water went rolling across the table as it was knocked from Shinya’s hands by a certain little vocalist (which Shinya had a momentary impulse to call chibi) climbed over him. By some force of miracle, Shinya managed to save himself from the fate of tumbling out of the booth, though his water seemed content on heading towards Gackt. Thankfully the top was tightly on it.

He met Shinya’s gaze as the younger man turned to him and Shinya had the impression that he was almost smiling. “I suppose you’re right about that…” He leaned toward him, his foot continuing its steady rhythm. “But you realize there’s only one real cure for inexperience…” His blue eyes held Shinya’s brown, hinting, almost daring him. 

Toshiya came back with a squirming Kyo in tow and they both sat down in the booth with them, Toshiya in the seat he had vacated to sit in the middle and Kyo on the end next to Shinya. It was a very good thing that Gackt hadn’t yet opened his bottle of water, because it didn’t take long for the strange little vocalist to decide to crawl over Shinya, nearly knocking him to the floor to plant himself firmly next to him and knocking both his and Shinya’s water onto each respective bottles’ sides. Gackt quickly stopped the bottles from rolling and hadn’t even gotten a chance to sip his martini before Kyo began to poke him incessantly between the eyes. 

Gackt arched a brow as Kyo continued. He could tell he wasn’t doing it as a strange form or introduction. The corner of his mouth quirked in a wicked smile. “That may have not been the best idea, Kyo-san.” And as he finished, Gackt smiled fully as he caught a hold of Kyo’s wrist, making it extremely difficult to move away, effectively pulling the smaller man to him until he was against him. When Kyo had his head over his shoulder, Gackt turned his head ever so slightly so whisper in his ear so the others couldn’t hear. “You may find that some people like that sort of thing…” He said, lips grazing Kyo’s earlobe, while his other hand had been traveling down his back and getting dangerously close to his rear.

He blinked and fell out of the boot seat laughing as Gackt did that. He knew he shouldn’t laugh but he couldn’t help it was so funny. Laughing like a hyena literally he moved covering his mouth trying not to laugh anymore but he couldn’t help it. Squealing the waiter brought his drinks and he set them up nicely in a row to be drank. He started with the everclear then would work his way down to the rum and coke. Keep smiling Totchi that was always the best thing to do, that way no one knew if he was sad. 

Picking up his first shot he slammed it, followed by the second and then the third. His eyes watered a little feeling the burn of the everclear down his throat but he could breath easily though. Picking up the lemon he sucked and chewed on it for a little while watching the others interact. Once he was done with that he started drinking his rum and coke.

Suddenly, before he could realize fully, his wrist was caught and it wasn't a pleasant feeling at first having those strong fingers dig into such sensitive ivory and precious flesh. He did struggle a little however as he was pulled right against Gackt, their chests touching quite roughly and pressing. Kyo could feel his heartrate quicken as his breath incresed in worried huffs, staring directly over the other's shoulder, straight ahead, and once that husky voice entered his ear the Warumono knew he just had to bolt, and he did so right after he yelled out some profanity feeling that hand run right down his backside. 

The small man jerked and then slinked under the table and tumbled out from under the table cloth and stood, brushing off his pants. Before he walked off into the dance crowd with his cheeks a lovely pure red, he flipped off the more masculine man before begining to shove through crowds of people. It wasn't really Gackts fault, but yet it was. Kyo hated to be laughed at, Despised it, and that was what Totchi was doing before. 

Once he was in a crowd all by himself, he shuddered and pulled up on his baggy pants, and thanked the gods they were baggy. Really. Then, he began to slowly try to regain his cool, closing his eyes before quickly reminding himself to keep them open. Yeah. Smoothe move. He'd be up and sleeping in about hours. 

Embarrassing.

Shinya retrieved his bottle, trying to ignore Kyo’s taunting. It was, in some fashion, a little embarrassing. But it was Kyo and, well, everybody really did expect something completely out of the ordinary from him. It was common place, really. Shinya, instead, focused on Toshiya and the mini-bar that was just set in front of him. Toshiya’s leg, now free of Gackt’s, extended under the table to give a soft kick to Toshiya’s foot. 

However, the sudden movement from Kyo caught Shinya’s attention again. Well, he couldn’t really say it was from Kyo as it was Gackt who pulled the little man to him. Shinya’s hand went instantly to his mouth to hide the laughter that wanted to pour out of him at Gackt’s reaction. He held back as best he could, only permitting a few chuckles to escape, knowing that Kyo would likely have something to say about it later. Shinya tried to make a point of respecting other’s pet peeves, even though sometimes it was really unavoidable. 

Or he had a purpose not to. 

Shinya was about to call out for Kyo, but thought better of it. Instead he sunk against his seat and looked at the other two, knowing it would be better for Kyo to go… somewhere else. But since Kyo was no longer here, there was no reason to contain his laughter. Though it was quite soft, Shinya did laugh.

If he didn’t know any better—and he did—he could almost swear that Kyo enjoyed the contact. When Kyo had been pressed against him, Gackt could feel the other man’s heart beat faster and his breathing was quicker and much more shallow. One thing he found out as Kyo was pressed against him—he took care of himself. Gackt allowed himself to grin widely, thoroughly enjoying the younger man’s discomfort as Kyo forcefully detached from him and almost squeaking some profanity or other as he made a hasty retreat beneath the table. He noticed that as Kyo lost himself in the crowd that he had to adjust more than just his breathing… 

Gackt returned his attention to Toshiya and Shinya, grin replaced by a pleasant expression, as if that whole awkward situation hadn’t been quite so much awkward. Lithe fingers wrapped around the glass of his martini, and he swirled the toothpick and olive around a bit before removing it and taking a sip. He listened to the two men laughing at what had transpired mere seconds before, the two sounds contrasting. While Toshiya’s laugh wasn’t annoying, it was somewhat loud compared to Shinya’s barely audible giggling. ‘How cute,’ was all he could think as Gackt lifted the olive to his mouth and dragged it across his lips absentmindedly, lips quirked a little in amusement.

He squeaked and frowned at Shinya. “What was that for?” He knew what it was for he wasn’t stupid, making a face at Shinya he finished of his drink then waved down the waiter and ordered more of what shinya was calling a mini bar. This time he added four shots of vodka, three of ever clear, two lemons (cause he liked to eat them), and one soda and a water. He knew full well where he was going to end up when he got to the water.

But hey that’s what he was planning on, drink it now throw it up later. How did you think he stayed as thin as everyone else. After all he had learned how to control his gag reflexes. Waiting for his drink he made another face at Shinya before they came. Once again making everything into rows with the lemons sitting on a shot glass half way down the rows.

Shinya just rolled his eyes at Toshiya. He wasn’t going to answer him. Shinya knew he didn’t need to explain his actions to Toshiya-- he knew what that little kick was for. Not that it would do much good in any case. Time’s like this Shinya’d learned to just leave Toshiya alone. 

Except the part where he’d have to carry Toshiya home. 

“If you pass out, I’m putting you with the rat.” Shinya said, knowing that would get him at least to slow down. Toshiya would likely not believe him, but Shinya was serious. He’d been with a drunken Toshiya before and it was a miracle he was able to keep his clothing mostly on. 

Shinya just took a deep breath and looked back at Gackt. He let a small smile flicker across his face, hoping to go back to that mostly peaceful state they had been in before their interruption.

Gackt watched Toshiya down drink after drink, fascinated and he continued to drag that olive back and forth across his lips. How could he drink so much, especially if he had to do a show or something of the sort tomorrow? Of course, it could just be that he had time off just as he himself did. 

Gackt looked at Shinya a moment as the other man smiled. He closed his eyes, taking a long, deep, cleansing breath and let it out very slowly. “Maybe he should eat something with all of the drinks he’s insisting on drinking. Or you could leave him with the rat.” He still didn’t open his eyes, his brow wrinkling a little in amusement. “Would he last long against the rat while intoxicated?” His tone was obviously teasing the both of them. ‘Shinya should smile more,’ was his thought.

He frowned at Shinya. “No you wouldn’t, you would worry that in a drunk state I might have gotten bitten by a wild rat and contracted rabies or some thing else the rat could have and fine me dead in the morning. Besides if you do I’ll just sleep in the house or find a quick fuck and stay at their place.” He knocked two more drinks during that time too. It was losing its burn already, moving he pushed his hoodie back up on to his shoulders. 

“I don’t need to eat Gackt.” There went a few more he was up to the lemons down which he chewed on and ate before continuing. He wasn’t showing any signs of slowing even to Shinya’s unseen plead for him to do so. “Besides..” He mused mostly to him self. “You won’t be needing your room if you go off with him and finally get laid.” Oh there went the rest of the drinks. Frowning he looked at the soda before leaning back, he felt dizzy now and sick, glancing at Gackt he frowned. “Fuck you.” And that’s his response to the Totchi vs. Rat. Not like many cared about him having a room with a rat and the hotel not changing him to a different room.

Making a face he moved sliding out of the booth, he was wobblely as he stood. Two was a party, three was a crowd. He would just wander off knowing Shinya would just stay where he was with Gackt, maybe he would get lucky and pass out on the dance floor or in the bathroom in his own vomit. Oh wouldn’t Kyo love a picture of that one, as for now he just wobbled off.

Gackt’s hope was fulfilled as a humored smile found Shinya’s lips. He thought that would be an interesting sight-- Toshiya drunkenly fighting off the rat. The whole band would likely want to see such an activity. Or at least get it on tape for future blackmailing purposes. 

Though, his smile quickly faded at Toshiya’s words. Shinya did truly hate to see Toshiya so distressed. If there was something he could have said, or even done then, he would have. He knew Toshiya too well though, and knew that he would just shrug him off. 

A furious blush colored Shinya’s cheeks at the reference to him and Gackt, however. Shinya’s eyes diverted quickly to the bottle in his hands and refused to look up. Right about now, Shinya was wishing he stayed home. It would have been rather rude to stand Toshiya up like that, but compared to humiliation like what he’s endured tonight… 

“Toshiya--“ Shinya called out for his friend. When Toshiya didn’t show any signs of coming back, or even acknowledging Shinya, he just slumped back in his seat. This wasn’t happening to him. “I’m sorry about that. I--“ Shinya just stopped short and looked up at Gackt. He couldn’t think of anything to say regarding Toshiya’s actions. Instead, he just opted for his usual silence.

At the sound of Toshiya’s voice, Gackt’s eyes opened and his head turned to watch him consume the rest of his beverages as he spoke. He was actually rather surprised that the hotel he was staying at wouldn’t move him to another room, and, worse yet, that the hotel was infested in the first place. He was about to say something to the intoxicated bassist, concern etched around his eyes. He spared a quick glance Shinya’s way, seeing the distress on the other man’s face only to return to Toshiya. The fact that Toshiya made the comment of him and Shinya having sex was briefly amusing, but the thought didn’t last. He winced inwardly at those last two words. Perhaps he had misjudged how much alcohol the willowy man had consumed… and his own actions. But he was drunk and he could forgive him his outburst. Maybe his teasing comments had struck a nerve? 

He watched Toshiya’s retreating back, Shinya’s voice barely audible over the cacophony. Sighing, Gackt turned to the only other occupant of the booth. At Shinya’s attempt at an apology, Gackt shook his head. “It’s alright. Really. He’s drunk. Aside from a hangover, he’ll be fine in the morning, I’m sure.” 

He sighed again and placed the olive in the half empty glass, folding one arm on the table as he turned to his new acquaintance. His leg briefly brushed against his, but it really was an accident this time and wasn’t in contact for long. His entire body conveyed a sense of concern and seriousness that the drummer hadn’t seen yet tonight. “Perhaps I should apologize to you.” Gackt rubbed his free hand along his bare clavicle and shoulder a little. “I wasn’t exactly thinking when I made that string of comments from before.”

Cold, wet rain, he didn’t remember when the sky decided to open up and pour down on him. Though he felt the cold less with what was left of the aloichol in his system, thanks to the trip to the mens room it wasn’t much. Yet he didn’t feel like moving, or going back inside to the club that throbbed against his backside with the music. They where all perfectly safe in their hallowed out shell away from the misery that would bestow them outside, staring up wards with hooded eyes he let the rain soak him through. This had been the way it was for a bit now, his body shivered lightly as his clothing and hair clung to his small frame.

Of in the distance thunder rumbled its displeasure to being drowned out by the music from with in the building. It was warm and dry inside the mortar and brick casing, he didn’t want to go back though. If not for his lipstick there would be a faint tinge of blue from the cold. He knew Shinya would lecture him tomorrow about being out in the cold rain, Karou would yell at him if he got sick. It was all about the band, didn’t they know no matter how sick he got he would just play on until he passed out on the stage. 

Lifting a wet cigarette to his mouth he sat there. Man it was even to wet to smoke, life must really hate him tonight.

"You're dancing. Everyone drinks when they're dancing. It's like kareoke... it has to be done, ne?" His logic wasn't exactly brilliant, but the pieces of the jigsaw in Die's mind fit. And the jigsaw as of beer, so perhaps it was pretty biast. Plus Die was persistent and somewhat irritating in that aspect, he'd never give up. Just like the constant shoving of cigarettes in any Shinya filled areas, beers had to be shoved in any Kyo filled areas. Die was practically half naked now, grinning and jumping around with two beer bottles, the alcohol from one spilling all over his naked arm and the other was practically empty, so that was actually a rather entertaining accessory to his 'drinking outfit.' 

Die paused for a moment though, finishing his beer and then Kyo's, deciding that perhaps he wanted a cigarette. The guitarist was in a state of blissful hyperactivity, unable to hold himself much longer, knowing perfectly well that if he either didn't drink more, get air, sex or cigarettes, he would be on the floor... laughing. A lot. "Uhh," he frowned, deciding to set the beers onto the floor because he was clever like that, and totally forgetting about his beloved jacket as he excused himself from Kyo, deciding to take a cigarette break. Thankfully, the girl whom he'd only momentarily ago made rather positive acquittances with had gone to the bathroom to faint or something, so he managed to return to his trusty barman without having to either make pathetic excuses or engage in sexual activities before reaching those wonderful cigarettes. He'd much of rather had the lesbians, anyway. Sighing a somewhat relieved sigh upon the discovery of his precious Salem Lights, pressing one inside of his mouth as he reached inside a butt pocket, pulling out an expensive, silver lighter and igniting the stick with an almost orgasmic expression as the delightful nicotine began to fill his lungs. 

So the red head had underestimated himself with the drinking abilities, but he still wasn't drunk drunk. Just drunk. And not like it was causing harm to anyone, unless the girl had a boyfriend and he saw, or maybe she got over excited and passed out, but he doubted that. She probably just needed to pee. Still, paranoia kicked in and while sucking on the cylinder, his eyes began to look for Kaoru. If Kaoru was there... Die would most probably be in for a castration. After several minutes of sitting and pondering in silence, ignoring the sounds of the girls, he had finished two cigarettes... and realised stupidly that his jacket was no longer anywhere to be seen. 

With a discontent sigh, he decided that perhaps a need for oxygen was what was necessary. Bile was rising to his throat and it was a rather uncomfortable sensation, making his mood switch quicker than expected, and he gave Kyo a light wave before trotting off outside, the cold air hitting his half exposed chest harder than expected and another cigarette was took out as he began to wander, feeling rather uncomfortable in his current state. It was only when he'd walked around the bar twice that he'd noticed the figure, hiding almost. 

That was only when he realised that it was raining, too... because the figure was wet. With a concerned look, Die approached the person, squinting somewhat... only to have those deep eyes widen with surprise. "Toshiya?"

He heard that voice and knew it was Die, now he had this smile. Smiling was getting to tiring and it made his face hurt. Turning his head towards the voice he looked at you and smiled, he had gotten so good at smiling it was hard to tell what was a real smile and one he just plastered to his face. “Hey Die.. what sup.” He grinned cheerfully knowing he didn’t feel all that cheerful. He was still sitting on the wet cold ground, even his ass had gone numb from sitting in the wet cold for so long. Suppressing a shiver he just smirked. “See someone got lucky tonight.” Everyone but him, all he seemed to get tonight was rejection in one from or another. Maybe he should just go out with girls, yeah that would give everyone a heartattcke. It would but funny though, moving he pulled him self off the ground slightly stumbling as he did so.

Okay maybe he was a little bit drunk that he had thought, or maybe it was just the cold. “When did you get here?” He wondered if Die had saw Shinya yet, wouldn’t that just be amusing. Seeing Shinya getting teased about his date, like that would happen. He wouldn’t doubt that Shinya had already left with Gackt. He didn’t mind being forgotten, sometimes it was better that way, then he could stop smiling. A happy Toshiya meant the band was happy for they didn’t have to worry about his own inner struggles.

"What?" Die asked in confusion, looking down at his shirt which was now plastered to his chest due to the rain which had effected him too, in his pathetic little journey. It was almost like a second skin, parted to reveal an ivory white chest covered in goosebumps. He smirked, tossing his third cigarette aside. 

"Remember that girl I'd been seeing? Past month or so?" Crouching beside the other, he didn't want to go into a subject which may have been too difficult to discuss with an unsure mind. "We broke up." He shrugged, but mid shrug, his shoulders collapsed and he decided that being drunk wasn't actually a cure that was particularly good tonight. "I came here alone, I have no friends," he smirked, eyes closing as the back of his head rest against the wall. 

That wasn't the idea, of course, Die simply wanted to get drunk and forget about everything for a night, solemnly believing that alcohol was the best cure. "Accidentally got pushed into some little pit with Kyo, fell on my ass into beer, so my pants were ruined," he spoke in a casual manner, it was almost amusing. In fact, he laughed at himself as his hands ran over his face and his now moist hair, only to have it fall back over his handsome features. "Some girl stole my jacket and I kissed another girl because she got me a beer. And I actually feel like a bit of an idiot," he admitted, sighing and looking at Toshiya with his most delightful, most charming smile. "Shinya's getting molested by some guy, seems to be liking it too... I wasn't sure whether or not it was him so I didn't say hi, and figuring he didn't say hello to me he didn't really want to be disturbed." Shrugging, he reached for another cigarette. If he was going to keep this up, this was going to be his fourth packet tonight. 

"How come you're out here?" He asked in a tender voice, bringing out the lighter and providing them with a little amount of light just for the moment. "...you'll get sick."

He nodded blinked. “Yeah I remember. I am sorry but she is a nut case I am glad you broke up with her.” Smirking he moved and poked your shoulder. “That means now I can work in turning you gay or at lest bi.” Laughing he poked your nose this time. “You are an idiot but you have friends. You have us, Kyo, Shinya, hard ass and me.” He nodded firmly before looking up. “That’s Gackt, hey we are both pretty wet want to annoy Shinya?” He smirked looking over at you hiding any feelings he might be feeling.

Die was always fun he knew he could flirt with Die though it would end in the same rejection but that didn’t matter right now. “Kyo was dancing with you? I think he secretly likes you, he told me pretty much to go fuck myself.” Shrugging like you had just done he looked back at the sky. “Because I am a drunkard and stupid? I don’t know it seemed like a good idea at the time. I just haven’t felt like moving since it started raining.” Glancing back to you he shook his head. “That’s not going to work, I tried already its raining to much too even smoke.” Life must hate him, smiling his usual ‘I am totchi and I am happy’ smiled he moved trying to get up again. This time he used you to make it to full stand. 

“Look!! I am standing!” He laughed and moved looking at you. “I am not going to get sick, if I do oh well life shit on me. I’ll deal with it, now if you get sick of me well then Karou would have my head. So I guess you should go inside.” He nodded thinking as logical as possible, besides he didn’t feel like getting yelled at for Die being sick because he came out here where miserable little Totchi was. “So let’s go in side ne?”

Die laughed, allowing the touches because he was a physical person himself and such actions were actually encouraged. He poked Toshiya back in the side, pinching the skin there lightly just for the purpose of being annoying. He stood with Toshiya and wrapped an arm around his shoulders loosely. The cigarette had already been extinguished by the rain and Die wasn't happy. He needed precious nicotine, and was beginning to want to drink again. Die actually wasn't particularly sure whether or not he wanted to go back inside and terrorise the drummer, as tempting as it did sound. But he was with someone... Gackt, which was shock enough... perhaps he'd stick in the corner for a while for Toshiya, clearly sensing the other's discomfort, unsure of the reasons, though. "Shinya is getting off with Gackt? As in, Gackt Gackt that names his penis after ice creams?" Die grinned. Well, Shinya with a guy was interesting enough but Shinya with Mr. Magnum was even more amusing. 

"Hey, you're going to tell me what's wrong, okay?" He asked, giving Toshiya a squeeze with his slim arm, still keeping it around his shoulder as he lead him into the bar again, actually sobering up just a little bit fr the moment. "Later, though, we can both get really, really pissed, and do kareoke to cheer you up." He grinned. He wasn't an idiot, despite what people said, and he really did show a lot of concern for his friends and band mates, because he hated any sort of disagreements and he'd always tried to get them all to be close. 

"It wasn't dancing, really. Kyo was dancing and I was bouncing, you know I can't dance. There was about five foot between us, anyway. You know he wouldn't be seen dead dancing with me." Grinning, he stroked Toshiya's arm lightly before letting go, reaching for the cigarette now. Perhaps he should get some alcohol, too. "So what shall we do to our precious skinny drummer?" He grinned, the stick dangling from his lips.

He nodded. “Yup that’s the same one.” He looked up at you and smirked, then blinked. “Wha? There’s nothing wrong with me Die, I am just.. dunno.” He clamed up he didn’t want to talk about it was you led him into side. Nodding  silently he looked at you. “Yeah two drunken idiots singing that’s going to be fun.” He smirked some and moved leaning into your arm slightly. This was nice he liked this, then again he was a very physical person and emotional. Though he tried not to show people that he was emotional most of the time. 

Snickering he shook his head. “Anyone can dance in this place. Just act like you’re having sex while standing up and clothed you will be fine!” He raised a brow getting an evil look on his face. “You know I can show you what I mean too. Show you how to move your body in such a sexual way that women will go crazy over you.” He moved just slightly but the movement along was enough to make his body slink like a snake's as he spoke. With him being wet as well added to the effect giving the sexual look that he was speaking about. Though he would teach you he knew nothing would come of his movements. You where a pretty straight guy, hey he could wish even if he knew it was a bad idea to sleep with your band mates. He just couldn’t help wanting to at times, could anyone blame him? He hoped not his band mates where hot, even Kyo wither he believed it or not.

He looked up at you and grinned evilly. “Fall into the booth making out like wild monkeys right on to Shinya?” Laughing he looked as innocent as could be. “We are both wet after all. Or we can spill all his dirty little secrets in front of Gackt, that would make him yell at us later. Or we could just act like two drunken morons what ever works the best. Besides you’re the master at Teasing Shinya I wouldn’t know where to start besides smoking and drinking a lot!” He snickered looking innocent as could be.

Die grinned, watching Toshiya's movement with a peculiar interest. He had to admit, that if he were to consider any sort of experimentation with a guy, lessons maybe... whatever, then he'd probably feel more comfortable with Toshiya. "You'll have to teach me. I dance like a brick," he grinned, shaking his head and wrapping an arm around Toshiya again, deciding that if they were going to irritate Shinya, the cigarette had to go. Because he was beyond that now, he was practically a professional in Shinya-irritating. "How about we act like drunken idiots, making out, embarrassing him, while signing... and I have to lick him, too." So Die had a problem. He wanted to lick Shinya. Probably his shoulder or something, or maybe he'd consider making up some story about Shinya having interesting fetishes involving role playing sex games, where he'd get his partner to act as a little dog... Die smirked. Well, it was true. His life really would be worthless without Shinya. "You have to make the dramatic appearance, though, pull me onto you or something. I'll crush him, knowing me." 

He scratched his forehead at this, blushing a little as he quietly snuck to the booth he was pretty sure belonged or Shinya and Gackt, wondering how Gackt would react to Die making comments about the nickname for his privates. "Will Shinya never speak to me again if I make fun of his boyfriend? I mean, Gackt's a better dancer than me, ne?" He smirked again, ruffling his own hair and trying to look as messy and wet as possible. "And what's better than two drunken idiots singing? What songs does he like? You know any X songs?" Now Die would NOT sing any Morning Musume... as much as he liked teasing Shinya... just no. "Come on, baby," Die grinned, grabbing Toshiya's ass playfully. "Show me that we still have it." 

Then, Gackt popped out of the booth and Die practically fell over. "They're going to dance?" His eyes widened. Shinya, dancing? grinding? Oh God, he couldn't see this. His poor eyes would be tainted and he'd never look at the drummer the same again. He poked Toshiya. "What the hell do we do now? I don't want to approach Shinya if he's gonna be all feely with Gackt and gay and stuff."

He just laughed, grinning up at you.  “I don’t know I wanted to dance with him but he took interest in shy little Shinya more than anything.” He blinked seeing what Die was seeing, oh the comment hurt he glared at Die and stomped in his foot hard. “Well excuse us for being gay!” That was a little to loud for even his liking. Die had said it like it was such a bad thing, moving he stormed off again still dripping wet. Damn it why does this have to happen to him, and why does he over react like this. He needed more to drink maybe a little more than just a drink. 

He should just give up and go home, things aren’t happening very kindly to him to night. Die was an idiot but what could he say, right now he just wanted to disappear but he had no where to go. His hotel room still had a rat so he had no where to stay, he couldn’t rely on his friends that was clear enough tonight, Shinya didn’t want him staying with him. Even if the drummer said it he could sleep on the couch in his room but he knew that really meant Shinya didn’t want him there, Kyo forget it the little man wouldn’t do it for the world. He wasn’t about to ask Karou or Die cause all he would get would be okay but none of that ‘gay girly’ stuff.

Gods he just wanted to throw him self of someone roof right now. Oh well he better go back to the hotel and stay in his own room with the large sewer rat running around. He wasn’t going to get any sleep and he knew it.
Die's eyebrows knotted in a pure, confused expression at Toshiya's outburst. "What the..." a hand rose to his hair, pulling on it lightly in irritation. What the hell had he done now? Was he always so damn stupid, messing everything up without even trying? Die didn't know Toshiya would take such a comment to heart, especially when the red head never actually meant anything of such. He sighed, his hand releasing in his hair as he massaged his head for a moment, simply confused. So damn confused. Die was contemplating going home now, taking a nice little collection of sleeping tablets guaranteed to knock him out for a few hours without nightmares following soon after. "Damn it," he mumbled, shaking his head as he tugged on yet another piece of hair, growing more impatient by the moment. His eyes then shot up, looking at Shinya. He was a little surprised to meet the other's eyes, but it nevertheless calmed him a little. Made him smile in return. He lifted a hand weakly, flashing his palm in a lazy wave followed by a small nod. 

Those delicious cherry lips were stretched somewhat, his smile infamous and brilliant, but not quite comparing to the ones he usually flashed. He wasn't sure whether he should of said hello or... or what. Well, the plan for licking Shinya had definitely gone out of the window. He continued to watch Shinya, feeling his head begin to hurt. Then eyes shot to Toshiya... this wasn't good for Die. 

Sighing, the tall man placed his hands over his face, almost growling as he decided to approach Shinya for a moment. He seemed a little stuck for speech, simply looking at him... until he grinned brilliantly, and shook his head. "...have a good night," he nodded, and kissed Shinya softly on the cheek, then looked to Gackt and bowed politely before deciding to walk after Toshiya. Die was going to apologise, he was going to say goodnight... and he was going to bed. His head was throbbing and the last thing... despite temptation screaming his name... he needed was to find those two rather attractive girls and have a threesome. With the barman.

He would talk to Die later about things but now wasn’t the time. Currently he found him self at the bar having one last drink and paying his tab. He wouldn’t leave the bill to Shinya, that wasn’t fair at all seeing how it was his bill and his stupid idea to come here. He would have to stop on the way back to the hotel and get a bat, and then he would need some caffeine anti sleep pill also. He wouldn’t be getting any sleep at all not with the sewer rat in his room. 

Why did things have to work out so badly for him most of the time? He knew where he was wanted and where he belonged and he knew this was not the place apparently for every one of those. Sighing he looked at the barman who handed him a towel, which he was thankful for. Not like it would to him much good right now anyway. Drying off his face at lest, he finished his drink and paid. Leaving the bar he headed towards the door his hands in his wet pockets and trudged slowly towards the door of the club, he had no where to go now. Maybe he would just walk all night in the rain, wouldn’t that be a musing. Just another ting for them to yell at him for.

Gackt chuckled lightly at Shinya’s reply. That look of near seductive mischief tinged his smile as Gackt’s left hand—the one with the unique bracelet—slid up Shinya’s side and along his arm, ruffling the fabric of his cotton shirt teasingly. As he danced, Gackt’s hips came into contact every so often with Shinya’s and the hand that was still at the drummer’s slim waist made small circular motions, long fingers lightly grazing—and just barely teasing—his backside. Stepping smoothly toward him, the hand at Shinya’s waist dragged across the drummer’s stomach as the one along his arm was suddenly at his shoulder, fingertips lightly caressing the soft flesh of his neck as Gackt changed positions. Now the older man was behind the blonde, his partially bare chest pressed against Shinya’s back as they continued to dance. The contact wasn’t that aggressive, only light teasing. Playful. 

He could see the looks they were getting; some of the girls looked as though the sight of him dancing with the Shinya of Dir en grey fame was enough to give some of them standing orgasms. He smiled secretly at a couple of the closest ones and bent to let his lips come just short of touching his partner’s neck as his left hand traced chaotic lines along Shinya’s neck while the other slid down his leg. He smiled slightly when some of the dancers squeaked in dismay and hurried off to the bathroom, to do what, he could only contemplate. 

It hadn’t escaped his notice that Toshiya had appeared at the bar. It seemed as though he were going to leave very soon, if the exchange of bills was any indication. “I think that, maybe, we should cheer Toshiya-san up. I think he’s lonely…”

Shinya tried to ignore the touches that Gackt placed lightly along his body to keep the rhythm. However, it wasn’t as successful as he hoped. The fingers on his hips were doing a rather good job of distracting him. Especially as they moved a bit further down. Needless to say that Gackt’s goal of teasing was successfully reached. It was straddling that line perfectly that made Shinya whish that he’d either hold onto him firmly as Toshiya had done or find another application for his hand. 

Trying to keep his movements to the beat, Shinya didn’t notice that Gackt had moved behind him until his chest was pressed against the drummer’s back. Suddenly the circle of women around them that he had failed to notice before came into view. They were, however, the focus of his attention for only a few moments before he felt Gackt’s breath against his neck. It sent a shudder down Shinya’s spine that Gackt was sure to feel. Shinya couldn’t hide now and it made him blush slightly. He could feel the shivers from the hand that traveled down Shinya’s thigh and the goose bumps that his hand caused. Right about then, Shinya was cursing how unfair this situation was. 

The words Gackt spoke next were rather unexpected on Shinya’s behalf. His eyes opened before he had even realized he closed them and turned, trying his best to follow Gackt’s line of view. The sight of Toshiya alone at the bar made Shinya frown. “I should take him back to the hotel. Make sure he gets there and doesn’t sleep in wet clothes.” Toshiya had been guilty of that before and developed a nasty little fever as a result.

“It seems we have an audience.” Warm breath tickled warmer flesh in the stifling club as Gackt continued to dance, pressing his hips just a bit more into Shinya’s and the hand at the younger man’s thigh moved to the front instead of the side to slide upward at a slow crawl, a millimeter at a time. The hand at his neck twined fingers in his hair before gliding down his neck to slide along his arm. Gackt smiled against the skin of Shinya’s neck, both at the women (and some men) crowded around them and at Shinya’s reaction. The drummer’s skin was an even pink as he blushed and there were goose bumps all along the tender flesh. There was no way that Shinya could hide the shiver his attentions caused and he smiled just a little wider. Did the shy, willowy Shinya like the attention? Or was he anxious? ‘Perhaps both,’ Gackt thought. Which he thought was delicious. It was as though he couldn’t decide. 

His hand came perilously close to Shinya’s groin, causing no few of the circle of people watching—who were already dancing sensually before the pair had begun—to touch themselves over the eyeful of the both of them together made. Some of the men had to hurry off, presumably from overly tight pants. But before he got too close, Gackt pulled away. He was still behind the shorter man, and he was still dancing, but it was at a distance that seemed to be more comfortable for him. 

“I agree. Although I have to admit that I’m surprised that he has a rodent in his room.” Gackt was still close enough, however, to speak into his ear.

The movement of Gackt’s hand on his thigh made Shinya’s movements a bit jerkier and somewhat erratic. It was easy to see that Gackt was having an effect on him. Something that was sure to have the rumor mills turning soon. It would be interesting to see what they cranked out, in Shinya’s opinion. Perhaps they would be funnier than him impregnating some random musician he wasn’t sure he’d even met. 

A small little pout crossed Shinya’s lips when Gackt pulled away. So he was enjoying it too much. Was that a bad thing? Attention like that was something that didn’t happen often for him. It was only natural to enjoy such a thing. 

“I’m sure they’ve called an exterminator by now. Or he hasn’t been whining enough.” Shinya said with a troubled frown. Really, Shinya just thought it was because Toshiya didn’t want to be alone in his hotel room. Why he picked on Shinya - the one who valued his solitude - he’d never know. 

“I should go get him before he leaves. Thank you for the dance, Gackt-san.” Shinya said, giving the man a small bow before walking towards the bar. Of course, if Gackt followed, Shinya wouldn’t protest much. 

“Toshiya!” Shinya called out as loud as he could. Unfortunately, that wasn’t much.

Gackt blinked a little in surprise as he was pulled into the room by a wet and mostly naked Toshiya. He was right, of course. There was no telling what the rumormongers would say. Gackt smiled inwardly at Toshiya’s seeming unawareness of his body. He either felt very comfortable with himself or he was giving him a show. Either way, he was seeing more of him than most people did. As Toshiya disappeared into the bathroom, Gackt stood by the room’s only armchair near the couch, hesitant to sit, not wanting to get the chair wet. 

When Toshiya returned in a white, terry-cloth bathrobe with a towel in hand, Gackt accepted it with a small polite nod. “Thank you.” The corner of his mouth quirked slightly as if to smile and proceeded to dry his clothing, pausing long enough to unbutton his shirt all the way and pull it from his waistband. He patted his pants here and there so they weren’t too damp. “It really is alright. You were there with your friend to have fun and I interrupted.” He rubbed his shirt down some before starting on his exposed chest; the towel pushing his damp shirt aside to expose even more of the smooth flesh beneath. “For that, I am sorry.” His hair could dry on its own, he decided to himself. 

It was interesting to note how Toshiya was sitting—or rather, lounging—on the couch, exposing himself almost as much as he had when he had only the towel. Dry enough to his satisfaction, Gackt slowly sat in the chair behind him, letting his legs loll open with his arms perched on the chair’s, the towel hanging lazily in his hand.

He wasn’t even paying attention to what you where saying. He was watching you dry your self a hand lifting to his lips where he started slightly chewing or sucking on the tip of his finger, it was a habit when he was complete absorbed into something, like thinking or watching something he was enjoying. And he was doing a lot of a thinking right now too. Blinking he looked at your face instead of watching where that towel went. “Huh? Oh, um don’t be sorry you didn’t something I couldn’t do. You got Shinya enjoying him self. So don’t worry about it.” He waved his have for a moment, the same one he had been chewing on. He stood gracefully before heading towards his suitcase. He crouched down digging something out, thanks to the robe you didn’t get to see much with is back to you. Standing back up he came over and handed you a large over sized shirt, it was one he normally slept in. “Here let me take your shirt and hang in the bathroom. That way it can drip dry for a bit and then I can use a hair dryer on it to finish at lest drying your shirt.” 

Smiling a bit he walked over to a mini bar and looked at you. “Would you like something to drink? You know something to pass the time while your shirt dries. And I am not going to let you argue or I will strip of you that shirt my self then put you in a dry one.” He gave you that look of there was no argument with him for he would do it. He got out two glasses and fixed him self a glass of water. He was sure of him self, and he didn’t realize how his cat like movements would effect anyone other than him. This was Toshiya his natural ability to radiate sexual desires and needs with just the mere movement of his body. It was part of his and it was natural maybe one of the reasons he didn’t even think about what was going on. “Is water fine? I just have wine and a bit of hard stuff up here. I don’t need anymore hard liquor to drink right now.” He smiled a crossed at you, the shirt it smelled of him as well. He had a sweet yet musky smell, masculine but very appealing as a women’s scent would be.

Gackt could only raise an amused shaped eyebrow at Toshiya’s statement. ‘Wouldn’t accept no for an answer, hmm?’ was his thought. He ducked his head, obscuring a half-smile as he straightened in the chair to drape the damp towel over one of the arms of the chair. He believed him when he said he would declothe him… and enjoy every moment of it. He snorted softly in amusement as Toshiya walked off and unfastened the buttons of his sleeves. The bassist was very nearly radiating sex and he had to wonder if it was because of the club setting or an entirely different reason. “Wine would be fine.” 

That done, Gackt smoothly stood, sliding the damp black charmeuse shirt from his slender shoulders and fully exposing his toned upper body to the air. Gackt shivered a little from cool air on damp skin. His eyes watched the slender form move from a crouching position to stand and approach him, offering him a shirt. Nodding politely with that almost smile, Gackt reached out and accepted the shirt, his long fingers grazing the younger man’s briefly before quickly pulling it over his shoulders. The shirt had an interesting smell, though not unpleasant. He could only assume it was Toshiya’s scent… as well as whatever he used to clean his clothes.

He got out the wine and poured into a glass, walking over he practically slinked with each step. “Here you go.” He handed you the glass of red wine and took your damp shirt and towel. Walking towards the bathroom he hung them both up so they would dry. Then he walked back the bar taking his glass of water and sitting back down. Crossing his long legs he leaned back relaxed almost watching you. Blinking he giggled lightly in his over sized shirt. “How does it feel to indirectly be in bed with the bassist of Dir En Grey?” Giggling he drank some more of his water. “I usually sleep in that shirt so indirectly you been in bed with me.” Winking he just smiled quite amused by that factor.

Shifting in his seat a bit he moved his feet now being the ones crossed and slightly pointed as one foot lay on top of the other. “It’s to quite in here. We should talk about something or something while your shirt dries enough so you don’t get sick. Sorry I can’t do anything about the pants. I don’t think they would take to a hair drier very well, I don’t have any pants that would fit you, and you’re so much taller than me.” He leaned on the arm rest of the couch watching you. He glanced to his water then back to you, he had no clue what to talk about. But just sitting here would kill him, it’s different when he is alone because he could read, sleep or do a number of other things.

TOSHIYA: 

He got out the wine and poured into a glass, walking over he practically slinked with each step. “Here you go.” He handed him the glass of red wine and took the damp shirt and towel. Walking towards the bathroom he hung them both up so they would dry. Then he walked back to the bar taking his glass of water and sitting back down. Crossing his long legs he leaned back relaxed almost watching him. Blinking he giggled lightly in his over sized shirt. “How does it feel to indirectly be in bed with the bassist of Dir En Grey?” Giggling he drank some more of his water. “I usually sleep in that shirt, so, indirectly, you’ve been in bed with me.” Winking, he just smiled, quite amused by that factor. 

Shifting in his seat a bit he moved his feet now being the ones crossed and slightly pointed as one foot lay on top of the other. “It’s too quiet in here. We should talk about something or something while your shirt dries enough so you don’t get sick. Sorry, I can’t do anything about the pants. I don’t think they would take to a hair drier very well. I don’t have any pants that would fit you, and you’re so much taller than me.” He leaned on the armrest of the couch watching him. He glanced to his water then back to Gackt; he had no clue what to talk about. But just sitting here would kill him, it’s different when he is alone because he could read, sleep or do a number of other things. 

-------------------------------------------------- -------------------------------------------------- ------------------------- 

GACKT: 

There was a short, soft chuckle, silver bracelet tinkling, as Gackt reached to accept the glass of wine and sipped at its contents. He looked down at himself, raising his arms slightly as he did so before answering. “By that logic,” he said with that almost-smile that held no little amount of mischief as he looked at him from beneath his lashes, “you will have slept with me after receiving your shirt back.” He probably looked absurd in a large shirt and close-fitting leather pants, but if it lightened the mood, Gackt didn’t mind. He took another sip of the wine that Toshiya had given him, slowly licking his lips before savoring the taste on his tongue for a moment, eyes partially closed and his head rolled back on his shoulders to relieve the minute amount of tenseness he felt. 

Relaxing, he met Toshiya’s gaze, holding those brown orbs with his blue. He was still in that mood; his curiosity was still unsatisfied as far as how Toshiya would react to certain… situations. “And as for my pants—“ Gackt half smiled, half smirked and leaned toward the man lounging on the couch. “I doubt the are in any worse shape than when you spilled whiskey on them earlier tonight.” His deep voice was borderlining on the sensual as the sound caressed his ears teasingly.

He smirked at you slightly; as he lounged on the couch watching you. “Hmmm I indirectly of course. You look like a person who would just flirt and never fallow through with things.” He sighed softly. “What a lose that would be as well.” He looked at you then moved his eyes down to your pants. “Awe poor pants, do they want me to kiss it and make it all better?” He was flirt more lest just playful teasing as he giggled looking at you. Finishing his glass of water he shoot and walked back over to the bar just getting the bottle of water and the bottle of wine. “Would you like some more?” He held up the bottle and grinned over at you .

Moving he backed towards you setting the bottles down near you. “Hm maybe I should get dressed just a little. I bet your having fun watching me move around my bathrobe but it’s a bit cold right now.” He snickered  putting his hands into the pockets on his robe. “Unless you have something in mind to plan on warming up a little. You looks slightly cold your self.” Thinking about he bounced. “I Got it! I am sure those pants are really on comfortable.” He skipped over to his suit case again and dug out some shorts. Smirking he handed them to you. “There now we can at lest let the pants dry as well. Sorry that’s the only thing I could think to fit you.” He smiled more moving and picking up his PJs.

“I’ll go into the bathroom and change into something less reviling and you put on the shorts.” He gave you that look. “And you will know what happens if you argue about it, so no ifs ands or buts mister.”

Gackt looked even more amused by the flirting comment and the obvious way that Toshiya’s gazed at him. He usually let people think whatever they wanted about his sexual practices and he wasn’t going to change that now. He watched as Toshiya suddenly darted from his place on the couch to return with a bottle of water and one of wine, getting quite the eyeful as he bent over to place both bottles on the nearby table. He could see a good portion on the man’s chest beneath the loosely fitting robe. He sipped at his wine once more, watching the bassist over the lip of the glass before lowering it to speak. “I’m fine, thank you.” 

He barely had time to complete the sentence before Toshiya was off again to rummage around in his suitcase for the second time tonight and produced a pair of large somewhat baggy shorts. Gackt looked at the shorts and then at Toshiya. Like with the shirt, his expression brooked no argument, but he doubted that the younger man would go so far as to undress him. Although he had to admit to himself that it would be highly entertaining for him to try. 

Gackt leaned forward to place his now empty glass on the table near the bottles and looked up at Toshiya from his languid position in the chair, tongue darting out to lick his lips. “Thank you, but I’m fine.” Gackt had that look on his face that he was glad that Toshiya was playing the good host, but it was almost drowned out by something that could either be interpreted as intense interest… or a dare.

He came back out of the bathroom seeing he didn’t change out of those pants. “Shinya would never for give me if I allowed you to get sick.” He sighed now wearing very baggy pj bottoms and a tank top. “Guess I am going to have to do this my self?” He stalked over to you and standing over you. “I think your doing this just to see if I will change you my self? Well I am going to make sure I get those pants off you so they can dry off a little.” He moved tugging on the t-shirt he let you borrow smiling, thinking how he was going to do this. He could sit in your lap and try it that way or he could hmmmm. He lost this thought as he moved straddling your hips in the chair.

“Your so bad Gackt-san. I am trying to be nice and make sure you don’t get sick and here you are being stubborn.” Moving he shifted just slightly moving his hands down towards your lap. Thin long fingers found the waistband of your leather pants quite easily as he leaned forward closer to you. He would have to be seductive if he wanted your pants off for other reasons but he wasn’t really after that right now. “See I have nothing to worry about, because something says you’re a bit straight. So when I do something like this there’s no reaction.” He smirked being smug as his fingers traced around your hips coming to the buttons on your pants. 

He was a little vixen as his fingers brushed more interesting parts of your lower body as his fingers moved around the buttons on your leather pants teasingly. This was all part of his plans to get you out of your pants and into dry shorts. There was slight pressure against your lower region as is fingers momentarily pressed into one of the buttons on your pants followed by slight tightness of the leather being pulled forward, then there was relief of one button being undone. He was going so slow that anyone would be driven mad with even his touches. He just grinned at you watching your face as his fingers worked some rather good magic.

Gackt could only lean back in the chair as he was suddenly straddled by Toshiya, his arms hanging over the sides of the armrests. As Toshiya’s skilled fingers slipped a few millimeters into his pants, he could feel his body reacting of its own accord and he had to cut off a short, ragged breath of surprise tinged with a slight amount of pleasure. These pants were not made to be worn around the waist but the hips, and the fact that Toshiya was coming perilously close to his manhood wasn’t making the situation any better. Especially with those teasing and feathery light touches on his hips and abdomen, touches that, no matter the circumstances, felt good. 

‘Straight, hmm?’ was his thought. ‘That’s not the only thing that would be right now…’ Because of the position, he knew that there was no way for him to hide the growing bulge beneath the frisky bassist. 

Gackt leaned forward a little as the first button was unfastened, only a centimeter between the two as his upper body moving and smiled. “Whatever gave you that impression of what my preferences are?” His voice was husky as he watched the slim bassist. His pants were getting just a bit too tight for his tastes and he could feel the barely perceptible blush begin to color his cheeks.

He grinned knowing full well of was growing under his skilled fingers, the bass wasn’t the only thing he good at playing. Moving his fingers down just lightly there was that slight but tangibly good pressure before it disappeared again once the button was undone. Two buttons down and a zipper to go, watching you he didn’t start unzipping your pants right away. Instead he moved his fingers trailing down over the zipper causing it to press against you as he moved his fingers down then up again. He was taking all your reactions in, from the blush on your cheeks to the rapid breathing you suddenly had come to. Purring softly he watched you moved closer to him by just a fraction. “Why dear Gackt..” He purred out his words smooth as liquid silk. “Your flushed I think you don’t need anymore wine.” Reaching up with one hand as the other took the zipper in his fingers. “or a fever.” He gave you a mock gasp as he touched your cheek then your forehead as if he was feeling for any raise in temp. “Gackt! You’re burning up! You poor thing, we must get you out of these wet pants and covered with a blanket!” He was trying not to smirk as he shifted on your lap.

His weight was pressing differently against your hips as he shifted to tech your cheek and forehead, leaning back a little using his weight on his shoulders caused his hips to shift forward and press into yours. “Shinya would kill me if he knew I wasn’t taking care of you, or let you get sick!” He pouted then moved shifting his weight again moving his hips back and his upper body forward once more. “We must get you into some dry clothing.” Reaching down again he moved taking hold of your zipper and pulling it down slowly causing the teeth of the zipper to vibrate with each slow pull. He was being torturous with you. “I am assuming, your personality doesn’t show or one that seems to be attracted to guys. Despite the current  happenings under my hands, you just don’t seem to lean that way. Which is okay with me.” He smirked a little.

He was used to it, but it didn’t mean that he couldn’t have fun with it. In honesty he did want you out of the pants so you could get into dry clothing. He couldn’t help if he was teasing you at the same time. That wasn’t his fault that you had such a responsive body. Purring he watched you as he finally got your zipper down, moving his hands to your hips he started to slide your pants down over them. He didn’t look down once, no he was giving you that much respect and not looking down. He was watching you instead as he moved raising him self slightly so he could get your pants off and get you into something dry.

The hand at his groin was torturous and Gackt blinked slowly as Toshiya finished with the last button, tracing the zipper. He knew the hand at his brow was yet another excuse to get him out of his damp clothing; they both knew that he wouldn’t get sick. As it was, Gackt began to flex his fingers—which were hidden to either side of the armchair—as if he were loosening up right before a live but stopped in the middle without unbending them at Toshiya’s continued attention. This whole situation would be much more amusing if he weren’t so distracted by certain parts of his anatomy making themselves so obvious. If he had any less self-control, he would have gasped when Toshiya’s hips pressed more firmly into his. 

Gackt took a deep, cleansing breath to get his breathing under control, closing his eyes briefly. Opening them no less than a second later, Gackt lay back as Toshiya leaned even farther forward, his back pressed into the cushioning. He knew that the light blush of embarrassment still colored his cheeks. His heart was beating faster the more Toshiya continued to tease him, the organ pumping blood to more parts of his body than just his cheeks and he could feel himself grow just a little harder with every second. 

When Toshiya reached down—after shifting into a position that made it easier to get his pants off—to slowly slide the leather from his skin, he thanked the gods silently that he had worn underwear. Toshiya’s cool fingers—for that’s how they felt to him—slid along the smooth skin of his hips, briefly coming into contact with the thong-like leopard print undergarment before reaching the firm muscles of his legs. 

“I…” He swallowed, his Adams apple bobbing with the action before continuing. “…see.” He wasn’t about to confirm or deny any opinions formed about his sexuality, not that he was in any position to at the moment anyway.

Being the evil little imp he was he grinned at the feeling of smooth legs under his fingers as he stripped you of your pants he slide his body down along your legs taking your pants with him. The fiction of his body against your legs wasn’t very much help as he suddenly stood and held up your pants with a triumphed grin on this fact. “I win!” He smirked and put them to the side as he carefully dressed you in the shorts this time not being as teasing, though he couldn’t help the light brushes a crossed your skin from his fingers. That was bound to happen after all. Smoothing out the shorts he looked at you and smiled. “You know you look good in baggy shorts and a T-shirt that’s almost to big for you.” 

Walking to where he laid down your pants he bent over picking them up. As he bent down you could see the fabric of his own PJs pulling a crossed a sweetly rounded and small ass. He wasn’t even thinking about it either as he took the pants and hung them up next to the shirt in the bathroom. As he came out of the bathroom there was a knock on the door, he couldn’t help but squeal and answer it. He knew what it was just before you had knocked he had ordered something to eat. Receiving the platter and bowls from the bellhop he smirked shutting the door and putting them on to the table. 

“Would you like to share this with me? I got hungry with all the drinking tonight.”  He pulled the lid to reveal a platter monde with fruit that was slightly glazed in juices and sugar. White fluffy cool whip nearly spilt over the edge of the patter as it smothered the fruit. He giggled picking up a white covered strawberry and brings it to his lips. Smiling he allowed his tongue to flicker out and tastes the white creamy cool whip just before he slowly licked the strawberry’s tip sucking slowly into his mouth. How could one look so erotic eating something as simple as fruit and not be aware of what it would do? Who knew but he was completely clueless on how it might look as he sucked the completely strawberry into his mouth before eating it. The cool whip was left here and there on his pouty lips as he seemed to purr with enjoy meant. The fruit was really fresh and he could taste fresh sweet taste it held.

He looked over at you and smiled after licking his lips but missing a spot. “Have some Gackt it’s wonderful!”\

Gackt almost sighed audibly as Toshiya finished dressing him, relieved that the ‘ordeal’ was over. ‘If it had been a girl I had picked up…’ Gackt didn’t finish the thought. It was best not to think about that right now. He had to be a good guest while he waited for his clothing to dry to his host’s satisfaction… and to calm down. Although he had not been fully aroused, it privately irritated him that his body had reacted that way, though his irritation was not directed at the friendly bassist. But the feeling of the younger man’s body running down the skin of his legs remained fixed in his mind, to his continued annoyance. 

Straightening, Gackt leaned his elbow on his bare knee to rest his chin on the heel of his hand, which also had the effect of partially obscuring his embarrassed smile and flushed cheeks as his lithe fingers curled in front of full lips. He watched as Toshiya’s mouth practically made love to that sweetly creamed fruit before consuming it. Now Gackt didn’t normally indulge in sweets-- rarely ate them at all, really—but felt he should at least have a piece of fruit or two. Maybe he would have one that didn’t have so much cream on it. Picking up a sprig of grapes, Gackt plucked off a fruit, briefly licking the small amount of cream before popping it into his mouth. Separating another grape, Gackt brought the fruit to his lips and paused, one finger wiping at the corner of his mouth—the mirror image of the part of Toshiya’s mouth that the younger man had missed. “You missed a spot, Toshiya-san.” His deep, husky voice held the faintest traces of embarrassment still, but it was quickly fading. That said, he bit into the small fruit.

He blinked over at you and tilted his head. Smiling he moved wiping his check off, before licking it then sucking it into his mouth, who knew what his tongue was doing to that digit incased in those lips. Pulling his finger out his mouth with a soft pop he looked over at you grinning. An idea struck him and not he was going to let go of that idea. Reaching out he took your hand after you made mind to put the fruit into your mouth, grinning he dipped your finger into some of the whipped cream and glanced at you. What he had going on in his mind was a mystery and maybe you didn’t want to find out. 

Parting his lips he sighed just lightly before bringing your hand to his lips, you couldn’t feel his warm breath tickle your skin as he flickered out his tongue out slowly lapping away the cream at the tip of your finger before taking into this mouth. His tongue slithered over your digit as he cleaned it of cream tasting the salty taste of your skin as he sucked on it lightly, his eyes falling half closed as he watched your ever reaction. He knew what he was doing and he knew to you, any fool would find the sensations of having their finger sucked on by a sweet little mouth very pleasing. Removing your finger only when he felt it was completely he clean he watched you. “So.. which way do you swing Gackt?” He had a feeling he knew that answer and he didn’t like it for it wasn’t fair to poor Shinya. 

Being teased like that by a straight man, still holding on to your hand he stood and walked closer to you his body slinking as he moved in front of you. “You know it’s not nice to tease poor shy little boys.” He grinned moving closer as he leaned down running his extra hand over your chest. “Your so bad Gackt-ojisan. Maybe I should teach you’re a lesion on correct behavior with little boys?” His ghosting fingerings found a little soft numb as he trailed them over your chest. He gave you slight touches just brushing the T-shirt against your skin. He was going to torment you until your begging and screaming for him to either give you more or to stop. He figured you would be yelling or moaning at him to stop but he would play with you for a little while.

He had just started to regain some semblance of his usual calm when he had caught the look on Toshiya’s face and knew the smaller man was up to something. It was only confirmed a couple of seconds later when the flirty bassist grasped his hand and placed his index finger in his mouth after sticking it briefly in the cream. He could feel his tongue dart over his skin as he licked every trace of the sweet confection away, suckling. Gackt watched him with half closed eyes, amusement fighting to overpower the still present embarrassment. It appeared that Toshiya was going to `get him back` not only for being neglectful of him in the club, but for (successfully) teasing Shinya. 

At Toshiya’s question, Gackt almost smiled. “Whatever you’d like to think, Toshiya-san.” The expression was one of amusement, yes, but it was also mischievous and had a sort of daring seductiveness to it. It surprised him somewhat to suddenly have Toshiya so close to him. He knew that look, especially when he began to caress his chest through the cotton of the borrowed shirt, touches feather light, teasing. His heart rate hadn’t yet calmed down enough for his tastes and the flirtatious bassist could probably tell every time he ran his fingers across his upper torso. It was then that he realized that his mouth was partially open and he quickly licked suddenly dry lips. Perhaps his reactions were as a result of the alcohol he had consumed, although he hadn’t really had that much.

He grinned liking the reactions you where having, his fingers traced over your borrowed shirt more before his skilled fingers slightly pinched your slowly hardening nipples in against his finger tips. Grinning he looked at you. “I am not sure it doesn’t mater what I think does it Gackt-san. And you can stop calling me Toshiya-san, Toshiya or Totchi will do just fine.” Moving he found him self in your lap once again, moving slightly pressing his hips down in the right places as his fingers traced over your chest. Watching you closely he lowered one hand sneaking it under the shirt tracing patterns on that smooth chest under the cotton.

His hand traveled up the shirt before smooth skin touched the soft silky nipple hidden there. He knew he could be very evil when it came down to it, shifting slightly he added friction against your hips and groin. “You look like you could used a drink. Maybe I should feed you some fruit as well?” Turning he reached for the bottle of water, this action caused him to have to push his hips down just slightly as he moved and shifted. Every movement he made had some action or movement against you. Opening the bottle of water he held it up to your lips giving you a drink. It was like having your own little slave in your lap someone to feed you and pour your drink into your mouth, you didn’t have to do a thing. 

Leaning forward he made use to the fact you had to tilt your head just slightly, his lips came in contact with your neck lightly and you could feel the feathery light touches. That was all he was doing was placing light feather like touches over your skin, even with the one hand under your shirt that was all it was. But this was part of the art of seduction, the soft light almost barely existing touches leaving the body and mind burning for more. The only non-light touch was his hips almost against yours. He was an evil imp.

Die nodded lightly, smiling a little and moving the cold bottle to his lips again, taking a light sip and playing with the liquid once more of habit, before letting it cool his throat. "You come for a drink and order a water?" He laughed a little. Okay, so maybe not everyone could practically drink alcohol like water, consuming the necessary two litres as much as possible every day. "I'm getting another one. Would you like one? I'll buy," he grinned that perfected smile, charming and charismatic all in one. 

"It's not often I offer so," he smiled softly, shifting in his seat again just a little so his bottom slipped up as he leaned up, getting the barman's attention. "Do take advantage. I'll have a double shot of vodka with coke, please and get Gackt-san whatever he's having." The barman nodded and Die nodded right back, recognising the attractive red haired man cleverly hiding beneath his cap. His eyes shot to the television once more, a small smile spreading on his lips. 1-1. Oh yes. 

"Sad thing is," he mumbled, turning back to Gackt. "I actually miss my ogre," he grinned a little crookedly, taking the drink from the man.

“You’re buying?” Die’s grin was infectious and Gackt actually found himself mirroring the other man’s expression, even if it was a bit lopsided. “Alright…” Turing to the waiting bar man, Gackt shifted a little in his seat. “I’ll have a martini, dry, please,” he said, his voice as low as the background noise would allow. He had to admit, it was rather nice of Die to buy him a drink. 

When the bartender left to prepare the drinks, Gackt leaned his arm on the counter as he turned back to his companion. “I don’t usually drink just alcohol,” Gackt replied with a playful smirk. “Besides, I have to be back in the studio tomorrow morning. It wouldn’t exactly be the best idea to try and work with a hangover.” 

“Miss him? You haven’t seen him recently?” he inquired, curious.

He was bored there was nothing to do right now. Playing with the kitty tail attached to his thong he sighed ringing a fimilar number. Yeah he was calling Diedie but there was no one else to call. Kyo was hiding some where and doesn’t want to do anything with him right now.  Sipping his drink he kicked his feet back and forth waiting for Die to pick up. “Stupid guy pick up!” He huffed slightly annoyed that the phone wasn’t being answered.

"Oh, I always work with a hangover," he grinned, sipping on his drink as he passed the bartender a note, telling him to keep the change. "The best cure for a hangover is to stay drunk. But I suppose you don't really want to end up like me, ne?" He laughed a little, sipping a bit more on the drink, actually becoming rather sensitive on the topic of Kaoru. 

"We just don't see each other as often as we used to. He's one of my best friends, you know? And it's really hard to meet people out of the band now. Him and I used to spend a lot of our time together, basically being idiots," he grinned a little, shaking his head and moving to play with his hat once more, merely out of habit than anything else. "I just miss having my best friend here, I guess." With a sad smile, he downed the rest of his drink, nose wrinkling rather cutely, the taste a little overwhelming even for a professional drinker like him. 
"I hardly see any of them out of work now, though," he mumbled, managing to force a smile. "Age, I think. I'm growing old!" 

With a laugh, Die moved to order another drink, this time opting for a coke just to stop the slightly dizzy sensation dominating his brain, but just as he went to speak, his cell phone decided to play a cute little pop tune, making him rush to pull it from his deep, baggy pocket. The name flashed and Die grunted a little, pressing the small green button, moving to Gackt and whispering 'excuse me a moment'. "Moshi Moshi? Toshiya-kun?"

Gackt nodded and the grin faded a little at Die’s words, the other’s expression darkening some. Gackt’s brow wrinkled slightly on seeing Die this way but that was the only sign that he felt anything other than the amusement from before. Maybe I said something wrong? 

“I think I understand what you mean,” he said, slowly. “I miss one of my good friends from time to time, when I’m not too busy with work.” Gackt was facing the bar now, absently watching the football game on the television and how Japan was behind by one goal. He pulled another cigarette from his waiting pack and placed it between full lips, lighting it quickly. The bartender had brought both his and Die’s drink a few minutes ago, but Gackt hadn’t touched his yet. He inhaled the smoke, eyes closed. 

He heard the ring of a cell phone and Die’s voice as he answered it. When the name Toshiya came up, Gackt opened his eyes. Toshiya? I told Toshiya that I would call him, didn’t I. The thought was more a statement than a question and Gackt winced inwardly. If he’s going to meet Die, I hope that he won’t be too irritated that I didn’t follow through…

“Haaaiii!!” He giggled softly. “What you doing?! Where you aaattttt. Die hang out with me! No one else will right now their all busy and I am lonely.” He gave a soft whine that was him and so cute too.  “Kyo wants to sleep and everyone else is busy, that and I haven’t hung out with you in a while. I miiiiissss hanging out with you. So come over lets hang out! Or I can find you and hang out with you.” Lonely little Totchi starving for attention.

Die had to laugh at the enthusiasm, shaking his head lightly as he sat up, nodding to the waiter in thanks as his coke was brought and sipped on it lightly. "Aww, are you being neglected too, my royal Totchi-ness? I know how you feel. I haven't seen a single one of the guys in a long time. Not even hard ass." He grinned, looking at Gackt and shooting him a rather charming smile, the sight of Gackt with a cigarette rousing his own urges and cravings for nicotine, and he began to fumble in his pocket restlessly. 

"I'm drinking, actually, with a friend of yours," he smirked, unsure just how acquainted Toshiya and Gackt got. Knowing Toshiya and Gackt reputation, though, Die doubted that they could quite refer to the term 'acquittances' with all it's innocent meaning. "It's the sports bar about two blocks from my apartment. If you get a taxi down or drive here, it'll be quick." He paused for a moment, mumbling as he spoke with the cigarette in his mouth still. 

"Why so happy, anyway?" The cigarette was removed and he released a light breath, smoke dancing and lighter tossed aside. "Bought a new thong?" He laughed. He was going to get hit for that. "Wait a second," he held a palm over the phone, hating not to be polite and turned to Gackt. "You know Totchi, right? Is it okay if he has a few drinks here?"

Gackt gave Die a half smile as he took the first sip of his drink. Kami had died about five years ago and he often found himself thinking of him on his birthday or times when he did something that he knew Kami had enjoyed as well. He tried not to think about Kami too often as it had a habit of making him sad, instead concentrating on the conversation Die was having with Toshiya over the phone. 

Gackt’s eyes crinkled as he remembered his encounter with the quirky bassist. It had been good to meet someone new at that club… and what had happened in Toshiya’s room was definitely memorable. But when Die asked about thongs, Gackt snorted in amusement, covering the action up by taking a quick gulp of his martini. As the alcohol slid down his throat, Gackt placed the glass on the counter and turned to Die. 

“I’ve met Toshiya, yes.” The expression on Gackt’s face looked as though he were smiling about something that only he found amusing but his full lips weren’t doing anything but closing around his cig before he took another puff. Exhaling, the smile that tinged his mouth emerged. “I wouldn’t mind if he met up with you. He is your friend, after all.”

He squealed and giggled into the phone. “Hai! I saw Kyo but all he wants to do is sleep. Yes your royalness is being ignored and you my loyal servant can correct that.” There was a darkness in his voice that was a tall sign that he was thinking the most naughty of thoughts. Blinking he sat up and fell off the bed. “OW!” Giggling he picked up the phone and grinned. “A friend of mine? Who? Who would know me enough to be see with you?” He giggled teasing you clearly. “I am cute love me!”

Oh you where so close and you didn’t even know it. “Ah I got a new outfit with Kyo the other day. Do want me to wear it I don’t think it would be correct for a sports bar though. Maybe I’ll show you if it came with a thong or not Die.” He lowered his voice to a purring sound. Oh he was so naughty and he knew it. He could turn anyone he could on if he wanted. 

Die smirked a little, shaking his head in amusement. "Well, your style is unique, Totchi and you know I love it but because it's so....unusual," the red head smirked, looking around the bar. Yes, just like he had suspected, it was packed with middle aged men reeking of beer and some rather distasteful odours. A pretty androgynous boy wouldn't quite be appreciated here. "...but I think if you come dressed in one of your outfits here, then you'd be pinned pup against the wall, have your clothes ripped off and get beaten up because I'm such a good friend that I'd defend you to the grave." Well, what Die was basically trying to tell Toshiya was to dress casually. 

"And it's a surprise, so you'll have to get here super fast to see who's here," he grinned, nodding to Gackt and tilting his head to the side, the smile he shot the other man one of amusement. Toshiya was going to get a nice surprise. "Anyway. Hurry up. I'll get you a drink but you owe me one when you get here. Ja." Friendly as ever, Die slid the little cell phone back into his pocket, moving to finish his coke. 

"So just how acquainted did you and Totchi get?" He grinned, shaking his head a little. He was far too curious, wasn't he? Well, it was necessary for Die to know all the details. Or not. But he believed it was. Shifting a little on his chair, he realised that his bladder was really hating him at the moment so he slipped off casually, bowing a little to Gackt. "If Totchi gets here before me, entertain him, hai?" He laughed with a little wink, and ordered a bottle of wine for whoever wanted it, to be put on his tab.

Gackt only shook his head at the one-sided conversation. Toshiya? Have his clothes ripped off? He looked around at the patrons of the bar, at the middle-aged men enthusiastically watching the football game and had to wonder why Die would say that. I doubt anyone would do that… Gackt chuckled under his breath. Unless Toshiya wanted them to, and they would probably go somewhere less public if they did. 

When Die stood from his stool and bowed, Gackt nodded politely in return. He hadn’t had a chance really to respond to Die’s question and he wasn’t exactly sure how to answer it anyway. If he still wanted to know when he came back, he might just tell him. At least being by himself would give him a chance to think up an appropriate response. 

“Hai, I’ll be sure to keep Toshiya-san occupied,” Gackt called after him, the mischief in his voice obvious.

He snorted slightly. “You simply mean I would be gang banged by a bunch of old geezers.” He sighed his dramatic self. “Its more likely the best I would get lately. Oh well, yes sir!” He laughed and got off the floor digging out jeans and a sporty type shirt. “OKAY! JA!” He hung up and grabbed his jean jacket, he was still wearing his make up, kitty ears and the tailed thong. He was such a bad boy. Grinning he pounced around his place pulling on his shoes before he ran down stairs. He managed to call a cab as well making sure he had everything including his keys. 

As he climbed into the cab he made sure his tail was hiding and took off his ears. Placing his ears into his small backpack he looked around. He wondered who Die was talking about what friend? He didn’t know anyone that knew Die at all, how confusing. Sighing he climbed out of the cab and looked up at the bar that die had told him to come to. Why did Die hang out in these types of places, heading in he looked for Die not seeing him. If he had been wearing his ears they would have drooped. Maybe Die stepped out for a moment or something? Oh he hoped not he missed hanging out with Die.

Sitting down at the bar he looked around. Sighing he noticed Gackt but no Die. Leaning over on his hand he looked around hoping Die would show up not even realizing Gackt was the person that Die was speaking of. He didn’t hold Gackt as a friend no he would have if Gackt would have called him back and maybe hung out with him. But the man completely dised him so he wasn’t a friend just someone he had met once.

Die was actually very contentedly washing his hands now. The bladder was relieved and would be left for several minutes at least, so that wasn't anything to worry about. Die wasn't quite sure if he should of gone back yet, because if he was met with the sight of Toshiya making out with Gackt or some public groping, he'd probably faint or run back into the toilets. Actually, he'd like to believe that he was simply being polite and letting the two men talk, greet and the good stuff. Of course, Die didn't know that Toshiya decided that he wasn't friends anymore. 

So he hung out in the toilets for several minutes, rather suspiciously, for no reason. But at least, during that time the red head managed to sort the mess of his hair out using only a comb and water. He was talented indeed. The hair was combed back, and cap was shoved back into the back pocket of his jeans. Die actually looked quite attractive, his strong, masculine features defining in such an environment. He continued to sit on the sink for five more minutes, admiring a particularly interesting stain before he couldn't take it anymore and jumped down, entering the bar again. 

His eyebrows tangled instantly as he looked on at the scene, spotting Toshiya, and Gackt, not caught in a passionate embrace. Well, that went wrong. Since Toshiya was yet to see him, Die quite contentedly walked behind his friend and picked him up by the waist, keeping very casual and ignoring all looks as he settled Toshiya at the bar. "I buy you a drink and you don't even have a sip. How impolite. And not saying hello to Gackt-san. Tsk tsk."

Gackt had seen Toshiya walk into the bar and it came as no surprise that Toshiya had, indeed, noticed him but wasn’t exactly interested in saying hello. And who can blame him? Gackt thought. I didn’t call him and I didn’t give him my number in exchange. It makes sense that he would be unhappy with me. Not that he had actually gone out of his way to be disrespectful, but he just couldn’t regret the fact that he had let himself get so distracted by work that he would forget to do something he had said he was going to. 

He didn’t have very long to register Die coming from the bathroom before the redhead had his friend around the waist and dragging him over in his direction. Gackt sighed inaudibly, his jaw clenched in agitation at the situation. He took a sip of his martini as he tried to figure out how best to apologize to Toshiya. This might not go well…. 

“Hello, Toshiya-san.” He remembered that Toshiya had asked him to not use an honorific when he said his name, but Gackt thought it would be better if he did, considering.

He squealed wrapping his arms around Die’s shoulders giggling. “Heeey!” He smiled as he was dragged around giggling loudly. “Diiiie I am sorry, I didn’t see a drink or the friend you where talking about….” He blinked then pouted hiding the frown. “Oh you where talking about Gackt-jiji? He isn’t a friend I met him <I>once</I> that doesn’t make him a friend does it.” He waited for Die to let him go before he frowned at Gackt calling him ‘san’ it made him seem so old. He grinned though giving Gackt a sraming smile. “Hello jiisan” He just grinned there eat that prick.

He pointed to the drink sitting there waiting for him and looked at Die pointing. “Is that drink for me?” He looked innocent and cute.

Now Die was never good in situations like this. So he stood there for a moment, careful not to mess up his newly styled hair but instead scratch around his forehead as he attempted to think of what to say and do. "...hmmm," was probably the most intelligent thing that would of escaped Die's lips. He wrinkled his nose a little at Toshiya's words. Now, at times like these he needed Kaoru there. He just didn't know what to do. 

Deciding to position himself in-between Toshiya and Gackt, Die decided he wanted a vodka. Three wonderful shots of vodka all for himself. He lined them up and downed them without a word, only after the drinking did he turn to Toshiya, seeming much more content. "That's for you. I was actually hoping you'd share it with Gackt-san since it's a pleasure to have his company here tonight," Die glares a little at Toshiya but relaxed his gaze. Poor, confused Die. 

"I think I'm tired," he mumbled, the spinning of his head returning, even though it was only light. He turned to Gackt, tilting his head a little and showing the man a smile of pure sympathy. He had to quite literally bite his lip to stop himself from saying good luck, instead saying a rather polite goodbye and shaking Gackt's hand. "I'll hopefully see you in the future," he said with a polite grin as he waited for the barman to pay off his tab and return his credit card while he leaned on Toshiya. "It was a pleasure speaking to you Gackt-san, hopefully our next conversation can last longer." 

He nodded a little and bowed once more before turning around and giving Toshiya a light, friendly squeeze. "Be nice," he mumbled, making sure only Toshiya could hear him as he tapped him on the back and took his credit card back, giving them both a light wave. "adiosu!"

Gackt just shook his head a little at being called ‘old man’ and ‘grandfather.’ In reality, he wasn’t that much older than Toshiya, but the words had gotten the point across. He was not happy with him. If what he had said didn’t make it plain enough, his expression certainly did. Gackt sighed quietly. He honestly wasn’t sure how to make it up to him, but he knew that he should at least apologize to the man. 

His eyes widened a little when Die announced that he was leaving. Had he called Toshiya here just to leave them alone? 

But he didn’t let any of his apprehension at the situation show as he returned Die’s handshake. “Hai, Die-san. I hope so, too.” He gave the redhead a warm polite smile, bowing in his seat a little before the other left. He watched as Die walked out through the door, his brow creased a little. This was not going to be easy. 

The smile faded from those full lips as Gackt’s gaze drifted to rest on Toshiya for a brief moment, his expression unreadable except for his eyes. In them it was obvious for anyone to see that he was a little anxious. “I guess it’s just you and me…” he said before he turned to look into his nearly empty glass. He had that unreadable mask on again, the one that hid any emotions he didn’t want others to see. Except that his anxiety was leaking into his body language. It didn’t take long for him to pick up the drink and down the last of its contents, Adams apple bobbing as the fluid made its way to his stomach. 

He wasn’t ignoring Toshiya, not by a long shot and Gackt turned to him and opened his mouth as though he were about to say something then closed it again as though he thought better of it. Abandoning his now empty martini glass, he picked up the half empty glass of water and took a sip of the cool liquid.

He blinked as he was squeazed by Die his tail falling free. “HEY!” He pouted as his friend left him along with you. Sighing he turned and opened the bottle of wine and pouring him self a glass. “Yes it would seem that my friend has ditched me.” This was starting to be come a repeating trend for him. He didn’t like it not one bit, he knew wine should be drank  slowly but right now he was irritated if not annoyed. Glupping down the glass he poured him self another glass doing the same. He did this until he could feel the lingering tingle on his tongue for more than a few seconds. 

Only then did he slow down, he didn’t even realize his tail was shown from over the top of his tight form fitting jeans. The thong was hidden under his jeans but allowed his tail to show freely. Moving he fluffed his hair a little sipping the wine instead.

The sight of a tail falling from the back of Toshiya’s pants was a little unexpected and his eyebrows shot up in surprise. A tail? I wonder if he has ears to go with it… Gackt mused absently to himself, pretending he hadn’t seen it protruding from the man’s pants. 

Catching the bartender’s eye, Gackt motioned to him that he wanted another glass of water. The man nodded, understanding, and Gackt looked at Toshiya out of the corner of his eye. Toshiya was drinking glass after glass of wine and Gackt was starting to worry. That is definitely not a good sign… 

Swallowing his water in one last gulp, Gackt turned to the bassist, a slight frown tingeing his features. “Toshiya…” Gods, this is awkward. 

Shifting in his seat, Gackt started again. “Toshiya, I feel the need to apologize to you…” His deep voice was laced with obvious discomfort as he turned his head to look at the other man. This situation seemed to be worse than what had happened at the club the other night and he had no idea of what to do to make it up to him, but he would think of something…

He had slowed down on the wine, he was now at lest taking his time tasting it. How could Die do this to him, leave him with a bottle of wine to him self and a stranger. He did have ears to go with it, and you could see the kitty collar that graced his nice slender throat. Raising a brow he looked over towards you. “Yes?” He blinked for a moment playing with the glass in his fingers. “Apologize to me? What ever for Gackt-san?” He finished off the glass and poured him self another, he had been hoping to hang around Die and get drunk with him. But that seemingly wasn’t going to happen. He could at lest get drunk. Though getting drunk on wine wasn’t such a great idea. 

Ordering a few shots of vodka he took his time finishing off the glass he had. “I don’t see anything you need to apologize to me.” Hell he knew he didn’t mean much to you, what happened was a random thing. He wouldn’t blame anyone runny away from him after things like that had happened. It was still nice that he hadn’t lost his touch, though maybe in away he had.

