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​Chapter One: Profile
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At twenty-five years old she was a dangerous kind of beauty with pallid skin and alabaster hair that gave her a haunting, supernatural visage. Her crimson eyes always burned with fiery passion for her art and her ageless face was the fantasy of every young man. Right out of college she got a job in the family business, though this wasn't your run-of-the-mill Japanese custom. When talking about a family's business people often had a picture in their heads, one of ancient tradition. 

Some pictured a line of successors of a secret family of nobles, or ancient tradesmen that had traveled the world! All fantastical dreams, but none hit the mark. No, this wicked beauty was a high profile model on the fast lane of life. She lived on the runway, for the runway, and nothing else.

Alukah Illyana, or Illyana Alukah if you forgo the Japanese tradition of using the last name first. The young woman was born and raised in Japan, despite her European roots. She was also a Vampir. Many believed this was what gave her an edge in the field. The haunting, unnatural beauty of Vampir was legendary across countless fairytales. And for good reason. But their looks were far from supernatural. They were vain creatures. They evolved to be beautiful. Ancient Vampir, the original progenitors of the race were hideous monsters. Feral looking beasts that, with just one look, could send a human running. But after living side by side with humans for so many years the Vampir grew to abide by these desires. They could not find willing prey if they looked like rotting roadkill. Humans alone are to blame for their godly charm and undeniable draw. Beauty took work, because they chose to no longer beasts.

Their ability to Charm their targets to feast on blood is something old, forgotten. It just wasn't done anymore. They didn't need to. With improved looks, and tempered physiques all a Vampir needed to do to draw in prey was show a little ankle. Vampir needed blood to survive. Their bodies lacked the ability to make one nutrient or another and blood had become a perfect substitute. There were many animals and creatures in this world who ate or drank blood as part of their diet. Humans like to think they don't, but delicacies such as Blood Sausage, blood soups and stews, blood pancakes and so on. There were even creatures who subsisted entirely on blood. The Vampire Bat was named after their kind for a reason after all.

There were many who ended up forming unhealthy attachments to a Vampir's wiles. To eat they needed food. They could feed on pig's blood, or deer. But Human blood had everything they needed and oftentimes had addictive properties that fell into strange lines with Vampir physiology. Some Vampir take advantage of the weaknesses of others. A person can become addicted to the feeling of being fed from just as a Vampir could become unable to start their day without a Human's blood. But it was rare for Vampir to drink from the same source as it became stale, so they have described. The act occurred even less now that supplements and other tools were available to them in this modern world. The world of today was much easier for a Vampir to survive. For all monsters. 

The modern world! That is where this story takes place. Trains, planes, and automobiles were no longer awe inspiring inventions and all the knowledge in the world fit in one's back pocket. Here magic and the supernatural did not need to hide behind closed doors. Humans were sometimes influenced enough by the realms to learn magic, or find love within the ranks of the mystical creatures of the known world. Everyone had to live, work, and find a way to survive together. Sometimes they didn't get along and the dangers of the world twisted tenfold. Magical curses, deadly attacks from Demons or Monsters following their instincts, or Human zealots who hunted their kind like it was a sport. There were horrible encounters that would breed nightmares into even the war-hardened soldiers of this world.

But the world could wait. Our story takes place in Japan. 

Illyana had the looks and personality of an idol, but the dedication to her work that was needed to succeed. She studied hard in school. She went to a top University. She learned to live, but they were hard lessons. Many times Illyana was treated like an outcast, not because of her beauty or behavior, but her race. Vampir were some of the most feared of demonkind because of their parasitic relationship with Humans. There was animosity, but there was also a fearful respect between the two races who were each other's natural predator. Her childhood was not as bright as one would expect of a Fairy Tale like this. She was privileged. Her family were among the top 1% and spread their wealth across the economy and owned a few businesses that hired workers and created trade opportunities that sometimes crossed the realms.

It didn't matter. Money could only buy so much happiness. Illyana found herself at the center of her parent's fights. Her father was an entrepreneur and currently ran an international company that provided Japan with thousands upon thousands of jobs for citizens and foreigners alike. He was a bright star among the dullards that thought themselves enterprising and worthy of praise. He earned his arrogance and pride and stood above many not only in his work but his Charity Dinners and speaking skills. It was said that he was the first man to Charm her mother, so to speak. His name was Helel Sahar. An ancient Vampir who family lived for generations in Europe until they migrated after a deadly war swept across the countries. His great grandfather had settled in Japan and used their generational wealth to create a business empire on the island. 

Her mother had lived a lavish life and would suffer nothing less. Her father was expected to succeed or lose her eye. A European Noble with an ancient pedigree. She was one of the many daughters of Lilith so her infamy was only rivaled by her admirers. She was a simple woman, despite her expensive tastes. She enjoyed traveling and liked to imagine herself living a charmed, Cinderella sort of life. Father had taken her away from her home. The youngest of many sisters, she felt alone, left out of her family's activities. Illyana felt her mother was one to exaggerate such things as she often displayed rather narcissistic tendencies that bordered on madness. With Helel her mother, Lilitu Alukah, felt she got her happy ending.

There was a third woman in the picture. 

Her father was a polygamist. As were the majority of Vampir. Her mother was actually his second wife and much younger than the first. There were many rumors, some of which he put to rest, but he could never bury that image. It was the fate of the rich. Camilla Sahar, an Oni native to Japanese realms, was a dangerous woman. She was cunning and highly intelligent. Illyana respected her authority simply because she knew how to present it to the girl. Her actions always had rhyme, had a reason. Sometimes Illyana felt her mother was slowly drifting into madness, something she feared for herself as an offspring, to the offspring of Lilith. Devils could be unpredictable creatures.

In that she was not an only child, per say. Two other girls belonged to Camilla. Their oldest sister was the child of a mistress whom they never met, nor knew anything about. Her birth is what made his wives put a tight leash on him that stretched until this day. Helel loved his wives, but he also loved himself and one day fell to the whims of his ego. It left a scar on their family's dynamic, one Illyana hated. When they argued, when they fought, she was always in the middle of it. Whenever he angered her mother enough she would take Illyana and leave.

Vampir sires were immensely protective of their spawn. Male or female born, a Vampir was as dangerous as a mother bear and he threw dangerous fits of rage when she would leave for days or even weeks at a time until he apologized and straightened out his priorities. She strived to become something, someone, so she would no longer be a tool for negotiation between her parents. Illyana wanted to live her Fairy Tale. She wanted to meet her prince and get whisked away on the back of a white dragon. She didn't want people to be afraid of her. She wanted to show people that she could be cute. 

She wanted to be a princess!

Due to her hard work she was able to become a top model in Japan and was hired by the Blood Moon Modeling Agency located in Tokyo at eighteen years old. It was a Demon owned business that was an equal opportunity employer so one would find a mix of Demon and Human working together. Even Hanyou, Hybrids, were given chances they wouldn't see in many other places. Even today there was some separation between Human and Demon because sometimes when disagreements happened more people died than was necessary. It was just a means to reduce their insurance costs. She worked long hours and got great pay, but she was rarely off and hadn't had a vacation in, ever. So like any other day she worked from dawn until dusk and came home half past dead.
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​Chapter Two: Managing Time
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Illyana lived in a penthouse apartment. She worked hard for her money so she was going to get a nice place, far away from her parents, but still close enough to her work. She lived in Twin Parks in Tokyo and was only a bus ride away from the agency. Though she had access to a car and a personal driver, she forewent all that for the experience of being out in public. Of course being a celebrity she had to disguise herself. The paparazzi shadowed her every minute of every day. It had reached a point where her family had to assign her two personal bodyguards and a manager so she could get through the day in one piece. Though it wasn't as if she was an invalid! She could do things on her own and with a stubborn streak to boot: she would sometimes slip away from her attendants to be on her own and ride across Tokyo like she used to when she was young.

She grew up in Tokyo so never saw herself leaving the city. It was full of life and far too many amenities she couldn't give up. Maybe if she had, the country could be a nice place to retire, but she also never saw herself retiring. She swore she would die on the runway, which immediately concerned her father and kept her manager on her 24/7. It was suggested she transfer to a subsidiary of the company in a calmer area, but she refused. She was a Tokyo girl!

First off, in Tokyo, you could get anywhere on public transport. If she wanted to go to the theater then visit a shrine across town: she could get there in a snap on the bus or train. Not that she had time for either save on the New Years. Everything was so cute! Everywhere you went there were bright mascot characters and adorable shops! It filled the city with happiness and it often helped her forget the stress of the day...

Though despite the kilometers of shopping, entertainment and streets lined with vending machines there was also—nature. Tokyo was a place that even nature could dominate. Places like Yoyogi park had endless fields of green and if one had the constitution they could take a hike in Mount Takao! Then there were the twenty-four hour convenience stores. Though the busride was a short one she often came home late with next to no energy to cook for herself. As a Vampir she couldn't let her health deteriorate because she would become anemic. If she did become anemic she risked falling into a bloodlust and hurting those around her. A bloodlust was a mental state Vampir fell into when their bodies became too sick to function. For a Vampir this was triggered by an anemic body. Sometimes it could be caught with blood testers when a Vampir was becoming low, but it was better to catch it before it occurred. The result of the bloodlust was violent. The Vampir went into a frenzied state and fed from whatever, whomever was nearest until they were sate.

If that happened she could ruin her image and everything she worked for up until now. No she could be a little paranoid about her meals, but she was a paradoxical creature. Though she had to eat to ensure her health, her work kept her busy, so much so that she sometimes forgot to look out for her health.

That's where her manager came in. 

Tamotsu Mori, or Mori Tamotsu if one preferred the Japanese way of saying his name. He was a young man and was Illyana's age. Tamotsu originally went to University for Interior Design. A Kanagawa native Tamotsu had gone to one of the better Interior Design Universities in Japan: Chiba University, in Chiba, Japan seeing as it was a hop, skip, and a jump away from Kanagawa. He struggled through University, but was able to come out of University fair to middling. He was average. In every way Tamotsu was ordinary.

His father was a salaryman and his mother a housewife. He went to public school all his life and eventually went to a cram school to get into University. He had black hair and brown eyes. He wore his hair to his shoulder, usually in a ponytail for comfort. He never played in any sports, nor was he an academic. He never fancied himself a busybody and kept to himself. He was reserved, polite, and worked hard. He was your average Japanese man. Except—for the rumors. 

Tamotsu was an orphan, but not in the sense of some drama or isekai. He was living with his family. His father the salaryman and his mother the housewife. It wasn't until they were attacked by a Demon that they left his side and the mortal coil altogether. He was taken in by a family friend, the Xie family. They were a Chinese family who had a presence in Japan because of their connection to media outlets. They ran a few television stations and owned some shops in Akihabara. They did well for themselves. What was different about them was that they were all Demons. Nian Demons to be exact. Quite a feared and powerful monster that had lived in China since ancient times. Their kind took advantage of the open relations with Humans and spread out. Nian were often mistook for Dragons but they were more of a reptilian or avian Demon.

Tamotsu was adopted by the head of the family: Bingwen Xie. The elder Demon owed a lot to Tamotsu's family so  took him in after the tragedy. They were a powerful family so rumors began to crop up, fears that they were actually Triad or working with foreign evils. Nothing could ever be placed on them so they went on as usual. Bingwen Xie had two grandchildren and the youngest: Liu Xie was to be next in line, after his father, to succeed the family business. Liu and Tamotsu were close, inseparable. So more rumors cropped up. There were beliefs that Liu and Tamotsu were in a relationship. It was strange to hear that you blood brother was considered your lover so Tamotsu ignored it. He had grown used to the rumors, but also they never lasted long.

He had an upperclassman, a senior. His senpai was extremely protective of Tamotsu to the point that some people disappeared when they talked a little too much about his private life. Tamotsu was aware of his aniki's tendencies and also ignored them. It was best he kept his head down and worked. It was a lot of work to do, to be sure. 

Illyana wasn't the most agreeable woman. Some would say she was stubborn, but Tamotsu knew she was just willful and knew what she wanted. Others could view her as authoritarian. Tamotsu knew she was just a little particular about the things around her. She was anxious and controlling her environment was a comfort and he wouldn't deny her such solace. There were some that even accused Illyana of being violent. Tamotsu—didn't disagree but he buffered the accusations by assuring them she was just a trained martial artist who had passion for the sport. 

"Tamo-kun! Tamo-kun!" A loud, boisterous voice called out to the man.

It was half past eleven and Tamotsu had just finished packing up his work. The man didn't have an office and lived mobily on his phone and tablet. He had settled on a bench outside of the studio while Illyana worked. He was engrossed in his task so had not noticed Illyana sneak out. Neither did her bodyguards. She was quite good at concealing her presence so it was a chore to keep track of her. Tamotsu had tucked his tablet into its case, which had an easy to tote handle, and tucked his phone away in his vest's inner pocket.

Tamotsu was a simple man like his father. He dressed neatly. A simple pair of trousers, a collared shirt and sometimes a vest or suit jacket. Given it was the middle of summer he had opted  for the vest and his sleeves were rolled up. He had a strange pair of tattoos that ran down his left and right forearm from his wrist down to his elbow pit. If observed, the inkwork were Chinese wards for luck or keeping evil spirits away. The Hanzi was rather old so it was difficult to understand in most cases. They only encouraged the rumors of his being part of some criminal organization so he often kept them covered. 

"Mori Tamotsu-baka, look up, kuso!" The foul-mouthed miscreant Tamotsu deliberately ignored was Illyana's photographer Watari Shunso, from Tamotsu's Japanese perspective anyway. 

Tamotsu reached into his front vest pocket to retrieve his pocket watch. Checking the time he would bristle. When had it gotten so late?! Turning to face Shunso as he ran up, Tamotsu turned to engage with him.

"Where's Lily?" Tamotsu was close enough with Illyana to be allowed such a privilege and call her by her nickname, though no one else dared. 
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​Chapter Three: Public Transportation
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"Where's Lily?" Tamotsu was close enough with Illyana to be allowed such a privilege and call her by her nickname, though in fairness no one else dared. 

"Idiot!" Shu barked. "That's what ah'm tryin' ta tell ya. She's already gone! Looks like she buggered off ten, fifteen minutes ago."

"Dammit." Tamotsu turned his head and sucked his tooth. "Tsk. She's getting slick." Maybe he should punish her? 

Tamotsu's expression shifted into an annoyed scowl. Shunso leaned back a bit and held up his hand, his camera still hanging around his neck. Shunso was Tamotsu's upperclassmen in highschool, so they were familiar with the other's personalities and did well to clash. When Tamotsu entered school, Shunso was already a third year and on his way out. Shunso had a more relaxed personality. Some were tempted to call him a delinquent, but he's never gotten into enough trouble to be labeled as such. A bit disordered and mouthy, but otherwise well meaning. He was the playboy in school so because of his good looks he ended up with a new girl on his arm every day. Of course it eventually came back to bite him in the ass when his senpai caught wind of his flirtatious games. She was not lenient in her lecture.

They say a day after Shunso ended up with bleeding ears.

"I'm worried. If she keeps doing this the paparazzi'll catch her off guard." Shunso was more worried for the paparazzi than Illyana, honestly.

Girl was a Vampir no matter how they dressed her and he had a devoted understanding of Vampir being that Shunso was a Lycanthrope: their greatest rivals in terms of power. Lycan were proud warriors and their strength waned with the phases of the moon. It wasn't a stretch to say that on any given day they could carry a supernatural strength or power on par with that of a demigod. Unlike Vampir they didn't need any special diet to live, but because of their incredible capabilities their metabolism was through the roof and they had to eat twice what a normal human needed daily. In the upwards of 4000cal a day for an adult male.

"Well," Tamotsu sighed, rolling down his sleeves. "I guess I'll go catch up. And don't worry. Her bodyguards keep close to her even when I'm not."

Shunso narrowed his eyes, tilting his head a bit in question at his kouhai. "You trust them that much, dude?"

Tamotsu smoothed back his hair before sighing. "Hell no. Which is why I am taking the next bus to her apartment and make sure she isn't eating microwavable bentos again." Motioning his hand Tamotsu would be on his way. 

- - - -
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The bus was a comfortable ride. Because it was so late at night it wasn't as crowded as it would b e during rush hour, forcing people to pack into the metal box like sardines. The thought made Illyana hungry, in fact. Maybe she would get a can of sardines to make with her onigiri. She was already planning what it was she wanted to get from the convenience store that was a block away from her apartment. It was where she usually got off the bus at this hour. Illyana was settled in her seat. Looking around she would take note of a small number of businessmen riding back from their time at the shinbashi. She could still smell the scent of grilled meat and beer wafting in the air from their direction. Vampir had a sensitive sense of smell so it was problematic for her constitution to visit certain places. If not for all the smoke and chatter she would likely visit one. Oh but that wasn't because of her senses, per say. She was just rather particular.

She passed it off as having habits, but it seemed to be something of a higher degree than just habitual behavior. She even had to bathe in water soaked with oatmeal because her skin was delicate and would dry out. She didn't like to eat some foods because she found them slimy or too sticky. She got cold quite easily so even during photoshoots, in the summer, they had to make sure she had a robe between shots. With many other quirks she seemed more an old lady than Vampir. 

The woman would take note of the delinquents at the end of the bus. They seemed to be chatting and laughing, despite their rough looking exteriors. She wore a graphic hooded jacket and plaid, pleated skirt. She had a pair of knee-high socks that were solid red and simple black shoes. She carried her bag on her lap, on the front appeared to be a mascot character of a cute bunny and played around on her phone to seem less like a nosy busybody. From her phone hung two or three charms of animal mascots that were popular when she was younger. Since she was trying to hide her identity her current outfit was ideal seeing as she looked little different from the Harajuku girls that could often be found in Yoyogi park to relax, enjoy music, and wear their spectacular, outrageous outfits. 

A soft smile broke her cool exterior as she looked down to her phone. She had secretly snapped a photo of the trio in the back of the bus amid their laughter. She always found scenes like these romantic. She had always wished to have a friendship like that in her youth, but she had grown up too fast and was never able to enjoy the company of her peers. Though she had her sisters, it just wasn't the same. Even now the people she knew were only work associates. She had barely gotten to know Shunso, her photographer, but her manager spoke highly of his ability. If she recalls he also vouched for one of her bodyguards, who was currently in the front of the bus keeping an eye out on her. He wasn't as stealthy as he thought behind that newspaper. 

Tamotsu seemed to know a lot of people quite well in their office. He was very likable and easy going. She had been working with Tamotsu since she was about twenty. Her parents felt she needed someone to keep track of her schedule and get her moving when she would become engrossed in her t ask. Illyana lost herself to the cameras. She could toss away her mask and be the person she wanted to be. It may have been difficult, stressful work but the results were satisfying. She could escape her dark world for one of light and spread her wings beneath the sun without falling to the temptations Icarus had. She gave her all to show people her best side. Though the paparazzi were a different story.

Their camera flashes were neither warm, nor welcoming. They were disconnected, cold. Whenever they took a picture of her they spun stories in their favor which questioned her integrity at best, but at worse put her career on the chopping block. She had messed up once. But it only took one time. She had been cornered by the paparazzi and tried her best to answer their questions, but one of them began to delve into a rather untoward topic such as her sex life or personal grooming habits! She would gently rebuff them and focus on another recorder, but he always pushed into the way of the others. He got closer and closer, pushing her buttons until... she attacked him in a fit of rage. He sued her family, forcing them to settle in court so long as the man stayed away from them and none would ever speak of it again, protecting the woman's privacy. 

After that she was put under a strict watch by her parents and they hired a manager to handle her interviews and every aspect of her life. While some may have found such a thing infantilizing or humiliating she found it—freeing. It allowed her to focus on her work and not worry about their long, gangly fingers poking into her personal life. Her bodyguards were also assigned to her and kept the crowds at bay, leaving the brunt of the vulture's assault on Tamotsu. She had come to depend on Tamotsu's help because with him taking the weight off of one focus in her life she was able to try her hand at other venues. She had been able to do some voice acting for an anime and she even recorded a music album that had become quite the collectable among fans seeing as only one hundred released to celebrate the anniversary of the Blood Moon Agency as a promotional album.

~p o n g~

The bus' screen lit up, showing the next stop was the street in front of her favorite convenience store. Moving to stand Illyana tucked her phone into her bag. She walked to the doors, patiently waiting. In the back the three delinquents also stood. Looking at each other they silently gestured toward the lone model. They were dressed like Yakuza, but seemed far too young and immature. Probably highschoolers playing around. Illyana stepped off and made her way to the shop. The trio, two men and a woman, hopped off as well and followed Illyana into the store. 
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​Chapter Four: 7 minutes to 11
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Illyana felt a little chilly entering the store, so was glad for her choice of disguise. 

~ding ding~

The door's bell sounded upon her entry. She briefly met eyes with the cashier, bowing her head politely as he greeted her. Though she was a regular here she tried her best to keep her face hidden. Little did she know it didn't work. It was difficult to hide such a beautiful face. It lured people's attention. What kept her coming back was that he never seemed to recognize her and leave her be. But Illyana would remain blissfully ignorant of her older sister's intervention... Not that it mattered for the moment!

Her eyes scanned the familiar shelves. She could see that today everything was fully stocked! Just her luck! A smile would  draw on her soft features before she moved towards the cold aisle and she would begin her hunt for onigiri! The young model wouldn't forget picking up the sardines as well, that had been a brilliant idea, leaving her patting herself on her back. Browsing through what they had in the ready-made section she would pass by the less interesting meals. Teriyaki chicken? 

"Had that yesterday." She pulled her lower lip out in a pout.

Moving along the lower shelves where it was colder there were the colder meals that needed a few extra steps: pot stickers, curry, and bento boxes. But none of them caught her attention. She had her heart set on that meal. As she stood she came to eye level with the afternoon's leftover bento. She was going to pass by the meals at first, but she noticed the bentos were on sale seeing as they were from earlier in the day. That was a deal and they did look tasty. Illyana was quite adventurous when it came to her snacking hobbies and couldn't resist a good sale. Sometimes this stressed her manager out, especially when he would have to dig through her cabinets and scrounge for her hidden treats. 

Her lips would pull back in a grin, her fangs peeking out from her plump lips. "Ah, I have a new hiding spot he won't find." She murmured to herself before shoveling a few of the bento into her shopping tote, which was folded in her purse just for such snack emergencies. 

~ding ding~

The three delinquents entered the shop, looking around in search for their target. Once they spotted the young woman they murmured between each other before chuckling. The two men looked to their female compatriot and motioned  their hands encouragingly. Rolling her eyes the blue-haired punk would unbutton the first few buttons on her top, pulling her baggy jacket down behind her, leaving her arms in the sleeves so she could loosely wear it. Approaching the cashier she leaned over the counter, looking behind him as if looking over his services. 

"You wanna heat something up for me?" Her wording was more than suggestive. 

The cashier would be thoroughly distracted. With that out of the way goon one and goon two would make their way towards the woman, but instead of directly approaching her they first would meander to the shelves and look around. The cashier looked up for a moment before returning to the woman. She was flirting with him, but he was doing his best to maintain his customer service act. The door's bell rang again.

~ding ding~

A tall man of about 187cm and white hair. He looked to be a salaryman, though one would be hard pressed to accept that given the man was muscular, his suit outlining the figure on his fit body.  After nodding to the cashier he would scan the store. After observing the occupants the man went over to the book section. Seeing that no one was paying attention to them, good one and two made their way to where Illyana was plopping various flavors of onigiri into her tote. Spicy Tuna, pickled plum, fried rice, natto~! She didn't really like natto.

"He does though..." She giggled to herself.  

~ding ding~

Illyana moved to stand up, but as she turned to look towards the door she found herself between the two men. She blinked and took a step back. "Excuse me." She pardoned herself. 

"Red eyes..." Goon one chuckled. "Looks like we have quite the catch. No wonder she's such a beauty."

His friend smiled wide, his entire mouth full of fangs. "I hear they're a rare breed. Hey, you wanna get with some real men?"

Illyana immediately felt her skin crawl. "Uhm, no thank you." 

She was aware of her looks. She was a model and kept a strict track of her weight and size for outfits and maintaining her figure. She stood at about 157cm, her bust a healthy D-cup, though it was only healthy for her photoshoots. Otherwise it was a pain to fit herself for brassieres since her waist was so thin. Her face was round, but had more of a mature charm. Her pale skin made her claret eyes stand out and her ivory hair gave her a supernatural energy. Though her hair was mostly tucked into the hood, with a few strands falling free. Her eyes were mostly shrouded to help hide her face, but those eyes stood out and gave off a faint glow in low light. The men began to circle her like sharks, and if she wasn't imagining it: one of them appeared to be a Shark Demon.

Illyana was in a bit of trouble. It wasn't as if she couldn't handle these two on her own. She did mixed martial arts training for her fitness routine. She was also a master of sword fighting, a tradition of her father's family. She could ruin these men's days easily but that would cause her two problems. First if it got out that she was some violent person who could take out hoodlums it could ruin the reputation she was fighting to grow. And two it would out her identity if she got into a scuffle and her hood fell or the police were called and she would have to reveal herself.

Goon two smiled at his friend. "She thinks she has a choice."

"She thought, right? Her first mistake." Goon one laughed as if he was told a funny joke, only to snap out his hand to grab her arm.

Illyana winced, bracing her instincts. She didn't want to lash out and severely hurt someone.   She waited, but nothing happened. When she looked up she gasped. Goon one's wrist was in a death grip. Looking to the left she caught the gaze of her savior! Tamotsu! Looking to the right the shark-toothed demon was pinned against the wall by the white haired man, one of her bodyguards. Tamotsu was smiling. It was the kind of smile that chased Illyana's smile away. Oooh, she was in trouble.

Tamotsu leaned forward as he pulled the goon's arm behind his back, the sound of cracking heard as he nearly pulled his arm out of the socket. "Everyone sure is making mistakes tonight, huh?" He pulled the arm further, the man finally releasing the shout of pain he was holding in. "Excuse me." he bowed his head to Illyana and turned to walk the goon out of the store, throwing  him with enough force to slam him onto the ground.

The bodyguard followed suit. Tamotsu turned his attention to the woman. The delinquent squeaked and hurried out. Her buddies rushed to their feet and they took off. Tamotsu thanked the bodyguard and would relieve him for the night. 

"I've got it from here, thank you for your hard work." He politely offered before he looked to the cashier who blushed with embarrassment.

"Tama!" Illyana called out as she hurried up to his side. 

"Lily." Tamotsu turned to face her as the bodyguard left. "Your tote."

"B-but..." She clutched the tote to her chest, but he didn't withdraw his hand.

Pouting Illyana placed the tote in his hand and Tamotsu proceeded to dump the goods on the counter. "Just the Onigiri." Tamotsu spoke as he took out his wallet.

Lily, who was looking rather dejected, brightened up. After purchasing the snacks Tamotsu walked Illyana back to her apartment. The building was extravagant, what one would expect in Tokyo. The neon lights  reflected brilliantly off the skyrise's windows, creating an artificial illumination that made one feel safe while walking the streets. At this time the streets weren't crowded, but neither were they empty. Couples going out on dates, or businessmen and women returning home on public transit, or late workers heading to work now. There are so many kinds of foreigners and interesting places to go. It would have been a waste to go to bed so early in Tokyo

The two walked silently, side by side. Illyana hugged her bag to her chest, Tamotsu on his phone, typing away as he continued to work even after hours. She was glad he had come to her rescue. She wasn't sure what would have happened if she had to defend herself. Arriving at the apartment the pair would pass the secure gate entrance using Illyana's code. 

Upon crossing the threshold of the great glass entrance: the lobby would greet residents and guests alike with great marble columns and high ceilings that were decorated with a faux skylight lit by deep yellow fluorescent lights. From the column hung lantern lamps with the soft yellow glow, filling the room with a wash of gold. The floor was a deep red marble surface marked with three inch long thick white lines that stretched out in decorative webbing. The lobby was sparsely decorated with plants: the potted palms and ferns settled near every other column. Sitting near the grand windows were some bergere style wingback armchairs with shaded lamps to provide a relaxing place to read or chat late in the evenings. The elevators, six in total, carried residents to their floors with speed and efficiency.   

After that they made their way to the elevators and would hit the call button, boarding as soon as they arrived. They faced the doors as they closed.

"We have to talk, Lily." He spoke, only for her to deflate.

"H-hai..." She murmured.
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​Chapter Five: End of a Day
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Illyana and Tamotsu rode the elevator up to the top floor of the building. The ride was long, silent, and dragging on Illyana's nerves the more time passed. It may have just been a three or five minute ride up, but it felt like an hour. Tamotsu stood behind her on his phone. She wasn't sure if he was playing a mobile game or doing something for work. Sometimes she felt a little too self conscious to ask because if it was a game, wasn't he allowed to play a little bit with all the things he does for her? And if it was work she would be embarrassed that she was the only one ending her day. He never seemed to take a break, and honestly that was how Tamotsu preferred it, little did she know. A workaholic, one to never cease. They say he was born and bred a salaryman like his father and was genetically inclined to punch-in and never punch-out until the day he died and transmigrated to another world. 

You couldn't kill Tamotsu that easily though. He was quite energetic and young. He took care of not only himself, but for Illyana's well being so he needed to be in top shape. He was, arguably, as fit, if not more so than she. Of course the rumors of Tamotsu being with the Yakuza or Triad didn't help any. He typically wore loose clothing that hid his physique, but when his sleeves were pulled up one could see the tattoos that were drawn on his forearms, of which he has assured Illyana that they are of a religious quality. She had no reason to doubt him. But in times like this—she doubted herself. She had to depend on Tamotsu for her care. She didn't even have the capacity to do it on her own. She would often forget meals, forget appointments and completely disregard events when she became anxious and talked herself out of it. 

Tamotsu was there to whip her back into shape, in a sense. 

~ding~

Illyana jumped when Tamotsu moved. He walked forward as the elevator doors opened, despite having his face in his phone. He stopped and looked back, holding his arm over the door's sensor. 

"Are you coming, or do you want to go back down?" He was carrying the bag from the convenience store for her, because he knew she would have gobbled everything down in the elevator before they even made it back.

"A-ah, yes! Of course! I was just deep in thought!" She huffed, raising her nose in the air as she strode off the elevator, only to jump a little when the doors closed behind her.

She felt Tamotsu's hand press against her back. He had caught her hair and pinned it close to her body, lest it get caught by the doors. He was ever mindful of the world around her when she found herself utterly distracted most of the time. That was another bad
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