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T his  is  s o not h o w I pic t ure d m ys elf  k illi ng t im e till m y doc tor' s  app oi ntm ent.   Not t hat I ha ven't  be en her e 
m ore than a f e w tim es  bef ore toda y, but it s t il l is  a  l ittl e unner vi ng t o b e s tan din g h ere wit h n ois e - r ed uc in g 
ear  m uffs  on watc h ing Yam i b lo w t he  hel l o ut of  a t arge t.   He's  o nl y b een prac tic i ng  s inc e a da y or t wo 
af ter the T ok yo I nc ide nt, bu t thes e li ttl e ex erc is es  h av e  bee n a r e gu lar oc c urr enc e.   I j us t us ua ll y tr y to 
avo id them , s inc e f r ank l y, h e's  a l ittl e s c ar y when  he's  at it.  
 
I ha ve t o wo nd er where al l t his  de term inatio n c am e f r om .   I k now h e was  a  l ittl e s t eam ed abou t on e of  
Peg as us ' goo ns  tag gi ng hi m  back  then, but t hat's  b ee n t wo m onths  ag o.   E ven I'd ha ve drop ped it b y 
no w, at l eas t f or a l itt le s om ethi ng lik e that .   O n its  o wn , one  of  m y han ds  m oves  to touc h  the  s ec tio n of  
the b and ages  t hat's  b el o w m y r ight  e ye.   F orgi vi ng s o m ething l ik e this  is  a  bi t har der .   No  on e's  s een hid e 
or hair  of  T ak es hi in t hat t i m e, and I'm  alm os t ok a y wi th th at.   If  the  bas tar d was  goi ng t o s end  tha t 
par tic u lar g oon af ter us  ag a in, he woul d h av e d one it b y n o w, s o I  gu es s  I'm  going  to a gree with the 
popu lar as s um ption tha t T ak es hi was  t he m an Yu ug i s a w be in g torn  ap art.   I'm  glad I'm  s till a  l ittl e f u zz y 
on th at p art of  the s t or y.  
 
Sti ll,  wh y th e h el l is  Yam i  s o he ll ben t an d d eter m ined to be  a c r ac k  s hot?   I th ink  that's  the  r ig ht term .   
Unti l a li ttl e o ver a  m onth a go, when I go t hom e f r om  the h os pit al, m y k nowled ge of  guns  was  r ath er 
lim ited   ( S ee s h otg un. She l l s  go her e .   Pum p.   Pu ll tr ig ger .   See bl ood an d  guts .) , til l Yam i s tarted a 
s ec ond we apo ns  c ol lec ti on.   F ir s t it was  s words , a nd n o w it's  g uns , m os tl y of  th e h andg un var iet y.   It's  not 
lik e we h av e to be an y g oo d wit h th em , s inc e Set o h ir ed b od ygu ards .  
 
Spe ak ing of  tal l, blo nde , l e gg y,  an d a ble  to ben c h pres s  a tr uc k ...   I gla nc e o ver m y s ho uld er.   Yep,  I'd s a y 
s he's  j us t as  bor ed as  I am , but s h e's  doi ng a g ood j o b of  k eepin g an  e ye o ut f r om  tr oubl e.   I  ha ve to s a y 
that I l ik e Kuj ak u Mai; s h e t ak es  her  j ob s erious l y.   I woul d to o, af ter th e i ntrod uc ti o n S eto ga ve us :   
"K uj ak u, this  is  B ak ura.   Yo u'll be guard in g h im  f or the r es t of  his  lif e. "   N ic e e nou g h ges ture  on Se to's  
par t, s inc e  it s er ves  t he d ua l pur p os e of  he lp ing  m e out with  the  O yaj i  prob lem  and  of  getti ng at l eas t o ne 
W er e a dec ent j ob .   M ai t ol d m e that bef ore Seto  h ir ed  her , s he was  work ing as  a blac k j ack  dealer an d 
bounc er at s om e k ind of  s lea z y c as in o.   I t's  m y un der s tand ing s h e s pe nt m ore tim e get tin g gr o ped  tha n 
wor k ing her  ta bl e, th ou gh.  
 
She gl anc es  b ac k  at m e as  if  s ens ing m y e yes  o n her , and s h e ta ps  her  wr is t wher e a watc h wo ul d be  
s ittin g if  s he wer e weari ng one.   I g lanc e  do wn at  m y o wn ( whic h is  ac t ual l y Yam i's  but I...  c om m andeered 
it)  an d wi nc e.   W e'r e going  to be  pus h ing  it to m ak e it to the  doc tor' s  o n tim e.   Da m n.  
 
"He y, Phar a oh! " I ye ll  to be heard ov er the  s hots  a nd h i s  ear  m uf fs .   "T im e to go! "  
 
I c oul d a lm os t s wear  he  di d n't he ar m e or  he's  ign orin g  m e as  he f ir es  off  another t wo s hots  a nd s tart to 
ye l l at h im  again whe n th e c ham ber  c lick s  f orward, em pt y, an d he  pu lls  h is  m uff s  do wn.   I p ul l m ine of f  to 
hear h im  ask , "It's  tim e alr e ad y? "  
 
"W e've been her e ov er an hour a lr ea d y. "   I  j us t bare l y m anage to k eep th e wh in in g out  of  that.   "Is n't  the  
r ec oil gett in g to yo u yet? "  
 
He s hak es  his  he ad, gett in g an other c l ip  in  an d a bu l le t in t he c h am ber .   "Not r eal l y. "  
 



I f eel a s m irk  touc hin g m y li ps .   "L iar.   Yo ur ar m s  are shak ing."   He s c o wls ; he  hat es  gett ing  c aug ht.   
"B es ides , I'm  getting thes e dam n banda ges  of f  toda y a nd - "  
 
"A nd you'r e  go ing  nuts  wai ti ng,"  he f in is hes , c lic k ing t h e s af et y o n.   T he g un d is ap pears  in to L eat her  
Spac e.   S erio us l y, I h a ve n o id ea ho w he d oes  it.   L eat her  S pac e, lik e s om e k ind of  anim e c har ac ter, is  
m y bes t ex p la nat ion.   It's  e i ther  th at or he's  le arni ng m ore tha n h o w t o c ontr o l h is  abi lit ies  f r om  Mahaa do , 
and t he ide a of  m y n utt y l itt l e Yam i le arni ng m agic k  is  m ore alarm ing th an h im  giv ing that  tar ge t he l l.  
 
Ev en if  alm os t all t he b ul let s  we nt t h r oug h wh at woul d be i ts  heart.  
 

 
" You'l l h av e to tak e it e as y a wh ile ."  
 
I tr y n ot t o f idge t as  th e d oc tor s peak s  and rem oves  th e ba nda ges .   As  of ten as  I' ve bee n her e i n th e l as t 
m onth, we  ou ght t o b e o n a  c los er bas is .   O ne of  the re as ons  we'r e not is  s itt ing ( o r  m ore lik el y pac i ng or 
pro wl ing , k nowing  him )  in t he wa it ing r oom ; the gu y is  thorou gh l y c o wed b y Yam i,  Set o, a nd t heir  m one y.   
"I'v e b een tak ing i t eas y.   H o w m uc h long er?   I'm  s tarting to  go s t ir - c r a zy. "  
 
"J us t a c ou pl e m ore we ek s , to b e s af e."   T he las t p iec e  of  band age c om es  of f , and he s its  bac k .   "I do n't 
need  to as k  if  you s t il l h av e  ple nt y of  t he m edic i ne I pres c r ibed, do I ?"   I s hak e m y h ead,  an d he  no ds  as  if  
ple as ed t hen han ds  m e a f lye r  f r om  the c ounter .   "T his  is  s om e inf orm ation f or yo u f r om  that pl as tic  
s urgeon f r ien d of  m ine I m entio ned  bef ore, if  you  c han ge your  m ind o n it ."  
 
You' d a lm o s t think  he's  bei ng n ic e, b ut I di d m y r es ear c h t wo week s  ago whe n h e  f ir s t s tarted ta lk ing 
plas t ic  s urger y:   h is  'f r iend' pa ys  him  a prett y hef t y f ee  f or ever y r ef err al.   He m a y be i ntim idat ed b y Muto u 
and Ka iba  m one y, b ut th at' s  not s top pi ng h im  from  tr y i ng to  gl ean  a b it ex tr a.   H av e I e ver m entio ned ho w 
m uc h I hate  f als e p eop le, li k e this  gu y an d B itc h Qu ee n Ma zak i, ak a Yam i's  per s onal s t alk er?   I'm  told th e 
ne w W ere guards  ha ve a p ool go ing on who c a n tos s  t hat b itc h t he f urthes t ev er y tim e s he tries  t o s n eak  
on th e gr o unds  of  Kai ba M ans io n.  
 
Sti ll,  the  id ea of  anot her  s c ar does n't  r ea ll y b other m e too m uc h.   W hat I c an s ee of  the on es  on m y bac k  
are m uc h wors e.   W hat's  on the  bac k  is  s om ethin g th a t c an b e h idd en, t hou gh; thi s  is  goi ng t o b e g lari ng 
r ig ht out at p eop le.   I d on't want m y li ttl e br ot her  t o k eep f eeli ng gui lt y o ver t his , es pec ia ll y s i nc e it  was n't 
his  f ault.   I b lam e one per s on a nd o ne per s on alo ne:   t hat b as tard who s p a wne d u s .   He's  the one  wh o's  
goi ng t o f eel m y wr ath one  of  thes e n ights , whe n he  le as t ex pec ts  th e k nif e I'm  going to s tic k  in h is  guts .   
Ma yb e I' ve  be en ar oun d th e Ka ib as  too lo ng; I'm  s tarting to  get  do wnr ig ht b lo odth ir s t y.  
 
Al l th e s am e, I hop of f  the e x am inati on t ab le a nd m ove over t o th e m ir r or on the  ba ck  of  the door , b are l y 
hol din g b ac k  winc i ng.   O k ay,  m a ybe it's  a lit tle  wors e t han I' d an tic i pat ed.   I  m ean, it l ook s  lik e T ak es hi 
was  tr yi ng t o wr i te t he k ata k ana f or 'k i' on m y f ac e and  had re al l y ba d p enm ans hi p.   G r eat,  no w I h av e 
ne w b ond in g l ev els  with Ma lik .   I c an j us t s ee it no w.. .  
 
I tur n s l igh tl y a nd glare  at t he d oc tor o ver m y s h oul der .   "I'm  s ure Kai ba Set o wil l m ail you yo ur c hec k  
eith er wa y.   N o w get of f  m y f uck ing c as e ab out it. "   T her e, s ai d it .   And m uc h m ore po lit e th an I' d 
pla nne d.   N o thre ate ned gh os t c a ll in gs , no s h ov in g th a t s tethos c op e s o f ar up his  as s  that it c om es  out 
his  thr o at, n o k niv es  f ille tin g him  into tin y pi ec es , no c all in g m y -  Y am i  i n h ere to  s hoot h im  up a b it, no 
r itua l d is em bowe li ngs ...   Ye s , I've bee n th ink ing on t his  a wh il e.   I'd  ha ve K itt y, S et o, an d M al ik  on that  l is t, 
but t he y a ll m ight tr y to  eat  him  then en d u p with f ood  pois o nin g.   Yo u ne ver k no w wit h Ma l ik , af ter all.  
 
Spe ak ing of  ev er yo ne's  f av orite nutb al l, I  ne ed t o rem em ber  to c all h im .   I don't ex ac tl y ne ed a n i ns id e 
s our c e at Kai ba C orp a n ym ore.   M a yb e I  c an m entio n he n eeds  t o s top s t alk ing Ki tt y t oo.   T hat' ll go ov er 
f am ous l y, rath er l ik e a le ad bal loo n.  
 
"B ak ura - s an! "   Hm ph, the i diot  c an't p ul l of f  tha t of f end ed to ne half  as  we ll  as  Yam i or a thir d as  we ll  as  
R yo u.   As  goo d as  a reas o n as  an y t o f lip  him  of f  as  I walk  out th e d oor .  
 



And he y, look , I was  r i ght:   Yam i is  pac i ng/pr o wl ing  the  wait in g room .   He bar el y s eem s  to be touc h in g th e 
f loor  as  he goe s  bac k  and f orth.   J us t t o be  s ure, I s tar e at his  f eet a  s ec ond or t wo:   ye a h, h e's  s til l 
ear thb oun d, f or no w.   You nev er k now wit h h im .   It's  onl y be en t wo m onths  s inc e the T ok yo I nc ide nt, and  
eve n M aha ado  has  n o i dea  the ex tent of  what he c an  do.   I do n 't k now if  we'r e e v er goi ng t o f ind  out  his  
lim itatio ns , a nd I'm  not s ure  I wan t to.   S om ething t el ls  m e it wo n't b e pr ett y.  
 
I ope n m y m outh to  s a y s o m ething to him  in gr e eti ng, but h e l ook s  up f ir s t and gr i ns  f aintl y.   "Ho w'd it 
go? "   He  gl anc es  of  o ver m e, wi nc in g s li ght l y at t he s c ar.   "N o b loo d.   D id n't f eel li k e k illin g h im  this  tim e?"  
 
I ha ve t o s m irk  in res pons e.   "I c o uld n't d ec id e on  a m ethod.   Yo u wa lk ed a h ol e i n the c arpe t ag ai n."  
 
He po uts  f aint l y.   I m ight t hi nk  it was  r eal if  I c oul dn't s e e the  l ight  in  his  e yes  that  t ells  m e he's  ho ld ing  
bac k  laught er.   "W ell, if  yo u' d le t m e bac k  there with yo u..."  
 
"It's  the  l as t tim e I nee d to  b e here,  an ywa y.   It's  a bit of  a m oot poi nt n o w.   Bes i de s , you  j us t want  bac k  
ther e t o do  per verte d th in gs  on t h e t abl e."  
 
He l aug hs .   Not  on e of  thos e 'ha - h a, I one - u ppe d you' ones  h e l ov es  s o m uc h, but  a r ea l l aug h.   I lik e 
heari ng t hes e a l ot m ore.   " Ma yb e s o. "  
 
Des pit e th e te as ing , we ha ven't  r ea ll y g otte n th at f ar.   I k now.   Sh oc k ing, is n't it?   W ell, it's  s ort  of  been 
one t hi ng af ter a not her  af te r  anoth er.   Bet ween  his  tra i nin g wi th Mah aad o an d m y doc tor v is its  -  af ter 
f inall y bei ng r e le as ed f r om  the h os pit al, m ind yo u -  an d  R yo u's  m othering and Ya m i and Set o's  argum ents  
and ev er yth in g e ls e, inc lu di ng th e oc c as io na l att em pt on m y l if e, it's  b een  too  c r a zy aro und her e.   Not  to 
m ention, of  c our s e, th e f ac t we b oth ha ve o ur m an y an d as s orted han g - ups , whic h  don't he lp m atters  an y 
eith er.   I m ight be la yin g o n e of  m ine to r es t s oon  tho u gh:   he d id n't reac t t oo bad l y  to th is  s c ar, s o m a ybe  
the o ther s  wo n't b e to o b ig a de al eit her .   I ho pe a n yw a y.  
 
" You wis h,"  I ret urn.   I c a n t ell  b y h is  e yes  he k no ws  I' v e be en t hink ing too har d ag ain and  it wor r ies  h im .   
He has  a c om pletel y per f ec t pok er f ac e, but h is  e ye s  a r e dis tr es s in gl y e as y t o rea d, at le as t f or m e.  
 
"Let's  get out of  her e, hm m ?" h e of f ers , hold ing  a h an d  out t o m e.   Yam i lik es  litt le s tuff  lik e hold in g 
hands .   I... don't  dis lik e it, a nd s o reac h  ou t to t ak e his .  
 
"Let's  go h om e."  
 
Hom e, s urpr is ing e nou gh, has  c om e to m ean the s ec ti on of  the  m ans ion S eto di v vi ed u p f or us .   R you 
and I  l iv ed in t he a par tm ent two year s , a nd it was  s til l j us t that,  the  ap artm ent.   Le s s  than t wo m onths , and  
alr ea d y I f eel at h om e wher e we li ve no w.   S ure, it pr o bab l y puts  t he 'f un' i n 'd ys f unc tion al', but it's  h om e 
and I  th ink  I m a y ha ve ad o pted the oth er in hab ita nts  a s  a s ort of  weir d ex ten ded f am il y. M a yb e t he s am e 
app lies  f or Yam i too, b ut I h ave n't rea ll y gott en ar oun d to as k ing.  
 
W e s tep out th e d oor , b oth hol din g b ac k  a s hudder as  t he c oo l a ir  f r om  ins ide c o nt r as ts  agai ns t the  
war m er Ma y e ven ing  a ir  ou ts ide.   I s ens e,  r ather tha n s ee, Ma i f al l i n s tep  be hin d us .   Sh e's  on the pho ne, 
no d oubt  c al lin g o ne of  the c ars  to c om e get us  ( that's  s om ethin g I'v e yet t o g et us ed to , b y th e b y, but it 
was  Set o a nd Yam i's  idea,  not m ine) .   If  I lo ok  over m y s houl der , I'm  s ure I c an s e e the  r ev ol ver s he  
al wa ys  s eem s  to ha ve o n h er.   W hy s h e we ars  it when  s he c an benc h pres s  a tr uc k , I'll ne ver k now.   I 
gues s  it m ak es  s ens e to he r  bec aus e it f ai l s  to d o s o f o r  m e.  
 
"W hat's  the plan  f or no w t h en? "  
 
"I d on't c are as  lo ng as  I d o n't ha ve go bac k  in ther e .   Mai ?   An ywher e yo u want t o go ?" I  as k , glanc i ng 
over m y s hou lder  at h er.   Y ep, t her e's  th e rev ol ver.  
 
She lo ok s  thoughtf ul a m om ent then s hak es  he r  he ad .   "N ope,  I'm  good."   T hank  good nes s .   T his  la d y 
c an s hop the he ll out of  an y m an, even a g a y on e.   I gu es s  that's  wher e I f it, af ter all, gi ve n th e f ac t I'm  



prov is io nal l y da tin g Yam i and h e's  def in ite l y a g u y.  
 
Spe ak ing of  Yam i, he lets  o ut a s i gh o f  r elief , I g ues s  at  the f ac t he won't  be c arr yi n g ar ou nd bags  a nd 
box es  ton ig ht.   "T hen l et's  h ead hom e, ple as e.   I' ve got a ba d f eel ing. "  
 
"T hank  yo u, Yam i So lo. "   I get a  bi t of  a g lare.   He hat es  Star W ars  r ef erenc es , es pec ial l y c onc ern ing  
him s elf .   "I  was  on l y f eel ing  m ildl y par an oi d ti l l no w.   T hank s  s o m uc h f or c lear ing that - "  
 
And. .. I'm  k is s ing the f uc k ing pa vem ent ag ai n.   D am n it, di d Ma i r e al l y ha ve t o s ho ve m e that har d?   O h 
ye a h, s he's  a  W er e.   I f orgot.   Ma yb e I s h oul d tak e a litt le c om f ort th at s he s ho ved  Yam i do wn too.   St i ll, 
this  is  t he t hir d tim e this  we ek  alone.   It's  no dam n f air .   W h y is  it al wa ys  m e getti n g s hot at?   W hat did I 
ever do t o des erve this , ex c ept res c ue m y l ittl e br o ther  f r om  our  f ather, ther eb y c a us ing O yaj i to los e h is  
h eir ?   T hat's  not s o m uc h, r eal l y!  
 
A bu ll et gr a zes  of f  the pa ve m ent near  m y f ac e, an d I'm  ya nk ed bac k  agains t a  f am il iar b od y.   I'd  alm os t 
s we ar Yam i's  beh ind thes e  attac k s  s o he c an ge t h is  q ual it y gro pe t im e in, es p ec i all y gi ven  K itt y's  bee n 
c r as hing in m y r oom  as  of  late... we ll, s inc e I got out of  the hos pi tal  an ywa y.   He a nd S eto are of f , is  m y 
under s ta nd ing,  not  tha t it  r e all y m atters  at th is  m om ent bec aus e, ho l y f uc k , their  a i m  is  getting bett er!   
Min d on  the  bu ll ets , n o w!  
 
And wh y c ou ldn't  I h av e go t ten a  us ef ul a bi lit y if  I had  t o ha ve one , l ik e telek ines is  or s om ething?   
Som ething  tha t s tops  b ul let s  wo ul d be  r ea ll y n ic e ri ght abou t no w.   I f ee l a s h udd e r  go thr o ugh  m e, not 
unl ik e wh en we c am e outs i de e arli er but  ye t wh ol l y d if ferent a t onc e , th ere is  a s hr il l s c r eam  lik e the 
dam ned, an d th ere is  s i le nc e.  
 
F or al l of  thr ee s ec onds .  
 
"K ura? "  
 
"Ar e yo u ok a y, Bak ura?"  
 
Hav e I e ver m entio ned  ho w  ann o yi ng  it is  to ha ve t wo peop le talk ing to yo u at onc e?   It ha ppe ns  to m e 
wa y too of ten.   "I'm  f ine," I grin d out.   I s l o wl y s it  up  an d tak e s toc k  on m ys elf .   So m e sc r apes  and br uis es  
( one or  t wo of  wh ic h m a y b e Yam i - s hape d, as  t igh tl y a s  he was  h ol din g m e), but n othi ng wor s e th an 
T ues da y's  attac k .   O f  c our se, it's  o nl y T hur s da y; th e y h ave  the  who le week end t o s c ore a m ark  on m e.   
It's  gett ing r eal l y f uc k ing an no yi n g th oug h.   "Ca n't I g o t hroug h on e we ek  wit hou t s om e s hitheads  tr yi ng t o 
k ill m e an ym ore?"  
 
And ther e  go es  the s h ud de r , as  the s p ir it goes  bac k  to wher e ver I ya nk ed it f r om  to m ak e the bu ll ets  
s top.   C om e to think  of  it, th at ha ppe ned  S und a y als o,  when that  gu y tri ed to r un  u s  do wn with  the  
del iv er y va n, whic h s uc k ed quit e a bit .   O f  c our s e, I th in k  it s uck ed m ore f or him  when M ai t urne d th e v an 
ups id e do wn , s h ook  him  out, a nd tri ed t o b eat a c onf e s s io n ou t of  his  a lr ea d y d yi ng as s .   It di dn't wor k , 
but a t l eas t s he tr ie d.  
 
I thi nk  this  m ak es  attem pt num ber  twe lv e on  m y l if e s in c e I got out of  the hos pi tal .   And  I'm  c ounting the 
one c ar f r om  las t we ek  that  tried pl a yi n g c hic k en wit h t he dri ver Set o s en t  us  i n th ere.   Ne ed les s  to s a y, 
we wo n.  
 
And s p eak ing of  the wh ee ls  m an, there is  a  f aint s c r ee c hing of  brak es , and Ak ito's  her e t oo.   A f e w 
m inutes  late,  as  a l wa ys , b u t bett er la te t han ne ver, I  gu es s .   Bes i des , I half wa y th i nk  s om etim es  that he 
has  an ab il it y l ik e ours , onl y his  is  t he t al ent of  pus hin g peop le of f  the road.   I j us t h ope he d oes n't get it in 
his  he ad an y tim e s oon t o t eac h R you  or K itt y h o w t o d r ive.  
 
Bef ore I k no w it , he's  s huf f led a ll three of  us  in the c ar,  Yam i and m e in t he bac k seat a nd Mai  up  f r ont wit h 
him , and we'r e  he ade d bac k  towards  th e m ans ion at  a s peed j us t s l igh tl y s lo wer  th an s ou nd.   An d 
s topl ights  are a ppare ntl y f o r  wus s es  th e wa y Ak ito i gn ores  them .   I m ak e m ys e lf  s ink  bac k  into the s e at 



and t hi nk  of  an ythi ng but t h e f ac t I thi nk  we j us t c ut of f  a j et.  
 
" You ok a y? "  
 
Yam i look s  about as  s hak en as  I f eel .   Ca n't s a y I b la m e him ; he's  been  pres ent  on e ver y att em pt thus  
f ar.   T im e num ber  nine , th e y c am e c los er to h itt ing him  than  hi tti ng m e.   W e both g ot of f  luc k y th is  tim e 
wit h not hin g wors e tha n s c r apes  a nd br uis es  r ea ll y.  
 
"I'm  good,"  I m utter.   I th ink  I lef t m y s tom ac h at th e to p  of  that l as t h il l.   I als o  th ink  Ak ito's  aim ing to pro ve 
he c an get to t he m ans ion f r om  an y poi nt in t he c it y in f iv e m inutes  or l es s .   "I'm  j us t gett ing a l itt le t ir ed of  
all  th is :   ge tti ng s ho t at,  att e m pted hit - an d - r uns , th e i di o t wit h th e f lam ethr ower..."  
 
" You'd t hi nk  the y'd ha ve s to pped  b y no w, s inc e  the ir  woul d - be as s as s ins  aren't c o m ing hom e," c onti nues  
Yam i.  
 
I f eel a s m irk  touc h m y f ac e.   "W e ar e getti ng goo d at b od y dis p os al,  aren't  we ?   N ot as  g ood as  them ," I 
nod at th e t wo i n th e f r ont s eat, "bu t we'r e gett in g b ette r ."  
 
"W e s hould n't h av e to k eep  doi ng t his . "   W h y's  he c om pla in ing ?   It's  n ot h im  whos e f ather' s  tr yi ng t o d o 
him  in.   "T he y'r e ge tti ng bet ter too,  an d I'm  not los i ng you."  
 
And. ..   As s as s ins , m eet Ya m i's  num ber  one ha ng - up :   he's  ter r if ied of  bei ng aba n done d.   H o w t he h el l d id 
he e nd u p with m e then ?   I m ight as  wel l h av e a bul l's - e ye  pa int ed o n m y bac k  as  of  late.   I'm  proba bl y th e 
wor s t pers on he c ou ld ha ve  end ed u p d ec id ing  to lik e.   And wh y is  t his  o n m y m ind  no w?   Pr o bab l y 
bec aus e I  was  th ink ing abo ut ho w S eto and K itt y are n o w of f ic iall y no lon ger  a n it em .   T urned out Se to's  
po wer was  c al lin g to  K itt y t he e ntir e tim e, in s te ad of  th ere be in g an y r e al attr ac ti o n.   I g ues s  I d on't want 
Yam i and m e turni ng o ut t h e s am e wa y, rea li zi ng we m ade a m is tak e or  s om ething.   O h,  do n't g et m e 
wr o ng -  t he y'r e s ti ll f r ien ds  and al l, b ut as  a  c oup le, the y'r e o ver.  
 
Ak ito m ak es  a s har p, ne ar - nin et y de gree lef t tur n t hat was  prob abl y orig ina ll y int e nded  to m ak e little  ol d 
lad ies  p is s  them s elves , I do n't e ven s e e th e g ate ope n,  and we'r e h om e.   I res is t th e ur ge to j um p out of  
the c ar a nd k is s  the gr o und .   I th ink  I've alr e ad y m et m y q uota  on  that  tod a y.  
 
I gi ve m ys e lf  a m om ent to r ec oll ec t m y s tom ac h then s tep o ut of  th e c ar an d o nto t he f r ont s teps  as  I  
s peak  over m y s ho ul der  to  Yam i.   " Shor t of  k illing  O yaj i, I d on't s e e wh at we c an d o to s to p i t.   I m ean, 
we'r e s ti ll not a hu ndr e d per c ent s ure h o w h e tr ac k ed m e down. "  
 
"S om eone m us t have rat te d us  ou t on  Pe gas us ' e nd. "   He's  s til l a bit  pis s e d ab out  that.   He ll,  s o am  I f or 
that m atter.   I u nd ers tood m y vis it th ere was n't g oin g t o get  bac k  to O yaj i,  ye t a w eek  later , h e s en ds  one  
of  his  goo ns  to k idna p a nd t ortur e m e.   It's  m ore than a bit s us p ic io us  if  yo u as k  m e.  
 
"It look s  that wa y, " I adm it.   W hile I'm  her e on t he f r ont s toop with the li ght on, I tak e a m om ent to s ee ho w 
bac k  we'r e g oin g to  be lo ok ing.   Yam i's  lef t arm  is  s c r aped t o th e e lbo w bu t no t to o ba d; th at was  
obv io us l y wher e he  la nd ed when Ma i s ho ve d us ; a nd h is  r ight  ha nd is  s c r aped a b i t on t he palm .   I've  got  
a s c r ape on  th e he els  of  bo th ha nds , a nd t her e wi ll pro bab l y be one on m y k nee f rom  when I  la nd ed.   I 
s we ar, on e of  the s e  da ys  I' m  going to gi ve up and s t art weari ng le ather lik e Yam i and Kit t y;  it c u ts  do wn 
on th e roa d b urn.   "W e got of f  eas y t his  t im e."  
 
"Let's  hop e it's  t he las t t im e."  
 
"T he las t t im e f or what ?"   A nd I'd bee n wond erin g wh ere K itt y' d d is ap peare d to , s in c e he was  gon e wh en I  
got u p th is  m orning.   "W hat the hel l h app ene d t o yo u t wo?"  
 
"G ot s ho t at, " I r epl y.  
 
"A gai n,"  Yam i deadp ans .  



 
I c an s ee the c o nf us ion drai nin g i nto his  f ac e.   "W hat?   W ait.   Shot at ?   A ga in?   T he he ll ?"  
 
And I gu es s  Ki tt y di dn't k no w.   I g ues s  tha t's  wh y he's  been  s o l o w - k e y abo ut t he whol e th in g.   Sti ll , j us t to 
be s ure...   " Yo u d idn't  k now?"  
 
"He ll, no!   How lo ng? "  
 
I ac tua ll y h av e to  th ink  bac k .   "Sinc e I  go t ou t of  the ho s pita l prett y m uc h.   Not ev e r y da y or an yth ing , 
thou gh. "  
 
"T he y h av e b een gett in g a l ot m ore f r equent l ate l y, " Ya m i r em inds  m e.   He le ans  c los er to pu ll s om ethin g 
out of  m y h air , hol di ng it o u t f or m e to s ee wh at it is :   a sm all pi ec e of  th e s id e wa lk .   "A nd t he y'r e g ett ing 
better . "  
 
Hm m , I'd s a y K itt y's  pis s ed .   It's  ano ther  of  thos e th in gs  yo u c an watc h h app en.   It bui lds , s l o wl y a t f ir s t 
then a rus h t o c ons um e his  ent ir e f ac e.   His  pos ture c h anges , and  it's  e as y t o s ee he's  jus t  hol di ng 
him s elf  back .   "W h y d id n't a n yo ne t el l m e about  th is ?"   Al l Yam i and I c a n d o is  s hr ug; we'r e a lit tle  out  of  
the loo p on  th is  one  as  we ll .   "M ai - s an ?"  
 
I'd s a y s h e s hrugs , but that' s  too i ne leg ant a des c r ip tio n f or the d el ic ate lif ti ng of  o ne s ho uld er s he does .   
Mai has  to  be prett y a bou t ever yth in g s he does , af ter all .   " I was  u nder  the im pres s ion yo u alr e ad y k new. "  
 
T her e's  a f las h of  blac k  hair  hur r yi ng b y,  an d wh en Ki tt y s tops  it, it's  Mok uba.   T he half - pin t's  wir e d l ik e the 
tim e he tr ie d pu tti ng es pr es s o in his  b loo d, I c a n s ee th at j us t lo ok ing at him  no w.   But he s ti lls  und er t he  
har d l ook  on K itt y's  f ac e.   " Did yo u k now Dor ob ou's  g e ttin g s hot at? "   And  tha t wa s  prett y m uc h m ore a 
gro wl t ha n ac tu al wor ds .   I hope  the  ha lf - pint und ers to od i t.   I won der  if  K itt y h as  k itt y te eth r i ght no w.   I'm  
not g ett ing c los e e nou gh to  f ind ou t,  th oug h.  
 
G igan tic  gre y e yes  turn t o m e.   "You' ve bee n ge tti ng s hot a t, B ak ura - s an?"  
 
"It's  not  l ik e the y' ve s uc c e e ded or c om e that c los e or a n yt hin g."   S om ehow the  ha l f - pint's  a lo t l ik e Yuu gi:   
yo u  k now, k r ypto nit e.   It's  h ard to be m ean to him  and j us t as  har d to s ee  h im  thr eaten to c r y.   If  he's  ab le 
to k eep th is  up ov er tim e, h e'll be a d ang erous  l itt le va m p f or ye ars  to c om e.   O f  cour s e, he' ll  als o  be j us t 
s hor t of  s ix teen f or th e res t of  tim e.   Kind  of  a s ober ing  thou ght:   Yam i, R you,  an d I  are th e o n l y o nes  of  
this  c r e w wh o ar e n't e ith er i m m ortal or dam n near  i t.   E ven  the  ha lf - pint her e's  go in g to out li ve us .   Not  
m entionin g th at n o w t hou g h, s inc e Ki tt y's  c l os e e nou g h to ra bid  as  it  is .  
 
Kitt y t urn o n h is  he el, m utte r ing s om ethin g th at s ou nds  lik e " He's  tre ati ng m e lik e h is  li ttl e br ot her " un der  
his  brea th.   T he ex plos ion i s  c om ing, j us t gi v e it a s ec o nd...   " Ka iba! "   An d th ere g oes  Vo lc an o K itt y, as  he 
s tom ps  back  towards  Seto' s  hom e off ic e.   "K aib a! "  
 
Mok uba wi nc es .   " I th ink  we got  ni is am a in tr ou bl e."  
 
"S oun ds  lik e it, " Yam i c om m ents .   He s ounds  pro ud o f  that f ac t.  
 
Ev en f r om  wher e we s tan d,  I c an h ear  Seto's  of f ic e do or s lam  open.   T he h alf - pint  grins .   "I'm  going  to go 
watc h!   B ye! "   He tak es  of f  lik e the y'r e gi vi ng a wa y f r ee  por n or  s om ethi ng i n t hat o ff ic e.  
 
And on t hat not e...   "I nee d to c al l M al ik ," I rem ind m ys elf  alo ud.   I h ope m y c el l d i dn't g et c r us hed  whe n 
Mai s h ov ed us  do wn, t hou g h I g ues s  it'd ha ve s ta bb ed m e b y n o w if  it ha d.   Pu ll ing  it o ut of   m y j ea ns  
poc k et, I'm  r elie ved  to s e e i t s eem s  to be al l r i ght.  
 
"W hy Ma lik ?"   Yam i as k s  as  I punc h in the nut bal l's  s p eed dia l n um ber .  
 
"I d on't nee d an  ins ide s o ur c e at K ai ba C orp a n ym ore. "  



 
He ar c hes  a n e ye bro w e le g antl y.   Ho w di d he  en d u p with s om eone lik e m e agai n?   "Ho w' d yo u c o nv inc e 
t hem  to hir e him ?"   A ppare ntl y, e ver yon e k no ws  abo ut  Mal ik .  
 
"Don' t as k  m e.   I'm  s till tr yin g to f ig ure ou t ho w h e go t p as t that drag on of  a per s on nel m anag er T r eebo y 
has ."  
 
"Ma lik 's  T ax iderm y.   Yo u s n uf f  it, we s t uf f  it."  
 
F or a l ong s ec o nd, I ha ve  t o ho ld  t he pho ne a wa y f r om  m y e ar and  s tare a t it  l ik e it j us t dec lar ed its elf  
em per or.   " Yo u'r e s o weir d, " I f ina ll y get out, putt in g it  b ac k  to m y ear .  
 
"B ak ura! "   He al wa ys  s o un ds  s o c heerf ul when I c al l.   It's  a l ittl e c ute , i n a ps yc hot ic  k ind of  wa y.   "W he r e 
hav e you bee n?   W h y ha ve n't yo u c a ll m e?   I'v e b een  bor ed! "  
 
I s hak e m y h ead  s lo wl y.   S o s tr ange  in de ed.   "I nee d t o ta lk  to you ."  
 
"O ver t he pho ne or in  per s o n?"   S udd en s h if t to s erio us .   I'm  s till ta lk ing to Ma lik , th ough .   T hat's  goo d at  
leas t.  
 
"In  per s on, " I re pl y.   He's  pr obab l y go in g to ha ve a f it th at I d id n't te ll him  til l no w, a nd I'd r ather not end up 
with in noc ent  b ys t and er gh os ts  -  or bla nk  s pots  if  Mar i k  gets  a hol d of  them .    
 
"I'l l b e th ere i n thre e m inute s ."   No w tha t I n otic e  it,  I c a n  he ar his  m otor c yc le in t he  bac k ground, as  wel l 
as  win d an d f aint  s natc h es  of  other  pe op le's  c on vers at i ons .   He  m us t be us ing  the  heads e t i ns ide  his  
helm et.  
 
"W e'r e not at the apartm ent  an ym ore."   W e s till h a ve it,  I thi nk .   I s eem  to r ec all s e ein g its  r e n t as  p art of  
one Set o's  m onthl y ex pens e s preads h eets .   I  gu es s  we c an us e  it f or s torag e or  a  hid eou t or  s om ething ... 
or we'l l h av e it  to f al l b ac k  on if  Set o e ver k ic k s  us  out.  
 
"I k now.   I'm  about t hree bl oc k s  awa y f r om  the Ka iba Mans i on. "  
 
Som eho w I s ho ul d ha v e k no wn h e'd alr ea d y k no w whe r e we are  wit hou t m e tell ing  him .   "I'l l c al l d o wn t o 
the g ate and  ha ve them  let yo u  in ."  
 
"Do I  k nock  or let m ys e lf  in ?"   Som etim es  I f orget Mal i k 's  r ather int el li gent .   S ti ll t h ere was  a r eas on,  whe n 
he s ho wed up h ere in D om ino n ot to o l ong  af ter we got  her e, I  got  him  to go  un der c over at  K aib a Cor p.   
He's  sm art but s o m uc h tha t he s ta nds  o ut, a nd t hat w ork ed out we ll f or K ai ba C o r p, the drag on lad y, and 
m y pla ns  at t hat tim e.   T hen, of  c our s e, th ere's  Mar ik , but t hat's  a who le other s tor y a lto geth er.  
 
"K noc k  and s om eone'll  le t you i n."   If  he d oes n't m anag e to s c are of f  the m aids  or an yt hi ng.  
 
"S ee you  s oon the n, Bos s ."  
 
I j inx ed m ys e lf .   I ne ver s h o uld ha ve ev en t hou ght of  the m ore ps yc h otic  s i de of  th e nut ba ll.   " See  yo u 
s oon, M arik ."  
 
Yam i's  e yes  are wid e as  I s nap t he pho ne s hu t.   "Ma lik 's  c om ing her e ?"  
 
I s hrug.   "M igh t be  Ma lik , m ight  be Mar ik .   W e'll s ee in a f ew. "   I  was  tr yi n g f or non c hala nc e wi th t hos e 
wor ds  bef ore c al li ng do wn t o the  gat e with Ma lik 's  des cr ipt i on a nd t he order s  to j us t let him  in -  a nd if  the 
hor r if ied look  on h is  f ac e is  an y in dic at io n, I'm  s uc c eedi ng -  bu t th e d if f erenc e bet ween Mal ik  and M arik  is  
enou gh t o m ak e eve n m e nervous .   I m ean, Ma lik 's  j ust a l itt le f r uit y, b ut Mar ik ... yees h.   O h , an d th at's  
anot her  th in g I r ec a ll as  I h ang up t he h ous e pho ne f r om  s aving  a f e w p oor  W eres' li ves  if  th e y' d tr ie d to  
s top Ma lik .   "H av e a n y id ea  wher e yo ur M ini - Me is ?"  



 
His  e yes  go  s of t and unf oc us s ed a m om ent.   St and in g  bet ween him  and t he s ta ir s , I c an  f ee l a s l i ver of  
po wer g o thr oug h m e and t o wards  th e s ec on d s tor y of  the m ans ion.   Yam i ten ds  t o us e h is  ab il it ies  i n a 
ver y l ine ar wa y.   W hen he's  tr yi ng t o f ind a s pir it, us u al l y Yu ug i, he f ol lo ws  d oor s , s tair s , an d h al l wa ys , 
ins tea d of  s k ipping ah ead a nd g oin g thr oug h wa lls  or c eil in gs .   "U ps ta ir s  pla yi ng v i deo gam es  agains t 
R yo u - k un on th e b ig s c r een ."  
 
I nod .   T hat's  ac c epta ble .   " T ell him  to s ta y up ther e  ti ll Is htar 's  gon e, j us t i n c as e. "   He s en ds  m e a 
c urious  l ook  as  he b lee ds  b ac k  into his  o wn m i nd, a nd I el aborat e, "Ma l ik 's  f ine f or him  to be aro und , bu t 
Mar ik  m ight b e a lit tle  da ng erous ."  
 
"W hy?"   T hat's  m y Yam i, m ore c urio us  tha n th e c at.   W her e i t c onc erns  Yuu gi,  he' s  es pec ia ll y c uri ous , 
and bei ng an o ld er br ot her  m ys e lf  ( we thi nk ) , I c an und e r s tand wh y.   I wou ld, ha ve , and  wi ll do an yth ing in  
m y po wer -  le gal , s af e, m oral, or non e of  the  ab ov e -  to  k eep R yo u s af e.   I'v e tak en the  bl am e f or his  
m is tak es , I've tak en his  b ea tings , I've  le t as s ho les  c arv e in  m y f les h to  hi de his  loc atio n, a nd I' ve  lef t m y 
hom e behi nd a nd m oved  to  a ne w c it y -  Dom ino, t o b e ex ac t -  to k eep O yaj i f r om  doin g a t hi ng t o h im .   
Yea h, I k no w wh ere Yam i's  c om ing f r om  with litt le  brot her  prot ec tio n.  
 
"Mar ik 's  an ahme t ."   T he c onf us ion r em ains  on his  f ac e .   " A s ou l - eat er."  
 

 
"Mar ik 's  an ahme t .   A s ou l - eater. "  
 
Yam i goes  c om plete l y whi t e.   It'd  be am us ing to s e e if  this  was n't  m y -  we ll,  h im .   T hat, and we'r e ta lk ing 
abou t Ma l ik 's  dark er half  de vour ing Yam i's  litt le broth er' s  s oul.   And  I d o m ean 'lit tl e ' br other.   Yuug i m ight 
look  c los er to s e ve ntee n th an f our tee n n o w, whic h we hav e yet t o ex p la in t he h o ws  of , b y th e b y, b ut he's  
s till  a s hrim p.   T he on l y one  her e s hor t er tha n h im  is  Seto's  M ini - Me, af ter al l, a nd I s erious l y dou bt e ith er 
of  them  are getti ng a n y ta ll er an y tim e  s oon.  
 
"W hat about M al ik ?"   He s e em s  to be as  c as u al as  I was  preten di ng t o b e, b ut h is  e yes  r e ve al oth er wis e.   
He's  ner v ous , s o he's  p lott i ng to  c ov er al l th e c on tin ge nc ies .   It's  a  go od s tr at eg y.   It k eeps  a bo d y f r om  
gett ing too wor k ed up -  a nd  gi ves  y ou pl ent y of  pl ans  t o f all bac k  on f or later .   "W hat is  h e? "  
 
I s hrug.   "Com plet el y h um an, as  f ar as  the y' ve e ver t ol d m e.   I us ed to  r un with  th em  back  in T ok yo, 
bef ore the brat and I c am e to Dom ino. "  
 
T he s ad thi ng is , Yam i or I c ould ver y e as il y s e par at e t hem .   Sinc e t her e's  s uc h a  c lear  l in e be t wee n th e 
two, it'd b e e as y t o do .   It' d be l ik e c uttin g a lon g th e d ot ted lin ed.   Dam n thin g is , it' d be the wr ong  th ing to 
do -  an d pr o bab l y th e l as t t hin g we ev er d id.   T he y'd k ill us  the n br e ak  down be yo nd a ll r e pa ir .   T he y' ve 
c oex is ted lik e the y ar e s o l ong t hat the y woul dn't be a ble to h and le be ing  s eparat ed.   T he y'r e  l ik e... 
s ym biotes , I s upp os e, int ertwine d to  the  po int that  r em ov ing one  wou ld k il l th e ot h er.   A nd Is ht ar is  th e 
bes t gu y I' ve ev er ha d work  f o r  m e, all s tr an ge nes s  as i de.   I' ll   prob ab l y be t he one  to k ill him , but I won't 
enj o y it and the on l y wa y it' l l be  s oon is  if  his  k itt y s t alk ing tur ns  dan ger ous  or he d oes  s om ething t o 
Yuu gi, wh ic h i n turn m eans  he d oes  s om ething  to Yam i.   So, al l i n a ll,  I ho pe he b eha ves  b ec aus e I' d ha te 
to ha ve  to k ill  them .  
 
"I'm  going t o te ll  A ibo u to  b arr ic ade him s elf  in R yo u - k un's  r oom ," Yam i m utters  as  he s tarts  pas t m e.  
 
I hes it ate a s ec on d, n ot s ur e ho w to c om m unic ate wh a t I ne ed t o s a y, th en r e ac h out a nd t ouc h Yam i's  
arm , paus ing h im .   "He'l l b e  f ine.   As  lo ng as  Ma lik  and I ar e ar o und , we c a n k eep Mar ik  held  bac k ."  
 
T hat c lear l y d oes  l itt le t o a ll ev iate  his  wor r ies .   "A ll  the  s am e..."  
 
I nod , rel eas i ng h is  arm .   "G o s ee a bout  yo ur br ot her .   I'll be her e. "  
 
"Ho w  lo ng t il l M al ik  gets  her e?"  



 
I gl anc e d o wn at t he watc h I 'bor r o we d' of f  him .   "Pr oba bl y ab out f i ve. "   Ev en t hou g h I to ld t hem  to let  him  
in, t he W eres  watc hi ng t he gate are to o c aut io us  to not  c hec k  a per s on as  s tr ang e  as  Ma lik  c om ing her e.   
Hel ls , the y did n't want t o l et  Mah aad o i n h ere th e f ir s t two or thr ee t im es , to s a y of  noth in g of  Ma na.   T he y 
s till  do n't wa nt to  l et h er c om e in wh en s h e a nd t he br at are ha vin g o ne of  their  m aratho ns , an d s he 
s ho ws  up alr e ad y h ype d u p  on c af f eine.   I s hud der  t o t hin k .   But  the y s h ou ld s to p Mal ik  if  the y s to p th os e 
two.   Alt hou gh it is  af ter dar k  now, s o t he vam p guar ds ' ll be o ut.   I l ik e the W ere ones  bett er; the y'r e m ore 
thor ou gh.   I'm  wait in g f or th e da y t he y c hec k  m e -  or even  bet ter, Seth .   W ait a m inute.   W hat w as  I s a yi ng 
aga in?   O h yea h, M al ik .   W her e's  m y m ind go ing  l ate l y?   "I t m ight tak e a l itt le lon g er, tho ugh,  bec a us e h e 
has  get  b y s ec urit y. "  
 
"I'm  j us t going t o c hec k  on him  a s ec ond, th en I'll  be b ac k  down. "  
 
I c an b arel y n od bef ore he' s  up th e s tair s , ra t her  r em inis c ent of  Mok uba t ear i ng af ter K itt y,  a nd I c a n o nl y 
c huc k le at his  e nth us ias m  when it c om es  to G hos t M i ni - Me .   I ha ve t o d is tin guis h  bet ween Mi ni - M es  no w:   
we ha ve  G hos t M in i - Me , Yuug i, a nd Vam pir e Mi ni - Me,  Noa, no w af ter al l.  
 
So it l ook s  lik e I've g ot a  l ittl e tim e to m ys elf  f or onc e.   T hat does n't ex ac tl y ha ppe n of ten a n ym ore,  s inc e I  
ende d u p i n th e hos pit al.   I par k  it on o ne of  the s teps  of  the i ns ide  s tair c as e and l ean aga ins t t he 
ban is ter.   T he s c r apes  on  t he h eels  of  m y h an ds  c atc h es  m y atte nti on aga in and  I  gla nc e d o wn at th em .   
Noth ing too terr ib l y ba d th is  tim e, not l ik e a c oup le of  m onths  a go.   If  I lo ok  har d, I c an s ee t in y l in es  
r unni ng alo ng m y lef t h and:   s c ars  from  piec es  of  glas s  that ex pl ode d ou t at m e.   G ods , thos e  were a 
m is e r able c oup le of  da ys , t houg h I c a n't s a y the y wer e  al l ba d, s i nc e th e y di d g iv e  m e tim e to get t o k no w 
Yam i better .   I m ean, ti ll  the n he was  j us t m y b os s 's  s poil ed grands o n.   N o w, t hou gh...  
 
A k nock  on the do or br eak s  m y tr ai l of  tho ugh t bef ore I c an get  of f  into d ang erous  t err itor y.   It s o unds  lik e 
the n utc as e's  par t ic ul ar k nock , an ywa y.   T he wol v es ' p arano ia is  s tartin g to  get  to m e, I think .   I'm  going  to 
be s tarti ng t o j um p at s had o ws  s oon at th e rat e I'm  goi ng.   An ywa y, Sara's  a ns we r ing t he d oor .   No w  
s he's  one of  the f e w n on - K aib a v am pir es  in th is  h ous e  I ap prov e of .   T o m e, s he's old , tur n ed ar oun d th e 
s am e tim e as  Noa ( but  ph ys ic all y a  go od t en year s  o ld er)  and s h e's  s tr ong as  s h it,  but s h e has  no p o wer 
to bac k  up th at s tr eng th.   S he's  near l y as  s tr ong  as  a W er e, but s he'l l n ev er be a n yt hin g i n th e vam pir e 
hierar c h y -  a nd t hat s e em s  to s uit  her  j us t f ine.   S he's  c onte nt, it a ppe ars , to b ab y ever y s in gl e o ne of  th e 
Kai bas  a nd t he ir  ho us egu e s ts .   Bei ng En gl is h hers e lf , s he's  eve n h el pin g R you  wi th h is  En gl is h l ang uag e 
hom ework , s o I lik e her.   I  j us t wis h I  k new m ore abo ut  her , b ut i t's  not lik e I k now that m uc h abo ut th e 
other vam pir es  in this  hous e, ex c lu din g M ok uba no w, ex c ept th at S eth an d No a c anno t  be  J apa nes e.   
Mok uba, th e reas o n I t hink  I no w k n o w as  m uc h abo ut him  as  the oth er K ai bas  do ,  lik es  to ba bb le. A lot.  
 
And,  ye p, it's  Ma lik .   He bre e zes  r i ght b y her  and do es  one of  thos e run ni ng - f l yi ng lea ps  of  his  th at, 
f r ank l y, ter r if y t he s h it o ut o f  m e.   I hav e ha lf  a s ec ond  to s ee him  c om ing, de bat e  tr yin g to  get  out  of  his  
wa y,  r eal i ze t her e's  n o wa y I c an a vo id him  at this  r a ng e, an d br ac e m ys elf  f or the im pac t.   I c ould  ha ve 
us ed s om e m ore tim e to pr epare.   Ho w do es  a s k inn y k id f r om  Eg yp t -  wh o's  a v e getari an, at t hat!  -  get s o 
hea v y on J a pan es e  f ood.   " Bak ura! "   O ww,  tha t c r ac k  was  m y bac k  hitti ng one  of  the s ta ir s .   Am  I -  Nope,  
I c an s ti ll f ee l m y t oes .   Pl e as e do n't l et Yam i get d o wn  her e t il l I get Ma lik  of f  m e.  
 
"K ura? "   T he go ds  hat e m e.   It's  a f ac t; the y hate  m e.   G od dam n it.   "W hat's  g oin g on do wn her e?"  
 
I gl anc e u p a nd watc h u ps i de d o wn as  Yam i c om es  do wn t he s te ps  bef ore brac i ng m ys elf  an d g i vin g 
Mal ik  a har d s ho ve  of f  m e.   "G ett ing  att ac k ed b y a n o v erenth us ias t ic  nutc as e.   Yo u k now, the us ua l."  
 
Mal ik , dam n him , lands  on his  f eet wi th har d l y a s tum ble.   I  s wear, he's  m ore of  a c at tha n K itt y 
s om etim es .    "T hat was  m ean, Bak ura.   I h av en't s ee n yo u  in  f orever, and yo u'r e s hov in g m e ar ound. "  
 
I s it u p s lo wl y, winc in g as  m us c les  m ak e it k nown  tha t I di d h it t hem  and th e y are  goi ng t o b e  m ad at m e 
f or a wh il e.   Yam i ex ten ds  a ha nd d o wn to m e and pul ls  m e the r es t of  the wa y to m y f eet whe n I t ak e it.   
He do es n't l et go, but s om ethin g te lls  m e that t his  t im e that's  s o I c a n't g et a wa y.   Not th at I'd  m ak e a 
s tr ategic  r etre at a nd le av e him  a lone  wit h M al ik , but I s ure as  he ll m ight tr y t o a vo id t he c onf r ont ati on 



we'r e no  do ubt goi ng t o h av e onc e the nut bal l's  go ne.  
 
"A nd t hat's  d if f erent f r om  norm al how?"  I s ho ot b ac k  at s aid nutc as e.   I s we ar that  has  to be a go od 
por tio n of  the  r eas on  he l i k es  m e:   I don't r un  in  ter r or f r om  him  and I do n't tak e an y s hi t f r om  him .   I j us t 
wis h h e'd q uit  j um ping m e lik e that.   " An ywa y, we n eed  to ta lk ."  
 
"S o yo u s a id on t he p hon e. "   Ins t ant war in es s , ha ve t o lo ve it.   "W hat about? "  
 
I gl anc e p as t h im  to the w o m an s till s tan di ng a t th e do or.   S ara's  watc h ing Ma lik  li k e a ha wk  watc hes  its  
pre y -  and I'm  prett y s ure h er e yes  are g lo win g b lue .   Not a goo d s ig n, m eans  s he's  goi ng t o g o a ll Sup er 
Dr agon La d y Kis ar a on  him  s oon.   W hat c an I s a y; s he' s  good at g ett ing  r id of  thr eats  and  pe opl e d on't 
s ee her  c om ing b ec aus e s h e's  this  l itt le da int y wh ite - h a ir ed t hin g in a  m aid un if orm .   Hm m , I gues s  we 
s houl d tak e this  a wa y f r om  her .   " Let's  g et o ut of  th e ha ll f ir s t."  
 
...An d M al ik 's  s taring at m e lik e I've gro wn  an othe r  hea d or  s om ething.   It does n't t ak e him  long to put his  
thou ghts  i nto wor ds  e ith er.   "W hat the f uck , Bak ura?   You m ove i n with Ka iba an d s tart f uck ing a M uto u," 
he's  ges tur ing wi ld l y, s om eho w m anagi ng t o g et th e e ntir e f r ont hal l in t he ' with K aib a', as  we l l as  n ear l y 
sm ack ing Yam i when  he m enti ons  h im , "and s u dde nl y yo u'r e  dom es tic ated ?! "   An d he's  s hri ek ing.   He  
s ounds  l ik e a c at with a c ha ir  on its  ta il.  
 
Yam i's  bris tlin g a nd, he ll, I' m  r apidl y m ovi ng t o wards  p is s ed.   "Ma lik ?"  
 
"Hm m ?"  
 
"P is s  of f ."  
 
A s m ile br eak s  ac r os s  his  fac e.   S erio us l y, you' d th ink  I j us t tol d h im  he won t he lo tter y or s om ething.   
"Not too dom es tic ated, I s e e.   T he T ok yo s tr eet punk  I rem em ber  is  s till i n th ere."  
 
"F uc k  yo u, M al ik ."  
 
"I d on't t hi nk  Mutou t her e woul d l ik e that m uc h, " he  f ir es  r ight b ac k .  
 
And the s a d th in g is , he's  r i ght.   Yam i's  m ovin g f r om  bris tli ng t o gr o wl ing,  an d I d o n't th ink  that's  ex ac tl y a  
good  s ign .   In  f ac t, I'm  going to put it in a  v er y b ad c at egor y.   I poi nt a t th e do or to  the den and  order, "J us t 
get in  t her e, nutb al l, bef ore I s ic  the s c ari er dr ag on lad y on you ."  
 
He s aun ters  in  there , s m irk ing l ik e he's  a c at who j us t a te th e c anar y, a nd I  tur n to Yam i.   "If  he's  g etti ng 
on your  n erv es , yo u d on't h ave  to s ta y.   He's  go od at t hat. "  
 
"He's  a ls o a li ttl e to o go od at m oles ting yo u. "   He  s que e zes  m y han d a l ittl e.   "No one's  ge tti ng a f r ee s hot 
at m y b o yf r ien d."  
 
And ther e  it is :   o ne of  thos e words  we've  be en d anc i n g ar ou nd us ing  thes e  pas t f e w we ek s .    I gues s  this  
m ak es  it of f ic ial n o w.   I als o  gues s  I wa s  m is r eading h i m  ear lier.   Ma yb e th at was  ye t ano ther  p os s es s ive  
dis pl a y or s om ething.   I wo uld n't pu t it  pas t him  af ter al l.   I'm  wa iti ng t o g et m ark ed one of  thes e n ig hts .   
Pos s es s iv e, s wee t bas t ard.   
 
I s quee ze  his  han d i n retur n.   " Let's  g et th is  o ver with and get t he nutc as e out of  her e. "   A nd with  th os e 
wor ds , we hea d i nto the li v i ng r oom , lea vi ng t he door o pen a b it s o if  Sara wants  t o l is ten in, s h e c an.   
O ne of  the bes t b ac k - ups  I c an th ink  of .  
 
W hy am  I not s urpr is e d to  s ee h im  going throu gh ev er y thin g h e c an get his  h ands  on?   Hm ph, pr obab l y 
bec aus e Set o's  T V r em ote is  wort h m ore than we c ou ld  m ak e in a m onth's  worth of  s hopl if ting  an d p ic k -
poc k eting b ac k  in T ok yo, to  s a y n oth ing  of  the bott les  o f  win e (ne ver m ind t hat no one in t his  h ous e 
drink s )  that ar e va lue d i n th e tho us ands .   T hat's  Am eric an do ll ars , b y the  b y, n ot yen.   T he m ore I f ind ou t 



abou t G o za - bak a b y l iv in g her e, t he m ore I dis lik e him .   Lik e I s ai d, I'm  s tarting t o adop t th e K ai bas  an d I 
don't t ol erate peo pl e h urtin g m y f am il y.  
 
Sti ll,  I d on't t hi nk  Malik 's  nic k ed an yth in g, yet, and  I s ho uld prob abl y tr y to  k eep it t hat wa y.   " An ywa y, " h e 
turns  to f ac e m e, "the r eas o n I c al le d yo u her e.. ."  
 
" Yeah ?"   Lo ok s  lik e I've got  his  f ull  att ent ion,  prob ab l y not a  go od t hin g, b ut o h we ll.   " it s ou nde d im por tant 
on th e p hon e."  
 
"I g ues s  it is .   I c a ll ed you  h ere to s a y, I  do n't n eed an i ns ide s o urc e at Ka iba  Corp  an ym ore."  
 
"I d on't ha ve t o work  there an ym ore ?"   An y s ec o nd n o w, he's  g oin g t o s tart b ounc ing lik e a litt le k id in t he 
c and y s t ore.   I  c an j us t s ee it.  
 
"W hat's  the poin t?   I  m ean, as  yo u s o d el ic ate l y po int e d out ," I  s end him  a gl are th at wo uld  prob ab l y m ak e 
s om e of  thos e c r eeps  at  P e gas us ' pl ac e p is s  the ir  pa nt s , but it rol ls  r ig ht of f  him , "I li ve wit h K ai ba.   If  I 
need  inf orm ation, I  c a n j us t  put c af f eine in his  l itt le brot her 's  blo od and I'l l k now ab out e ver yon e t han I c an 
pos s ibl y us e.   Bes i des ," I a dm it wit h a li ttl e regre t, " I'm  prett y m uc h retir e d n o w a n ywa y. "   Yam i giv es  m e 
a qu es tio nin g l ook , whic h I'l l wa it t o ans wer  ti ll we'r e a l one, if  s uc h a t im e ever c o m es .   "So  ye ah,  yo u 
don't ha ve t o work  at K aib a  Corp a n ym ore. "  
 
And,  as  pre dic te d, h e's  bou nc ing.   He lls , it look s  lik e he's  on a pog o s tic k  the wa y he's  go ing .   " Can I 
c elebr at e?   Can  I p us h m y des k  out the win do w?   Ca n  I to r c h th e dr a gon  la d y?   C an I?   Ca n I?    Ca n I 
c elebr at e in s t yle ?"  
 
Dear G od,  I'v e u nle as hed  a  h yp erac ti ve m ons ter on  th e s tr eets  of  Dom ino.   N o on e's  s af e.   Boar d  up the 
wind o ws , l oc k  the door s , h i de a ll s h arp a nd/ or ex pl os i v e obj ec ts , p ic k  a deit y a nd pra y -  bec aus e Ma lik 's  
on th e l oos e.  
 
"Ce lebr a te a fter  you  ex pl ai n a f e w th in gs  to m e, Is htar ."   W hat the -   O h, Ki tt y.   G ood t im ing to o.   And 
wo w, h e d oes  a prett y g ood  T r eebo y im pres s ion, al l g la c ier - c old a nd ann o ye d.  
 
W hic h, of  c our s e, r olls  r i ght  of f  Mali k  too.   " Hi,  Ka ts u ya , " he  c heerf ul l y greets .   At m y s id e, Yam i winc es  at  
Mal ik 's  f orwardn es s .   Me , I' m  not too s urpr is ed .   M al ik 's  not J ap anes e,  af ter al l, a nd wh il e I k no w h e 
under s ta nds  f orm alit y r u les , he does n't gi ve a s h it a bo ut th em .   "Did yo u f ind m y p r es ent th en? "   Ki d i n a 
c and y s t ore i nd eed.   St il l, t he f uc k ?   Has  he f inal l y h it Sta lk ing P has e T wo?   W eird pr es ents  t hat 
appar ent l y pis s  K itt y of f  wo uld in dic at e a yes .   G r e at ...   I di dn't want to h av e to  k ill him  tonig ht.  
 
"Pr es e nt? " K itt y pr om pts .   O h, I k now we'r e goi ng t o r egr et t his .   O n  s o m an y l ev els , we'r e  go ing  to r e gret 
this  c on vers at ion .  
 
"T he le opard  k itten."   Yep, goi ng into  r egr et r igh t no w.   I won der  if  he  m eans  two l egs  or f our  tho ugh .  
 
Kitt y s i ghs  h ea vi l y.   M al ik  does  tha t to a p ers on af ter a l l.   "An d j us t why  did  yo u m ak e the k it wa it 
outs id e? "  
 
"I k new yo u'd want  to f in d h im  your s e lf ,"   M al ik  s hrugs  as  he s a ys  wit h n onc ha la nc e the  s ane wor l d c an 
onl y dre am  of .    
 
Kitt y look s  r ead y to s p it n ai l s , but I' ve got a qu es tio n f or Mal ik  m ys el f  f ir s t.   "W hoa, tim eout," I c al l, e ve n 
m ak ing the tim eout s i gn al li k e the y d o i n s por ts .   W hat I had  a lot of  tim e to k ill in t hat h os pit al r oom  f or 
two a nd   a ha lf  week s , and the s por ts  c ha nn el is  t we nt y - f our /s e ve n.   "B y 'k itten', you d on't m ean a 
W er ek i tt y yo ung er th an Kit t y h ere, d o yo u ?"   P leas e s a y yo u don't , M al ik .   Lie t o m e if  yo u h av e to.   
Bec aus e if  yo u s a y ' yes ', K i tt y m a y no t ge t   h is  c hanc e to gu t Hir u tan i b ec aus e I' ll beat him  to it.  
 
"T he k it's  not m ore than s ix t een. "   I'm  gutti ng H ir uta ni w ith a p las tic  s por k , then  I'm  s hooti ng his  as s  f ull of  



lea d.   It won't  k ill h im , but it' ll hur t l ik e hel l.   T hen I'm  going to c arv e h im  up lik e a tu rk e y wit h a s il ver k nif e.   
And K itt y's  s t il l ta lk ing b ut n o w to Ma lik .   "J us t wh ere d i d yo u f ind  him ?"  
 
Anot her  s hru g f r om  the nut bal l.   "W es t s ide."  
 
Ple as e te l l m e you d on't m ean wh at I thi nk  you m ean.   "P leas e  te ll m e that m eans  'wes t s ide of  the 
m ans ion' or  'wes t s id e of  th e s tr eet'. "   T ell m e yo u d idn' t pic k  up th is  k id on th at  s i d e of  to wn.   If  you  do , I 
m ay ha ve to g o k ill that  bas tard r ig ht n o w.   Hel l, we'l l s ee wh at M ai do es  to h im .   He'd pr o bab l y be  
begg in g m e to tortur e and  k il l h im  when  s he's  do ne...  a nd M al ik 's  s hak ing his  hea d  'no'.  
 
"W es t s ide of  to wn,  on a c o r ner .   W ork ing ."   He s tr es s e s  the word  s o h is  m eaning i s  unm is tak able.   W hat 
els e woul d a k id b e d oi ng o n tha t s id e of  to wn  an ywa y?   E ve n s om e of  the m os t harden ed b as tards  I 
k now wo n't s et f oot ov er th ere.   " I d idn't  th ink  Kats u ya woul d a ppr o ve, " h el l, I  don't  appro ve eit her , but 
that's  bes ide  the po int r ight  no w, s i nc e M al ik 's  s till ta lk ing b ut n o w to  K itt y, "s o I -  a hem  -  t ook  c are of  his  
hand ler and brou ght him  to yo u ."  
 
"Hir u tan i'l l tr y to t ak e him  awa y, " Kit t y r es p on ds .   Hm m , this  c o uld  be goo d.   H e s o unds  l ik e he's  get tin g 
protec ti ve.   It ' ll do t he a lp ha  c at in  him  good to ha ve a n other ac t ual  l eop ard aro und .   He s o unds  lik e he's  
prepari ng him s elf  f or a f ight  as  is .  
 
" You won't let t hat ha ppe n."   An d e ver yon e bu t m e look s  s o s urpr is ed to  s ee a  s eri ous  Ma lik .   T hen ag ain , 
I'm  the on l y on e wh o's  k nown h im  f or an y len gth of  tim e; th at I k no w h im  bes t out of  our  lit tle  m enagerie  is  
proba bl y to be ex pec te d.   A nd k nowin g h im  bes t, I bet he'd lik e to h el p m e off  that Hir uta ni as s hol e.   O ut  
of  the c orner  of  m y e ye,  I n ote Yam i does n't lo ok  m uc h hap p ier t ha n I f eel  an d is  p r obab l y ab out t o m ak e 
his  d is ple as ure k no wn.  
 
" You t wo s ta y o ut of  th is ," K itt y c uts  i n, h is  v oic e a l o w gro wl.   S urel y, s ure ly , he  d oes n't m ean Yam i and 
m e as  ' you  t wo'.   I'm  in on t his  on e, g od dam n it!   "You' ve got eno ugh on yo ur  ha n ds , Dorob ou. "   I am  not 
s ittin g th is  on e o ut!   "I'll t ak e c are of  this  on m y o wn. "  
 
Yam i's  hand s q uee zes  m ine a litt le tig hter , t ug gin g i t b ac k  towards  h im  light l y.   It's  c lear l y a  'bac k  do wn' 
ges ture, and e ven tho ught  I  don't want  to, I do .   " At le a s t  tel l T r eebo y wha t's  go ing  on. "   T hat'l l be  m y 
c onc es s ion.   If  he c an get t his  pas t Set o, I' ll s t a y out of  it.   I  won' t be  in  the  le as t b i t hap p y ab out it, but I' ll 
s ta y c l ear .  
 
Kitt y nods  o nc e s har p l y i n r es pons e bef ore turn in g to war ds  the door.   If  I k no w h i m , and I do, he's  go in g to 
head  s tr aig ht t o S eto's  of f ic e, wa lk  in, an d i nf orm  Tr eebo y f l at o ut wh at h e i nte nds  to d o.  
 
Sud den l y th ings  are h app e nin g v er y f as t.   Mal ik 's  e yes  are c han gi ng s u btl y, a f aint  tig hten in g an d 
nar r o wi ng t hat lets  a n yo n e who k n o ws  to look  -  nam ely,  m e -  that we'r e no  lo nger  dea li ng with Ma lik ; this  
is  Mar ik , and  he's  m ovin g a t s peeds  I  us ua ll y a ttrib ute t o v am pir es  or W eres , c r ossing thos e f e w c r uc i al 
f eet to K itt y, grabb in g a hol d of  his  arm .   Kitt y t urns , i n tim e f or Marik  to us e his  ot her  ha nd t o gr as p the 
bac k  of  Kitt y's  nec k  and p ul l h im  f orward.   Nex t th in g a n y of  us  k now, M arik  is  tr yi ng to  eat  K itt y's  tons i ls .   
And it look s  lik e Kit t y's  k is s ing h im  back .   I'll b e d am ned.   T he y s e em  to be enj o yi ng th em s elves  s o m a yb e 
I won 't ha ve t o k ill an yon e t oni ght.   T hat'd be  k ind of  ni c e.   As  m uc h as  I want  to s atis f y m y c uri os it y on  
Mal ik 's  and Marik 's  m ortalit y,  I don't  wan t to do it t oni g ht.  
 
An ywa y, Mar ik , Kit t y,  ton gu e hoc k e y.   I t hi nk  Kitt y j us t t r ied t o s ho ve him  awa y,  but  I c a n't b e s ure s i nc e 
Mar ik  j us t tur ned what ev er m ove Kitt y m ade i nto a f ull - f ledged  grop e.   Hm m ...   I wonder  if  I s hou ld t el l 
them  to get a  r oom .   I wond er if  Yam i and I  s hou ld j us t lea ve and  le t th em  have t hi s  one.   T hat's  s tarti ng 
to l ook  lik e a r eal l y go od  id ea, when Ki tt y f i na ll y s ho ve s  the n utba ll  of f , hold ing hi m  at arm s ' lengt h as  h e 
tr ies  to get his  bre ath bac k .   G r anted , M arik  is  s till ho ld ing one  of  his  arm s  and is  l ook ing wa y t oo pr oud of  
him s elf , but he is  at arm s ' lengt h no net hel es s .  
 
"W hat the fu c k ?! " J ounouc h i gro wls , s c r ubbi ng at h is  m outh wit h h is  f r ee han d.   "Ar e yo u c om pl ete ly  
ins an e?! "   App arent l y,  he's  gone  f r om  G lac ier K itt y to V olc an o K itt y.  



 
" You k no w yo u lik ed it ."   Do es  Mar ik  hav e to  s oun d s o dam n sm ug?   Real l y!  
 
"Mar ik ," I dr a w out.   "Q u it m es s ing with m y c at. "   L et's  h ope he ac t ual l y l is tens  t o m e.   It's  b een a l ong  
tim e s inc e T ok yo,  af ter al l.  
 
"Mes s i ng with Ka ts u ya ?"   T his  is n't go ing  to be g ood  at  al l.   H e's  f eeli ng p la yf u l.   "I hav en't ev en war m ed 
up yet. "  
 
I ho ld b ac k  the s igh t h at wa nts  to em erge.   "Don' t m ak e m e k ill yo u t on igh t."   I d ou bt he' ll lis t en at th is  
poi nt, s o I  ho pe I c a n g et to  Yam i's  gun i n t im e to m ak e a go od hea ds hot bec aus e  other wis e I'm  s c r ewed.   
But wait , to m y s urpr is e, he  drops  K itt y's  wr is t.   I' ll  ig nor e the  l ic k  he giv es  his  han d .   I'l l a ls o i gnore  Yam i 
vo ic ing  m y s ig h of  r el ief  f or m e.   "Better. "   An d it lo ok s  lik e Kitt y's  be ati ng a  f as t retr eat f or the door.  
 
"I n eed to s ee  to t he k it an d  let Set o k now wh at's  go ing  on, s o I' ll  s ee you  s om etim e tha t is  n ot n o w, " he  
gets  ou t bef ore h e's  go ne, r unn ing lik e the  do gs  of  war are hot  on his  tra il .   Ca n't s a y I bl am e him  either .  
 
"W ay to g o, Mar ik .   Yo u ran  him  off ," I c an't r es is t putt in g in .   He  tur ns  th at d am nedabl e s m irk  on m e, and 
I do m y bes t t o k eep m y f ac e a b la nk .    "I m ean it, Mar i k .   Don't m ess  wit h m y c at,  don't s tart  on e of  yo ur 
gam es  wit h h im , don't brea k  his  heart, or I wi ll k ill  yo u i n wa ys  e ven yo u wo n't e nj o y.   D on't dou bt i t."  
 
"If  the s unc a t agr ees  th oug h?"   T her e's  a qu es tio n i n t her e I'm  not s u r e I want to k now th e ans wer  to -  or 
be th e o ne t o g iv e th e ans wer  to.  
 
"If  he a grees  a nd you  s wea r  on M al ik 's  s oul not t o hurt him ," I s uc k  in a de ep br eat h an d s lo wl y r el eas e it, 
r egr etti ng t his  a lr ea d y,  "I' ll  s ta y out of  the wa y. "  
 
"He' ll agr ee  bef ore t h e wee k 's  out."  
 
I f eel m y e yes  nar r o w.   "I'm  s erious , M arik .   J ouno uc hi' s  not a gam e."  
 
"No, of  c our s e he's  n ot."   H e turns  a nd h ea ds  to war ds  the d oor  Kitt y lef t wi de o pe n.   I h op e th e c at m ade 
good  on his  es c ap e.   H an d on th e d oor f r am e, he tur ns  to l ook  at m e over his  s h oul der .   " He's  a 
c hall eng e. "   A nd he's  go ne,  r ight whe n I want ed t o s ho ot h im .   A m om ent later , I h ear  the  f r ont do or s lam  
s hut; g ood,  K is ara d idn' t l et  him  s tick  around.  
 
"G od, s om etim es  I hate t ha t gu y,"  I m utter und er m y br eath,  wi ll ing  m y b od y to unt ens e.  
 
"I th oug ht h e was  yo ur f r ien d," Yam i as k s  s of tl y,  m ovin g c los er to  m e.   Pr oba bl y j u s t as  wel l h e s ta yed 
s ilen t wh il e th e nu tc as e wa s  in h ere; l as t th in g I want i s  him  in a r o w with  m y b o yf r iend.  
 
"Ma lik 's  m y f r ien d, ye a h.   M arik 's  a s ick , s tr ange l ittl e f uck ."  
 
He m ak es  a s of t s ound of  a greem ent.   " And  the y both  s eem  to lik e J ounouc h i - k un."   T hat's  m y Yam i, the 
m as ter of  under s tatem ent.  
 
I'm  prett y s ure  I'm  about to  go of f  on a r an t, pr o bab l y a bout ho w Ma lik  and Mar ik  never agr ee  on an yth in g, 
when Yam i's  hand  touc h es  m y c h eek  lig htl y.   I  k now t hi s  s igna l; a s ec o nd lat er, he  lea ns  the res t of  the 
wa y to war ds  m e, and our li ps  m eet.   G od, I lo ve t he wa y he t as tes :   l ik e s in, d ark  c hoc olat e, a nd 
s om ethin g e ls e th at is  who ll y Yam i.  
 
I don't  c are th at we ar e n't g etti ng ver y f ar ver y f as t.   I d on't c are ho w m an y han g - u ps  we h av e be t wee n 
the t wo of  us .   I don't  c are t hat we s ti ll ha ve yet to f igur e out  wha t k ind of  po wer  he  r eal l y has .   I  do n't c are 
if  I die  tom orr ow...   B ec aus e I e nj o y our  l itt le t im es  lik e thes e t oge ther .  
 



G r eat, he's  t urni ng m e into  a s ap.  
 

 
F uc k .   I hate it  whe n th e b li nds  ar e lef t op en.   T he s un l ight's  s tr eam ing in, hit tin g m e right in t he e ye .   
G ood t hin g I'm  not a vam p, is  al l I'm  s a ying , as  of ten as  I f orget to c los e t he d r apes ; I'd b e a c r is p y c r itt er 
b y no w, lik e I th ink  Set o wa s  wa nti ng t o d o to the las t a s s as s in.   Not t he one las t ni ght, but t he one bef ore 
it, th e vam pir e m erc enar y d um b enough  to t ak e O yaj i's  m one y.   I n ev er d id f ind  ou t what  ha ppe ned to t hat 
gu y. ..  
 
St i ll,  the  drap es  are ope n a nd th e l ig ht is  bl ind in g m e.   I don't  th ink  I'm  gettin g up  t o de al with  it an y t im e 
s oon th oug h.   F or one , th e wind o w in m y bedr oom  does n't ex ac tl y f ac e eas t.   If  the s un's  s tr eam ing i n l ik e 
this , t hen it's  we ll pas t noo n .   G ues s  that's  what I ge t f or hang in g ou t wi th vam pir es .   An d we ll , f or anot her , 
Yam i's  appar en tl y s ti ll as le ep a nd h is  arm s  are wr ap p ed aro und  m e s ec urel y b ut not t oo t igh tl y.   W e had 
anot her  a bor ted  bi t of  -  as  Kitt y lik es  to c al l i t -  'c oup le tim e' las t ni ght, whic h  le d to  anot her  n ig ht of  j us t 
s leep ing  nex t t o e ac h ot her , bot h of  us  too  tir e d f or m uc h m ore, but ne ither  of  us  c an g et to o m ad at 
Mok uba f or wor r yi ng a bo ut us .   It l ook s  lik e the h alf - pin t and  J oun ouc hi - k itt y are p erhaps  th e f ir s t to 
r eali ze  Yam i an d I aren't go ing to b e l i vin g f orev er als o .  
 
No, S eth and  No a pr ob ab l y k now to o a nd j us t ar e n't s a yi n g a n yt hi ng.   I f orget s om etim es  ho w o ld t hos e 
two ar e:   th at No a's  arou nd eig ht y an d S eth is  pus h in g f our  hundr e d.   T he y'r e  prob abl y m ore a ware of  our  
m ort alit y t han we ar e.   N ot t hat I r e al l y wa nt  S eto to f ig ure it out an y t im e s oon.   I'v e s een ho w 
overpr otec ti ve  the  m an c an get watc hi ng him  wi th M ok uba t hes e pas t f e w m onths .  
 
Sti ll Mok uba was  s o dam ned c onc erne d l as t n ight  tha t s om eone was  go ing to s ho ot m e right th ere i n th e 
m ans ion, in t he den  wit h i ts  f r ont - f ac ing win do ws .   I t to ok  till n ear l y t wo in t he m ornin g to get him  c alm ed 
do wn,  an d b y th en we wer e  both  r ead y t o dr o p.   W e alm os t c r as hed in our  s ep ara te r oom s , but we got as  
f ar as  m ine and  the  dis c o ve r y tha t m y r oom m ate of  late  -  Kitt y -  was  go ne.   I s eem  to v agu el y r ec a ll 
r eadi ng a no te f r om  him  als o, s om ething abo ut s l eep in g in  the  r oom  wher e h is  s tu ff  is , Seto , Ma l ik , and... 
s pac e ig uan as  in  pe ngu in s uits ?   Ma ybe  I dr e am ed tha t las t par t, t hou gh.   It's  eit he r  that or what  
happ ene d with Mar ik  s hook  J ouno uc hi up m ore than  h e's  adm itting.  
 
T he warm  we igh t be hi nd m e s tir s  as  Yam i s tarts  to ya wn h im s elf  awak e.   It's  not t hat h e's  a d eep  s lee per , 
I don't  th ink , c om par ed to w hat I' ve s e en of  'norm al' pe o pl e.   It's  m ore that, I'v e be en i n Dom ino abo ut t wo 
and half  ye ars  no w, a nd I'm  s til l j um p y.   It's  got ten wor s e s inc e O yaj i's  s tarte d s end ing goo ns  af ter m e.   I 
don't k no w if  e ve n K itt y's  no tic ed I  r arel y s l eep m ore th an f our  or f iv e ho urs  an ym ore; r ather,  it's  a n ho ur 
or s o here,  t we nt y m inut es  ther e.   If  there's  an yth in g I l ear ne d i n th os e te n ye ars  with O yaj i,  it was  to hi de 
wheth er I'm  awak e or  not .  
 
It's  s tr ange t hou gh.   I s le ep better  lik e this , whe n Yam i's  with m e, than  I d o an y oth er tim e.   Ma ybe it 's  n ot 
too s tr an ge.   Ma yb e it  j us t s eem s  s tr ange to m e bec au s e al l of  this  is  s til l s o ne w t o m e, this  be ing in  a 
r elat ions h ip,  c arin g f or and wor r yi ng a bou t an oth er per s on who's  n ot f am il y.   I n a l ot of  wa ys ,  I'm  us ed to 
onl y wor r yi ng a bo ut R you ; J ounouc h i c an  tak e c are of  him s elf .   I gues s  Yam i c an t oo, a nd.. .  
 
He's  m ak ing a r ath er dis g u s ted no is e, one arm  letting  go of  m e to tr y a nd b loc k  the l ight .   A  m orning 
per s on Yam i is  not,  not  b y an y s tr e tc h of  the im aginat i on.   I  l ik e m ornings  bet ter t han Yam i, a nd  tha t's  
s a yi ng a  lo t.   "Ca n I s ho ot t he l ig ht? " h e gr um bles .  
 
"It'd proba bl y j us t m ak e it wor s e," I re turn.   Kn o wi ng ou r  luc k , af ter all.   I r ol l s o th at  I'm  la yin g o ver h im , 
s uppor te d o n m y e lbo ws , a nd l ean  do wn to  k is s  him .   "G ood m orning. "  
 
I c an f ee l his  h ands  m ove t o the  s m all of  m y b ac k , j us t abo ve m y box ers .   "It is  no w. "   H e d oes  s a y s om e 
of  the s app ies t t hi ngs  s om etim es , but that's  al l r ig ht in m y book , m ainl y bec aus e a ll of  this  is  r ea l l y ne w to 
m e.   I think  I've m ention ed t hat b ef ore tho ugh .   I m ove m y han d thro ugh  his  ha ir , q uiet l y am a zed that  it's  
s o s of t but m ove it and  it s p r ings  r ig ht b ac k  into p lac e.   "K ura... "  
 
And ther e's  a  ba ng ing on t h e do or, lo ud eno ugh  to m ak e us  bo th j um p.   "B ak ura?   Yam i?   Yo u g u ys  s t il l i n 



ther e? "  
 
I sm ack  m y he a d d o wn on t he p il lo w nex t t o Yam i's  head with a s ig hed "G o d dam n it ".   R ea ll y, I lo ve Ma i 
to p iec es , b ut h er tim ing is  ab ys m al.   T o be f air , it c ou l d ha ve bee n wors e;  s he c o uld ha ve wait ed a f ew 
m ore m inutes .   St il l...   "Ca n  I k ill h er?"  
 
"Ma gnum  woul d b e p is s ed, " he  r etur ns  s of tl y.   Al l th e s am e, I c an hear t he s am e f rus tr atio n th at I f ee l i n 
his  v oic e.   T his  j us t s eem s  to k eep hap pen in g to  us .   It' s  lik e the g ods  are  ag ains t us  or s om ething.   If  
that's  th e c as e, t hou gh, gi v e m e a c oupl e m ore of  thes e s tar ts  and  s tops  a nd I' ll b e f indi ng a wa y t o pu t 
thos e inter f erin g bas t ards  i n the ir  p lac e.   An ywa y,  m oving on.. .  
 
She k noc k s  on the d oor  ag ain,  har d en oug h th at I c a n hear i t ratt le, and  I h av e to r es is t the  urge to tr y to  
brain m ys elf  wit h th is  pi l lo w.   "I c a n h ear  you in ther e.   G et up.   You' ve g ot t o be  in  twent y m inutes . "  
 
Huh?   I l if t m y he ad a nd lo o k  at the do or, s o I'm  not ye ll ing dir ec t l y in  Yam i's  ear , a nd c al l b ac k , "W hat'r e 
yo u  ta lk ing ab out? "  
 
"C yn th ia - s an j us t c a ll ed.   S he's  in Dom ino to s e e you t wo."   S he t urns  the do or k nob t il l I h ear  th e l oc k  
c atc h the n c r unc h b ef ore s he p us hes  it  the  r es t of  the wa y ope n.   T he s urpr is e d e x pres s ion o n her f ac e is  
alm os t -  almos t !  -  worth it, b ef ore it g iv es  wa y t o a s m ir k .   "Am  I inter r upti ng s om ethin g?"  
 
Yam i  s hif ts  benea th m e, an d s om ething goes  f l yi n g at her , wh ic h of  c our s e s he do dges .   At leas t it was n't 
m y alarm  c loc k  this  tim e.   "O ut, Ma i, " h e or der s .  
 
"W e'll be do wn i n a f e w, " I f i nis h.  
 
She gi ves  us  a c r itic a l look  at th at b ut n od.   "I' ll ha ve A k ito br ing t he c ar aroun d.   Be re ad y i n te n, you 
gu ys . "   She  pu lls  t he d oor  c los ed beh in d h er.   F or n o w,  I'll prete nd not t o n otic e I'm  goi ng t o n eed a n e w 
loc k  on that door no w.   T his  is  get tin g a li ttl e o ld, t hou g h to be f air , it was  Mok uba t he t im e bef ore this  an d 
Kitt y t he f ir s t tim e, bot h wh en I was  s til l s l eep ing  of f  the m eds  from  the hos p ita l.   I  thi nk  Seto's  s tartin g to  
tir ed of  r eplac i ng it, and I k no w I'm  tir ed of  tha t o verdr am atic  s igh he  do es  ev er y t im e I ask .  
 
"W hat do you  th ink  s he wa nts ?"   Yam i as k s .  
 
"No t im e lik e the pr es ent t o f ind out ."  
 

 
I hop e C ynt hia  is n't ex pec ti ng m e to eat a l ot, s i nc e I t hink  m y s tom ac h got lef t at the las t s top li ght.   B ut 
he y,  we lef t f ive  m inutes  la t er than  we'd  in ten ded an d we'r e s ti ll t hree m inutes  ear l y t o m eet th e hum an 
s ervant of  the Mas ter of  T ok yo at  a r es ta urant I'd h av e  ne ver be en ab le t o j us tif y g oin g to to b ef ore.   Af ter 
all , a glas s  of  s oda her e is  proba bl y e qua l to  or m ore than what I pa id f or R you's  s c hool u nif orm s .   I am  s o 
not p ic k ing up the tab f or to da y's  litt le ex c urs ion.   M y br other a nd I  are c urr en tl y l i vi ng o n S eto's  g ood 
grac es  -  and I'm  not s ure h o w f ar thos e ex t end .   It's  n o t lik e I'v e ha d a j o b i n o ver t wo m onths  als o.   Hm m , 
I won der  if  -  
 
"B ak ura - k un!   Yam i - k un! "   And r igh t on  c ue, t her e's  C y n t hia .   S he ev en witc h ied do wn f or th is  m eeting, s o  
that s h e l ook s  lik e your  a ve r age, e ver yd a y r ic h g ai jin .   I f  one ig nor es  t he f ac t there' s  s till s om ethi ng 
other wor ld l y abo ut her .   W e b yp as s  the m aitr e'd c om pl etel y and hea d o ver t o h er t abl e, M ai tr ai lin g  
beh ind us .   I c a n't e ve n s ee  an yon e gu ardi ng her ; s ure l y,  th e t iger s  are  s upp os ed t o watc h her .   I  m ean, 
ye a h, s he  c an't d ie  ti ll Pe ga s us  does , b ut I'd im agine g etti ng s ho t s ti ll hur ts  l ik e hel l.   At l eas t, t hat's  m y 
under s ta nd ing of  the whol e  m as ter - hum a n s ervant t hin g.   I' ve b een  k nown to m ak e m is tak es  from  tim e to 
tim e.  
 
And Yam i's  putt ing on his  c har m ing bes t.   "It's  g ood to s ee yo u a ga in, C yn thi a - s an .   Yo u l ook  ver y nic e  
toda y, " he  c om plim ents  as  he tak es  a s eat at h er ta ble  nex t to her .   If  I did n't k no w where his  tas t es  l ie, I' d 



alm os t s wear  h e's  f lir tin g a nd I s h oul d b e j eal ous .   Al m os t.  
 
"T hank  yo u.   And  ho w'r e yo u do ing , B ak ura - k un?"   I s wear s he's  be am ing as  I s i nk  do wn  in  a c ha ir  as  
wel l.   " You'r e look ing a l ot b etter."  
 
"I a m  a lot bet ter,"  I r es po n d.   L as t tim e I s a w her  was  r ight af ter I got  out  of  the h os pita l t hou gh, s o m os t 
an yt hi ng's  b etter t han I was  then .   "T he y'r e l ett ing m e o ut of  the hous e  no w," I  po in tedl y gla nc e o ver at 
Yam i, "th oug h I c a n't s a y f o r  ho w m uc h long er if  pe opl e k eep ta k ing p ots hots  a t m e."  
 
He has  t he goo d gr ac e to l ook  a litt le as ham ed.   W e had a bit  of  a r o w a bo ut m e goi ng o uts id e af ter th e 
f ir s t attem pt.   "I do n't wa nt an yo ne  tak ing you  a wa y f r o m  m e lik e that, Kura. "  
 
C ynt hi a's  got t hat lo ok  in he r  e yes , lik e s he's  a b out t o d o the  c hic k  thing and  s tart g oin g 'a ww'.   T hank f ull y, 
s he r es tr ains  her s elf  an d i n s tead t urns  her  n ex t qu es ti on to  Yam i.   " Ho w's  your  tr ain ing  go ing ?   Mah aad o -
k un is n't too har d a tas k m as ter, is  he ?"  
 
I ha ve bit e bac k  a s nic k er.   Yam i's  got Ma haa d o wr app ed aro und  his  f in ger , I s we ar.   I th ink  he g ets  out  of  
tr ain ing m ore tha n h e go es .   As  f ar as  I k now, the on l y probl em  the y h av e is  Mah a ado ins is ts  o n c al li ng 
him  'Atem u' and it dri ves  Yam i nuts .   "N ot to o b ad, " h e  qua lif ies .  
 
She s m iles  bro adl y.   " H e's  driv in g yo u c r a z y,  is n't he? "  
 
"O ut of  m y m ind,"  he agr e e s .  
 
She turns  a n eas y s m ile to enc om pas s  m e as  wel l.   "I order ed f or yo u bot h.   I hop e yo u d on't m ind.   T he 
o wner  is  a f r iend  of  Pe gas u s '."  
 
O f  c our s e T ok yo  gets  t he f r ien dl y, c har is m atic  Mas ter , and we e nd u p with t he one  vam pir e wh o s ti ll has  a 
tr ee up  his  as s .   T hough, s erious l y, I gu es s  it c o uld  ha ve bee n a lot wor s e th an S eto.   I  m ean, af ter al l, h e 
did tak e the br at a nd m e in af ter I got out of  the h os pit a l; a nd as  lon g as  h e l ik es  us , we'l l  prob ab l y ne ver 
hav e to  to pa y f or an yt h ing aga in; and he has  at le as t been  m ak ing the ef f ort to be m ore s oc ial aro und the 
hous e, tho ugh of  late  s om ethin g s eem s  to be h ol din g h is  ef f orts  back , if  not c om pletel y r e vers i ng t hem .   
Hm m ...   I wond er if  Varo n's  ev er tr eat ed c r ank y, a ntis o c ial m as ter vam pir es  bef ore.   O h wel l, it'd b e a 
good  ex erc is e f or him , to tr y o ut n e w i ns ults  on us  if  nothi ng els e. Ye ah, Varo n's  c ool in m y book , ev en if  
he is  an a nno yi ng l ittl e s hi t s om etim es .   I'd hav e l ik ed t o ha ve had  r u nn in g wi th us  bac k  in m y T ok yo  da ys , 
if  onl y to  k eep us  patc h ed u p an d i n l ine .   M a yb e I' ll m entio n th at n ex t tim e he's  aro und.   Pr o bab l y won' t 
be to o l ong  an ywa y.   W e'r e a da nger - pro ne bunc h.  
 
"T hat's  wond erf ul, C ynth ia - s an.   T hank  you. "   Yam i's  def inite l y th e on e with an y m anner s  whats oe ver in 
this  r el ati ons h ip.   "H o w are  thin gs  in  T ok yo?"   Sm all t al k , how I hat e it .  
 
Her  s m ile s lips  a li ttl e, a nd m y int eres t is  s ud den l y per k ed.   T r ouble  in  par a dis e ?   "W e s till t hi nk  s om eone 
is  pas s in g on  inf orm ation t o  y o ur f ather f or thes e a ttem pts  on yo ur lif e, Bak ura - k un, but we'v e yet t o f ind 
out who it is .   Pe gas us  is ... quit e u nha pp y wi th t he lac k  of  progres s ."  
 
If  an yth in g, I t hi nk  Yam i's  f ro wni ng har der  t ha n I'v e e ve r  s een, b ut s om ething  ab ou t it a ls o t el ls  m e he' s  
think ing a b it t oo h ard.   "C ynthi a - s an, " he  f inal l y as k s , "do you thi nk  it wou ld he lp a t al l if  we ha ve Ka iba  
pas s  on s om e m is inf orm ation? "  
 
"It's  pos s i ble , bu t I c an't  s e e wher e  tha t wil l he lp us  tra ck  down th e l eak ."   S he s i g hs , rubb ing her  
f orehead.   Is  it t oo odd f or m e to be won der i ng h o w lo ng s he's  b een  us in g th at g e s ture?   I m ean, s he  
look s  j us t ab out t he s am e a ge or a  l ittl e you nger t ha n m y s te pm other, but s h e's  at  leas t a h undre d year s  
old. .. a nd s he's  s ti l l hum an.   "It has  to  be one  of  the va m pi r es  but not an y of  the o nes  Pe gas us  h im s elf  
turned.   I'd s o oner s us p ec t Yam i - k un her e of  pas s i ng o n the  inf orm ation th an one of  our  tig ers , and  the  
vam pir es  Pe gas us  m ade h ave  s wor n a bl ood  oat h to  be l o ya l to h im ."  
 



I won der  if  T r eebo y k no w t o do that , no t  th at h e's  tur n ed a n yb od y or s h o ws  an y i ntent io n of  do ing s o .   
T hen aga in he n ev er s ho wed a n y in dic at ion  he  was  g oin g to m ove R yo u, Kit t y,  a nd m e into his  h ous e 
eith er, s o wh o k no ws .   A nd I'm  s ure Seth  wi ll tel l h im  all  abo ut i t wh en t he t im e c om es , if  the  t im e ever 
c om es .   So lon g as  h e do e s n't   ev er ge t it  in  tha t th ic k  vam pir e s k ull of  his  to ev en  thi nk  of  prac tic ing o n 
m e.   O ther wis e  I m ight f eel inc l ine d to ya nk  the tr ee out  of  his  as s  and  s tak e him  wi th it.   I h app en to e nj o y 
m y bi ll ing  as  on e of  the  f ew hum ans  in th is  l itt le m enag erie, ev en if  I'm  not c om pletel y 'norm al'.   S ee, I  c an 
adm it it.  
 
W e are m om entaril y s av e f r om  havin g to c o nti nue  th is  c onvers at io n as  th e wa itr es s  arr ives .   W ell, at le as t 
it's  j us t dr ink s  and s om e k ind of  s oup.   I t c an't be  t oo b ad, c an  it ?   It's  n ot m is o an d it's  n ot c hic k en no od le, 
and t hat's  th e ex te nt of  m y k nowle dge  on the m atter b ec aus e th os e ar e  the  on l y t wo k inds  of  s oup th e 
brat an d Kitt y ev er c are to m ak e, and I'm  s till not al lo wed i n th e k itc hen.   Ac c ordi n g to one  of  Mok uba's  
c aff eine - i nduc e d ram blings ,  the brat p as s  on wor d of  th e T oas ter Inc id ent.   A ls o ac c ording to Mok uba, m y 
T oas ter Inc iden t pu ts  m e even  wit h T r eebo y an d th e P opc orn Ac c iden t.   D on't as k  m e; until t hat 
c onvers at io n, I n e ver r ea li z ed th e p oten tia l of  po pc orn as  a we apo n or  as  s uc t ion i ng m ater ials .   No w, 
grante d, th is  was  prior  t o S eto b ei ng t urned , bu t th ere are s til l litt le bl ac k  lum ps  attac hed t o th e c ei li ng!  
 
C ynt hi a tak es  a s m all s ip of  her  s oup  an d retur ns  to t h e s m all talk .   "Ho w's  yo ur br ot her , Bak ura?"  
 
I f ollo w her  lea d a nd tr y a lit tle.   Not t oo bad  in dee d.   "H e's  ok a y.   Us ua ll y s om ewh ere bet wee n worr i ed 
s ic k  and obl iv ious , tha nk s  to his  brother , " I ans wer, no ddi ng a t Yam i.  
 
"A nd h o w is  Yu ug i - k un thes e da ys , Yam i - k un?"  
 
An h ones t - t o - G od g r in br ea k s  out o ver h is  f ac e.   Yu ug i' s  al wa ys  on e of  his  f av orit e  s ubj ec ts  of  
c onvers at io n.   "He's  e nj o yi n g al l t he a tten tio n.   Kura c a n s ee h im , J ounouc h i - k un c an s c ent him , and 
R yo u - k un hangs  o ut with hi m ."  
 
So t hat's  wh at t he y to ld him  the y'r e d oin g?   H an gi ng o u t?   M an, but are th e y k eep i ng h im  in the dar k .   T he 
brat d id h is  b es t m ile - a - m inute b abb le at m e, onc e I w as  hom e and c oh erent,  an d  tol d m e all a bo ut h im  
and t he G h os t M in i - Me.   T he lo gis t ic s  of  it s til l c onf us e s  m e, but as  lon g as  I don't  get a n y  det ai ls  an d th e y 
k eep c lear in g th eir  litt le  'c onvers at io ns ' of f  m y la ptop , I 'm  tr ying to b e c oo l with it.   I k eep wait in g on  them  
to s tart as k ing to  bor r o w T reebo y's  l apt op, t hou gh, bec aus e th at t hin g h as  a b atter y l if e m eas ured in da ys  
ins tea d of  ho urs .   I'd lo ve t o  k now wh at h e d id t o i t to m ak e it lik e tha t, as  lon g as  I don't ha ve t o s it 
throug h a t ec hn o - bab bl e ex pla nat ion.   T hat's  wh y I tr y t o a voi d as k ing Seto  too  m an y ques t ions ; t he 
ex pla nat ions  e nd up goi ng wa y ov er m y h ead.   A nd whoops , dam n, I we n t wa y of f  track  there, di dn't I ?  
 
"A nd Seto - k un? " s he's  as k ing.   I s wear, e ver y t im e we talk , eve n j us t on  the  ph one , s he as k s  about h im .   I 
think  s he is  as k ing e ith er b ec aus e P eg as us  is  th e on e  who t urned  h im  up as  Dom ino's  M as ter a nd t he y 
want t o k eep t r ac k  of  him  (he is  t he nex t c los es t Mas t er to th em )  or bec aus e s he wants  to  m other him .   If  
it's  the lat ter, s he  m ight ha v e to em plo y th e 's wif t k ick  in the  pa nts ' m ethod of  m ak ing h im  lis ten.   But  I 
aga in d igres s .   "Ho w is  h e adj us tin g?   Is  he t ak ing c are  of  him s elf ?"  
 
I c an't r es is t s n ic k ering.   " H e do es n't ha v e m uc h of  a choic e.   If  he tri es  m is s ing a m eal, he ge ts  he ld 
do wn and  f orc e - f ed."  
 
I don't  ha ve to look  at Yam i to k now he's  s m irk ing arou nd h is  f ood.   H e g ot q ual it y blac k m ail pic t ures  
dur in g o ne  of  th os e tim es .   I k now h e's  ha pp y ab out th at bec a us e h e an d T r eebo y s til l do n't g et a lo ng 
wor th a s h it.   I k eep wa it ing  f or them  to go f r om  veil ed t hreats  an d b lac k m ail to out r ight war f are, bec a us e 
when the y g et t o th at p oin t,  I'm  f inding  an other pl ac e t o  be.   Al tho ugh wit h h o w S et o's  been  l ate l y. ..  
 
"I d on't t hi nk  he's  been do in g s o gr ea t ot her  th an t hat t houg h,"  I c ont in ue.   Su dde nl y, b oth of  their  
atten tio n is  f oc us ed on m e, and I  ha ve to r es is t t he urg e to s q uir m  in m y s eat and  c ontin ue t alk ing, 
c over i ng m y ner vous n es s  by t wir li ng m y s oup s p oo n b et wee n m y f in ger s .   "I  do n't k now.   H e s eem s  r eall y 
out of  it s om etim es .   Mos t o f  the tim e, he's  ok a y an d ac ting  l ik e his  nor m al pric k l y s elf , but f r om  tim e to 
tim e - "   I m ak e m ys e lf  s top.   C yn thi a's  a n ic e wom a n an d al l t hat, but s om etim es  I forget s he's  Pe gas us ' 



hum an s ervant.   I d on't wan t to te l l her  what I th ink  in c as e s he c arr ies  it b ac k  to the f r eak y, f r eak y m an.   
W ho k nows  wh at h e'd do with it?  
 
"'F r om  tim e to tim e'?" s he p r om pts .  
 
"It's  prob ab l y not m y p lac e t o s a y. "  
 
She s m iles  f aint l y.   " I wo n't be r ep eat ing  an y of  th is  ba ck  to m y hus ba nd wit hout  your  per m is s ion.   You 
hav e m y wor d o n th at. "   Da m n, did s he r ea d m y m ind or s om ething?   An d s he is  a witc h ; her wor d is  
bond in g.  
 
I gi ve her  a dir t y look  and s et m y s po on d o wn  to t ak e a s ip of  m y dri nk  bef ore ans wer in g.   "F r om  tim e to 
tim e, I don't t hi nk  he k nows  who we ar e.   I c au ght him  talk  in... I do n't k now.   It s o u nded  l ik e Eng lis h, but 
at th e s am e tim e it did n't.   And he lo ok ed thr oug h M ok uba lik e he was n't e ve n th e r e! "   I ha ve t o s to p an d 
tak e a dee p br e ath bef ore I  s tart s hriek ing a nd get us  t hro wn o ut, o wn er be ing  a f r ien d of  Pe gas us ' or  
not.   "It's  n ot l ik e that al l th e  s am e tim e, thoug h, j us t s o m etim es ."  
 
C ynt hi a tak es  a de ep br eat h as  we ll and  r el ea s es  it , a sm ile go in g o ver h er f ac e a gai n.   I'm  s o ver y dam n 
c onf us ed.   T his  is  a g oo d th ing ?   " Yo u h ad m e wor r ied ther e f or a m om ent.   Se to - k un wil l be  f ine in a  f ew 
da ys .   G i ve h im  a we ek  -  a m onth, tops  -  an d he' ll  be b ac k  to norm al."  
 
"C yn th ia - s an, " Ya m i int err upts , " you  j us t los t m e.   Ka ib a ac ti ng lik e a f r uitc ak e is  a ... go od t hi ng? "   M y 
thou ghts  ex ac t l y.  
 
"He's  s tarti ng t o g et th e m em ories  of  the pr ev ious  M as ter."   An d th is  is  a goo d th in g?!   Kaiba G ou zab urou 
was  an as s hole , a per v ert, a bas tard , an d  q uit e l ik el y a  ped oph il e.   Set o m ight not  be th e n ic es t gu y on 
the p la net, but I wo uld n't wi s h an y of  that  on m y wors t enem y.   "It  ha ppe ns  to ev ery M as ter.   D on't wor r y 
abou t it ."  
 
"'Don't  worr y ab out it'?   C yn thia , yo u k ne w G ou za bur o u , right ?"   De ep br ea ths , Bak ura.   Do n't s c r eam  at 
her .  
 
T he sm ile turns  i nto a gr im ac e.   "W ell en oug h to  des p i s e him .   T his  won't  tur n Set o - k un into h im ."  
 
I le an b ac k  in m y c hair  and c r os s  m y arm s  over m y s t o m ac h.   "I'm  not s ure I lik e hi m  having t o s ee tha t."   
I don't  l ik e Seto ver y m uc h s om etim es , but lik e dam n near  e ver yo ne  els e  i n th at h ous e, h e's  m ine.   I'v e 
lai d c la im  on him , as  s om e k ind of  older  brother  who n eeds  n ear - c ons tant  s uper vi s ion f or his  o wn goo d.  
 
"T her e's  not a n yt hi ng - "  
 
I'm  alr ead y s it tin g u p to  r eto r t whe n the gl as s  beh ind  he r  m ak es  a qui et 'p li nk ' s ound, th en I' ve got al l of  a 
s ec ond to  r ea li ze t he s p ider webb ing  c r ac k  in the wind o w is  f r om  a bul let,  bef ore M ai h as  s ho ved Yam i 
and m e do wn .   I h ear  C ynt hia c r y out  bef ore a  s toc k ish m an that I onl y no w r ec o g ni ze as  on e of  the tig ers  
drags  her  do wn  to t he grou nd as  wel l.   T her e's  bl ood  e ver ywhere  an d I t hink  m os t of  it's  C ynt hi a's , but  if  
s he's  s till  s c r eam ing, I c an't  hear it o ver half  th e res taur ant t urnin g i nto  r eal l y f uc k ing hu ge t iger s , t he other 
half  r un n in g i n s heer bl ind  t err or, and the s hr iek ing - bu z zi ng in m y o wn hea d.  
 
/Ki ll ma im t ortur e des tr oy .../  the vo ic e I hear lou des t d e m ands .   It s ounds  s o f am ili ar, but las t t im e I heard 
it, i t was  j us t a  wh is per .   H o w has  i t go tten  s o l oud in th e las t t wo m ont hs , es p ec ia ll y s o f ar f r om  T ok yo ?   
/Des tr oy  fee d k il l k i ll  kill  KI L L !/  
 
"S hut up! "   I c lam p m y h an ds  ov er m y ear s  i n a v ain  at tem pt to s top th e voic e .  
 
/Des tr oy  dea th r e leas e  k il l k ill k il lk il l kil lKILL - !/  
 
"St op! "   Muc h m ore of  this  and I'm  goin g to  pa int a b ul l 's  e ye on m ys e lf  and s ta nd up.   Ma ybe a b ig 



f uck ing s ign on m y hea d th at s a ys  ' Sho ot h ere, p le as e' !   F uck ing he ll, m y bra in's  g oin g to ex pl ode at t his  
r ate.   It's  s o lo ud a nd it's  al l throug h m y h ead  an d I c an  bar el y h ear  m ys e lf  think  an d...  
 
And s om eone's  s hak ing m e b y t he s h ou lder s .   "K ura! "   T hat's  m e, r ight?   I'm  s till in  her e, aren't I ?   
Som eone's  s c r eam ing wordles s l y a nd I c a n j us t bar el y h ear  it  o ver th e voic e  in  m y h ead.   O ne m ore 
par tic u larl y h ard s hak e br e ak s  the s pell f or a m om ent, and wo w,  that's  Yam i in f r ont of  m e.   "Kura ?"  
 
I duc k  m y he ad aga ins t his  c hes t, f ingers  gra bbi ng wha t I c an of  h is  s hir t.   "M ak e it s top, Yam i! "   He y, at 
this  p oin t, I'm  not as ham ed to be g.   Yam i m ade it s top l as t tim e, bac k  in T ok yo.   H e c an m ak e it s top this  
ti m e.  
 
I c an f eel his  arm s  wr ap around  m e as  he pu lls  m e c lo s er.   I f eel c l os e to do ing  s o m ething I d on't t hi nk  I've 
ever don e b ef ore:   s ob m y e yes  out in pai n.   "M ak e wh at s top ?"  
 
"T he vo ic e in m y hea d! " I c hok e out.   "M ak e it s top!   It's  driv ing m e c r a z y!   I'll do a n yt hin g -  j us t m ak e it 
s top! "  
 
I f eel warm  liqu id on m y o wn c heek s  as  Yam i lif ts  m y h ead s o we ar e f ac e to f ac e.   I alm os t want to s a y 
he's  tr yi ng to p ul l th e voic e  out t hroug h m y e yes , he's  s taring  at m e s o int ent l y.   Un f ortunatel y, the vo lum e 
j us t rais es  lik e it's  at tem ptin g to ru n f r om  Yam i or dr iv e him  awa y.   I he ar a whim per  -  and I t hi nk  it c am e 
f r om  m e.  
 
"Com e bac k  to m e, Kura. "   T he words  whis p er thr o ugh  m y hea d, a nd what ev er it i s  in m e rec edes  ti ll I'm  
lef t in s ile nc e.   O nc e  m ore I s lum p  f orward, th is  tim e in r elief , b ur yi ng m y f ac e aga i ns t his  s ho ul der .   
"K ura?! "   W hoops , gues s  I s c ared him .  
 
"I'm  her e,"   I ans wer.   Dam n, I th ink  I m us t have s c r ea m ed enough  to do s om ethi ng to  m y thr o at.   "I j us t 
f uck ing hur t. "  
 
"G et h im  out of  her e. "   I t i lt m y hea d s l ight l y an d g lanc e at Mai  thr o ugh one  e ye.   " T ak e him  to Kaib a Cor p , 
and I' ll tak e c are of  thin gs  h ere.   I'l l let yo u k now whe n i t's  s af e to c om e hom e."  
 
"W hy Ka ib a Cor p ?"  
 
Mai s h ak es  her  hea d.   "O n e, it's  c l os er tha n K am e Gam es .   T wo, th e s e c urit y is  t i ghter t han Kam e.   A nd 
three, I  ha ve s ec ur it y c le aranc e at  Ka ib a Cor p .   No w g et yo ur as s es  o ver t her e be f ore I f eel inc li ned to 
k ick  them .  
 
Yam i pul ls  m e to m y f eet , whic h is  j us t as  wel l b ec aus e  I'm  not too s ure I s t il l h av e s olid  k neec aps .   A  
hand  touc h es  m y arm , and I gl anc e d o wn.   O k a y,  I h av e al wa ys  k no wn on a p urel y m enta l le ve l th at th ere 
had t o b e s om e benef it t o t yi n g o nes e lf  to a vam pir e, a s ide f r om  a dras tic all y inc r e as ed l if es pan; hea l ing 
alm os t as  f as t as  a vam p never oc c urr ed to m e,  tho ug h.   T her e's  a ho le in  the  s to m ac h ar ea of  her  dres s , 
blo od lib eral l y s oak ing t he area ar o und  it,  but  the  f les h  r eve ale d b y t he hol e is  s o li d, if  a litt le re dde ne d 
and ra is ed.   It's  l ik e wa tc hin g a vi deo of  a wou nd hea li n g on f as t - f orward;  yo u won't  s ee an yt hin g if  yo u 
j us t s tare, but lo ok  a wa y f o r  a m om ent and it's  a l itt le b etter.   "C ynt hia ."   I c ut m ys elf  of f  as  one of  the 
tiger s  gro wl.   I h ope that  wa s n't one of  the o nes  I Kn o w.  
 
She s m ack s  the gig ant ic  W ere on the nos e lik e it's  n ot hin g m ore than  a  c om m on hous ec at.   " Sto p th at. "   
It alm os t im m ediatel y s i lenc es , s ave  s om e f eline grum blin gs .   S he lo ok s  back  up to  us .   "O ur f r ien d is  
gett ing des per ate.   He s h o uld n't ha v e be en wil li ng t o t r y th is  arou nd us , s o  tha t s a ys  s om ething , th oug h 
what I'm  not s ure.   W e ar e goi ng t o f ind out who t he le ak  is , I prom is e."  
 
I gl anc e d o wn at t he c at tha t gr o wl ed at m e (that h ad b etter n ot b e He adb and  B o y or Ki tt y' ll k noc k  his  
teeth) t hen  bac k  to her  b ef ore I s a y,  al be it a li ttl e h oar s e, "I'm  s orr y t his  h app en ed,  C yn thi a."  
 
"It's  not  yo ur f ault , B ak ura - k un."   It's  od d, b ut t hos e wor ds  m ak e m e f eel l ik e s om e weig ht h as  be en lif ted 



f r om  m y s ho ul der s .   W eir d.   See , th is  is  wh y I  l ik e C ynt hia.   "N o w, yo u a nd Yam i - k un g et o ut of  her e.    
F ind a p lac e t o h ide  out  ti ll dar k ."  
 
"W e'r e on our wa y out  r ig ht no w, " ans wer s  Yam i s of tl y.   He g iv es  m e a sm all s que e ze  wit h th e ar m  he s til l 
has  arou nd m y wais t.  
 
"Do yo u wa nt m e to s end o ne of  the  ti ger s  wit h yo u ?"  
 
I gl anc e d o wn aga in  at t he t iger  t hat gro wl ed at m e.   No w th at I look , t her e's  a  f ain t aub urn t int t o i ts  f ur.   
Def init el y n ot Kaj ik i, but s o m eone I've s e en b ef ore.   M a yb e th e o nl y o ne t hat s ur vi ved  the  'f our  on o ne' 
inc id ent in one  pi ec e?   W hat was  h is  nam e?   It was  s om ething o dd, lik e Am elia or Am elda or A M elt ed 
Patt y or s o m ethin g.   I  s hak e m y he ad.   "J o uno uc hi ha s  ne w c ats , a nd I'm  not s ur e ho w the  wo lv es  wou ld 
tak e it."   An d th e o nl y o ne I' d be wi ll ing to t ak e is  Head band  Bo y, but we nee d a c at on  the  ins ide we c an  
c ontac t, s o no g o, b ut I'm  not s a yi n g th at.  
 
She nods  and  le ans  b ac k  agai ns t a s toc k ier tig er wit h dar k er tinted f ur.   N o w t hat' s  Kaj ik i, I'm  alm os t 
wil li ng t o be t.   "G et o ut of  her e, yo u t wo.   Be  c aref ul ti l l  dar k ."  
 
O ut of  the c orn er of  m y e ye , I s ee Yam i nod.   "W e'r e gone, C yn th ia - s an. "  
 
You k no w, an ywh ere e ls e i n the  worl d, i t'd pr oba bl y b e  a l ot l es s  s af e af ter dark .   W hat does  it s a y abo ut 
our  l iv es  that  we'r e s af er af ter dark ?   Bes i des  th at we  h ave  the  m os t overpr otec t iv e v am pir e in t he wor ld 
as  our  l and lord ?  
 

 
" You k no w, I r e al l y ne ed t o tel l T r eebo y's  s ec r etar y n ot to l et j us t an yo ne in his  of f ic e."   I'm  bein g go od 
and not s i tti ng in Set o's  c ha ir .   O n h is  des k  is  a wh ol e o ther  th ing  tho ug h.   "W e c ould h av e b een an yo ne. "  
 
Yam i s hak es  his  head.   " Sh e was  d is c r eet a bout  it,  but  s he c hec k ed s om e k ind of  li s t.   O b vi ous l y, Kai ba 
has  gi ve n us  h ig h e nou gh s ec urit y c le aranc e t o ge t i n h ere."  
 
"W ithout m e havin g to  brea k  in, too.   Neat ."   Yo u k now, I th ink  I lik e Set o's  of f ic e.   T he des k  is  c om f y, a nd 
the r oom  its elf  is  a bout  the  s i ze of  the a par tm ent R yo u and I  us ed to s har e.   O k a y,  m a ybe that's  a b it of  
an ex a ggera tio n, b ut n ot b y m uc h.  
 
No w, Yam i, on t he o ther  ha nd, h as  ap par en tl y l ai d f ull c laim  to not on l y Set o's  c ha ir  but als o the c or ner  of  
his  des k  wh ere h e n o w h as  his  f eet pr o pp ed.   Yo u k now, if  I rem em ber  c orr ec tl y, he was  pos ed lik e th is  
the f ir s t tim e I s a w h im , only i n th e Ol d Ma n's  c hair .   T hat's  wher e I g ot t he im press ion of  h im  being a 
c ock y lit tle  bas tar d -  an d he  is  -  but no w it's  a lot  m ore ende arin g th an it was  bac k  then.  
 
"Ho w's  your  s h ou lder  f e e lin g?"  
 
O h ye ah.   W hen we g ot in t he c ab,  we dis c ov ered a s l i c e goi ng t hrou gh t he s ho ul der  of  m y s hir t.   
App arent l y,  I s at up r i ght  when t he bul let  was  a bou t to hit m y c h es t.   T her e's  a litt l e s c r ape th at b le d j us t a 
tin y b it.   W e f ound a f ir s t - ai de k it h i dde n a wa y in the  of f ic e, and Yam i got t o g o o v erboard pac k ing a nd 
dres s ing t he woun d.   I  th ink  I'm  going to  j us t let  the  brat  dou ble - c h ec k  it wh en we g et hom e and s k ip o ut 
on vis it in g V aron t oda y.  
 
"Not too bad .   It bar e l y e ve n hurts .   I t'd b e n ic e to  ha v e  it j us t c los e  up lik e C yn th ia' s  thoug h."  
 
A th oug ht s tr ik es  m e s udde nl y, a nd I ha ve t o to  gri n.   H ell , I m ight h av e s l ipp ed int o s nic k ering or  e ve n 
one of  m y m ore m aniac al e x pres s ions  bec a us e he  lo o k s  a litt le c o nc erne d.   "W hat?"  
 
I tap m y f oot ag ai ns t t he  c h air  he's  s i tti ng in.   "I had a f un th oug ht.   G et o ver h ere. "  
 



He's  m oving h es ita ntl y, but he s tan ds  an d c om es  to s tand b et we en m y le gs .   "W hat'r e yo u u p to,  Kur a?"   
His  ton e m a y be s us p ic io us , but t he phr as i ng is  too  go od to  r es is t.  
 
"I j us t rea li ze d we'r e al l a lo ne i n S eto's  of f ic e, it's  b arel y thre e o'c l oc k , and no one  is  s uppos e d to  dis t urb 
us  til l d ark .   No Mok uba, n o  Mai ... n o i nter r up ti ons  at al l."  
 
Abo ut h alf wa y thr o ugh that ,  he s tarts  d ev elo pi ng t his  h uge s m irk .   "An d as  l ong  as  we d on't h it t h e pag e 
butto n or  a n yt h ing lik e tha t. .."   I' d ha te t o s ee us  no w.   I  bet we'r e b oth weari ng t he s am e 'this  is  t oo g ood  
to be  true but I'm  dam n s ure go ing  to t ak e adv anta ge of  it' ex pres s ion .   " Ar e yo u t hink ing what I'm  
think ing ?"  
 
"Dam n s tr aight.   No w ge t o ver h ere."  
 

It's  inc r ed ibl y qui et as  we s t ep o ut of  the  tax i at t he f r on t gat e of  Ka iba  Ma ns io n.   N o w, gr a nted , th e 
vam pir e gu ards  are a  l ot q u ieter  t han  the  wo lv es , bu t th is  is  qu iet  e ven f or th em .   Not e ven  a wor d of  
hel lo, j us t a s in gle  no d f or a ll t hre e of  us .   Som ethi ng's  wr o ng.   Yo u d on't ha ve t o b e ps yc h ic  to s e e th at.   
T he vam ps  are qui et, b ut m ore al arm ing is  th at I c a n't h ear  the  wo lv es  ha vi ng one of  their  p arties  out b y 
the p oo l l ik e the y do alm os t ev er y n ig ht.  
 
Yam i and I  ex c han ge a  wor r ied look , the n I g la nc e o ve r  to s ee o ne of  the vam ps  pa yi ng the c a b dr iv er.   
F r om  wha t I c an  te ll, it ev en  look s  lik e he's  gi v ing the g u y a pr ett y goo d ti p.   W hen he s tan ds  bac k  up, I 
gi ve in a nd as k  the ques t io n tha t's  bee n k ick ing arou n d m y m ind thes e  pas t f e w m inutes .   "W hat's  
wr o ng? "  
 
"K aib a - s am a wants  yo u i n t he h ous e as  s o on as  pos s i ble. "  
 
Alarm  c r os s es  Yam i's  f ac e, and he dem ands , "W hat happe ned ?"  
 
" You'l l f ind out ins ide. "  
 
W e now ex c hang e be wi lder ed l ook s  bef ore s hruggi ng nearl y in unis o n.   I  lo ok  ove r  m y s h oul der  to  Ma i, 
who s im pl y s hru gs  as  we ll .   O h we ll, not hin g e ls e to  do  but go ins id e a nd s ee  wh at  we c an f in d o ut.  
 
T he vam p guar ds  ha ve  a c ar wait in g to dri ve us  up t o t he d oor , a nd we p il e i n.   H e ll, Ma i e ve n br eak s  
r outin e a nd s i ts  in the bac k  with us , hurr yin g i n th e c ar af ter m e bef ore the door c a n be c los ed beh in d 
m e.   "I don't lik e th is ," Yam i int ones .   " Som ething  has  t o ha ve hap pen ed t o g et t he m  lik e this ."  
 
"T he s hoot ing  tod a y m a yb e ?" I ha zard a g ues s .   "C yn t hia got hit .   M a yb e Peg as u s  is  gi vi ng T r eebo y 
s om e gr ief  abo ut th at. "  
 
He no ds  in  r es pons e .   " So u nds  l ik e that wo ul d be  m os tl y lik el y, I t hi nk .   It c ould  be s om ethin g e ls e 
thou gh. "  
 
"Lik e wh at? "   B ut r e al l y,  I dr ead t o th ink  what els e c o ul d ha ve ev er yo ne lik e th is .   I f  it's  not P egas us , I'm  
pr ett y s ure I don't want  to k no w.  
 
And I'm  s aved f r om  hearing  a r es pons e  b y th e c ar s top pin g at the s t eps  an d th e c ar door  im m ediatel y 
open in g.   M ai's  o ut t he d oo r  lik e a r oc k et, lea vi ng t he t wo of  us  to s tare  af ter her a  m om ent.   "Mo ve it or  
los e it, b o ys . "   Som eho w I don't lik e that  thr e at c om ing  f r om  her , s o I s c r am ble out  with  Yam i r ig ht b ehi nd 
m e.   "Let's  get this  ov er wit h."  
 
Aga in, I s hrug,  c aref ul to  on l y us e o ne s ho ul der .   R ea ll y,  i t's  not m uc h m ore than a  s c r ape, but  it di d b lee d 
a bi t.   In  f ac t, be t ween  the  blo od f r om  it and f r om  C ynt hia,  I h ad t o tr ad e i n th e s hi r t I'd be en weari ng f or 
one of  Seto's  I f ou nd in t he attac he d b athr o om .   It was  a l ittl e o dd dr es s ing with out  a m ir r or and the  s hir t 



hangs  a wf ull y b ig on m e, b ut at le as t I'm  a bit m ore pre s enta ble , wh ic h is  ex tr a a m us ing g iv en I  c aug ht 
m e talk ing to m ys elf  in  the  l ac k  of  a m ir r or about whic h  butt on went in whic h ho le.   Chanc es  are g etti ng 
better  and bett er th at I'm  los ing it b ig t im e.  
 
Yam i opens  t he door.. . an d  it's  l ik e wa lk ing i nto a tom b.   It's  c om pletel y s i len t, a nd that in and of  its elf  is  
m ore dis turbing  tha n th e f ac t it l ook s  lik e alm os t ever yone who li ves  h ere is  in the  m ain hal l wa y.   I  ha ve  to 
r epr es s  a s hi ver.   I t's  that  f uck ing c ol d i n her e, a nd t hat' s  j us t wh at I'm  gettin g of f  t he l iv ing  pe opl e.   If  
ther e's  a hom eles s  s oul in her e, I thi nk  I c ould los e it i n the  m ix .   T he wol ves  look  lik e s om ething t he c at 
dragg ed in, and weir dl y M a gnum  look s  the wors t of f  of  the b unc h.  
 
I ha lf - turn to th e wom an s ta ndi ng b eh ind m e and  his s , "W hat 's  going o n her e?"  

"B ak ura?" M agn um  c uts  in bef ore s he c an  s a y an yth in g.   He  m a y look  lik e he ll, bu t there's  s ti ll  s om ething 
a wf ull y c om m anding abo ut him .   "W her e wer e yo u? "  
 
"W e - " I s tart bef ore Yam i c uts  m e off .  
 
"Ma i s en t us  to  Ka ib a Cor p . "   He  al wa ys  do es  this .   If  it look s  lik e ther e's  the  s li ght e s t pos s ibi li t y of  troub le, 
he tri es  to s te p i n a nd t ak e it f or m e.   "Sh e s a id we'd b e  s af e ther e t il l dar k ."   Yes , l adi es  and  ge ntl em en, 
c hiv alr y is  n ot d ead .   S ti ll, t he wh ol e room  is  prac tic al l y v ibra tin g f r om  the tens io n  -  and I'm  not us u al l y 
s ens iti ve to t hos e k inds  of  t hin gs .  
 
I s tart to t urn a nd t alk  to Ma i ag ai n wh en J ou no uc hi - k itty p ipes  up.   "Dor obo u."   T hat was  a wf u ll y c alm  f or 
the c at, I th ink  to m ys elf  as  I f oc us  m y at tent io n on to h i m .   "W ho the f u ck  are you t alk ing to ?"  

I c an't h elp  it.   I p oi nt at  the  blo nde wom an ov er m y s ho uld er.   " Her ."   P le as e, d on't tel l m e -   I don't t hink  I 
c an tak e anot her  o ne.   "T ell  m e you  s ee h er, K itt y.   P le as e."   M y v oic e f ee ls  s tr ang led in m y o wn thr o at, 
and it's  al l  I c a n d o to get w ords  out.   B et we en t he s ho otin g a nd t hat vo ic e s c r eam ing in m y he ad ear l ier, I 
don't t hi nk  I c an tak e anot h er inc og ni to s p ir it.   I d im l y n ote Yam i's  arm  s quee zing m y wais t, but r igh t no w, 
J ounouc h i's  ans wer  is  m ore im por tant.  
 
He s hak es  h is  he ad s l o wl y.   "T he on l y pe op le I s e e o v er there are you an d Yam i... but I  s m ell thr ee. "   H is  
vo ic e is  br eak ing s l ight l y, b ut I c an bar e l y te ll t hat o ver  the f ac t tha t th is  is  a ll  r eal l y f u nn y.  
 
I tur n t o wh ere M ai's  s tan di ng, s tari ng at m e lik e I've f u c k ing l os t it at las t, a nd m anage  to get out aroun d 
what are pro bab l y h ys t eric a l c huc k les , "I' ve h ear d of  j ob de dic at ion  bef ore, but s er ious l y, Ma i, th is  is  j us t 
too f uc k ing m uc h."  

I f aintl y f ee l a han d c los e o n m y arm , and I f ol lo w it u p to s ee am ber  e yes  s tari ng at m e alm os t leve ll y.   I'm  
prett y s ure a noth er th ic k , wet l aug h es c apes  m e bef ore K itt y s tarts  s peak ing.   "D o r obou.. .   Bak ura.   Com e 
on, let's  go  in  the  de n."   M y m y, he s o unds  s o c a lm .   It c ould alm os t dr ain the hum or out of  the s it uat ion.   
"It's  qu iet er ther e.   J us t you , m e, Yam i, an d M arik ."  

'And Mar ik '?   'Q ui eter '?   Is n 't that a c ontr adic t ion  in  ter m s ?   I c an f eel a n e ye bro w quir k  up bef ore Yam i 
gi ves  m e a li ght t ug.   "C om e on,  Kur a.   L et's  go, " he whis per s .  

"O k a y, " I agr ee  eas i l y, lett in g m y  bo yf r ien d (no pe, nee d  to c ha nge that  to ' lo ver'  n o w)  lea d m e towards  th e 
den.   I c al l it 'th e de n' a n yw a y.   Se th a nd Set o c al l it 'th e f am il y r o om ', but I do n't s ee a n yo ne s p end in g 
an y qu al it y f am il y tim e in th ere, at le as t not  of  the les s - than - R - r at ed s o r t, s o it's  'th e de n', dam n it.   An d 
what do you  k now?   It is  qu ieter  in her e.   E ve n Mar ik 's  bei ng q ui et ( an d th at's  s a yi ng s om ething) , and  
Kitt y's  r el a yi n g s om ething s of tl y t o s om eone on  the  oth er s ide of  the d oor .  
 
O f  c our s e, the m inute I t hi n k  that, Mar ik  pul ls  K itt y i n th e room , c los es  the d oor , an d wr aps  h is  arm s  
aroun d h im .   


