
So when I heard that it was time to do Raythe’s annual Christmas Wish list I thought, what the 

heck I’ll join. I mean it shouldn’t be that hard. I get a list of five wishes and I pick one and write 

a story no problem. Then I find out who I’m writing for and I literally shit a brick. Therefore, I’m 

writing this for Kat, as in Raythe’s Kat. Her five where great and for a minute there I was 

thinking about entering two stories, but then I got a hold of myself and decided on wish 

number 3. 

 3) Tristan and Maeda (from Ghost: Neo-Tokyo) are college roommates, possibly with an 

unrequited love for each other, but they can be together, too.  Whichever is more fun.  They go to a 

costume party - one dressed as an angel, and the other dressed as a devil. 

First let me set up the base of how I’m going to tell the story. Tristan and Maeda are both going 

to UT (University of Texas for those of you that did not know). Why UT you might ask? Because 

I have known this campus for 40 years, I lived in Austin. Therefore, I know everything about 

the place and what I can get away with. Where as if it was still in Raythe’s world I wouldn’t 

know the where, how, and when of the city. DON’T BLANK WITH OTHER PEOPLES WORLDS is 

my policy. Especially if there is going to be such a big change in the characters. Maeda is an 

older man by a few years in Raythe’s story, but here he will be closer to Tristan’s age. 

Otherwise, everything is the same. In addition, this is two months back in October. All 

landmark, bars, and stores are true, if you want to pull up google maps and take a trip with 

them through Austin you can. It has pictures also. 

 

A Very Happy Halloween 
 

 BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! Tristan rolled over in bed slapping his hand on the 

snooze button of the alarm. Hearing that after working and studying all night was like 

fingernails on a chalkboard. Opening his blurry sleepy eyes Tristan checked the time. 

7 a.m. when was his classes today? What day was it? All of a sudden, Tristan bolted 

upright in bed. Today was Halloween. A slow grin spread across his face.  

 Let’s see, first classes, then 4 hours of work and then the Halloween party, 

thought Tristan. I have to make sure that Maeda is still going to the party. But I also 

want to know what he’s doing for his costume.  

 Because Maeda was from Japan Tristan didn’t know if they celebrated 

Halloween as Americans did. Here in Austin 6th Street became the place to be on 

Halloween a night full of food, drinks, and crazy costumes. It would be a first for 

Tristan having just started college this year. 

Before starting his day, Tristan needed a cup of coffee. Reaching over he turned 

off the alarm this time. Last time he left it on by accident and Maeda was not too 

pleased with him. It had be one of those times that he had been working on vapors 

and was more of a zombie or ghost then a human being. Maeda had forgiven him once 

he had ran into him at school. Then he had proceeded to try to breathe some life back 

into him.  



Maeda was always like that with Tristan, helping him with assignment, pick out 

courses, and reminding him to eat. It really helped a lot to have a roommate like that, 

but he was starting to realize that he wanted Maeda in more ways than just a 

roommate. Just looking at him while he talked could put Tristan in the euphoric hazy 

of a daydream in no time flat. In the daydream, he was always stroking Maeda’s chest 

and kissing him until he stopped talking. Tristan shook his head as he headed to the 

kitchen to make coffee.  

He still couldn’t believe he was living is such a posh apartment. Two and half 

bedrooms, half because they had a loft that they used as a study, two and a half 

baths, a large kitchen, dining room, and living room all open to each other. It was just 

his luck that Maeda’s dad and his uncle know each other. When his uncle found out 

where he was going to college, he asked Maeda’s dad for help. Maeda consented to 

having him as a roommate. It just seemed to be all-fated. However, what really caught 

his attention about the apartment was the view out onto the balcony. All you saw was 

the Colorado River and downtown Austin. The Frost building always caught your eye 

at night with its white triangles brightly lit up and if a UT teams won a game then it 

was the UT tower lit a bright orange. 

As Tristan started the coffeemaker, he heard Maeda’s alarm go off. Glancing at 

the clock on the stove, he realized that Maeda must have set his alarm too early. After 

living with each other for a year, they had gotten to know each other’s schedules by 

now. Maeda was getting up one hour earlier than usual and Tristan wasn’t dressed. 

He was just in his pajama bottoms. Maybe I should get dressed thought Tristan. 

However, before he could put thought into action he heard Maeda’s bedroom door 

open and the sound of bare feet in the hallway. 

Tristan was stunned when Maeda appeared at the hallway entrance. Just like 

him, Maeda was only in his pajama pants and nothing else, scratching his head and 

yawning. What a vision thought Tristan. He had never seen a man like Maeda before. 

Tall, with broad shoulders, muscular, but not over muscled, a honed blade waiting to 

be used. However, it was his eyes that seemed to capture and hold you that always did 

Tristan in. This man was someone that nobody in their right mind would pick a fight 

with.  

Trying to not look like a blushing fangirl Tristan said “Morning, I have coffee on 

if you want some.” 

“Morning, that would be great,” said Maeda as he pulled out a stool from the 

breakfast bar and sat down. 

“You hungry?” Tristan asked as he went to retrieve two coffee cups form the 

cabinets.  

“Why, are you going to cook for me?” Maeda asked as he lend back in the stool 

and cross his arms over his chest smiling. 

“I could,” said Tristan as he took the cups over to the coffeemaker, “fried eggs, 

bacon, and toast, nothing to extravagant.” 



“Do we even have any of that stuff in the fridge? I can’t remember the last time 

we went to the grocery store,” Maeda said looking skeptical. 

“Let me check.” Tristan handed a cup of hot coffee to Maeda and walked over to 

the double door fridge. Upon opening the door, Tristan noted the emptiness of it. They 

had both been so busy lately that they were mainly eating out. It was getting close to 

the end of the semester, so studying and last minute essays took up most of their 

time. This was also, why Halloween was so important to them, one last hurrah before 

end of term tests and winter break. 

“You’re right, it’s empty. Just beer and dips, are we students or what,” said 

Tristan as he shut the door laughing. 

“How about we head to Austin Java to eat, I’ll pay,” Maeda said as he took 

another sip of coffee. “Besides I think the coffee is better there,” he said with a smirk, 

“go get dress and meet me by the bikes.” 

Tristan loved riding with Maeda. Be it separately or together on the some bike. 

It was always freeing to feel the power of the bike and the open air around them. One 

thing about Texas Tristan had found and was fond of was the openness of it. So many 

country roads that he got lost a time or two out there, he was just luck google maps 

existed.  

“Sure thing, be ready in 10 to 15 minutes,” Tristan said running to his room. 

It wasn’t unusual for Maeda to do this also. Tristan did get an allowance from 

his dad and he also had a part time job, but Maeda away took him out to eat. He was 

never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, and spending time with Maeda was like 

heaven on earth to Tristan. 

Not too long after that, they were at the Café ordering their meals. Really, they 

didn’t need to ride their bikes to the Café they could have walked. However, because 

they had classes after eating they needed the bikes to get to class.  

“So what got you up so early in the morning?” Tristan said as he took a sip of 

the better than his coffee. 

“Just wanted to go over what we are going to be doing today. I know the party 

on 6th Street in happening tonight and I was wondering where you wanted to meet?” 

“How about The Library?” The Library was a bar on 6th Street that had cozy 

booth and live music. Nevertheless, like all of 6th Street during the weekends it could 

get pact. “If we can’t get in to the bar then somewhere close to it. Do you have a 

costume yet?” 

“Oh, I have a costume,” Maeda smiled. 

Tristan smiled back, “What are you going as?” 

Maeda’s smile got bigger, “Nope not happening, if you’re not telling me what 

you’re going as, I’m not telling you what I’m going as.” 



Tristan blow a raspberry and sat back in his chair, “Phooey, can’t I have a little 

bit of fun.” 

“Just wait like a good boy and you’ll get to see in all good time. I have to do the 

same with your costume also, all’s fair in love and war.” Maeda laughed. 

Tristan laughed, “I just don’t want use to miss each other while we are there.” 

“Believe me I couldn’t miss you anywhere. Not with that platinum blonde hair of 

yours.” 

“There is no telling, someone could be wearing a platinum blonde wig at the 

party.” 

“No wig could compare to your hair, no matter how they try. Let’s eat, so we can 

get to class on time and you still need to go to work after class, right?” Maeda said as 

the server placed their order on the table. 

“Yeah, I work the 4pm to 8pm shift, so I should be down at the bar by 8:30 or 

9:00 clock,” Tristan said as he started to cut his French toast with his fork. “What are 

you going to be doing in the mean time?” 

“Dad has me doing some paper work in the office and then I’m meeting some of 

my friends from the Theater Department after that,” Maeda said as he cut into his 

omelet. 

“Is that a hint to what your costume is going to be,” asked Tristan smiling 

around the strawberry he was biting into. 

“No it’s not,” Maeda laughed. “Just an idea.” 

“Oh,” said Tristan grinning like a loon. It sure gave him many ideas as to what 

he could be. Anywhere from a traditional Samurai to a Yakuza, Maeda could pull 

anything off. Especially if he got his friends from the Theater Department to help him 

with his costume. 

“You might want to hurry up Tristan,” Maeda said looking at his watch. “Your 

class starts in an hour and you’re not even done with the first piece.” 

“Yeah sorry, started to daydream there a little bit,” Tristan said sheepishly and 

started to dig in again. Razing his eyes from his plate, he looked at the handsome 

elegant man across form him and smiled. Today was shaping up to be one great day. 

 

 

 

 Maeda just had a few thing to remember for the night. One, no matter what 

don’t touch my forehead. Two, to eat very carefully or I could end up biting myself. 

Three, don’t rub my eyes. Four, don’t grab Tristan or ball up my hands into fists, 



because I could puncture something. He looked at his hand with the two inch long, 

black pointed nails. 

 He would never have thought of doing any of this before Tristan became his 

roommate. He had mainly went through life going from school to work and home again 

with little bites of socializing ever so often. Now here he was worrying about two horns 

sprouting from his forehead, fangs, nails, and gold slit contacts. It all looked so real 

that people on the street were eyeing him and moving out of his way. The bright red 

long coat, tight red slacks, and black dress shoes didn’t help any he thought. He didn’t 

understand why, but the people from the Theater Department wouldn’t allow him to 

put on a shirt. Now out on the street walking to the bar he could understand. It was 

hot and humid, as if rain would fall any minute. 

He took note of what everyone else was wearing, but he couldn’t believe the 

amount of Kinky Kittens and Walking Dead Zombies there where. Its outrages. Yeah, 

Japan had its Lolita and its anime Otaku, but really, how many zombies could there 

did in the world. Oh yeah, the world, I guess. Not that he didn’t see an anime character 

ever so often. Shoot there went a Gene Starwind from “Outlaw Star” and there was a 

Levi from “Attack on Titan”, holy cow, someone did a Cell costume from “Dragon Ball 

Z.” Americans really love their Halloween. 

6th Street was packed. There was a flow to the stream of bodies, but if you 

wanted to get into a bar, you need to be on the right hand side where the bar was to 

get in. There was no crossing the street, because the police had set up barricades and 

were using the middle of the street to station officers. At every cross street there was 

no barricades so you could go to the other side or you could maybe catch a breather. 

From IH35 to Congress Avenue was nothing but a throng of college student and 

working class singles. It was a good thing that the nearest police station was on 8th 

Street and IH35. 

This throng though didn’t seem to hinder Maeda. Actually, they seem to part for 

him without any major problems. Just once did he have to tap a guy on the shoulder 

to get by, but the look on the guy’s face when he saw who was tapping him was worth 

the trouble. He went white as a sheet almost as if a real devil was there. After he 

moved out of the way and Maeda walked on he could hear the guy say, “That scared 

the shit out of me man! Why didn’t you tell me he was back there?” All he heard after 

that was his friends laughing their heads off. 

Maeda checked his watch for the time. 9 pm hopefully Tristan wasn’t waiting 

and was heading to the bar just as he was. Now there was a young man he wouldn’t 

mind sinking his teeth into. Ever since Tristan moved in something just clicked and 

triggers something in him, as if a gun had gone off. A lot of the times he just wanted to 

take care of him, but lately he wanted to do a lot more than care for him. Just a flip of 

his platinum blonde hair could give him the urge to grab it and kiss him senseless. 

Then there where the up turned look from him that could make him want to push him 

down and just mold their bodies together. Maeda could feel the restraints on his 

control slipping. He use to go to the Dojo every other day, but now that Tristan was 



here he need to go everyday now just so he could have some kind of control especially 

with Tristan around. 

Maeda know Tristan was gay, since Tristan’s uncle had told him. However, did 

Tristan know that Maeda was gay also? Did his uncle keep it from him? Maeda didn’t 

know, but tonight he was hoping to find out, hence the outrages costume and the 

night out on the town. 

He could now see the sign to the bar that hung outside. Right beneath that sign 

where two white feathered bumps that where obviously wings. Boy, whoever wore 

those was look for a lot of problems tonight, Maeda thought. As he drew closer to the 

bar he saw the tell tail platinum blonde hair between those white wings. Maeda could 

feel the big grin spread across his face. Oh, we are going to match perfectly, he 

thought. He pated the pocket of his long coat to make sure his tracking device was still 

there and proceeded to Tristan and the bar. 

Tristan’s long tail of hair had been braided like usual, but instead of laying 

down his back Tristan had brought it up to form the halo around his head. The wings 

looked like they could have been real, but that was all Maeda could see from the back 

was wings and his head. He really couldn’t wait to see the rest of the costume. 

Whomever Tristan was talking to must have seen him and told Tristan about him, 

because the next thing he know was Tristan turning around. There he stood in 

something like a mini Toga, Greek like lace up sandals, and a long sword strapped to 

his waist. A living, breathing angel soldier in flesh and blood, thought Maeda smiling 

ever more. 

Tristan’s reaction to Maeda’s appearance was priceless, his jaw dropped and his 

eyes got so big that Maeda thought they would pop out. The one thing that Maeda was 

glad about was not doing the red body paint more people did went when cosplaying 

the devil or the fake horns and hands. Maeda wanted to go with his original self, but 

just a little more devilish. Looks like I hit my target, thought Maeda as he laughed at 

Tristan. 

Tristan started to laugh also. “Looks like you found him for me Freyr,” Tristan 

said to the man standing beside him. 

Looking at the man Maeda couldn’t understand why his father’s secretary was 

here and not in Japan. “What are you doing here Freyr?” Maeda asked with a raised 

eyebrow. “Shouldn’t you be with my father in Japan?” 

“Director Wakahisa was curious about the holiday called Halloween. Upon 

hearing about it from Tristan, of course he had to come and see it for himself,” Freyr 

said bowing to Maeda. “We just happened to run into Tristan on the way here.” 

Maeda turn to Tristan with a perplexed look on his face. “Dad heard it from 

you?” 

“Ummm, uhhhh, will, I do talk to him every so often and the party on 6th just 

came up and will? I didn’t know he would come, really I didn’t.” 



“Don’t worry Tristan-sama, Director Wakahisa is like this, he hears about 

something interesting and just has to see it for himself,” Freyr said as he pats 

Tristan’s shoulder.  

“Where is my father now Freyr?” Maeda said looking at the secretary. 

“At this moment Director-sama has reserved a place at the Firehouse Lounge, 

that should be where he is,” said Freyr pointing up the street towards Congress. “We 

have reserved the top floor for the Driskill Hotel, if you want to know where we are 

staying. Might I also suggest that you and Tristan-sama join us at the Firehouse,” 

Freyr said looking into the packed Library bar, “It seems to be a little cramped in there 

at the moment.” 

“Thanks,” said Tristan smiling. However, before he could continue Maeda said, 

“We will join you later, if there is time in the evening, for now Tristan and I would like 

to be by ourselves.” 

“As you say Maeda-sama, I will inform Director-same,” Freyr said with a bow. 

Like a car, pulling out into traffic Freyr looked both ways and merged with the people. 

In no time, he was turning down a side street and heading back up to the Firehouse. 

Maeda watched him warily. 

“I really don’t think he would come, I’m sorry,” Maeda heard Tristan say as he 

turned back to him. Tristan had his head lowered and was worrying his hands 

together. Maeda immediately stepped into his personal space and with one finger lifted 

his chin. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not mad or anything,” Maeda said as he kissed Tristan’s nose. 

“I would just like it if it was just the two of use for a while, OK.” Maeda lowered the 

finger under his chin. 

Tristan’s eyes were big, but he had a grin on his face as he said, “OK, so what 

do we do now? Go into the bar or find one that is less crowded?” 

“Will you are in luck, because I had a feeling that this would happen. Not my 

father, but the Library being packed. So a made a reservation at the Midnight Cowboy 

for tonight. We just have to do a loop around and come back down. You up for it?” 

Maeda asked. 

“Hell yes,” said Tristan grabbing Maeda’s arm and intertwining it with his. He 

then headed for the turnaround street.  

Maeda turned to look at Tristan’s face trusting him not to run him into the 

barricades or the people walking around them. Tristan’s smile was like the sun in a 

clear blue sky. It was contagious, because Maeda found himself smiling also. “You can 

talk to my father Tristin?” 

“What do you mean by that?” Tristan asked smile disappearing and furrowing 

his brow. 



Maeda wished he hadn’t said anything yet. He real wanted that smile to stay 

longer. “I really didn’t mean anything bad by it Tristan. It’s just most people find 

talking to my father hard and intimidating.” 

“Oh,” Tristan said smile back in place. “Yeah, Mr. Wakahisa can be 

intimidating,” he giggled. “But I think I can talk to him because I have a lot of 

experience with you,” he said grinning and looked at Maeda. 

“What?” 

“Will when I first came here you were kind of unapproachable and intimidating 

yourself. Did you not notice it?” Tristan asked with a curious look on his face. 

“I guess not?” Maeda said thinking back to before Tristan came. He didn’t 

remember one time that someone approached him for notes or to be part of a study 

group. He had always been the one to approach everyone. I guess I have changed a lot 

more than I thought since Tristan came to live with me. 

When he looked up from his reminiscing, they were already at the entrance to 

the speakeasy. The door to the bar was an old iron barred door and there looked to be 

a call box to the side. Maeda reached out and pressed the button for Harry Craddock 

on the call box. “Yes, this is Midnight Cowboy can I help you?” asked a woman’s voice 

over the intercom. “We don’t have any available seating right now if you don’t have a 

reservation,” she goes on to explain. 

“Reservation for two under Maeda Wakahisa,” Maeda said smiling at Tristan’s 

surprised look. 

“Yes, Mr. Wakahisa we have your table ready and waiting for you. Someone will 

be there shortly to show you to your table” 

Tristan and Maeda looked at each other grinning goofily. The door opened and a 

woman in pinstriped slacks, a white dress, and a Fedora said, “Right this way Mr. 

Wakahisa I’ll show you to your table.” She looked at Tristan with concern on her face. 

“Are you going to be able to sit with those wings on sir? They look almost too real,” she 

said smiling. 

“It won’t be a problem at all,” Tristan said smiling back at her and followed her 

into the speakeasy. 

As Maeda followed the two of them, he check his pocket again for the tracking 

device. The cold metal surface of the circlet greeted his fingers, as did the fine metal 

chain that went with it. Maeda really hoped that Tristan would think that this 

primitive tracking device would be funny rather than wrong, but he would just have to 

wait and see. Just like this morning. 

“Here you are Mr. Wakahisa and friend,” she said smiling at Tristan. She was 

pointing at a two-person booth with black paten leather high back. “Do you still think 

you can sit down sir or will you need some help?” 



To show her that he had no problem Tristan bent over and held the tips of his 

wing to the back of his legs like they were part of a skirt and sat down. He then stood 

up a little bit and walked his legs under the table as he held onto the booth seat. Once 

done he said, “There we go, good enough.” He looked back up at her and grinned. 

“I see,” she laughed. “I would have hated it, if you had to remove your wing. The 

two of you match so will. It’s as if the Archangel Michael and Lucifer came to our bar 

for a chat,” she said smiling. “Your server will be with you shortly.” 

“Now that was clever,” Maeda said as he sat down across from Tristan. “You’re 

not uncomfortable are you?” 

“No, but we can’t stay here for to long. The wings will start to form a permanent 

curve in them from my body heat,” said Tristan as he picked up the menu in front of 

him. “Did you read the rules? Can you believe a bar has rules? I do like the one about 

being loud.” 

“I like that one also, it’s one of the reasons I picked this bar,” Maeda said as he 

pulled out the circlet with its chain from his pocket and placed it into his lap. 

“Is everything alright Maeda? You look preoccupied since coming into the bar. I 

promise you I won’t get drunk if that is what you’re worried about,” Tristan said with 

determination in his eyes and concern in his voice. 

“No, that’s not it,” he smiled. “I just have an idea that I hope you will like, but 

I’ll wait until we have ordered before telling you.” 

“Okayyyyyyyy,” Tristan said purposely emphasizing the y to show his 

doubtfulness. 

“No really, here comes our waiter. Once he’s gone I’ll tell you what’s bugging 

me,” Maeda said as he watched the waiter approach. 

“Welcome to the Midnight Cowboy, my name’s Billy I’ll be your waiter for this 

evening,” said the waiter while he looked over his order tab. When he finally looked up 

at them, his face went from work mode to total astonishment in a split second. “They 

told me I would love this table, but I didn’t believe them. Guess I was wrong. What can 

I get you gentleman,” he said smiling. 

Tristan laugh, “Well I’m not Michael, but I would like a Soft Hand.” 

All of the sudden Maeda burst out laughing. “Oh, you would, would you,” he 

said holding his stomach as he laughed. 

“I meant the drink, joker,” Tristen said taking the menu and smacking the top 

of his head with it. 

“I know, I know, it was just to hard to resist saying something. I’ll take a Gin 

Soaked Goy,” Maeda said as he looked at the waiter. 

Their waiter trying not to laugh at their antics said, “I’ll have them right out to 

you.” 



“Now look what you did, we made him feel uncomfortable,” Tristan said look at 

Maeda accusingly. 

“I don’t think so; I think he was just trying to not laugh at us. Now about what 

we were talking about before he came,” Maeda said one hand finger the circlet. 

“Yes, you said you had an idea and you were hoping that I would like it.” 

“Yeah, I was wondering if you would ware something with your costume. I 

thought I would give it to you no matter what you wore, but I think it will go great with 

what you’re wearing now,” he said as he placed the circlet on the table with the chain. 

Tristan took the circlet into his shaking hand. It looked like a shackle, but it 

was only one inch wide, made of what looked to be silver, and had his name etched 

into it in flowing letters. Where the two pieces of the shackle meet was a heart shape 

lock and a thin chain leading from it. Tristan looked at the chain. There had to be at 

least five feet of chain there. Too many emotions were hitting Tristan at once. “What 

does this mean?” Tristan said in a shaky voice. 

“You can look at it in two ways. One way is you can think of it as a Halloween 

costume joke. Which means just that, it’s a joke, and you can give it back to me when 

you take off the costume. The other way you can look at it is that your boyfriend just 

gave you a gift that you will always ware.” Maeda felt like Tristan held his heart in his 

hand. He hoped Tristan would get this hint.  

“Oh,” Tristan said looking down at the circlet again. “I would like to choose 

option two, but I just have to confirm one thing. You are asking me to be your 

boyfriend, right?” 

“Yes Tristan, I’m asking you to be my boyfriend. I thought the titanium shackle 

would be better than a fraternity pin. I hope you like it,” Maeda said feeling relived. 

“I do, but how do I put it on. I don’t think my hand can fit through it,” Tristan 

said looking at the bangel lovingly. 

“There is a spring in the heart that releases when you press down on it. It also 

catches when you close it,” Maeda proceeds to show Tristan how the heart worked. 

“Could you put it on for me Maeda? I don’t think I can. I might lose the heart in 

the process,” Tristan said smiling brightly. 

“Sure,” Maeda smiled. Taking Tristan’s right hand he placed it in between them 

palm up. With the shackle open, he made sure he could read Tristan’s name correctly 

on it and placed it around his wrist. That way people could always read Tristan’s name 

when shaking his hand. After closing it Maeda lifted Tristan’s hand, still palm up, and 

kissed the center of it. “I love you Tristan. Form now to forever.” 

When Maeda looked up at Tristan, he saw tears just at the corner of his eyes. “I 

don’t think we are going to see your father tonight, do you?” Tristan said with a smile. 


