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The sounds of gunshots rang out, followed by heavy footsteps, screaming and even more gunshots.


"Bombay, come in!" Ken whispered into the only device connects him to his teammates. "Bombay!"


"Too...exit...Abyssinnian...blood..." Omi's voice came through in bits and pieces.


"What? I can't hear you!" The only sounds remaining on the other end was static.


++++++++++


The mission was simple. Nothing that they couldn't handle.


Someone was kidnapping boys and girls from the ages of 10-18 all throughout Tokyo and placed the so-called "right ones" into prostitution rings. The others that just wasn't right was killed on the spot.


The team were to destroy the main antagonists that was controlling this whole ordeal. They had a prostitution ring of their own, called Furi Furi, and connected to this were the many other rings in which the boys and girls were all sold to.


It took a week to get into this big ring. Weiß had to gain their trust and prove that they really are the buyers before they were allowed in. And only 2 out of the 4 members were allowed to participate in the first step.


Ken and Omi were considered to be too young and there was no way that these bad guys would simply believe them and move on. That left only Aya and Yoji. These 2 spent one full week in one of the linked prostitution rings just so these guys will believe that they are serious buyers.


Once the first step succeeded, the second step was to get into the actual ring, Furi Furi itself. Not many people were allowed in, even if they have been processed and given the approval. Shortly after an approval, the buyers were tested without the buyers themselves knowing and if they didn't pass the test, they were killed.


Furi Furi didn't want anyone else to know about its existence outside of their buyers. As for their employees, each and everyone one of them had sign a contract that if they were to leak one word on this illegal business they were running, they will be killed as well.


Without a hitch, Aya and Yoji passed the test and both received a silver key. This key serves as an identification tag. What the visible eye can't see is that within this key were carefully etched numbers. When entering the Furi Furi ring, one must present this key to the guard and the guard will place the key through a keyhole, which was connected to a computer.


In the computer were records on which keys were issued and to whom it was issued to. More often than not, each document contain an image of the buyer just in case someone might pass off as another buyer. If the key issued and the buyer to whom the key were given to does not match, usually they were either killed on the spot or taken to a cell. Either way, they will still be killed.


+++++


Once inside the Furi Furi ring, each buyers were given a room and only the keys they hold in their hands can open the room. In the rooms were hidden cameras just in case an undercover agent might just happen to pass by security.


They were then asked a series of questions on which type of buyee they would like. The buyer had to answer with much thought otherwise the Furi Furi employee will suspect them if they had answered with a, "Just give me whatever you have."


Much to their luck, the 2 Weiß members were given rooms that was adjacent to each other. Without their weapons in hand, they were pretty much unarmed and helpless.


Prior to them heading inside the building, their 2 comrades have already bypassed security and was already inside the Furi Furi building. Omi had taken it upon himself to make sure that half of the occupied rooms' cameras were broken and unrepairable. Ken had patrolled the halls to find out where the exits were and where it leads.


+++++


Finally, it was show time.


Aya had told one of the many Furi Furi employee that he had wanted something young and fresh, and with a tone of innocence.


"Everyone here is young, fresh and innocent, mister," the employee had remarked, with a slightly suspicious air around his words. Aya had simply retorted with a, "God only knows where you got these kids from."


Yoji had asked for something that's more like himself--playful, flirtatious, pretty, good body... His list pretty much took up nearly 3 minutes when the employee shut him up and retreated to find the assassin the perfect girl.


+++++


The employees in the security room had spent most of their time trying to repair a couple of the cameras that Omi had broken earlier. While they were busy trying to fix them, they didn't notice the lurker on Camera 9.


It was Ken. A couple of body lied spread out around him in the hallway, unconscious. The brunette looked up at the camera and started making funny faces at it. He only stopped when Omi had hissed at him through the earpiece.


"The girls were all sent to each buyer's room and the employees have retreated," Omi reported. "Only some remained as guards. They're found on the ends of all the hallways and some are in the middle of the hallways, usually around room 10 and room 12."


"Hai," Ken responded, running down the hallway of the 2nd floor. "I'll take care of this floor first and I'll make my way up from here."


"Aya and Yoji are both on the 5th floor. We'll meet up there."


"Aa."


It was time to start the mission.


+++++


Yoji had asked for someone flirtatious but this was ridiculous. The girl sent had been batting her eyelashes at the blond and making some very seductive motions to try and get the assassin into the bed with her. One would think that it was as if the girl had wanted to do this on her own will.


When the girl failed to get any reaction from the playboy, she proceeded to go to a corner and sulk. Nearly 15 minutes passed by in silence before Yoji popped a question.


"Why do you act so happy? I thought you'd be coming in here kicking and screaming."


"Because I AM happy. At least they treat me like a princess here," was the girl's reply.


From that, Yoji was able to make out that the girl probably had some problems at home or with her love life. He was about to ask one more question when the girl started her antics on getting into bed with him again.


Yoji gave out a soft sigh. //This was going to be a lo~ng night...//


+++++


Aya had just about the same amount of luck as Yoji did. The girl sent to him HAD came through the door kicking and screaming. Not to mention, she had made it VERY clear that she doesn't like Aya nor any of this prostitution crap when she bit the redhead's hand hard enough to draw blood.


//This was going to be a lo~ng night...// The redhead cradled his injured hand gently.


"Well, aren't you going to try something?!" the girl snapped at him. Aya merely looked at her impassively. "W-what? So you WILL do something?"


"What's your name?" Aya's gaze returned to his hand.


"W-what?!"


"What's your name?" Aya repeated his question with a lot of patience.


"Yumi," the girl pulled the blankets tightly around her.


"You don't like me very much, do you, Yumi-san?"


"As if that wasn't obvious enough," Yumi snorted in disgust. "You're just like all the other buyers. I've seen what happens after someone gets sold off for the night. I've seen what happened to them. You're no different!"


"How can you say such a thing about someone you hardly know?"


"Because I'm a fucking whore and you bought me." Silence followed her words.


+++++


"Bombay, 2nd floor is cleared. I got all the boys and girls heading towards the nearest exit. It leads to the side garden," Ken reported, going up the stairs to the 3rd floor two steps at a time.


"Hai," Omi replied moments later. "I'll signal Aya and Yoji."


"Un."


+++++


"Aya-kun?" Omi spoke into the device softly. He received no response. He wasn't expecting any but he knew the redhead was listening. "Ken-kun cleared the 2nd floor and is halfway through the 3rd floor now. Yoji's moving through the 5th floor. Meet him in the hallway. We'll be following shortly."


Omi severed the connection began typing furiously at his black laptop.


"Mission start."


+++++


Aya got up from where he had been sitting on the bed and headed towards the girl. Yumi scooted back as she saw the redhead advanced towards her, pulling the blanket around her as tight as possible.


"W-what? You finally feel up to the game?" Yumi glared at him.


Aya climb onto the bed, right in front of the shivering young girl and placed his hands on either side of her head. The redhead leaned closer, close enough to feel her hard and rapid breathing against his face.


"You wanted to know if I'll be trying something, didn't you?" Aya said, in a low voice. "Well, I'll tell you but then I'll have to kill you."


"That's bullshit," Yumi swallowed hard. //What kind of person IS this guy...?//


"It is?" Aya gave a tiny hint of a smirk. "Let's play a game called 'run away'."


"WHAT?!" Yumi's eyes flashed with fear, her whole body trembling from that one single emotion. Aya moved away from her and got off the bed. Someone then began pounding furiously on the door.


"Abyssinnian, open up!" Gunshots followed.


"You wanted out, right?" Aya looked back at the girl. "Then you'll get out."


"Who are you, really?"


"I am of no importance. Your life is. Pull on something warm. The night is often very cold." Without another word, Aya opened the door and another figure ran inside. The gunshots had long ceased.


"Hey, cute girl," Yoji smiled at Yumi. "Wa~ay better looking than mine."


"We're not here to compare how they look," Aya poked his head out the door.


"Wha~tever," Yoji rolled his eyes. He glances at Yumi, who is still shaking from fear. "You look pretty frightened. He didn't try anything with you, did he?"


A slight shook of head. "W-who are you g-guys?"


"Your princes."


Yumi blinked at the lanky blond.


"Abyssinnian, they here yet?" Yoji's attention re-focuses back onto the mission. Holding the door wider than before, a smiling brunette stepped inside.


"How did everything went?" Aya asked, as his eyes travelled up to the vent above.


"All the boys and girls that have been spread throughout the 2nd floor to the 4th floor is leaving the area through the side garden," Ken reported, after a light salute, to which Yoji rolled his eyes at. "The group that Yoji just saved also went the same way. All that's left is the rest of the 5th floor, from rooms 14 and down and the 6th floor, where the bastards are located."


"Good," Aya's fingers went up to his ear. "Bombay, come in."


"Hai."


"Time to put these guys out of business."


"Hai." Soon, sounds of explosions rang out in the entire building.


+++++


Everything had went just as planned. Omi had been hiding in the vent outside the room Aya was lead to. With him, in the vent, were Aya's and Yoji's weapons. After he had set off the explosions in certain parts of the building, he jumped down from the vent and gave the 2 oldest Weiß members their weapons.


Ken and Omi proceeded to get the rest of the hostages out through another exit, which leads to a narrow alley in the back of the building. Once everyone was out, the group moved towards the 6th floor--towards their enemy.


++++++++++


Everything had went as planned. They had killed all the guards standing outside the Furi Furi head's room. The only one left had been the mastermind behind the entire organization.


Or so they thought.


No one knew that beneath the 1st floor existed another floor. No one would have guessed that the Furi Furi organization would have a special military force standing by in the basement level.


"Did you think you really got me? Think again," was the man's departing words before a group of uniformed men rushed through the doors.


+++++


There were too many of them. Weiß was outnumbered. The only thing they could do was run and try to dodge as much bullets and explosions as possible. The group of 4 then split up, heading into the opposite directions of each other. Ken and Yoji headed towards the West exit while Omi and Aya had ran towards the East exit. They were to meet up later in an alley located towards the South side of the building--the same alley the group of captives had escaped to earlier.


Ken and Yoji reached the alleyway with much difficulty. The end result was a bullet encased inside Ken's forearm and a rather long and nasty cut that ran from the shoulder down towards the wrist on Yoji's left hand. A group of around 5 men or so was still searching for them. They could hear the distant gunshots.


When they had tried to reach Omi and Aya, all they received was static. A fear within them grew as they watched the building gets enveloped in flames. Finally, after what had seemed like an eternity, Omi's small voice came through the link broken up.


"Too...exit...Abyssinnian...blood..."


+++++


Omi panted. He had hid himself in one of the rooms on the 1st floor. The exit wasn't very far away. All he had to do was to get out and run towards the main entrance and exit the building in one piece. It was that simple.


But, the hallways were swarmed with the Furi Furi employees. Due to the fire that have been rapidly growing, everyone was scared half to death and began running like crazy towards the exit. The military force was out there as well. To get out unscathed is an impossible task.


To top that off, he had also lost Aya. When he had last made an attempt to communicate with Ken and Yoji, Aya had still been with him. One of the member of the military force managed to shot the redhead in the lower waist, causing an endless amount of flow of blood.


Omi was scared out of his wits. His top priority then was to stop the flow of blood. Despite the obvious pain that he was in, Aya had made it very clear that the two of them needs to leave the building as soon as possible. After tying together a thick piece of cloth around the wound, the 2 proceeded to escape the building.


That was when the fire began to grow and the swarm of people began rushing to and fro. He had lost the redhead among the group of people. When the small device was working again, Omi had tried to make a connection with the redhead but it was a failed attempt.


Without knowing where the older man was, Omi pulled his cap lower and followed the big group of people, running towards the exit. Once safely outside, Omi cast a worried glance back at the blazing building. He knew that he shouldn't have left but it would do him no good by staying in there.


//Aya-kun...// The only thing the boy could do was pray.


++++++++++


"Omi!" Ken stood up at the first sight of the younger boy. He let a smile cross his face, only to be replaced with a frown.


"Where's Aya?" Ken waited with much impatience as the boy calmed his rapid breathing. "Omi, where's Aya?"


"I-I don't know..." Omi's gaze fell on the floor, his breaths still coming in quick.


"What do you mean you don't know?" Yoji demanded softly. His right hand clutched at the injured left one tightly.


"We got separated..."


"You just left him in there?! Fuck, Omi, what the HELL were you thinking?!"


"Ken, calm down. Let the boy explained!"


"There's nothing else to explain. He left one of his teammates in there. God only knows what's going to happen to him."


"There was no way he could have stayed in there. Look, I'm sure Aya got out safely and is probably lurking around in the shadows somewhere, waiting to suddenly jump out at us and scream 'gotcha!'"


"Yeah, when Hell freezes over," Ken glared at the older blond. His attention returned to the younger assassin. "But that's not the point. Was he injured?"


"He got shot in the lower waist area," Omi replied in a small voice. Yoji's head snapped towards the boy. "It was bleeding a lot before but we stopped the flow."


The next thing he knew, Yoji had Omi pinned against the wall, his right hand having a death grip on the young boy's collar.


"How bad was he the last time he was with you?"


"I-It wasn't so bad..." Omi gulped. He was afraid, there's no denying that. But it wasn't because one of his friend is sporting a look that clearly indicated that he was beyond pissed and he will kill someone if aggravated even more. Omi was afraid at the sudden change of attitute.


"HOW bad?"


"We managed to stop the blood from flowing, but with the slightest attack towards that area of his body, there's a very high chance of him beginning to bleed again. Plus...the bullet's still in there. I tried to get it out but he refused to let me do it."


"Typical of him," Ken interrupted.


"He could die," Yoji growled deeply.


"I tried to make that point obvious to you guys minutes ago."


"Fuck off, Ken!"


The brunette blinked. It was on very occassions that Yoji would be so worried about his teammates. After all, each of them had proved that they could survive well even on their own. And besides, this was Aya they were talking about. The oh-so-fearless leader of Weiß.


"Let go of him, Yoji," Ken started, softly. His hands moved forward to pry the blond's fingers away. "We can't stay here and argue anymore. There may be other soldiers out here still looking for us. We have to go."


"But Aya-kun..."


"Aya will take care of himself." Ken pushed Yoji back from Omi, wincing at the sudden pain. He had long forgotten his injured arm. "We can't go back inside and try to find him. We're injured ourselves. To go back in there is like heading straight to our graves."


"What about Aya?" Yoji's voice came so softly that it was barely audible.


"Like I said, he'll be able to take care of himself. Maybe he's already outside, on his way home."


"Let's hope you're right, Ken-kun..." The three started their walk back to their home. Omi stopped and gave one last glance back at the building. The fire was slowly ebbing away. No more people were spotted nearby. Maybe they all escaped. Maybe not. That wasn't any of Omi's concern. His only concern right now was the missing redhead.


++++++++++


Once they returned back to the shop, Omi had pulled out a first aid kit and started bandaging Ken up. During their time back at the alleyway, Ken and Yoji had made quick removal of the bullet in Ken's forearm. So that hard part was done and over with.


After applying some salve to the wound, causing the brunette to yelp in pain, Omi proceeded to wrap his arm in bandages. Making sure the knot was tight enough, Omi closed the lid to the kit and placed it back on its respectful place on the shelf. He had wanted to help Yoji bandage up as well but when he popped the question, the older man merely shrugged him off and locked himself in his room.


Yoji wasn't mad at the boy. Omi and Ken both know that. What may seemed like anger to others was actually Yoji's own way of expressing his frustrations and worries.


They both know Yoji held a great deal of fondness towards the missing redhead. He was already very worried when Omi met up with them without the redhead in tow. After the mention of the injury Aya is now sporting, it only intensified the concern.


But there was nothing any of them could do. They don't know where their leader was and have no leads as to his whereabouts. All they can do is just sit and wait for the better.


++++++++++


The first thing Aya noticed when he woke up was the unfamiliar ceiling overhead. His mind conjured up nothing that reveals what happened and why is he in a strange and unknown place. His hand unconsciously crept towards his waist and he felt something there. Looking down, he saw the lower half of his torso neatly bandaged. Memories came rushing back at him.


He had been with Omi during their last mission. One of the soldiers from the specialized military force had managed to shot him in the lower waist, causing much blood to flow forth. Despite Omi's many protests and attempts at trying to get the bullet out, Aya had them evacuate the building.


However, when they were out of the room, a swarm of people surrounded them. All of them were running towards the exit. Due to the major blood loss, Aya was weaker than usual and was separated from Omi. The last thing the redhead remembered was a blow to his head from the back, knocking him unconscious.


Aya sat up on the bed, wincing slightly at the pain on his waist. He had no clue where he was and who brought him here. But he wasn't the type to just sit around and wait an eternity for the answers.


Getting up and pulling on a shirt, Aya crossed the room and paused at the door. He leaned his head against the bronze surface. The little walk over made him breathless. He was more injured than he thought.


The redhead gave out a small gasp when the door suddenly gave way.


"Oh, you're awake!" A young girl, dressed in a maid costume, beamed at him. "Thank goodness. We didn't know when you were going to wake up!"


"Who are you? And where am I?" Aya was beginning to see double of everything.


"This is a private building, belonging to Furi Furi."


Aya's eyes widen. "Furi...Furi...?"


"Well, you must hungry. I got you some food!" the girl ignored the horrified look on the man's face and shoved a tray towards him. Aya continued to stand there, gawking at the young girl. Suddenly, all he knew was the darkness.


+++++


"He had a major blood loss so he will be weak for a while."


"How long?"


"Days. One week at the most. We've transferred enough blood into him to sustain his life. All he need now is a lot of rest and no strenuous activities for at least a week."


"Thank you, doctor."


"Take good care of the boy now."


"I will."


The sound of door closing was heard in the distance. Aya's eyes focused and re-focused. Images were all blurred before him. Reaching up to rub at his eyes, he heard the soft footsteps getting louder. Someone was heading towards him. Opening his eyes once again, the amethyst gaze fell on a pair of piercing blue orbs.


"Well, well, look who's awake," a low, and melodic alto voice came forth.


Aya tried to speak but couldn't find his voice. His eyes were still a mess. Everything he sees were nothing but blurred images. Opening and closing his eyes, the redhead suddenly became fatigued again.


"Tch. Can't even stay awake for more than a second." Footsteps began paddling away. "You. Look after him."


"Hai."


++++++++++


Three days. Their team leader had been missing for three whole days. Kritiker was sent throughout the entire country of Japan to find the missing redhead but all failed at their attempts. Three days, Kitty in the House did not open. And in three days, Yoji became a huge mess. Omi and Ken pitied the poor man.


He haven't been eating properly, nor have he slept more than a wink. The usual cheery and playful façade was gone.


No one spoke more than one word to each other ever since the disappearance of the redhead. Yoji had always been in his room, never leaving once except for the occassional bathroom and then alcohol break. Omi was too busy scolding himself for being so stupid as to leave the missing redhead behind like this. And Ken was simply being himself.


Everyone was depressed. They had good reasons to be, too. Ken felt that he should be the one to cheer them on a bit. Putting his own worries aside, the brunette have always kept a smiling face on. Sometimes, it caused Omi to give his usual smiles, too. Yoji was pretty much helpless.


Last night, Ken had decided to check up on the oldest man in the house. He haven't seen the playboy for nearly 2 days and it was worrying him to no ends. When the brunette had nudged the door to Yoji's room open slightly, he flinched at the sudden rush of the smell of pot. He had decided to go inside and scold Yoji for smoking inside the house and with no windows open but he found the latter fast asleep, the black comforter wrapped around his body tightly.


From that, Ken gave a small smile. It was most likely that Yoji will wake up soon but at least it was good to know that the man did have SOME sleep at least, no matter how small the amount is. At the rate everyone's going, Ken doesn't know how long they'll survive. Right now, their top priority was to find Aya and bring him home safe and sound so everyone can quit worrying.


Manx and Birman came in the morning. They said that the Kritiker agents are still on the lookout for the redhead. When Omi asked how close are they to finding him, Manx had replied with a, "very close". Of course, they all knew she was lying. But words of comfort were what they needed then. Even if it concealed a lie within.


++++++++++


"Hello?" a tiny and feminine voice called from the outside. "Are you hungry yet? They told me to bring these up to you."


No reply from the inside. The door slowly creaked open.


"Um...hello?" Aya turned his head towards the girl, ready to kick the girl out only to have his eyes widening in recognition.


"Y-you're..."


"I'm supposed to be your so-called 'nanny' for the time being," the short brunette padded over to the bed and placed the tray of food onto the redhead's lap. "Here, have something to eat. You woke up 3 days ago and fell unconscious again until today. You must be hungry."


The girl tilted her head to a side in confusion. The redhead was looking at her strangely. "What?"


"Yumi?" the man's voice came out hoarse. The girl took it as a sign to pour a glass of water for the redhead.


"My name's Miho," the girl replied, her tone suddenly saddened. "Yumi was my twin sister." Then her eyes widened in realization. "If you know her...then you know where she is!"


"I saw her...last...in a building that belong to Furi Furi..." Aya closed his eyes and fought back the sudden tiredness he was feeling again.


"She was one of the few kids that got sold into the main ring," Miho lowered her gaze onto the floor. "They said that not many can get sold into the main ring since everyone who goes there is of 'high quality'. And they said that she should feel very honored to be sold into that ring."


"'They'?"


"The people who were in charge of picking out who goes where. You met one already...three days ago. You were pretty much going in and out that time so I wouldn't be too surprised if you couldn't remember."


"Aa..."


"Is she okay? Nothing happened to her right?" the girl's voice turned frantic.


"No...she's fine..." Aya gave a wave of hand, eyes still closed. "I was the one who 'bought' her. That's how I even know who she was." Aya expected the girl to suddenly explode with a bunch of accusations. But she didn't.


"Thank you," was all she said.


"What?" Aya's tired voice sounded shocked.


"I overheard what those guys that brought you in here was saying," Miho explained. "You're an assassin, am I right? An undercover one who tried to get these guys out of business."


"Y-yes..." There wasn't much point in lying now.


"They said that everyone escaped...all the captives, that is. That means, my sister is safe, too. I couldn't thank you enough."


"What about you?"


"I didn't get sold off yet so I don't have to worry about that too much. And they're pretty nice to all of us who works here. Mainly because we will become potential 'money-getters'."


"What happens when you DO get sold off?"


"I can't think that far ahead. All I know now is I'm not being sold off anytime soon and I'm glad. To top that off, the knowledge of knowing my sister is safe also brought my spirits up a bit."


"How did you get in here?" The redhead was getting more tired by the second.


"We were going home one night when we suddenly got attacked from the back and the next thing we know, we ended up in one of the Furi Furi facilities," Miho explained.


"I see..." Both of Aya's hand clutched at his head. A nasty headache was beginning to form.


"You need to rest," Miho placed a hand on the redhead's shoulder. She turned towards the forgotten tray laying on the man's lap. "I'll bring a new tray by later on when you're awake."


Helping the redhead lay down onto the bed, Miho proceeded to pull the comforter up around the redhead. She smiled warmly at him before starting to pick up the tray and moving to leave the room. Only to be stopped by the redhead again.


"What's going to happen to...me?"


Miho looked back at the redhead with a forced smile. "Don't worry about it. Just sleep. Good night." With that, she was gone from the room. Aya stared up at the ceiling, suddenly not feeling very tired anymore.


Miho's parting tone left an uneasy feeling inside him that he simply couldn't shake off. He could guess what might happen to him but it was nearly impossible. Furi Furi only takes kids from the ages 10 through 18, right?


Wrong.


++++++++++


"I can't tell them," Ken said, looking up at the redhead with worried eyes. "They'll be even more worried..."


"How long will you keep this from them then?" Manx asked. "It's not as if they're not over-worried. As each day passes, and Aya still does not return, their worries and concerns only grow. It won't help anything by keeping this from them."


"I know but..." Ken bit his lower lip. Manx watches the brunette silently. She had given the folder to him and not the others simply because she knew that he would handle the new information much more better than the other two. Omi and Yoji were now both a major wreck. One could easily imagine their reactions if they were to be shown this folder first.


"Ken," Manx's voice was stern. "Tell them." There was no more room for arguments. What the redhead said was final and if Ken doesn't obey, she'll just have to take matters into her own hand.


"Hai."


+++++


"Yoji?" Ken knocked on the door loudly. He had already knocked it five times and no one had answered. When Yoji still did not answer, the brunette decided to just barge in. His hand was going for the doorknob when the door finally opens and a very tired Yoji was standing there, looking at him.


"What?"


"Come downstairs. There's some new information."


Yoji simply nodded. No excitement, nothing. Previously, when Ken had informed Omi, the boy held a hint of excitement in his sparkling blue eyes. Yoji had nothing. They had enough disappointments in the last couple of days to ever believe in miracles anymore.


+++++


"Well? What is it?" Omi looked at the brunette, some of his worries seem to have lifted a bit.


"Here," Ken placed the folder onto the table. "It's better if you read it yourself." Omi picked up the folder. Yoji sat adjacent to him, a cigarette poised between his lips, seemingly not very interested in what the folder has to say.


After moments of silence, as Omi had begun reading the contents of the folder, the silence was tore apart by a sharp gasp from Omi. He snapped his head up, looking at Ken with a pair of horrified eyes.


"Y-you're kidding...right? Please tell me you're kidding, Ken-kun..."


"Gomen, Omi." Ken looked away. He can't bare to see that expression anymore. "The Kritiker agents were very thorough with their investigation and they have never made a mistake before."


"What happened now?" Yoji grumbled.


"Yoji-kun...Aya-kun, h-he..."


"Stop stammering and tell me what the folder said, Omi."


"It was about the Furi Furi organization. They have been known to distribute young teenagers and kids, from the ages of 10-18 all throughout the prostitution rings in Japan. But there was a ring located in Kyoto that specializes in...boys and girls of all ages, as long as they weren't over the ages of 30. However, a majority of them were males..."


"And this has to do with Aya how?" Yoji's heart skipped a beat.


"A couple of Kritiker agents have been following the highest ranked employees in Furi Furi very closely. They were all talking about a special specimen that just arrived a couple of days ago. The ring in Kyoto has been pretty much abandoned, what with the lack of...'superb beauties', as they have called it. But that is not to say that they didn't have ANY at all..."


"Just get to the frickin' point, Omi!" Yoji snapped at the boy.


"The specimen they were talking about... They think it's Aya."


Yoji forgot to breathe. "That's impossible. And besides...they THINK, right? So they're not positive..."


"The Kritiker agents have confirmed, from what they heard from the Furi Furi employees, that the specimen was a male, and had red hair..."


"A lot of guys can have red hair. Right?"


"Yoji, I feel the same as you do," Ken said. "I wish these information doesn't point to Aya either but there's no way of telling until we give a thorough investigation of our own."


"Fine, we go in, find Aya, kill the bastards, then run like hell home."


"Yoji...the specimen is in Kyoto."


"Then we'll go to Kyoto! We can't just leave him there."


"Manx had everything planned out," Omi passed the folder to the blond, who took it reluctantly. "She's going to have one of us pose as a buyer and get inside the ring in Kyoto. The problem is...they know Yoji. So, Yoji-kun can't be the buyer this time. And neither can me and Ken-kun. We still don't look the part."


"So how the fuck do we get in?"


"Manx is going in herself," Ken responded. Omi nearly choked and Yoji almost swallowed his cigarette.


"WHAT?!" they both shrieked in unison.


"There are no Kritiker agents that qualifies for this job," Ken explained, recalling what the redhead had told him earlier. "The people at Furi Furi allow female buyers anyway."


"B-but...MANX?!" Omi's eyes widened even more. "How can she possibly...?"


"She can act," Ken shrugged. "But, who goes in doesn't matter. As long as we ourselves could get inside and come back out with Aya safely."


"I-I guess but still..."


"When do we go?" Yoji interrupted Omi's stammering.


"We're heading for Kyoto tomorrow night. The ring opens for buyers 3 days from now. Manx already made prior arrangements. All we have to do now is wait until tomorrow night's flight. Until then, don't fry your nerves. Just...take a good night sleep."


Ken watches as Omi nodded his head slightly. Yoji didn't respond. He had a faraway look in his eyes. The brunette sighed and stood up to leave the room.


++++++++++


"What's going on?" Aya asked, as Miho lead him through the hallways, turning here and there at every corners.


By now, Aya had realized that, despite being held captive here and waiting to be sold off, the captives are pretty much free to roam around. No one cared where they went to or whom they associate with, as long as they don't managed to escape. But that was nearly impossible to do. There were over 20 guards per floor and a lot of them were always patrolling the halls.


The exact location of the building was unknown to the red-haired assassin. All he knew, from Miho, was that they're in Kyoto.


"Miho?" Aya watched as everyone hurried pass them, all seem to be going somewhere. "Where are all these people hurrying to?"


"They're preparing for the next buy," Miho replied. "It has been annouced that 3 days from now, this ring will be re-opened."


"Are you...?"


"No, I haven't been sold off, thank goodness," Miho breathe a soft sigh of relief. That didn't give Aya himself much reason to be not worried. "But..." The girl suddenly stopped. She turned back and looked at the redhead with a pair of sad eyes.


That was all the answer Aya needed.


"It's been confirmed that you'll be sold off in the next session," Miho said, in a soft voice. Aya didn't react. After all, he was expecting this from the start.


"Aya-san?" Miho looked at the redhead, worriedly. "Are you okay?"


"Y-yeah, I'm fine," Aya gave the girl a small, reassuring smile.


"You had friends, didn't you?" Miho suddenly asked. "I'm sure they'll come and get you out of here. So you don't have to worry so much."


Aya blinked. His mind wandered to the thoughts about his teammates. Ever since he was here, he never did thought about them much. He didn't think about anything at all; only the fact that he's in a Furi Furi territory occupied his mind.


He suddenly wondered how they're doing. He knew, the night of the mission when they separated, Omi had managed to escape. The boy's not stupid. He know when to stay and when to leave. It wouldn't have done him or any one of the other Weiß members any good if he had stayed behind to try and find the redhead. If he had done that, then Ken and Yoji would only be more worried.


Fujimiya Aya was a tough guy. Everyone know that. He doesn't like relying on others unless absolutely necessary. His toughness had caused his comrades to believe in his ability to survive well on his own. They wouldn't worry so much about him.


But that was just thinking in terms of Omi and Ken. Then there was Yoji...


He knew Yoji liked him. Not just as friends but a whole lot more than that. He knew, simply because someone had shoved that fact in his face months ago.


He had thought that the older man was simply playing with him so he never did bother with him very much. He endured weeks after weeks of flirting from Yoji and never batted as much as an eyelash.


Yoji wasn't gay. Really. He was open to both sexes. They all thought he was strictly a ladies' men, just as he claimed, until he got caught in the act of doing a boy by Ken. And soon, the incident trekked its way to Omi's and Aya's attention. And soon afterwards, the fact that Aya was also bisexual managed to get out and ever since then, Yoji had been pestering the poor redhead.


That caused Aya to think that Yoji was simply being a pest and not serious at all. So, each time Yoji decided to flirt with the younger redhead, the latter just brushed him off like he was a piece of link. It wasn't until a week or so later when Ken decided to fill the voids in Aya's head.


Yoji WAS seriously interested in him. Aya remembered the conversation he had with the brunette rather vividly.


=== Start Flashback ===


"Aya, what do you think of Yoji coming onto you like that?" Ken asked in a serious tone but there was no denying the fact that he was laughing like a hyena inside. It had been yet another run-in with Yoji's hormones.


"He's an idiot."


"Honestly, though."


"He's an idiot."


"Don't you take him seriously at all? Because, to be truthful, I think he really IS interested in you."


Aya gave the brunette the Evil Eye. "No, he's not."


"Oh, come on, Aya, not even you can be so dumb. We've seen the way he looked at you. Hell, it makes me sick to even think about it right now..."


Aya didn't reply.


"But anyway. What he thinks of you is not the big point here right now. The big point is...what do YOU think of him, Aya?"


"He's an idiot."


Ken sweatdropped. "Can we please not use that phrase anymore? It gets old and repetitive after a while."


"Well, what do you want me to say? You asked me what I thought of him and I said I think he's an idiot."


"Do you really, Aya?"


=== End Flashback ===


Does he really? The answer was no.


There is no point in lying to himself. He found the older man hot and they both knew it. So why had Aya always rejected Yoji's flirtings and whatnots? The only problem the redhead had was admitting his feelings. He never was one who would admit his true feelings easily.


+++++


"Aya-san?" Miho's worried voice broke through the redhead's many thoughts. "Are you okay? Aya-san?"


"Huh? Oh. Yeah, I'm fine," Aya said. "I was just thinking."


"Okay, if you say so." Miho smiled at him then the two continued their walk down the hallway.


"Ne, Miho, where are you taking me?" Silence greeted the redhead's inquiry. "Miho?"


"Gomen," Miho turned around slightly to smile at the redhead once again. "I wasn't paying much attention. Sorry."


"It's okay." The two continued to walk in silence. "You never did answer me, Miho. Where are you taking me?"


"It is necessary for all newcomers to meet the bosses once before the buying session begins," Miho replied. The silence began once again. This time, neither of the two broke it.


After much turning and walking, the two finally stopped in front of a steel door. Miho turned around to face the redhead.


"You never know what may lay in store for you once you're in here but be careful, ne?" Miho smiled sadly then stood up on her tip toes and kissed the redhead softly on the cheek.


The way Miho was acting was making Aya nervous as hell. And he wasn't the type to get nervous easily either. The door behind the girl opened slightly and Miho motioned the redhead to step forth.


++++++++++


"So, you're the fresh meat, eh?" A puff of smoke was blew right in Aya's face. The redhead coughed slightly. "Pretty good looking. Nice catch, Hikari-san."


"Domo." Aya tilted his head as he watched the raven-haired man talk. There was something oddly familiar about him but the redhead couldn't quite figure out what. "Sorry for the late introduction, gentlemen but the poor thing had been coming in and out of consciousness for 3 days."


Blue eyes...deadly but yet, somewhat enticing eyes. Aya slapped himself mentally as he suddenly remember why the man felt so familiar...as if they'd met somewhere before. During his first day here, while he was going in and out of consciousness, he remembered hearing a man's voice. And seeing a pair of blue orbs. That was most likely this man. It just seems fitting, somehow.


"Well, the suspense was truly killing us," another middle-aged man spoke. "But, from what I can see, it was well worth the wait."


"I told you before, gentlemen. Have I disappointed you?"


"He sure is definitely good looking but is he any good?" Aya's head turned towards the childish voice he had just heard. It belong to a teenager, most likely no more than 19, who was watching him with an intense gaze.


"One would think that someone like him WOULD be good. But, there are too many surprises in the world, boys." The black-haired man paused and gave Aya a good look from top to bottom. Then he turned to look at the teen. "I prefer him clean and 'innocent'. So keep your hands to yourself, Seiji."


"Ever heard of an experiment, my dear brother?" The teen's eyes still held Aya's with the same intense look. The black-haired man chuckled lightly.


+++++


"Aya-san! You're back!" Miho's cheerful voice echoed in the room.


"Aa." Aya laid on his bed, eyes closed. He had returned around half an hour ago, after staying for no more than 20 minutes.


"So, what happened?" Miho pried, stepping closer to the bed. She was holding another tray of food again. Aya was starting to associate the girl with food.


"They droned on about the whole session deal that takes place 3 days from now," the redhead replied, with a touch of weariness. "They ignored me for the entire time. I don't know whether to feel relieved or rip their throats out on the spot."


Miho chuckled. "At least they didn't try anything with you. The last newcomer went in there all nice and stuff and he came back out all bloodied, semi-naked, and was crying. We didn't have to guess to know what happened."


Aya shuddered. To think that if the situation had been the same when he had went in there today was just sick.


"Well, here's your late lunch." A pause. "I hope I didn't make you lose your appetite when I told you about the last newcomer..."


"Close, very close."


++++++++++


Aya wandered aimlessly through the halls. The buying session was tonight. Oddly enough, the redhead didn't feel very nervous or afraid. He felt nothing. Somewhere deep inside him was a voice that made very little assurance of the fact that his teammates would eventually find out where he was and attempt to get him out of this hellhole.


The redhead haven't been paying much attention to his surroundings, otherwise he would've been able to detect the person coming up behind him. The next thing he knew, he was knocked unconscious.


++++++++++


"Yoji, quit fidgeting!" Ken hissed.


"I am not fidgeting," the older assassin replied. Ken opened his mouth, ready to fire off a remark before a feminine voice interrupted them both.


"Get ready, boys," was all Manx said before she disconnected her link.


"Come on, you two," Omi whispered, motioning for the older two boys to quit yapping and move forward. "According to the coordinates Manx-san gave me, she should be on the 7th floor, room W03. We will be heading in through the South side alley. There's only one guard there so we should be able to take him out in no time. Then we head in and up towards the 7th floor. We will split up there. Manx-san will give the signal and that's when the mission starts. Remember to keep your commlink open at all times."


Yoji and Ken saluted playfully at the boy, who in turn, rolled his eyes.


+++++


"May I see your invitation?" the man asked. Manx rolled her eyes and flashed a gold key at the man's face.


"Ah, thank you, ma'am. I'll just need this for a second." The man took the the key from the redhead and stuck it into the computer. Beeping sounds were then heard as the computer begin accessing the redhead's information.


When the data was fully loaded, the man's eyes widened slightly.


"Are we done?" Manx asked, with just a hint of impatience in her voice.


"Y-yes, ma'am." The man returned the key back to its owner. "Your room is W03 on the 7th floor."


"I know." The redhead turned on her heels and went down the hall, towards the elevator. The man watched her retreating back. Then he turned and gave one last glance at the computer before shutting off the database.


+++++


Manx leaned against the cold wall of the elevator. No one else was in there, thank goodness. Manx sighed. Then she recalled the expression on the man's face earlier. The redhead gave out a small chuckle.


"The first female buyer ever in the history of this ring," Manx said, to no one but herself. She seem to remember the phone conversation she had with one of the heads of this ring as well.


=== Begin Flashback ===


Manx dialed the number slowly, with no hints of hurry. She had been approved to join the buyer list in the Kyoto Furi Furi ring. There was a letter addressed to her which arrived in her mailbox about a day ago. Inside was a gold key and a short letter.


Dear Ms. Erika,


Thank you for your interest in wanting to become a buyer at Furi Furi's ring located at the Kyoto branch. As you will have already noticed, inside this letter is a gold key. Please present this key at the door in order to be allowed in. Also, all new buyers are required to phone us at 555-4852 for a small interview, nothing else. Hope you hear from you soon.


Sincerely,


Hikari Mikage


"Hello?" The phone was picked up by a girl on the first dial.


"Hikari Mikage," was all Manx said. There was a soft click on the other line before someone else's voice came through.


"Ms. Erika, I believe? Thank you for calling. Hikari-san is currently unavailable right now so you'll have to speak with me."


"And you are?"


"My name is Otouji Akira. Ms. Erika, I believe you know that you're the only female buyer that has ever appeared for as long as this ring had been in business?"


Of course the redhead knows. Manx replied with a touch of shock. "Am I?"


"Yes. This fact caused your case to be more…special, shall we say, than others. I hope you don't mind if I ask you a couple of questions?"


"Go ahead, Otouji-san."


"How did you find us?"


The question which would stump a lot of Kritiker agents had they not been prepared. But the redhead had been expecting this.


"Word of the mouth," Manx replied. "I belong to a club in which one of your client belong to. He told me about it." Manx broke off there. That simple statement itself can get the man killed, whoever the 'he' was.


"Did he? May I ask who he is?"


"He's gone." And the redhead wasn't lying. During the fire at the last Furi Furi building Weiß had been in, there were many who escaped and some who were killed, whether by the explosions or the guards. One of those who died was confirmed to be a fellow buyer.


"I see." The man's sounded somewhat smug to Manx's ears. "Please be careful, Ms. Erika. There are not much rules at this kind of thing, however, your life may be at stake if you had decided to tell anyone about this business."


"I understand, Otouji-san." Manx rolled her eyes. This conversation was getting boring by the minute.


"Now, what kind of companions are you looking for?"


"A male, preferably my age. Around 20 or so," Manx studied her red-colored nails boredly. "Oh, and I have a special thing for anything red. It would be very nice if I can get a redhead…"


"I will see what I can do. Thank you, Ms. Erika. I beg your pardon, I must leave now for I have business to attend to. Please remember that the session is tomorrow night. We would be very disappointed if you miss it." The line on the other side went dead.


=== End Flashback ===


As if there's anything else in the world that is more interesting than this. Manx wouldn't miss it for the world.


Finally, the elevator stopped on the 7th floor. The redhead stepped out of the small car and began looking for her room. It didn't take her too long to find it. Her room, W03, was located near the end of the hallway.


Entering the room, her fingers flew up to the commlink she had hidden behind her fiery red hair. Unlike the other rings, the rooms in this particular brand of ring held no cameras.


Those stupid bastards trusted their buyers this much. However, Manx was still suspicious. She kept herself guarded at all times and made sure to get the fact that there may be yet another military force lurking in the building somwhere across to the Weiß members.


The redhead laid down onto the bed and waited for her 'companion' to show up.


++++++++++


The first thing Aya noticed when he regain consciousness was that he was naked. The second thing he noticed was someone was straddling him.


//That boy…// Aya tensed as the teenager he had seen earlier gave him an uneasy grin.


"My dear brother told me to keep my hands to myself but to tell you the truth, that's kind of hard for me to accomplish, seeing how pretty you are."


Aya narrowed his eyes and glared at the boy with a great deal of loathing.


"Oh, come now, don't be like that. What's your name? Mine is Hikari Seiji."


Aya ignored him, simply closing his eyes and turning his face away. The boy wasn't in the least bit happy with this. A slight movement from the boy elicited an unintentional moan from the redhead.


"Get the fuck off of me," Aya growled.


"What is your name?" the boy repeated his question with a surprisingly large amount of patience.


"Aya," was all the redhead said.


"Aya…" the boy played around with the name. "What a pretty name for an equally pretty face like you." The boy leaned closer, bring his face so close to the redhead's that the latter could feel the boy's minty breath on his.


"It's very nice to meet you, Aya-chan," the boy's tone changed. Aya didn't like it one bit. The next thing he knew, the boy was devouring his mouth with such ferocity. The redhead struggled against the other but for someone his age, the boy was unbelievably strong.


The redhead moaned unintentionally into the boy's mouth. He could feel the other's lips twisting upward into what seems like a smile.


Seiji's hands pinched the redhead's nipples, causing the latter to arched in response. The redhead cursed at himself silently. With as much strength as he can managed, Aya pushed the younger boy away from him and stood up on shaky legs.


"Fucking bastard…" Aya panted, breathless.


"I thought you liked it," the boy pouted at him. "I sure did."


Aya made a mental note to himself to rip this boy to pieces with bare hands later on. For now, he had to escape the room.


"Don't try it, sweetheart," the boy grinned at him. "The door's bolted lock. Plus, there are 2 guards outside and more down the hall. You can't get out easily."


"One can try, can he not?" Aya eyed the window behind the boy. It was open. Now, if only he can get the boy away from it…


As if he's able to hear the redhead's thoughts, the boy spoke up, "We're 12 stories up from the ground. I wouldn't try it if I were you."


//Fuck!// His options had basically all ran out. He had no weapons on him. The redhead was pretty much helpless.


+++++


Aya looked at the window, deep in thought. To him, it was better to die by jumping down than to get stuck here with this son of a bitch. Finally, with his mind made up, Aya lunged forward at the boy.


"What the--?" a brief moment of surprise registered on the boy's face before it settled back to the usual smug grin.


Catching Aya's arm with one hand, Seiji used the other to grab the redhead's other hand. They now held each other's hands so tightly as if they were in a game of Mercy.


"You shouldn't have tried it, Aya-chan," Seiji smiled smugly at the redhead. Bringing his knee upwards, he kicked the redhead right where his bullet wound had been, causing the wound to re-open.


"Tsk, tsk," the boy lets go of the other's hands. He watched the redhead doubled over in pain with a satisfied smirk. "Bad Aya-chan."


The blood was starting to blow again. Aya clutched at his wound tightly. He was in a very bad position. He felt fingers wrapped around his hair before the boy pulled his face upwards and claimed his lips once again. The redhead couldn't fight back. His wound hurts too much to give him much strength.


+++++


Seiji made quick removal of the shirt the redhead was wearing. He gaped at the pale flesh in awe. The boy had never seen anyone as perfect as this man. So completely flawless.


It nearly caused the boy to just give up, in fear of marring this beautiful being. Nearly being the key word.


Trailing his fingers over the light pink nipples, he pinched it softly, causing the redhead to arched his back while moaning softly. Seiji watched as the flow of tears made its descend down those pale cheeks. He leaned forward and caught bits of it with his tongue, tasting the saltiness of the liquid in his mouth.


"Shh…there's no need to cry. I can make this good for you," the boy reassured.


Seiji sat up, straddling the redhead's hips. He studied the opened wound closely. Bringing a forefinger towards the wound, he brought it back bloodied. Licking his finger clean, Seiji felt a sudden rush of excitement that was jolting through his body, all settling into one certain area of his body.


He grinded the two hips together roughly, causing the redhead beneath him to cry out in both pain and pleasure.


The boy sat up on the bed, bringing the redhead's face to rest on his lap. He made short work of the suddenly very confining pants he was wearing, revealing his erection. He saw a flash of terror on the other's face.


Bringing his hand up to the back of the redhead's head, the boy pushed Aya towards the boy's only proof that he is a boy. The redhead struggled against the vice-like grip.


Seiji continued his advances until he could feel a hot mouth enveloped his length. He arched upwards in pleasure as he made sure the redhead was doing just what he had wanted.


The sucking of that mouth was bring him closer and closer to the edge. Finally, all the boy could see was a field of whiteness as he came in the redhead's mouth. The latter tried to pull away but the hands only held him tighter, making him swallow every last drop. Finally, the boy's hands let him go. Aya fell onto the floor, no longer crying but the tears were still flowing.


"You give one hell of a blowjob," the boy kissed the redhead. He could still taste his own seed in the other's mouth.


+++++


Fumbling with the older man's zipper, Seiji gave a smile of triumph before the button finally gave way. He rolled the redhead over to lay on his back and he himself fell on top of the redhead. Still kissing the redhead, Seiji managed to pull the other's pants down as much as he can and with great difficulty.


Wrapping his arms around him, Seiji trailed his mouth downwards, stopping at the redhead's nipples once again. He licked and sucked at them. The redhead involuntarily arched up in response and moaned rather loudly. Seiji could feel the other's sex poking at his thigh, getting harder by the second.


The boy's hands travelled down the older man's buttocks, pausing to grasp at it with a surprisingly gentle touch. He then moved his finger over to the crack, sliding it up and down, but not quite in. That was when the redhead began struggling again.


By this time, Seiji's patience have all ran out. He grabbed the redhead's feet and hauled it up to his shoulders. Catching the other man's flinging arms, Seiji pinned it tightly above the redhead's head.


The next thing Aya knew was the sudden searing pain as the boy entered him without warning and with much harshness. Kissing the redhead's lips and nearly bruising it, Seiji continued to thrust inside him. One of his hands left its original position above Aya's head and made its way down to the other's softening sex. Seiji brought the erection back in no time.


The boy thrusted and pumped at a constant pace. Aya couldn't help the way his body was reacting and thrusted upwards into the boy's hand. Soon, all Aya could see was tiny black dots in his vision before he came, spilling his seed all over his stomach and the boy's hand. Seiji hit his own orgasm moments later.


The two laid there, breathless and silent for a while. The only sounds heard were the soft sobs coming from the redhead. Pulling his limp and rather bloodied manhood out of the redhead, Seiji winced at the slight pain and so did the redhead below him.


"You shouldn't have struggled," Seiji said, in a mocked sad tone. "Maybe then I won't have to be so harsh on you."


"Go…fuck…yourself…" A sharp slap to his face was the only response.


Seiji growled lightly before he stood up and went to retrieve his clothes. Putting them back on slowly, he called out to the guards. When the two guards entered, the boy said something to them in a hushed tone. Seiji looked back and gave the redhead yet another smug grin before he left. Aya closed his eyes as he surrendered to the darkness.


++++++++++


//Well, I'll be damned// Manx watched the young redhead silently. He squirmed under that gaze.


"W-what?" he demanded.


//Oh, boy…// Manx sighed into her hands. "How old are you?"


"Eighteen…." The boy answered in a small voice.


"I thought I asked for someone around my age," Manx leaned closer to the boy. //Oh, great, dyed red, too.//


"Well…they said the other one is in 'bad condition'…"


Manx's eyebrow quirked. "So there is another one?"


"That's what they say. I've never actually seen him."


"How many redheads are there in this place? Natural redheads, that is."


The boy squirmed again, uneasily. "One."


"And I'll assume it's the other one we were just discussing about?"


"Yes."


"Aa. Thank you," Manx stood up and headed towards the bathroom. "If you don't mind, I want to powder my nose."


The boy just blinked in response.


++++++++++


The raven-haired man dealt another blow to the boy's stomach. The latter groaned and fell to his knees.


"I thought I told you to keep your hands to yourself," Mikage pulled his younger brother's face up to his by the hair. Seiji opened his mouth to response but the older man beat him to it. "I don't care how pretty the boy is. No one was supposed to touch him save for his buyer. Now, I have a pretty lady in one of these rooms downstairs, who's most likely not very satisfied with what was sent to her."


Seiji's eyebrow shot up. //A woman, eh?//


"How hard is it for you to keep your hormones in check?"


"Very," the boy smirked, only to be rewarded with yet another slap to the face. Mikage stood up, pushing the beaten boy to the side, and moved towards the door.


"Make sure he stays in this room," Mikage told the 2 guards, who nodded firmly.


+++++


Mikage stepped inside the darkened room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. He then made his way towards the bed and the figure there.


"Figures you weren't asleep."


No reply from the person in bed. He only turned his head away from the black-haired man.


A knock came softly on the door. "Aya-san?" The door cracked open and a young girl stepped inside. At the sight of the older man, Miho let out a gasp. "M-mikage-sama, I didn't know you were here. I'm sorry. I'll leave…"


"There is no need to," Mikage stated simply. "I just came in to check on the boy. I'll be leaving now. Take care of him…"


"Miho," the girl finished for him.


"Aa. Miho-san," Mikage nodded at the girl then made a move to leave the room. Miho watched the disappearing back of the man then turn and headed towards the redhead.


"Aya-san? Daijoubu desu?" Miho looked down at the redhead. When she received no reply, Miho let out a soft sigh and turned to leave the room.


+++++


Closing the door behind her gently, Miho let out yet another sigh. Then, she leaned back against the bronze door and looked up at the high ceiling.


Ever since that…incident, the redhead had made no indication of wanting to talk to anyone. When the guards brought him back to his own room where they then proceeded to clean him up no more than an hour ago, the redhead had been deathly silent the entire time. To anyone, this wasn't exactly the most unusual thing in the world.


But when Miho looked into those violet eyes of his, she found that they were dead. Not just emotionless and blank as it usually was. There was no longer anymore spark available in those eyes.


Miho let out another one of her heartfelt sigh. She really liked the redhead. It was as if he's the brother that Miho have always wanted.


The girl was about to head down the hall when the lights suddenly gave out, followed by piercing screams. Bracing herself against the wall, Miho managed to get her shaky legs to move towards the direction of the redhead's room.


++++++++++


"Where do you think Abyssinnian is?" the redhead titled her head towards the building. The brunette beside her shrugged.


When Manx had entered the bathroom to supposedly 'powder her nose', she gave the signal to the 3 Weiß members to start the mission. Climbing on top of the down toilet seat, the redhead made her way inside the vent located above. From there, she crawled outside to the South entrance.


"The boy that was sent to you wasn't him?" Birman followed the redhead's gaze.


"That's what I said, wasn't it?"


"Aa. So, gathering whatever I can from the conversation you had with that boy, I'll assume Abyssinnian is inside the building."


"Gee, aren't you a smart one?"


"Bad day?"


"You have no idea." Soft chuckle came from the redhead's right side.


++++++++++


Miho blinked. From where she hid behind a slightly opened door, she saw a young teenager run past. His hand held a couple of darts. Bullets flew past the door, towards the young blond, who dodged easily.


The girl's eyes widened slightly. //What if…?//


A soft groan emanated from the being beside her.


"Aya-san!" Miho whispered softly, moving towards the redhead. "Are you okay?"


Aya didn't reply. He only clutched at his head onehandedly. Miho seemed to have understood what the redhead was implying.


"It's pretty much my fault actually," Miho said. "When I was trying to get you out, I accidentally knocked your head against a wall…"


The redhead gave a slight nod. Then, the pair of amethyst eyes moved towards the door behind the girl. There were loud voices and gunshots.


The door suddenly burst open, hitting Miho's back, and sending her stumbling into the redhead.


"Aya?!" a male voice gasped. Miho sat up quickly and whirled around. A brown-haired boy, around the age of 19 or so, stood there, gaping at the redhead. Miho's eyes travelled to the boy's hands, where it laid a clawlike object.


"Oy, Siberian, wha-- AYA?!" another, older male, appeared behind the brunette. This one had dirty-blond hair with a pair of emerald eyes. A pair of sunglasses lay perched on his face.


"Ken…Yoji…" It felt like ages since Miho had last heard that voice. And Aya didn't even bothered with the codenames. The two men moved inside the room and closed the door behind them. Yoji made a move towards the redhead, where he then knelt down by the latter's side.


"Daijoubu?" the older man asked. The redhead nodded, his headache growing bigger and bigger by the second. He felt one gentle hand coiled itself around the back of his head, massaging it softly.


"Better?" Yoji asked softly. The redhead gave a small nod and sagged forward into the older man's arms, overwhelmed by the sudden fatigueness.


Ken, who has been standing by the door the entire time, placed a hand on Miho's shoulder, motioning for her to stand up.


"Bombay is clearing the way for us," Ken stated to Yoji. "We should get out of here."


"Siberian, come in," a young voice echoed through the room.


"Yeah?" Ken held a finger up to the earpiece.


"The hallway is cleared. The explosives are set to go off in 5 minutes. Hurry up and get out of there."


"Aa. Got that. Over and out." Ken looked at Yoji, then at the bundle beside him. "Come on, let's get out of here."


+++++


"There they are," Birman pointed.


"Don't tell me. YOU'RE the driver," Manx retorted as Birman sped towards where the small group stood. Omi jumped down from the steps and opened the car door.


"Squeeze in as much as you can," Birman smiled, apologetically. Her eyes fell on the unconscious bundle in Yoji's arms.


"Decided to go to La La Land at the wrong time," Ken mumbled as he walked towards where his motorcycle was. Putting his helmet on, he gave a thumbs up to the small group by the car then got onto his bike and sped off.


Miho was the first to get inside the black car, followed by Omi. The latter then helped Yoji get the redhead into the car and the blond himself managed to get into the car with a slight difficulty. The redhead ended up sitting on his lap.


"Next time, bring your Jeep along," Birman said, as she started the car.


"I told you my baby was in the shop," Yoji trailed a finger down the pale cheeks unconsciously. The redhead moved slightly at the touch.


"Who cares?"


"Temee…" Yoji growled as Omi giggled softly.


++++++++++


The three boys watched as Miho waved at them from a distance. A girl who shared nearly the same looks as Miho did, save for the eyes, smiled at them.


"Bye bye!" Miho called to them. Yoji smiled as Ken and Omi waved back.


"Take care of Aya-san! And tell him I said 'thank you'!" Yumi, the younger twin, shouted to the boys.


"Will do!" Ken replied. With one final wave, the pair of twin turned and headed back home.


Omi watched the retreating backs a while longer before speaking. "Aya-kun's going to be sad when he finds out he couldn’t say good bye to them in person."


"Yeah? Well, no one told him to go unconscious," Ken remarked as the trio headed back inside the shop.


"Well it's not like he could help it," Omi stuck a tongue out at the brunette, who retaliated with the same method.


Yoji rolled his eyes. "Kids these days. I'm going to check up on Aya. You two take care of the shop."


"Ha~ai, otousan!" Ken and Omi both chimed. Yoji simply groaned in annoyance and disappeared out of the shop. When the older man was gone, the remaining two turned towards each other and burst out in giggles.





==============================


When you feel all alone�And the world has turned it's back on you�Give me a moment please to tame your wild wild heart�I know you feel like the walls are closing in on you�It's hard to find relieve and people can be so cold�When darkness is upon your door and you feel like you can't take anymore


==============================


Yoji frozed in his track.


Blood. There was so many blood.


Nothing registered in Yoji's brain for a second before the man sprang into action. Grabbing as much tissue as he can from the box on the table nearby, the blond pressed them tightly to the wound to stop the flow of blood. When that technique failed, Yoji headed into the bathroom and grabbed a small handtowel. He wrapped it around the pale arm and tied it into a knot tightly.


Time stood still as Yoji waited for the blood to stop its eternal flow.


Staring down at the peaceful expression on the other's face, Yoji wondered what the hell was going on.


"Aya?" Yoji can hear his own voice quivering. He moved a hand to brush away strands of hair away from the pale face. "Aya? Stay with me. Please."


+++++


The phone rang and was picked up on the fifth ring.


"Yoji-kun? You're still there?" Omi's cheerful voice came through the line. "I was just wondering if you or Aya-kun wanted any dinner. We could swing by and bring you the food. Really? I see…okay. See you tomorrow morning then. Ja."


The phone dropped onto the floor.


"Yoji?" Aya's eyes peeked open, as he was awoken by the sound of the phone falling. The other man didn't reply. Aya sat up on the bed. The blond had been sitting on the floor by the bed the entire time, with the back of his head facing the young man. "Yoji?"


Flopping down onto the floor beside the blond, Aya winced as the movement caused a sudden jolt of pain throughout his body. Was he THAT worn out?


The redhead peered out at the older man from behind his bangs. Yoji's eyes were red, as if he had been crying. An unlit cigarette lay posed between his lips. A pale hand reached out to touch a wet cheek.


Yoji jumped at the touch. He turned towards the redhead. "Aya?"


"You've been crying," the redhead stated. Yoji wiped at his cheeks.


"It's nothing."


"Why?"


+++++


"Why?" the word came in a barely audible voice.


"Why?" Yoji snapped. "Shouldn't I be asking you that?!" The redhead flinched. "I came in here to check on you and what did I find?! You with your fucking slit wrist. You scared the shit out of me!"


Aya looked down at the floor, thinking about the reason why he flirted with suicide. He didn't know what else to do then. Each time he tries to sleep, he would dream about what happened that night. He never once had a good rest.


The shard of glass was only a convenient tool at that time. His hand had picked up the sharp object and ran it across his wrist without his mind registering what he had just done.


Even before he blacked out, he could still see the face of the boy who destroyed him inside and out.


"Why?" the question came to him again in a soft voice. The redhead raised his head and looked into the pair of emerald orbs before him, seemingly searching for something.


Yoji had wanted to know so the redhead told him. Down to the very last bit.


==============================


Let me be the one you call�If you jump I'll break your fall�Lift you up and fly away with you into the night�If you need to fall apart�I can mend a broken heart�If you need to crash then crash and burn�You're not alone


==============================


The redhead wasn't at the flower shop the next day, or any of the days afterwards. Yoji had called in sick for him. He never told Ken or Omi about Aya's so-called 'sickness' in details. He respected the redhead's privacy.


Ken and Omi had been worried after more days of Aya missing. They insisted on visiting the redhead but Yoji had told them not to bother the resting redhead. The two younger boys had obeyed Yoji's order without a single protest from either of them.


Every day, after Yoji's shift was over, the blond would head over to Aya's apartment and return later for his next shift. And each time, he would returned with a depressed mood or a cheerful one. More often than not, it was the depressed mood that follows him back to the flower shop.


+++++


"Aya, I brought Chinese," Yoji's voice ring throughout the apartment. He took the food out of the bag and placed it neatly on the table. When there was no word from the redhead, Yoji headed into the bedroom to find him quietly sobbing into the black comforter.


"Aya?" Yoji walked over and sat down on the bed, pulling the redhead into his arms. "The dreams, again?"


"So real…it was so real, Yoji…" Aya sniffed as the blond petted his head softly and slowly. "Why won't they stop?"


"Shh…" Yoji began rocking them both back and forth. "They're just dreams. It's nothing to worry yourself about. Just don't think about it. It'll go away."


"I tried, Yoji, I really did…" the redhead's breathing quickened.


"It's okay, sweetie," Yoji held the younger man's hands tightly. "It's okay. Look, I got us something to eat. Let's go eat, okay?"


The redhead nodded against Yoji's chest.


==============================


When you feel all alone�And a loyal friend is hard to find�You're caught in a one way street�With the monsters in your head�When hopes and dreams are far away and�You feel like you can't face the day


==============================


He could feel the pain again and again. The tears wouldn't stop flowing. The sounds of his screams increased in volume at each thrust. He could hear the laugh from the other person…so loud and scary…


+++++


Yoji woke up to the sounds of soft crying and the bedsheets moving about. He turned to find the redhead beside him thrashing about violently.


Moving quickly, he fell on top of Aya and shook the latter roughly, trying to wake him up from his nightmares.


"Aya! Aya, wake up! It's just a dream. Wake up, Aya," Yoji held the flinging arms down firmly. "Aya…"


The redhead came to with a jolt. His amethyst eyes focused on nothing for a moment before it fell on Yoji's with a look of recognition. "Yoji…"


The blond suddenly found himself wrapped tightly in an embrace. Running his hand up and down the redhead's back, Yoji whispered soft and assuring words to the other. It took a while before the younger man drifted back to sleep.


When he woke up the next day, Aya was gone.


==============================


Let me be the one you call�If you jump I'll break your fall�Lift you up and fly away with you into the night�If you need to fall apart�I can mend a broken heart�If you need to crash then crash and burn�You're not alone


==============================


"How did you…?" Yoji looked into those violet orbs.


"Manx," was the only response.


Aya was trembling. Yoji drew the young man into his arms and held him tightly. In the redhead's hand was his katana. Drops of blood gathered at the ground below the tip. Beside them laid the body of Hikari Seiji.


+++++


"Aya-kun?" Omi's voice was on the other line of the phone. "Is something the matter?"


"Iie," Aya held the phone so tightly that his knuckles were beginning to turn white. "Is Yoji there?"


"Yes. Hold on for a second," a soft click and some voices was heard before the phone was picked up again.


"Aya?" Yoji sounded worried.


"Aa," Aya twirled the phone cord around his index finger. "Yoji…when does your shift end?"


"At noon. What's the matter? Is something wrong?"


"No, nothing at all." The redhead kept a firm gaze on the ceiling. "I just wanted to see you…" No response from the other end. "Yoji?"


"I'll see you in a few," the voice finally came back. "Omi's letting me off early."


"I see…" The phone went dead.


+++++


"Aya, what's wrong?" Yoji closed the door to the apartment behind him softly.


"Stop asking me that," the redhead's voice came from behind the sofa in the living room. "I'm tired of everyone asking me what's wrong."


"Aya?" Yoji knelt down in front of the young man. The redhead automatically wrapped his arms around the blond, shutting his eyes tightly, forbidding any tears to come forth.


"I'm just tired, Yoji…" Aya's breathing became uneven. "…of everything… It feels… I just want to die, Yoji…to end everything."


"Hikari Seiji is dead," Yoji stated. "You don't have to be afraid anymore."


"That's not it at all, Yoji," Aya rested his cheek on Yoji's shoulder. "I'm not afraid of the boy or the dreams anymore. I'm afraid of…myself."


==============================


Because there has always been heartache and pain�And when it's over you'll breathe again�You'll breath again


==============================


Yoji placed the bag onto the table then sat down. He sighed into his hands. It's been weeks since the return of Aya, since that night. The redhead made no clear indication that he was getting any better.


Who would've thought that beneath all those stubborness, and tough exterior laid someone as fragile as the man Yoji had seen in the past couple of weeks?


Omi and Ken haven't been seeing Aya around for so long either. They were getting more and more worried. Each time they asked Yoji where the redhead was, Yoji had always replied with a, 'he's sick'. They both know the older man was lying. How on earth can someone be sick for so many weeks?


+++++


Yoji jumped at the sudden mention of his name. He looked up to find Aya standing at the door, with a towel over his head. His skin was pink colored.


Yoji stood up and padded over to the redhead. "Have you been taking a shower with the hot water on high again?"


The redhead didn't answer him but Yoji already knew the answer anyway. Taking the white towel into his hands, Yoji proceeded to dry the other's hair.


"It's not good if you keep doing that," Yoji continued. "You have to stop moping and face reality, Aya. No matter how much it hurts. You have got to quit punishing yourself in the slightest way."


Aya only responded by stepping closer to the older man. Yoji sighed.


+++++


"Maybe you're right," the sounds of Aya's voice echoed through the dark room.


"Hmm?" Yoji closed his eyes. Sleep was so close…


"But I don't want to face my reality yet, Yoji. I feel that the sooner I get out there in the world, the quicker my control will begin to slip from my hands. I don't want that to happen, Yoji."


"It won't," the other man reassured. "I'll be here to keep you in check, remember? I'll always be here."


"That's the problem. I'm afraid of losing you."


==============================


When you feel all alone�And the world has turned its back on you�Give me a moment please�To tame your wild wild heart


==============================


Aya was losing it, mentally and physically. Yoji's heart aches each time he saw his lover. The redhead hardly ate and never slept enough. Whether it was because of re-occurring dreams or simply on purpose, Yoji didn't quite figure it out yet.


The blond had just returned home from his afternoon shift. It wasn't really his home but he has spent enough days at Aya's apartment to consider it as one.


He had found the redhead playing the razor blade again. He didn't try to stop him. Aya have been playing with suicide long enough for Yoji to realize that he didn't really want to die.


Yoji passed by the redhead in the bedroom and flopped down on the bed, stuffing his face into a pillow, and waiting for sleep to take him.


It didn't take long before the blond was already half asleep. And only then did he felt a sudden weight settle on his back.


The man groaned and opened his eyes. He turned around slightly to see what was on his back. The redhead was staring at him intently.


"What is it?" Turning the whole way around and sitting up on the bed, Yoji resettled the redhead onto his lap. Aya tucked his head under the other man's chin automatically. "Aya?"


"Yoji…do you love me?" the redhead mumbled against the blond's shirt.


"Why the sudden question?"


"Well, do you?"


"Of course." Yoji wrapped his arms around the redhead's shoulder, one hand brushing away strands of red hair away from the other's face. He tucked one of Aya's eartails behind his ear.


"Why?"


"Why what?" The pair of emerald eyes closed as sleep grew closer and closer by the second.


"Why do you love me?" A gentle but hard tuck at the blond hair brought Yoji come crashing down to earth.


"Because I do," Yoji rubbed his eyes groggily. "Because you're cute and looking at you makes me unbelievably hot and bothered. Sweetie, the list goes on and on and I doubt you want to hear all of it."


"Fuck me," the redhead spoke so softly that Yoji almost didn't caught what he was saying. When the blond did, he wished he was only dreaming.


+++++


"Why are you crying?" Yoji mumbled into a pale shoulder. He received no response. Sitting up slightly, he looked into the other's face. His hands went up and caressed those tearstained cheeks.


"Shh…it's okay," Yoji kissed one pale cheek softly. "I won't hurt you." The redhead only continued to cry.


Yoji knew the reason to the other's man tears. Despite the fact that it's been weeks, the redhead still couldn't get over what the boy did to him. Of course, no one was expecting him to get over it so easily.


That was why Yoji never tried anything. Not that he didn't want to. But he simply couldn't. One wrong move may break the redhead permanently.


"You won't hurt me…" the redhead echoed Yoji's words. Wrapping his arms around the older man's back, Aya stuffed his face into the other's neck to stifle his sobs. "You won't…"


"Never," came the soft confirmation.


"Yoji…show me exactly how good it can be…"


+++++


Aya moaned loudly as the blond enveloped his length entirely. He threw his head back against the pillows, one hand was tangled in the blond hair and one was stuffed into his mouth to prevent any more loud noises.


Yoji's tongue swirl around the tip of the redhead's length, feeling the drops of liquid that had gathered there. He could feel that the redhead was ready for release and it took only a few more nips and sucking before the redhead came. The blond swallowed every last drop, gagging only a bit when he reached his limit.


Wiping absentmindedly at his chin, Yoji sat up and kissed the redhead softly, letting the latter taste his own release. He felt the redhead smiled against his lips. Pulling up the forgotten comforter, Yoji tucked them both into bed.


Kissing the redhead's forehead, Yoji whispered good night to him and waited for sleep to come and swallow him up.


But it never came.


+++++


Aya felt something hard against his thigh and there was no mistake as to what it was. He looked up at the blond. Yoji had his eyes closed, trying to sleep but his breathing had quickened its pace.


The blond's head fell into the space between Aya's neck and shoulder. The redhead laid still a bit longer before his hand crept up to the other's man hard-on. Only to feel another hand already there.


"Yoji…" the redhead whispered into the dark. A pair of green orbs opened and peered at him through half-lidded eyes. The redhead didn't have to say it but Yoji understood what he wanted.


"I don't want to hurt you," Yoji vocalized his fear once again.


"You won't," Aya smiled reassuringly at the other. "Please?" It didn't take too long for Yoji to make up his mind.


+++++


Yoji placed one finger in at the time. The redhead was squirming and whimpering for him to hurry up and just take him. It wasn't as if the blond wasn't hot and bothered either.


His mind went to the night when the boy had raped the redhead. The bastard probably didn't do as much as stretch him before he entered the redhead. Yoji didn't want to repeat the same mistake. The redhead told him to show him exactly how good it feels and Yoji intend to do that.


Yoji pulled his fingers back out and the redhead spread his legs invitingly for him. Hoisting the pale pair of legs up and positioning under his arms, Yoji kissed the redhead beneath him softly before sliding slowly into him.


He stopped once when the redhead cried out in pain. But soon, his cries grew to that of pleasure.


Yoji held the redhead's length in his hand, pumping it to the rhythm of his thrusts. The redhead thrusted back. Clutching the blond tightly, Aya spilled his release all over the two glistening bodies. The redhead's release trigged Yoji's own. The two laid breathless on the bed as Yoji pulled his cock out.


"I didn't hurt you, did I?" Yoji asked when he noticed the redhead was crying.


The redhead shook his head. He wrapped his arms around his lover, pulling the blond closer to him. "I love you," came the soft whisper as the redhead drifted into a good night sleep.


Yoji watched the sleeping face, a smile creeping into his lips. He pulled the comforter around them again and kissed the redhead's pliant lips.


"I love you, too."


==============================


Let me be the one you call�If you jump I'll break your fall�Lift you up and fly away with you into the night�If you need to fall apart�I can mend a broken heart�If you need to crash then crash and burn�You're not alone


==============================


The redhead returned to work the next day. Ken and Omi had been very happy to finally see their friend appear again.


But his return brought a change that puzzled the two boys to no ends. The usually cold and emotionless Fujimiya Aya they used to know now sports a soft smile nearly everywhere he went.


He was talking more, too. The horde of girls that usually crowds the flower shop was now able to hold a normal conversation with him. Of course, the usual 'if you're not going to buy something then leave!' phrase pops up once in a while. The redhead have changed, Ken and Omi will have to admit it, but some things basically still remained the same.


The change in Aya was the thing that puzzled the two younger boys. But, the change in the relationship between Aya and Yoji was what confused the fangirls.


They simply thought the two older men was very good friends with each other. Closer than they could be with Ken and Omi. But it wasn't long until they found out that the two was actually together, in the sense of being lovers.


To be truthful, all the girls had been surprised. After all, the chances of Aya dating someone was low. But to be dating Yoji, Japan's most famous and biggest playboy, and not to mention supposedly straight, was simply ridiculous. But they learned to accept it.


They may not understand why the two boys are attracted to each other, considering how they are the total opposites of each other, but one thing they understood was the two looked good together. No one could've argued with that.


Most of the girls had been happy with the two's relationship and some was simply disappointed that Yoji would settle down so fast but those girls were happy for them nonetheless.


As for Ken and Omi, they were ecstatic. Yoji could bring out the side in Aya, that the redhead had tried to bury deep within him, like no one else could. The two boys were grateful.


+++++


"Aya, did I ever tell you how beautiful you are?" Yoji asked as the two laid together on the sandy beach, looking up at star-filled sky.


"Every chance you get," the redhead replied in a soft voice.


"Well, you are." Soft chuckles follow the blond's words.


"Yoji? You're always be with me, right? Always?"


"Always."


"I'm glad. 'Love you."


"I love you, too." Yoji kissed the the redhead softly as the latter snuggled closer to the older man's warm body. The two fell asleep together in each other's arms under the night sky. To say their love lasted forever was no joke.


~~End Crash & Burn~~





