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BSD drabbles
by youshin

Summary

Random Bungou Stray Dogs drabbles I wrote just to get my ideas down.

1. loser at love (shin soukoku)
2. Amnesia (soukoku)
3. the room of his dead lover (shin soukoku)
4. A Mafia Dog’s Love Life (platonic chuuaku)
5. Love Is (Not) Infinite (shin soukoku)
6. words unspoken hurt more than ones said (dazatsu)
7. Graduation (aged-up atsukyoka)

Notes

BSD drabbles.

They’re going to be short, under-500-words scenes that are probably never gonna turn into
anything more than just that—scenes.

P.S. I do not proofread drabbles, and I don’t try extremely hard for them either. Don’t be too
harsh on me (lol).

Warning: There may be sensitive content. I’m not sure what needs a warning and what
doesn’t nowadays; just be aware.

Enjoy(?).

http://archiveofourown.org/users/youshin/pseuds/youshin


loser at love

Atsushi dug the point of the gun into Akutagawa’s head, a wicked smile on his face. “Hey,
Ryuu. Holding up well?” He laughed, glancing at the bullet wound in Akutagawa’s leg.
“Sorry, that was a silly question.”

But Akutagawa didn’t flinch. He didn’t laugh, he didn’t frown, hell, he did nothing . He
simply stared at Atsushi with a blank expression. “You won’t shoot,” he said.

Atsushi laughed and clicked off the safety. “What makes you so sure?”

“You cannot shoot me.”

Atsushi stopped smiling. “I’m asking,” he yelled, suddenly overcome with emotions, “what
the hell makes you so confident I won’t shoot?”

Atsushi grabbed Akutagawa’s shirt and pulled him down, tossing him onto the ground before
getting on top of him and pointing the gun at his forehead. His hands trembled with fear—
with fear of losing again. He was tired of being the loser. But he kept coming back to the one
person he could never win against.

“I know you won’t,” Akutagawa said again, lightly touching Atsushi’s thigh. He flinched but
stayed silent.

“Because,” Akutagawa continued, reaching his hand up to the gun, “you love me.”

Atsushi’s expression morphed into one of disgust. “I don’t.”

Akutagawa pushed the gun away from his face, finally enabling him to get a clear view of the
gray-haired boy. Ah, how beautiful.

The two kept up the silence for a while, until Atsushi finally broke. Atsushi’s grip weakened,
and eventually, he lowered the gun. He was on the verge of tears. “Why?” he whispered, his
voice breaking. “Why do you keep tormenting me?”

Akutagawa reached up and touched Atsushi’s face, wiping his tears away. “Because I love
you.”

“You don’t,” Atsushi replied, muffled sobs following after.

“I do.”

Atsushi climbed off Akutagawa, gathering his strength to stand and walk away. But before he
could finish preparing himself, the ravenette pulled him into a hug.

Atsushi attempted to push him away, but Akutagawa held onto him tightly. “I love you,” he
said again. Atsushi blushed up to his ear as he tried to break free, but Akutagawa didn’t
budge.



This happened every single time.

Atsushi could never win against Akutagawa; could never convince himself that he didn’t love
the other. But the next day, he would be gone again. It didn’t matter how many times they
slept with each other. Atsushi would always leave, and he would always come back with
another murder attempt.

Akutagawa enjoyed those days the most.

I love you.



amnesia

Chapter Summary

2. Amnesia (skk - Chuuya loses his memories of ever dating Dazai / modern AU)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Chuuya and Dazai sat across from each other in a café, each with a drink of their choice.
They stayed in an awkward silence until Chuuya, surprisingly, spoke up.

“So, Dazai ,” Chuuya said, forcing the name out as if it bothered him to do so, “we’re, uh,
lovers?”

Dazai felt a frown creep up his face, but he soon adapted his usual smile and nodded anyway.
“Since a month ago.”

“I see,” is all Chuuya replied.

Chuuya did not remember ever getting together with Dazai. He did not remember ever
getting a roommate, nor did he remember much of anything from two months prior the
accident.

Dazai, however, knew everything. He knew of Chuuya’s sudden decline in mental health ever
since they started dating. The sense of inferiority Chuuya felt—he knew it all. But he did not
tell what was not asked of him.

“So, we’re dating?” Chuuya asked, absentmindedly mixing his drink with the straw.

Dazai nodded. Was this the fourth or fifth time? “Since a month ago.”

“Oh, right.” Chuuya laughed nervously. “I think I’ve already asked you that. Sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Dazai replied, before dramatically groaning and leaning back in his chair. “It’s not
as if I mustered up all my courage to confess to you anyway.”

Chuuya laughed. “What the hell’s with that?”

Dazai paused, his heart picking up speed. Right, this is the Chuuya he fell in love with. The
one before all the conflicts in their way.

Dazai allowed himself a small chuckle.

Perhaps this was a sign to start over. A chance to fix their relationship.



“Chuuya, are you free tomorrow?” Dazai asked, writing down his next words on a piece of
paper in case Chuuya forgot again. “Let’s go on a date.”

Chapter End Notes

Soukoku is such a nice pairing, but I never know if I’m able to portray them well
enough (mainly because they’re both such complicated characters).

It was fun writing this; I’ve always had an BSD amnesia fic in mind for Chuuya.



the room of his dead lover

Chapter Summary

3. the room of his dead lover (sskk - Atsushi died. Akutagawa is not quite over it yet.)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Before, Akutagawa would complain that Atsushi was too much of a blabber mouth. You talk
too much, he’d mumble, scowling to hide the fact that he quite enjoyed Atsushi’s “literature
fun facts.”

But now, the silence punishes him.

For every second he spends in the room of his lover, he finds himself losing more and more
of his sanity. Ryuu, Atsushi would call, smiling and showing him the potted plant they’d
bought, it’s growing; look, you can already see its buds.

But now, the silence haunts him.

Everytime Akutagawa hears the beeping of a heart monitor, he’s brought back to the day the
line went completely still. It’s not your fault, people would tell him, but still, whenever he
saw Atsushi in old pictures and videos, he would somehow figure it was his doing.

……

There is a certain silence that Akutagawa cannot overcome. It follows him around
everywhere—in his heart, in his home, and in the room of his dead lover.

Chapter End Notes

Two updates in such a short span of time..
Unexpected of myself.

With just under 200 words, this drabble is the shortest one yet. Still, I like the idea a lot.



A Mafia Dog’s Love Life

Chapter Summary

4. A Mafia Dog’s Love Life (platonic chuuaku - Akutagawa and Chuuya are drinking in
a bar, when Akutagawa suddenly confesses about having feeling for someone.)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Chuuya and Akutagawa sat in a bar one late afternoon, drinking Akutagawa’s first ever
alcohol. Frankly, he wasn’t too much of a fan. But Chuuya seemed to be enjoying their much-
needed time together, and so he stayed silent. At least the piano music running was one to his
tastes.

It couldn’t distract him from what was on his mind, though.

“Chuuya-san,” Akutagawa said, to which the redhead gave a quiet hum in response, “have
you ever experienced attraction before?”

Chuuya snorted, coughing from the wine that had gotten caught in the crossfire. After he’d
calmed down a bit, he looked over at Akutagawa to see whether he was getting drunk or
playing a joke. He seemed to be his usual self. “Where’s that question coming from?”

“I’m curious about something,” Akutagawa replied.

“What, don’t tell me you like someone?” Chuuya asked jokingly, but Akutagawa didn’t
laugh. Instead, his cheeks flushed, and maybe it was the alcohol, but he shyly looked down at
the counter and played with his glass.

“Is that not allowed?”

Chuuya gaped at his response. “Seriously?”

Akutagawa pouted—which was, though Chuuya would never admit so, kind of cute—and
downed the rest of his drink. He slumped onto the counter, a loud sigh erupting from his
mouth.

“Wow,” is all Chuuya managed to say in that moment. He’d never seen Akutagawa act like
that. “Just who is it? Troubling our Port Mafia’s Akutagawa?”

Akutagawa knew this was the perfect moment to shut his mouth, but the name rolled off his
tongue before he could stop himself. “Jinko…”



“What?” Chuuya blurted out, unsure of whether he’d heard correctly. Jinko? The weretiger?

“No, nevermind,” Akutagawa said, putting down money for his drink and standing up to
leave. Chuuya tried to stop him as his curiosity was now at its peak, but Akutagawa didn’t
listen and simply left the bar without ever explaining his sudden confession.

Chapter End Notes

Platonic chuuaku is one of my favorite friend-ships. This scene floats through my mind
all the time but I’ve never taken the time to write it out ‘till now.

Also, the legal drinking age for Japan is 20. Not that Akutagawa breaking the law would
be unfitting, but still, he’s legally allowed to drink (lol).



Love Is (Not) Infinite

Chapter Summary

5. Love Is (Not) Infinite (sskk - Akutagawa is stuck in a cycle of meeting Atsushi,
falling in love with him, and watching as he suddenly dies of an unstoppable cause /
modern + immortality AU)

Chapter Notes

Inspired by the song “Geminids” by ChroNoiR.

Perhaps it’s not a very modern AU if Akutagawa’s literally immortal lmao. Wonder
what the reason would be though. Maybe he’s a vampire like in the song (and in various
other fics—why is that?).

Akutagawa waited under the rain.

He sat on the bench of the bus stop, staring up at the pouring sky. The sound of waterdrops
pattering against the ground kept him from reminiscing too much. Every 10 years, he’d come
here once again, to meet with the only love he’d had for his entire never-ending life.

Immortality was not a gift. It was not like the fairytales had described them to be, it was
much more gruesome then Akutagawa could’ve imagined. Or perhaps it was a curse set only
for him. Either way—

“Jeez, why is it raining so much?” a voice complained, cutting through Akutagawa’s
thoughts. The boy rushed underneath the bus stop’s glass roof and sighed. “It was fine just a
few moments ago.”

There he was. Nakajima Atsushi, fine and whole, 18 years of age, with unevenly cut hair,
with the voice Akutagawa loved hearing so much. He hadn’t seen Atsushi for an entire three
years.

That was the pattern, it seemed. The two meet by the bus stop under the rain, spend seven
years together, fall in love, make plans to be with each other forever, then Atsushi suddenly
dies of some cause of death and the two do not meet until three years after.

Surely, Akutagawa could’ve simply not come to the bus stop. But he always found himself
there anyway.



“Waiting for the bus?” Atsushi asked, and Akutagawa only gave him a curt nod in response.
Not that it mattered. Even if Akutagawa pretended to hate him, Atsushi would always persist.

“I see. Me too.”

Atsushi plopped down next to Akutagawa and sneakily side-eyed him. After a minute or so
of this, Akutagawa looked over at Atsushi, his eyebrows raised. “Why do you keep glancing
at me?”

Atsushi blushed a little, a smile tugging at his lips. “I was just wondering… Have we met
before?”

Akutagawa sucked in a quick breath. He’d been anticipating this question, as it’d happened
every other time. But he was still tempted to spill everything he knew; about the odd pattern
and about the seven years they’d last spent. We’ve met before , he wanted to say. But he
didn’t.

“No, I don’t think so.”

Atsushi seemed to ponder for a moment before nodding and finally directing his gaze off
Akutagawa. “I thought I’d seen you somewhere. Well, I’m Nakajima Atsushi.”

Akutagawa would’ve laughed at himself if he could. One must be an idiot to go meet Atsushi
every goddamn time, forcing themselves to go through the pain of losing him over and over
again.

But there Akutagawa was, an idiot blinded by love. He never learned, did he? “Akutagawa
Ryuunosuke. Nice to…meet you.”



words unspoken hurt more than ones said

Chapter Summary

6. words unspoken hurt more than ones said (dazatsu - Atsushi and Dazai briefly
converse for the first time since their breakup.)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Atsushi and Dazai had not seen each other ever since their mutual breakup.

Every day, Atsushi questioned how his mentor was faring, whether he was taking care of
himself properly despite never really caring for his own wellbeing. Atsushi feared the next
time they meet would be at Dazai’s funeral. Still, he did not give in and search for Dazai. He
stuck to his promise of staying away.

Until today.

If one saw their past lover, one whom they haven’t seen in years, pass them by, in one way or
another, they would react, right?

“Dazai-san,” Atsushi calls, whirling around and watching as the brunet pauses in his step.
How long has it been? He’s missed the other for every second they spent apart—but does
Dazai feel the same?

“Atsushi-kun,” Dazai replies, a hint of surprise in his tone as he turns around.

Dazai hasn’t changed the slightest bit in that his disheveled hair still sticks out in odd places
and in the way he never seems fazed by anything. But Atsushi has learned to pick up on the
smallest of cues in tone and body language to know that Dazai is, at the very least, taken
aback.

Atsushi attempts to smile. “How have you been?”

Dazai swiftly returns the smile with a fake one of his own. “Good. How have you been?”

“I’ve been fine.”

Ah, what a bland conversation. That’s not what I want to say at all.

Atsushi gathers his thoughts to say what he’s wanted to ever since they parted ways. “Um,
Dazai-san—“



But Dazai cuts in with a simple, “I should go,” along with a motion towards his friends
waiting a few feet away. Atsushi’s heart drops, and he feels himself choking back the tears
threatening to spill out. Wait, please.

“Can we talk a little bit more?” Atsushi asks, his voice just barely audible.

Dazai shakes his head. He knows what words Atsushi is planning to say , he’s known since
before, and so he does the one thing only a coward would do—run. “I’m afraid they’re
waiting for me.”

Atsushi clenches his fists out of frustration and disappointment. Did you even love me?

“Okay,” he forces himself to say, not bothering to look at Dazai anymore. “Goodbye, Dazai-
san.”

Chapter End Notes

Dazatsu is an interesting pairing. I don’t know whether it would actually work
considering both their personalities, but it was fun to write it as an ex-relationship.

I will be editing this work a little, so if you see any changes, just ignore.



Graduation

Chapter Summary

7. Graduation (AtsuKyoka - Atsushi comes to congratulate Kyouka on her graduation /
high school + aged-up AU)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Kyouka stood outside the school gymnasium, her graduation scroll in hand as she watched a
clump of students pass by. Having no parents to attend the graduation ceremony felt a little
lonely, but by then, she’d come on terms with it already.

She turned and began following the string of students back into the school building. The plan
was for everyone to gather back in their respective classrooms and spend rest of the time
there before they went home.

Kyouka wasn’t sure how to feel about graduation. She’d made it through all three years of
high school, but what would she do next? She’d taken the college entrance exam, but what if
she didn’t pass? Questions like that bothered her all day. Finally she had freedom—but did
she even know what to do with it?

“Hey,” she suddenly heard, along with a gentle pat on her head. She looked up to see Atsushi
smiling at her. “Sorry for being late.”

“Why are you here?” Kyouka blurted, her expression failing to portray even half the surprise
she felt.

Atsushi laughed and gave her a bouquet of flowers. “For your graduation, of course!”

Kyouka wasn’t sure how to react—for everybody else, only family had come. Or perhaps,
could Atsushi be counted as family even though she held complicated feelings for him? She
ignored her thoughts and gratefully accepted the flowers. “Thank you.”

Atsushi congratulated her and gave her a bright smile. “So, how was the ceremony?”

But Kyouka did not reply.

She clutched the flowers in her hand, staring at the ground with a light blush on her cheeks.
She’d always questioned what would happen after graduation, but at the same time, she’d
been looking forward to it for a different reason.



“Kyouka-chan?” Atsushi tried, and another few seconds of silence passed before Kyouka
finally spoke.

“Um,” she started, her heart pounding as she met eyes with Atsushi, “I’ve graduated. I’m no
longer a high schooler.”

Atsushi looked back at her with surprise.  He didn’t think she’d have remembered his words
— you’re still a high schooler, we shouldn’t— after all that time.

“So…will you, please, see me as a possibility?”

Chapter End Notes

Both Atsushi and Kyouka are aged up by 4, so Kyouka is 18 (graduating) and Atsushi is
22.

However, considering their original age-gap, I still only wrote affection on Kyouka’s
side. Whether Atsushi reciprocates them…I’ll leave it to your imagination.



nightmares and ‘sweet dreams’

Chapter Summary

8. nightmares and ‘sweet dreams’ (sskk - Atsushi has nightmares and calls Akutagawa
for comfort.)

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Atsushi’s eyes shot open. He heart pounded painfully against his chest, and his hands were
sweating with panic and fear. That nightmare. Again.

He dropped his hand over his eyes and exhaled, but it did nothing to ease his anxiety. He felt
a lump in his throat, and soon, tears were sitting on the corner of his eyes. He wiped them
away hurriedly and checked his phone. It was only a few minutes past midnight. This was the
second time he’d woken up during that night alone.

Atsushi’s finger hovered over the phone app. He could indulge and call him . Or he could not.
Tears welled up again, and in the haze of it all, Atsushi clicked Akutagawa’s name. The
ringing felt familar. He waited impatiently.

After three rings, the receiver finally picked up.

“Why are you up?”

Akutagawa did not answer with Yes? or Hello? like any normal person. He did not answer
ever, really, unless he felt the absolute need to.

“I just woke up.” Atsushi choked a little. The sudden relief—and the realization that
Akutagawa had picked up fully knowing it was Atsushi—took advantage of his current
vulnerability and filled him with more tears to cry.

Akutagawa hummed. “Go back to sleep.”

“I can’t,” Atsushi mumbled, memories of his nightmare haunting him. Typically his dreams
seemed silly to him afterwards, but this darkness only continued to consume him.

“Close your eyes, you’ll be asleep before you realize it.”

Atsushi frowned. “No, I won’t.”

“Stop talking and go to sleep,” Akutagawa replied, and Atsushi could hear him muffling a
cough.



“…are you okay?”

Akutagawa sighed. “It’s the usual. I’m fine.”

Atsushi fell silent. That’s true—why did he ask? I’m afraid of losing you, rang somewhere in
his mind, but Atsushi ignored it and instead muttered a reluctant Okay .

The conversation came to a halt, and Atsushi knew it was really time to hang up. He regretted
calling. He had nothing to say, and neither did Akutagawa, so what was the point of wasting
both their times? Akutagawa was likely at work too. His work time spanned during the night.

“Well, goodni—“

“Atsushi,” Akutagawa cut in softly before the gray-haired boy could finish. Akutagawa rarely
called his name. “Sweet dreams.”

The lump in Atsushi’s throat cleared up. His lips curled up into a small smile. “Goodnight.”

The call came to an end.

Atsushi fell asleep.

Chapter End Notes

I randomly had this idea after realizing I hadn’t written much hurt/comfort for shin
soukoku.



Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/31344578/comments/new
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