It was early morning and he was happily snuggled to his bird, his arms where draped over London as his face nuzzled into the boys hair. He enjoyed the smell from London’s hair his body in all gave a very appealing smell. His fingers moved massaging over the boy’s stomach as he lay there watching the boy sleep. Breathing in deeply again he just smiled moving a little closer and nuzzling more against the boy’s neck and shoulder.

Yeah he could stay like this all day, it was still only semi light out side his window. It was could seen slightly as it filtered through the heavy curtains. The curtains over his window kept most of the light out but the birds where yet to wake up completely. There where a few birds out but not many.

For the most part he hadn’t moved much at all but all the same his hair fell over his face to hide his eyes which remained closed. Though he’d stayed close to you his pale skin still felt slightly cool. A flicker of a smile came and went and he made sure to scoot as close to you as was possible. For someone who seemed unwilling to come near you before while he was sleeping he didn’t seem to mind. 

To him it seemed too early to get up a whined at your hand on his stomach even though it was one reason he had to move closer. “Yuki you get up to early,” he murmured, using the name he said he wouldn’t use. Then falling quiet again wiggled back into comfort, never bothering to even peek at what time it might be.

He smiled moving a hand from your stomach and fingered your hair gently. “Then go to back to sleep London.” He nuzzled you softly before moving some of his big fluffy comforter around you. “You can sleep in, I am going to make breakfast.” This was normal for him; he figured he would stay with meat and bread. He wasn’t sure how you felt about eating eggs. Kissing your shoulder then your neck finally your cheek before he got out of bed. There was only a moment of cold morning air before he tucked the covers around you keeping you in a happy little cocoon of warmth.

Leaving the bedroom he made sure the door was ajar, only a little light from the living room filtered in. It was just enough to give it a soft hazy glow in the room, which gave you a clue that he living room was brightly lit thanks to the two large bay windows. Going to his kitchen he started getting out things to make food for the both of them, fruit, meat, a pan, some olive oil. 

He also got out a baking pan and some muffins as well. He worked on baking some muffins. Turning on a burner he set the pan down waiting for it to heat before adding some oil. Yeah he could, fight, talk, walk and even cook. While the pan was heating up he moved to some of the fruit cleaning it, slicing it, and setting all nice and pretty into a bowl. Oh yeah he was a dork.

Making a soft sound that seemed to agree with what you said he squirmed about. Smiling faintly he grabbed on to the comforter, cuddling it since you were deserting him. The bit that he had a hold of he practically wrapped himself around, burying his face in it. It was still warm which was one reason he wasn’t going to jump right up and stop you from leaving. But he snickered and shrugged his shoulder at the kiss and finally whined again but refused to look at you and the rest of the room. 

After a moment of internal arguing he blinked at the light in the room. Turning his head towards the door he blinked again having completely forgotten what just happened. Keeping still for a bit longer he hugged onto the comforter, smiling at it for being there and being soft. But it was losing the nice heat it had and he forced himself to sit up, rubbing his eyes. He could hear you rattling around in the kitchen but he didn’t move yet, instead he gave a blank stare to the blankets. Blinking again he shifted and tipped over towards the edge of the bed, lying on his stomach, hanging half off and trying to get the floor to motivate him to move.

Pouring oil into the pan he listened to you thump around his bedroom. Laughing lightly he shook his head and started cooking the meats, there was that lovely sizzling sound and the smell of cooking going on. It did smell good, he moved a bit letting the meats cook and peeked in the door way looking at you half in bed and half out. Chuckling he just smirked opening the door fully and crawling up onto the bed. “Silly what you doing?” He hovered slightly over you moving to kiss your neck again nuzzling there. 

He didn’t care if you where cold to the touch or not, he like doing this. Smirking he gave you nip before he got up again and then grinned. Leaving the room once more he went to finish cooking, turning the meat, setting the bowl of fruit on the table and smirking. Moving back to the stove/oven he finished the ham and checked the muffins seeing they only had a little more to cook he knew you would come hopping out of the bedroom sooner of later, with things running it was nice and warm in the living room and kitchen.

His head turned to spy the door opening and he almost tipped completely off the bed. “I’m trying to get up.” The smile was inevitable as the mood he was in wouldn’t let him do anything else but that. A quiet squeak came from the nip and it earned you a slight glare though it really meant no harm. Blinking he waited until you had gone before he just slipped right onto the floor. That didn’t necessarily mean he was going to get up, he was going to be lazy about the whole affair and gave the ceiling a good examination before bouncing to stand up. 

More than anything it was the smell of food that coaxed him out of your bedroom. He fussed with his hair, getting it away from his eyes and back in place where it should be while wandering towards the kitchen. Pouting at the light he gave the windows a curious look and hopped over into the kitchen. “Are you always this awake in the morning?” Though now he did seem just as awake as he had been the night before.

He looked up at you and smirked. “hmm not always some days its just to damn cold to get up.” He laughed softly removing the meat and letting it drain on a paper towel, he peeked in on the muffins again and pulled them out of the oven now fully cooked and moved setting some things on the table including plates and silver ware. “Why? I am not as awake as you seem. You see the trick is to eat, then potty then go back to bed.” Smirking he sat down at the table after getting some juice witch he had.

He smirked at you and chuckled. “Why do you want to stay in bed where its nice and warm?” It wasn’t to warm now that he was no longer heating the bed and he knew it.

London smiled cutely at your smirk and bounced over to inspect this food you were cooking. It smelled edible but who really knew if it was or not… “Once I’m up I’m fine.” Smirking he crawled into a chair, his knees brought up to his chest since he was small enough to sit that way. “I don’t think anything could make me tired enough to go back to bed so soon.” He was extremely cheery at the moment, not particular reason, that’s just the way it turned out. 

Leaning his head back he mimicked your smirk, making it just a bit exaggerated like a little kid would. “I would have stayed there but since someone had to start moving around…"

He put some food on a plate for you spooning some fruit for him-self and sliding the rest your way. “Hmmm are you sure? I think I can come up with a few things that would make you want to sleep again.” He just grinned at you. “Juice?” He poured on glass and waited to see if you wanted any as well. “Well sorry I was hungry.” He smiled patting his tummy smiling. He was always hungry though; sitting back down he picked up some ham off the plate with the paper towels and then let you get what ever you wanted. He started eating slowly savoring the taste of his masterful cooking.

It looked as edible as it was. Not only that it was good.

In his own peculiar habits he rarely ended up using silverware for anything if it was avoidable so he ate what he had with his fingers. Besides it was easier to play with that way. He moved the plate off of the table to look over what he had and almost guard it though he certainly wasn’t afraid you were going to pounce on him and take it. London smirked, his eyes lifted up from the food for a brief moment. “Like what?” He shook his head at the question of the juice. 

“I suppose I can forgive you then.” He took up just a bit of the ham, setting it on his plate to keep for later. He took a few bites of things that could have been gone in one, all the while looking around as if he hadn’t just seen the kitchen before although he would pause sometimes, eating absently, and watch some trivial thing like a shadow or a corner. He didn’t say anything about the food but the only way he would have would have been complaining so it apparently met his standards because it kept him quiet.

He smirked. “Wouldn’t you like to know.” Chuckling he ate watching you every now and then, you where cute, very cute. Smiling he just ate, once he was done he stood up taking his dishes with him and setting them in the sink for later cleaning. Moving he laid out on the couch and flipped on the TV. There was cartoons on but that was about in for the morning, he flipped do the weather channel just to see what it was like. It was going to snow again, he was thrilled about that. Not really but he wasn’t going to say anything. The sun drifting in through the windows was making it nice and warm where he was laying on the couch. Ahhhh pure heaven.

Most people were in to much of a rush to be doing anything but London acted as if he had all the time in the world. His eyes flickered over to you as you got up and left him and he didn’t move for a long time, just ate his food in the same lazy way. When he’d finished it resorted to doing almost the exact same thing as you had done in setting his plate in the sink. 

Bouncing on into the living room he wandered over the window to peek outside, to see what was going on and what wasn’t going on. Really, it didn’t seem like there was much of either. Turning back to you he drifted over and tried sitting on your stomach. It looked like he was going to end up just watching what was on the TV but he glanced at you out of the corner of his eye smiled and then hid the expression with his hand. “Thanks for not letting me starve. Are you always this nice to people who try taking your things?” Of course he still planned on taking it but not yet.

He blinked as you sat on his stomach and smirked. “Its easier to just lay down.” He flipped to the cartoons again and shrugged folding his hands under his head. Watching the TV for a moment and then glanced at you. “Hm? Its not problem and no I don’t, but you are in my home so that makes you my responsibility for the time. Besides I don’t see why not, I mean your hungry the lest I can do is feed you.” He smiled a moment and shook his head looking back at the TV. “I usually shoot people that take or try to take things from me. Count your self lucky.” Then again you weren’t much of a human either.

“We did that all night,” he said hinting at a smile but he’d been to distracted to really give any thought into what he was saying. Giving you a sharp look his eyes narrowed slightly but he didn’t say what had bothered him about that particular statement. “You’re strange.” He didn’t say anything for a moment but then seemed to snap. “I’m not your responsibility, if I were five I would be your responsibility.” That was what the look he’d given you was for. 

Rolling his eyes he got off of you moving towards your room. “I don’t think you do. I think you say things and that’s all. Your toys are all for show.” He could be so moody but then again most creatures don’t particularly care about the rules of society and being constantly nice was just one of those things London didn’t always strive for. And when he wasn’t thinking of fitting in he did like causing a bit of trouble one way or another.

He blinked a bit and just shook his head. “You are my responsibility as long as you’re here. I don’t want you getting hurt or going hungry because I know there would have been to keep that from happening. Do you see what I mean?” He watch you storm off and sighed shaking his head. “I suppose you don’t then.” He rolled his eyes at you saying he was all talk looking at the time. He could use some target practice, moving he stood and walked towards his bedroom to change. “If you think like that next time I wont hesitate to show you just how much my toys can do.” He was still wondering why he hadn’t already.

Then again he was putting up with a lot, mainly your mood swings. Dressing him self much like the other day the only thing was it was a red shirt he was wearing and black leather pants, he got ready to head out somewhere. He wasn’t going to tell you where either. Slipping on his red trench he moved fitting his gloves on. He still had the pendent you wanted around his neck. Looking  at you he moved and walked out the room loading him self down with the seven guns once again. He didn’t say a word about what he was doing or where he was going.

Temporarily preoccupied with changing back into what he had been wearing when he first stalked you home he smirked at you since you were still convinced he was your responsibility. “Yes Mother.” He gave a sarcastically innocent look at the threat but it could have been obvious to anyone paying attention that he was going to test you. London defiantly thought he wanted that pendant, it sat tied on that string and mocked him and he sulked about it. 

Simply smirking he followed after you. “Oh sweetie, did I ruin your little fantasy? You have to stop playing make-believe sometime.” He stepped around you and ran a hand lightly across your back. He could be terrible and the tone in his voice made it seem all the worse.

He rolled his eyes a bit. “What ever.” Blinking he looked at you his eyes hard and cold like he was a different person. Moving he gripped your arm and shoved you out of his way he was hoping you would hit the wall, it wasn’t kind and gentle as he had been so far it was hard and cold with no feeling only malice. “I suggest you stop. If you have a problem with me trying to look after while your in my apartment then so be it. I wont, simple as that. From this point you fend for your self. Stay here as long as you like but what you do is your own thing. Though it is my apartment so it its something that disturbs things you will be paying for it.”

He had completely changed on you, his mood, his stance it was all different from what you had seen. Perhaps you pushed a few to many buttons after all he had put up with everything you dumped on him and he was still nice to you. He was packing and it wouldn’t of been hard to shoot you. “I am kind to you, I did nothing to hurt you and yet you act ungrateful. Even if you didn’t ask me to be nice to you I still was against my better judgment. I see now I should of just thrown you  out into the cold with out being nice to you like I wanted and was to you.” He walked to his front door, unlocking it he opened it never giving you even a look back at you to make sure he hadn’t hurt you to badly. You could hear his boots echoing down the hall way as he walked, where he was going? 

Oh what a wonderful life it was today, not really but still he was a life. He didn’t want to deal with anyone or anything. Everyone could just kiss his nice little ass at this point of the day. Yes he did have a sharp stick up his ass currently but the day had been crappy for him and his brother was sick with the flue. That just made it so much better, purple hair flopped into his face as he trudged along the sidewalk glaring at anything that came by. His lips matched his hair and his black jacket it made it stand out even more. Heavy boots squashed things under his feet as he walked. It was just mostly snow and he was getting strange looks for wearing shorts and knee high boots with a black suit jacket in the dead of winter. 

It wouldn’t be like he wanted to get sick, he couldn’t really get sick he never been expect for a few little cold and the chicken pocks. That was fun, Junji and him all itchy and sick. He frowned a bit stomping on some slush and letting it splatter everywhere.

"I hate winter!" Bitched the most-likely-spoiled brat that was Ai Haru. Or Haru Ai, as the Westerners wanted to dub him, but were promptly (and slightly harshly) corrected that was it Ai Haru. 
He was grumbling, muttering and complaining quietly ... okay, maybe not so quietly aboyt how much he hated winter ad preferred springtime. Or autumn. Autumn meant applesauce. 
Oh, yes, such an evil arithmatic genius. Autumn = applesauce. 
"Hatewinterhatewinterhatewinter ... " Bitch, bitch, bitch. He only paused to take a drink of his cappucino, the slightly-thick and warm liquid sliding down his thriat to his stomach as he walked.

He stopped at a bus stop and kicked the snow around. He still needed to get some more meds for Junji, maybe some good as well if his little brother could hold it down or not. Winter sucked not as bad as summer but it still sucked. He leaned against the pole and looked out at the passing cars knowing it would be another hour before the city bus he needed to get onto would stop here. Oh yeah a bunch of coconuts, he saw the car coming that was driving a little to close to the curb. He moved out of the way so anyone standing near it would be sloshed with that wet gross shulg and not him. That was the last thing he needed to do was get wet. 

He just snickered to him self watching a few people get the black dirty shlug on them, that made his day a little brighter cause of the fact they got it and not him. He needed some hot chocolate, glancing around he looked for the nearest place that would have nice hot and creamy hot chocolate. He had enough money to do so he just needed to prance over there, yes he pranced and he proceeded to do so now that he was in a slightly better mood cause everyone else that had been need the bus stop was not happy.

Once the sip was done, Haru was guzzling down the rest of the hot caffienated liquid and walking at the same time. 
Then SMACK. 
He'd ran into someone and fell backwards like the klutz he was when sent off-balance. Back into the snow he went, splashing some of the liquid onto his face and one drop into each eye. 
"FUCK." Oh, the burning.

He squealed and landing into the snow he blinked at the person who knocked him over. Great now he was wet with snow, frowning he got up and wiped him self off and then glared at Haru. “Watch it!” He tried to get most of the snow off him before it melted completely on him. Growling his hair flopped around his face as he cased glares at you, not like you could see him glaring at you. Blinking he noticed his glasses where gone as well. “Oh fuck..” He looked around squinting his eyes, now he knew why everything was just a little fuzzy.

"Fuck you, too, you wach where YOU'RE going." Haru hissed as he sat up to rub the chocolate and other miscellaneous liquid from that cup out of his eyes. Oh, God, that fucking hurt. 
At least they were even. 
Haru pulled himself up to his feet, and looked himself over the best he could. There was brown and black grime on his white shirt and his favorite leather pants were now scratched up. 
"Thanks a lot." He muttered, pulling off the white overshirt he had been wearoing and trying to get the crap off ot it. Underneath that was a sleeveless sweater that made the arm-length tattoo of an abnormally thorny rosevine curling all around and finally a bright pink rose with magenta edges bloom and completely cover his palm.

He frowned at you. “hey you where the one that ran me down!” He was looking around before he looked back at you. “Hey do you see any glasses laying about?” He tilted his head his purple hair falling into his face as he didn’t move not wanting to step on his glasses incase they where near him and he might step on them he glared at the guy again. “I was watching where I was going and there was no one coming when I headed towards there. Now stop blaming me for your fuck up and tell me if you see my glasses.” He would see a face, eyes, colors, some a little shapes, white fuzzy stuff called snow but not his glasses. Everything else was pretty fuzzy right now, he couldn’t read that was for sure. He wanted his glasses back so he could see clearly, heck he wasn’t even that blind.

"No, I don't see your fucking glasses." Haru could be just as stubborn and difficult as anyone else. He pulled his shirt back on then began to walk off again without another word. 
Crunch. 
... oh, shit. 
"Found your glasses."

He heard that crunch and frowned more. “GREAT!” He growled very unhappy. “Can this day get any worse. Just fucking rain freezing rain already!!” He shouted upwards then stocked over to where he heard that crunching noise. “Give them.” He held out his hand puffing his cheeks out in frustration, he heard something he didn’t want to hear thunder in the distant. Was it okay to cry now? Gods why was everything stacked against him, first its cold and he has to get things for his brother, second he gets knocked over and third it’s going to rain freezing rain soon. Yeah buddy what’s his luck to day Karma really hated him right now.
Well, the previous frustration Haru had had melted away into embarrassed guilt rather quickly. He lifted his shoe from the conrete, picking up the remains of Cain's glasses and handing them back. 
"Sorry." His voice had gone from brat to ... well, the same embarrassed guilt mentioned before. "How much isi t going to take to take to fix those?"

He gave a soft whine holding them and trying to look through them. “Gods this sucks.” He blinked and looked over at the fuzzy faced you and shrugged. “I don’t know yet. I guess this one more stop on my list today.” He frowned puffing his cheeks up a bit, he looked like a purple headed blow fish doing that. Taking out his case he put his broken glasses in and tucked them away with a sigh. Now all he had to do was find where the eye glasses place was, he should know the way by heart. Peering around a bit he tried to read the street sign, he was so screwed. “crap crap crap crap crap”

And what did Haru do to make this better? What he would do if one of his brothers came up and started ibcessantly bitching, ranting, whining and moaning at him: stood there and looked stupid. 
"Uh ... " he even sounded stupid; "anything I could do to make it up to you?"

He stopped for a moment and looked over his shoulder puffing his cheeks again. “You can help me find the place I am going to.” Inwardly he was berating you for not thinking of thinking that cause it was clear he couldn’t read the signs of places he was going to . Grumpily he stomped his food into some slush for a moment feeling the cold icy water his bare legs. Yes he was wearing shorts.

"Fine then. Where are you going?" So Haru started walking (strutting) casually to catch up with Cain and then look stupid a little bit more.

He shrugged a bit and looked up at you. “I don’t remember where it is. But the name of the place I think its like hour lenses or something like that.” He nodded a bit and kept walking while he looked around peering around. He knew it was near by. “Read me signs I cant currently read them.”

"'kay." Haru continued to amble (strut) next to Cain as they walked, reading off the signs to him as they passed. Not every one, mind you, he considered breaking Cain's glasses enough of bitchy today. Anyone else would get the smartass that would read even people shirts out loud and then use it as an exvuse to stare at som chick's boobs. 
That was Ai Haru.

He listened to eat name you would read out bouncing a bit he looked around. “What read that last one again” He was peering at the sign the best he could. The thought he heard you said lenses crafters, that’s where he got his glasses from. He puffed his cheeks again, realizing this must be a habit. He was ready to get them fix he was getting a bad headache. Maybe he would get lucky and they would have his contacts in early so he would just wear those.

Haru watched Cain's puff out his cheeks and blinked. 
"Well, then. You said you had other errands, right? What were they?" 
A slim finger with a sharp fingernail raised to poke the puffy cheek before it'd deflate once more. 
"I'll do those for you while you get your glasses if you want."

He jumped and squeaked as you deflated is cheek, he blinked up at you a bit. “Um…” He moved pulling his list out of things he needed to do today. “This the list that I need to get.” It was a strange list of things then again it was writing in very nice handwriting. His list contained some unusual things:

Steaks

Hamburger meat

Fingers

Toes

Eyes

Warts breath

That white creamy stuff

Cough medicine

Flue meds

Heating pad

Water bottles.

Ear plugs

Nose tissues

That thing Junji likes

ICE CREAM BITACH

It was a very strange list indeed though it looked like he was just goofing around everything on the list meant something.

For a long time, Haru just stared at the list with a blank but again, stupid face. 
"I guess I could try to get wat I can understand on here. But I've never heard of biatch ice cream."

He blinked and laughed a bit. “Vanilla Ice ream, Warts Breath = onions, toes = pees, fingers = French fries, that creamy white stuff = ranch dressing, eyes = carrots, that thing Junji likes some sweet snack cakes” He smirked giving you the general idea of what some of the things where. He looked over at you and chuckled a bit. “I was teasing my little brother when I wrote it. So I did it like that and showed him just to watch his face scrunch up.” He looked over at the eye glass place. “They might have my contacts in so if that’s the case I get what I need though I am not sure if they will have them.”

"Either way." He shrugged and committed the stranger lists to memory before turning and shoving into the pocket of his leather pants that shone red instead of blue or white. 
"Stay. I'll be back with all this in a little bit."

He blinked as you told him to stay, puffing his cheeks again he pouted a bit. “Yeah yeah yeah.” He moved and pushed into the eye glass place to get his glasses repaired, his contacts where not in yet. He sighed and moved and sat down in a chair waiting for some replacement glasses.  He also waited for you to come back so he could possibly got home.

He blinked a bit and shook his head. “I didn’t mean it like that, you seem the type to get in disagreements and make people angry at you because you’re so hard headed.” He bit his lip looking away. “That’s what I meant.” He glanced at your hand poking the ice bag. “You don’t have to hold it there you know. You can just leave it and let it swell into a bruise.” He fidgeted a bit and then moved leaving the living room. 

“But I was sleeping before, not a lot but still it was enough. It was because I was sick my body needed more.” Nodding he looked at you for a moment. “I don’t know, I might take a nap later but I think I am just going to stay in the house for a while. Why? Is there some place you want to go or something?”

“Calm down Kojiro. I think you have been sleeping to long. I know what you meant.” It was a rare occasion that he would use anyone’s name, it was just a strange thing he did. Blinking he frowned at the ice comment and set it back against his face, his hair falling down to hide his eyes and he stuck his lower lip out to pout. “It’s cold, I can’t help it.” Dai idly followed him around with nothing better to do at the moment. 

He could have said something about sleeping enough, it looked like he was going to, but he just rolled his eyes with a disbelieving expression and that was all. “I was just curious. I’m just glad you’re awake and moving.” He shrugged wandering into the bathroom to see this handprint for himself. By now the cold had turned his skin all red so it was impossible to tell he’d even been hit. “Figures.” Poking at it slightly he couldn’t even really feel it.

He looked at you and smiled a bit. “I am calm. I know.” He nodded a bit and sat down in the living room, turning on the TV he kept low so he could hear it and you. “I know its cold it helps that’s why.” He laid his head against the back of the couch and looked at you. “I am too, I don’t know how much more I can sleep. I might be starting to get lazy if I sleep anymore.” He smiled slightly then moved following you. 

Taking the Ice press from your hand he looked at your cheek. “There this should help now, you don’t need to hold it there anymore.” He moved walking towards kitchen and setting the ice back into the sink, it was mostly melted now. Once he was done he moved back to the living room and sat down.

Dai glanced at him out of the corner of his eye while his cheek was examined. It was cold and it tingled that was pretty much all there was to it. “Good.” He gave the mirror a final look, frowning at the red on his face before moving to sit down on the couch. Leaning his head on Kojiro’s shoulder he closed his eyes. There were possibly only three reasons why Dai would ever come so close to someone and feeling like a pest was one of them. 

“I think this place makes me tired.” Poking lightly at his side Dai smirked but didn’t move. “And there is nothing wrong with being a little lazy by the way.” Glancing up momentarily he shifted, lifting his head and tipping over to the other side and curling up setting his feet against Kojiro. “It’s been so boring while you were asleep! I had to go find strangers to talk to and that kid from the store,” he whined and smiled, his eyes closed to avoid laughing.

He blinked as you leaned your head against him, he blinked every more he wondered what you where up too. “Yes its good, its going to be red for awhile but don’t poke at it and it will be fine.” He squeaked as you poked his eyes making him wiggle a bit. Pouting he looked at you as he was used as a foot rest, something was amidst because you didn’t act like this around him, And you weren’t being a pest, moving he took your feet and started rubbing them lightly, warming them up a little.

“I am sorry, you didn’t get hurt by any strangers did you?” He blinked and smiled softly to not giggle at you. “How badly did you scare that poor kid?” He though for a moment and then looked at you. “Dai… can I…..” He stopped for a moment then shook his head. “Um.. never mind.” He sighed looking at your feet and then you, then he just stared at the TV.

e wiggled his feet a bit before saying anything. “No, lucky for me they were all ridiculously confused to be talking to me.” Setting a hand over his mouth to keep from laughing he grinned, still refusing to open his eyes. “What makes you think I would scare him? I think worried is more the word. I worried him.” He nodded innocently as if worrying someone wasn’t just as bad. 

At his name he opened his eyes. “Can you what? You can’t just stop mid-sentence.” He peered at Kojiro though the dark bits of hair that had fallen over his eyes again, at least he could still see this time. “It’s not going to kill you.” It didn’t seem like he was going to give up unless Kojiro told him.

He blinked and looked at you. “I would be too if you just came up and started talking to me. And after last time what you did to the poor kid I would be scared.” He raised a brow glancing at you. “What did you talk to him about? You might have said something that worried him, but then again was he worried for you or himself.” He smirked a bit and looked at the TV again.

“I can if I want to. It was nothing Dai.” He looked at you and gave you a soft smile. “I already forgot what I was going to say see. So it wasn’t anything you should paw over.” He smiled again nodding his head, before looking at the TV again, he knew what he wanted to ask you but he wasn’t going to push his luck. He wanted to kiss you again, the feel of your lips where addicting and he wanted to feel you lips again. He wanted to feel more than just that but he would have been happy with a kiss, but he remembered how you reacted before drawing back. He didn’t want you to do that, he didn’t want you to draw away from him.

“Hey! You came up and started talking to me remember? Wasn’t too scary then was it?” He stuck his tongue out and pouted faintly, almost mocking. “It’s not my fault that kid doesn’t know the difference between serious and just crazy.” Giving a quiet little smile and wiggled around until he was on his back. “Oh, this and that, nothing to scary but I didn’t have anything to do for awhile so I did pretend to stalk him home.” Whether he was kidding or not was hard to tell, either way he thought it was amusing. 

He pouted and sat up, prodding Kojiro’s side. “You have to tell now, you can’t just not say. Kojiro…” Dai intentionally whined his name to get a reaction out of him. “The TV isn’t that interesting or brainwashing, you can’t just forget.”

He smiled and nodded. “I remember but if it had been the other away around I would have been just slightly creped out.” He watched you for a moment and shook his head. “Your so mean people some times. I bet you scared that poor kid half to death!” He couldn’t help but giggle lightly. Blinking he squealed again as you wiggled. “stop it tickles!” He tried to grab your hands the frowned a bit.

Looking away he kind of lowered his head letting his hair fall about his face and hiding it for the most part. “I know….” He sighed a bit chewing on his lip. “I was going to ask you.. if I could kiss you.” There it was out and now you where either going to laugh at him or draw away, he just knew it. His mind was already working something else up to cover his tracks in wanting to kiss you. “But then I remember this you, this Dai. So its okay, I don’t need to kiss you and I changed my mind.” How much more of a lie can this get, okay open mouth and insert foot. 

Dai blinked and smirked. “Some how that doesn’t work out to be fair to me.” Planning to protest the truth of his occasional meanness he bit his lip instead. “That’s beside the point. I didn’t do anything to him, I just followed him home. Maybe I was just heading, sneakily in the same direction.” Stopping once Kojiro frowned his head tilted and he blinked. 

Of all the questions Kojiro could have asked that one wasn’t expected but Dai didn’t laugh and he didn’t draw away he just blinked until the attempt to cover it up. Leaning a shoulder against the back of the couch Dai stared at him for a long moment, watching him come up with excuses. “You should have asked you know. I might have…” But instead of finishing what he had meant to say he moved to get up to go find where he’d thrown his jacket. He did have an appointment which he wouldn’t dare miss.

He blinked at you and shook his head as you commented about sneakily going the same direction. “Your such a strange person.” It was the only thing he could think of to say, watching you for a moment. “You would have what?” He bit his lip watching you for a moment, would have smacked him more likely. Watching he knew you where getting ready to leave. “Where you going?” He was telling him self to stay calm you just like had a date with someone or something. 

Yeah a date with someone other than him, he knew he was going to left a lone in the house again. This was starting to drive him crazy being in the house all day. Chewing on his lip again he watched you, he knew he would have to start working again, thankfully you where not calling him a whore.

Pausing he glanced back at Kojiro but didn’t give an answer to the first question. But, let him, was the expression given though it probably wasn’t intended to be obvious. Gathering up his jacket and slipping it on he frowned, not bothering to look again in the direction of the couch. “I have to go to an appointment.” He sifted through what was in his pockets. “If I don’t go I probably wouldn’t get to come back.” 

It didn’t seem like he was going out for the fun of it and he hadn’t had such a dark mood swing in quite a while. “But I like it here with you so stay here, stay awake, and I’ll be back in a bit.” His eyes were cast down to the floor as he moved to leave; opening and quietly closing the door behind him.

He blinked watching you, he shivered at that darkness in your voice. “Dai…. be careful okay.” He smiled softly watching you go. He looked down when the door was shut and moved curling up on the couch, stay awake. That would be easy thing to do? Yeah right, everything on the TV was boring. He finally turned on his PS2 and started playing again, he was trying to stay awake. 

Sighing a bit he laid on his back and played his game his eyes trying to drift shut.

It was hours later, later than he had planned on being away. In that time he’d gone to visit who he had to, met a friend on the way back and dragged them off to do serious drinking and complaining. The whole episode had messed with him as it always did and he was lead home, nearly tripping in the door he waved goodbye, giving a final glance before shutting it. The room drifted lazily while he stood there for a bit trying to convince it to slow down. 

His jacket slipped off almost on its own showing the result of nervousness and frustration on his uncovered arms; the thin red lines ran in various directions, not bleeding any more just left as a reminder of the day. The rest of his troubles where hidden under his clothes and behind his hair. It was made sure that nothing was ever obvious. Drifting listlessly into the living room he curled up on the couch, only faintly realizing that Kojiro was there.

He whined as some pretty much curled up on him. Blinking his eyes open he looked up at Dai. “Dai… your back.” He smiled a bit even if it was a sleepy smile. He must of fall asleep while playing his came. The screen flashed game over. He moved wiggling to sit up. “You where gone so long are you okay?” He tilted his head a bit clearly worried over you. Moving he got up to fix something to eat and looked at you. “Would you like something to eat?”

Flinching at the movement he otherwise didn’t move or bother with the task of opening his eyes. It was tiring and he was far from in the mood. Dai looked fine besides for his habit of cutting up his arms, his hair just barely hid the rest of the problem and vaguely realizing it he moved to lay his arm over his neck. “I ran into a friend on the way back,” he muttered. The fact that he had been drinking may or may not be obvious considering this was the boy who said coffee was bad for you. 

”Maybe, something, anything… don’t care,” he went on muttering as to the question. His eyes finally opened now that Kojiro had moved completely. They didn’t stay that way for long but in the short time he did give a miserable look which if he had been sober wouldn’t have slipped through.

He moved the kitchen getting you some water and working on some tea. Walking back over he crouched down and petted your hair. “Dai, here drink some water please.” He moved holding the glass for you, he watched you wondering what happened. Why you where like this, still petting your hair softly he watched you. He was worried for you. 

“What’s wrong Dai? You seem a little sad.” He looked over you then sat the glass down moving to get the water for the tea. Fixing you tea he set it down on the coffee table and watched you.

Removing his arm to take the water if his hair happened to fall in the wrong way the bruises of fingerprints would be painfully obvious. Dai didn’t consider it since he was thinking on a minute to minute basis at this point in time. Wrapping his hands around the glass he didn’t really drink it, just sort of held it, tapping at the glass like he had done with the ice awhile before. 

”Nothing’s wrong. Definitely not sad,” he spoke in short little sentences to keep from getting mixed up and saying something he wasn’t supposed to. The curt way he spoke wasn’t him at all, he would have teased Kojiro about something by now or at least complained about something but he didn’t. His eyes remained closed from then on to avoid giving misleading expressions.

His eyes widened and he gasped softly. “Dai what happened?” He moved pushing back your hair seeing the damage there, glancing at you he frowned softly. “please Dai tell me what happened?” He moved sitting in front of you his hands on the couch as he looked up at you. Something was wrong and knew it. You couldn’t hide it from him. He was worried about you really really worried about you. He watched you for a moment.

“Is this because you’re staying here?” He didn’t know where that came from but he did know where the next one came from. “Is it cause I have been sick and there is no money coming in?” Please he begged in his mind that this wasn’t you had to do to get money. He would do something to make you stop if it was.

It looked as though someone had wrapped a hand around his neck to keep him in one place or from getting away. The bruises wouldn’t have been so bad if he had come back right away but now they looked terrible in their dark shades of purple. Dai opened his eyes at the gasp, frowning as he idly tried to recall what he should be doing. He sat up, the hair falling back into place and again hiding the marks. “It’s nothing.” 

Biting on his lip he stared down blankly at Kojiro. “No Kojiro,” he answered softly, “it’s to keep me free.” No it wasn’t to make money, which almost made it seem like doing it for money would be better. He smiled faintly to try to avoid the topic of conversation, make it seem like it was less of a serious matter. “Don’t worry about it.”

He looked at that bruises and shook his head. “No, no Dai this is no way to keep your self free.” He moved and was pawing at you lightly looking over you trying to see everything that was wrong. He looked at you again slowly watching. “Dai, what you trying to be free from. What happens is someone kills you during what ever your doing.” He looked away not wanting to say what about me, how would it make me feel if you where doing this and died because of it.

“Dai how long have been letting this happen? Are you sure it’s not because of me. I don’t remember seeing those kind of marks on you before, this the first time. After I got sick.” His finger tapped his lap as he refused to look at you for the moment, he didn’t know what to do or what to say.

Leaning back at bit in protest of the examination, “It’s the only way to do it.” The only other place that the abuse had shown up was on his hips which he guarded very carefully trying to make it inconspicuous. “I haven’t died yet and I’m used to it by now.” He fidgeted a bit trying to avoid having Kojiro fret over him like some silly worried… something. 

Raising his brow slightly he almost appeared amused. “Letting it happen? I’ve been letting it happen for…hmmm, almost five years.” He made it seem casual enough but he didn’t say when it started, just when he permitted it. “So it’s defiantly nothing from you.” Smiling faintly he tilted his head. “It doesn’t happen constantly you know… I haven’t been around you long enough.” He sighed, taking Kojiro’s wrist and tugging to make him come up and sit next to him. “It isn’t that important.” Rolling his eyes lightly, “and I’m not going to die from it.”

He looked at you watching you for a moment. Blinking he was tugged on and pulled closer to you. He looked at you then looked down and ran his fingers over you hand. “Dai, what much you be free from?” He wanted to know, he still felt like something was missing here. Leaning against your shoulder, closing his eyes softly he thought for a moment. 

“I don’t think I will understand why people do this to other people. Raping them and abusing them like they need it or something. No one should ever had to do that to them selves, including.”  He moved looking up at you just for a bit and sighed a bit. “Dai if I asked you, will you stop doing this to your self? Will you stop doing this?” He didn’t want you to get hurt and possibly seriously.

Quietly laying a hand over Kojiro’s, he frowned. He could have pulled away like he normally did, could have accepted the nagging feeling that told him to hate any contact at all but he ignored it. “From being locked up again and facing him every single day… Every once in awhile is better than what it was.” Dai glanced over at him before shifting his eyes off the side, staring at the floor, and watching Italica waddle by. 

Smiling faintly at the question he glanced down at Kojiro and shook his head softly. “If it was that easy... But if I stop, he messes with a few little things, and I’m back where I started and I’ll probably never have a chance at getting away. It’s not so bad this way Kojiro, it may seem like it but it isn’t.” If it was any worse he probably would have done more harm to himself than just little cuts.

He moved his fingers twining them with yours, then squeezing your hand lightly. “No I wont let that happen. I wont let you be locked away like some mad man. Your not crazy so you shouldn’t be locked away.” He held on to your hand blinking as the fuzz ball waddled in, then he looked at Dai watching him for a moment. “I wish I could help stop this. Doing something to keep your self free like this isn’t right.” 

He sighed moving laying his head against your shoulder with a sigh closing his eyes for a moment. He liked this even if it wasn’t kissing it wasn’t anything he liked this. “I am not allowing you to be locked up. Someone would have to kill me before I allow it.” He opened his eyes half away looking up at you.

Sighing softly he didn’t protest but he didn’t agree either at the claim that he didn’t deserve to be locked away and slouched down a bit, leaning his head back against the couch and closed his eyes. He wasn’t sure of exactly what he wanted to say and kept quiet for quite a while. “You’re not getting involved in it, just let it be.” His eyes ticked over towards Kojiro and he smiled. “Besides I wouldn’t let anyone kill you over that. So don’t say things like that.” 

Moving away from him Dai was about to get up, drift off, so he could avoid further conversation about it. On a second though he sighed and curled up on the couch again, using Kojiro’s leg as a pillow. “What did you do all day? Better not have slept, you’re going to get lazy remember?” He didn’t want to talk about what happened any more and he didn’t want Kojiro to realize it was the reason he shied away from physical contact.

He looked at you and frowned a bit. “I don’t want you to be hurt anymore.” He let you move and curel against him, he petted your hair softly.  He ran his fingers through your hair gently watching you. “Dai.. I am not going to let anything happen to you.” He smiled a bit then just closed his eyes leaning against the couch playing with your hair. 

“I my playstation 2 most of the day, but I did sleep a little.” He smiled faintly. “I tried to stay awake though. It was hard because I was so bored and tired..” He knew he was lazy anyway, he watched you for a moment. “Dai.. what where you going to tell me before about kissing you. When I asked you if I could then I changed my mind, I kind have been wondering about that.”

Blinking Dai toyed with Kojiro’s knee to see if he could get him to laugh. The seriousness wasn’t appreciated. He didn’t say much of anything to argue with Kojiro but if he was asked he was going to go again and the same thing would happen, Dai just wasn’t going to bring it up. Closing his eyes for a moment he smirked. “Poor thing. Next time I won’t leave you home alone and awake.” 

“I don’t know… Guess that’s what you get for changing your mind so quickly. I’m sure it’s nothing for you to wonder about,” he mocked. Kojiro had done the same thing in avoiding asking him the question so Dai was going to play the same little game.

He squeaked and tugged at the ends of your hair lightly. “Yes don’t leave me alone again unless you have done something to make me sleepy.” He smirked a bit and shook his head moving his hand through your hair. “Your cruel.” He pouted a bit then watched you for a moment. “Dai.. may I kiss you?” He said with a bit of hesitation he didn’t want you pulling away and running away from him.

He didn’t like the face you playing his game back at him but still he couldn’t help who he was. Watching you he frowned just lightly and moved running your hand through your hair. He wanted you, he knew he wanted you from the day he saw you. 

Whining slightly at the pulling he moved his hand to make it stop and looked up. He smirked. “Does that mean I’ll have to slip you sleeping pills?” It was fun to tease Kojiro, he couldn’t help it. Chuckling he rolled his eyes. “I’m not that mean to you.” Blinking at the question Dai stared up at him. Having someone ask something like that is peculiar. 

“I guess you can… I wish you wouldn’t ask.” And really he didn’t like being asked at all, there seemed to be something childish and scared in asking but Dai realized how he acted with surprise with that and didn’t blame Kojiro for asking.

He pouted at you and then stuck his tongue out. “No sleeping pills!” He pouted poking your side a bit. “yes you are.” He smiled a bit and then watched your reaction. He blinked and looked away as you answered his question. “Gomen.. I wont ask then.” He wasn’t going to kiss you either, he wasn’t even sure if you wanted a kiss or not. 

He moved giving you a kiss on your forehead and that was it, he didn’t kiss your lips how he normally would do just to tease you he just planted a small and very fleeting kiss on your forehead. That was all he just wanted to kiss you. He wouldn’t ask again either, even knowing that was going to be more likely the last time he actually gets to kiss you. Gods life sucked for him, he needed a boyfriend. 

Blinking at the completely innocent kiss he smiled. “I still think you’re too sweet sometimes.” Moving to sit up, seemingly out of no where he pressed his lips against Kojiro’s. It wasn’t any more than what Kojiro had given to him except, well, it was on the mouth. He acted completely innocent about it though he’d been planning it the moment he started to move, that after all was the whole point. 

“And I am not cruel. Maybe to the fat fur ball and various other people but not at all to you.” Poking his side Dai smirked. He leaned on one hand that rested on the other side of Kojiro and if he wasn’t careful Dai was going to get ideas about tickling him to death again.

He blinked. “I am not.” He blinked as you kissed him, letting his eyes fluttering shut as he kissed you back. He shuttered lightly not wanting you to stop kissing him, he didn’t understand it you where to confusing sometimes. Blinking open his eyes he looked at you. “Your right your not cruel just strange.” He smiled a bit.

Squealed a little as you poked him. Pouting he blinked at you hands and then looked at you. “don’t even think about it.” He pouted more and gave a half hearted glare.

“Yes you are. You just don’t want to admit it. At least I’ll admit I’m strange.” Dai eyed him for a minute with a strange, devious smile as if he was going to pounce on Kojiro. “What do you mean? Like… tickle you or something?” It was a cute face Kojiro made and Dai laughed at the glare but still that was all the more reason to go ahead and do what he wasn’t supposed to. He poked again until it was a complete attack. He had no intention of letting up either or giving the other boy time to get away, those were defiantly not options besides, Kojiro was to hard to catch.

He moved and backed away from you. “No Dai no tickling!” He was pouting and glaring at you. “Yes you little brat!” He giggled a bit then you where poking his side and he was wiggling. Then suddenly you where tickling him completely. “DAI!” He wiggled giggling like a mad man trying to get your hands away from his side. “Heheheheheh I am going… hehehehehe to …hehehehe make you.. heheheh land.. hehehe on the floor!!” He gasped during the tickling so he could breath, he was laughing to near tears.

Dai happily went on ignoring the yelling Kojiro was doing and continued his little assault. Snickering the whole while that the boy squirmed; besides it had been to long since he actually had a chance to harass him. Now seemed like a perfect time. “No, I don’t think you can do that. Better come up with something better to scare me off.” 

Giving Kojiro the shortest of breaks to catch his breath so he didn’t end up making him laugh to death Dai grinned, stuck his tongue out at him, and carried on poking at his sides. “I’m glad you’re so ticklish, gives me something to do to keep you from getting to lazy.”

He pouted up at you. “I think I can damn it!” He was panting for air. His turn to be evil he reached up and pulled your face about half way down while his face met you half way. He was kissing you again, this time it was different more needing and desiring. A hot searing kiss and he wasn’t letting up as he moved wrapping his legs around. He wondered how far they could go if you never let up and continue this action.

He let you poke your side but it didn’t matter you would be on the floor in a little while if you broke the kiss to continue tickling him.

Blinking at the action he momentarily paused, almost forgetting what he had been doing in the first place. It was to tempting and he had to return the kiss even if it was just for a moment, it felt different, in a good way or so he supposed. The reminder of the bruises on him made him stop however and he went back to poking at Kojiro as if he had never given it up. He smirked to keep from laughing. “Don’t be tricky, just accept the fact you need to be tickled to death.” 

“Or until you’re too tired to laugh. Is that what you meant by making sure you were asleep before I go anywhere?” Of course he liked playing games with Kojiro and this was going to make up for the lost week of no tickling and no teasing.

He grinned at you. “I haven’t begun to be tricky!” He pouted at you. “Meanie!” Moving he kissed you again this time softly on your cheek, he didn’t stop there though he was planting soft kisses long your cheek moving to your ear where he nipped and sucked your flesh lightly. He moved an arm over you shoulder and smiled softly purring into your ear. “I have a secret that I want to tell you Dai. But I am scared of how you will react.” He moved licking under your hear just slightly kissing the bruise softly that was there. 

Purring softly he kept his arm around you the other one keeping him self sitting up. “Do you want to hear my secret Dai?” He was still whispering to you, he was slightly scared to tell you that he wanted to you more than just normally.

Dai smiled faintly at the pout. “Am not.” His smile faded to a smirk but still he couldn’t help the shudder. Eyeing Kojiro carefully he blinked, pausing the tickling again. “But now that you said something you have to tell me. Better be good too to make me stop otherwise you’ll be in trouble again.” From the touch he flinched slightly but no more than that. 

He looked innocently enough at Kojiro tapping his side to get him to say what he wanted. “You can’t just say you have one and not tell me,” Dai whined, gently biting Kojiro’s shoulder before glancing at him again. If he had stopped to actually think about what he was doing he wouldn’t be doing it, he would still be curled up and possibly asleep but that’s what happens when he drinks a bit.

He whimpered softly as you bit him then just purred like their fuzz ball. He kissed your ear softly only now smelling the alcohol on you “My secret is, I want you. I want you so badly. I want to touch you, I want feel you, I want to kiss every goddamn inch of your body. I want to worship you scream your name out.” He breathed letting his hot breath against your skin. “I want you to take me in every way you can think of, I want you to take me in every room any time. Gods Dai you don’t know how much I am been starting to want you.” He moved a bit and then just hugged you, not tightly but hugged you. “It scares me to want someone as much as you. It scares me Dai, I don’t think I could hold my secret for to much longer either.”

He nuzzled his face against your shoulder, he was falling in love and he knew it. “Is this what love feels like Dai? Its scary, it feels good to but sometimes it hurts. Seeing you with these marks on you hurts.” He sighed softly. “I want to make it all better kiss your bruises away.”

At the first sentence he could have drawn back or set a hand over Kojiro’s mouth to keep him from saying anything else but for some stupid reason he didn’t. He listened only shivering at the contrast of the air in the room compared to how warm Kojiro’s was. To say the least it made Dai stop harassing him and he almost automatically hugged back. He knew what it would do if he were to pull away now and play it off as if what happened didn’t just happen so he didn’t but he wanted to, he wanted to go right back to lying, and convincing himself he didn’t like Kojiro as much as he really did. 

Dai petted Kojiro’s hair softly not knowing what to tell him. He tolerated this as best as he could the internal conflict not being the best for him. “Kojiro don’t sound so scared. You make it seem like I’m going to disappear on you.” Really he just didn’t know what to tell him, it was the only thing he could think of saying without giving away what he thought and possibly ending up hurt.

He nuzzled you more staying like that. “Sometimes I wonder if you will or will not disappear on me. Sometimes like it feels like you can at any moment” He sighed softly purring softly. “but that’s not what scares me, it scares me cause I think I am falling in love with you Dai.” He moved and looked at you tilting his head a bit he looked at you. “I am scared because I feel this way about you, and you.. you might not feel the same about me.” He smiled a bit sadly and sighed again looking away. “It doesn’t matter though if you don’t like me like that. I told you how I felt, I think maybe it was a mistake though.”

He looked back up at you. “Was it mistake? You don’t seem the kind of person to get close to anyone. To keep them all at distances away. So you don’t get hurt? I don’t know really.” He chewed on his lip for a moment before pushing your hair from your face. “All I know is how I feel about you.”

His eyes lowered, eventually closing them to avoid eye contact. After the confession of it not mattering he blinked and was caught off guard when Kojiro looked up again. He immediately bit his lip but couldn’t bring his eyes to wander off like they normally would. “It wasn’t a mistake,” he managed thought it was barely a whisper. Dai nuzzled against him, still holding onto Kojiro. 

“I don’t trust anyone enough… So you’re right about getting hurt. But I do care about you Kojiro.” He could have died, why he would even tell someone that was beyond him. Finally his mind got the better of him and made him move, letting go of Kojiro and sitting back to stare at him, almost in disbelief. His eyes flickered some trace of confused melancholy but that was all, nothing else was going to get passed him if he could help it

He blinked as you nuzzled against him he just held you there moving to play with your hair softly. “Are you sure?” He was just as confused, watching you tilting his head slightly he looked up at you. “I don’t think I would ever hurt you, it would be like hurting my self.” He moved and ran his fingers over your cheek. “I am glad you care about me.” He didn’t know how much you cared for him even if it was a little he wouldn’t care. He smiled a bit and watched you.

“I am sorry I am being such a sap. Such… a girl.” He giggled softly and leaned up kissing your nose. “I do worry over you, now you know why. And you can’t make me stop worrying.” He poked you gently.

After the apology London hadn’t felt any reason why he should have to be the first one to say anything and he didn’t. He let it go, practically ignored you in a pouting way for the rest of the night. Sometime during the earlier hours he’d changed his clothes once again to what was given to him, crawled back into bed and went on in his own little world, sulking and somewhat sore. 

In the morning however, when people tend to get up London had attached himself to you so that you weren’t getting up. Any closer and he would be laying on you, as it was an arm was thrown over you and a leg too, and he just happened to decide you made a good pillow.

He lay there all night sleeping, it wasn’t until he woke up that he had realized someone was using him as a pillow blinking he looked down at the arm attached to London. Giving a sleepy chuckle he looked over at his sleeping friend, he looked cute with his leg and arm over him. He was going to have to get up sooner or later though. He yawned again and shifted gently closer to you. He closed his eyes pretending he was a sleep.

Like you would care one way or another if he was a good pillow or not. You wanted his warmth, which was, find with him. He wondered why you where so cold sometimes, at lest if he got mad at you he could call you cold blooded and be right.

A faint whine came from him when you moved and he almost clung to you to keep from having to deal with any more movement. He didn’t want to move or wake up he was being lazy again, being stubborn, and ignoring what he was supposed to be doing; ignoring you. Muttering something about some people and getting up to early he was afterward quiet for a little longer. 

For just a little bit longer he went on looking as cutely innocent as possible, which if he had a mood swing wouldn’t last when he was awake. Pouting he snuggled against you, of course he was awake but he was pretending not to be, for his own sake. When he did open his eyes he idly watched, spying to see if the shiny was still there. Of course he was still mad about being shoved into a wall and he wanted that thing still.

He just smirked laying there allowing you to cling to him; he had his eyes closed pretending to sleep. Yes the pendent was sill around his neck; it was laying his chest as he slowly breathed. Every now and then it would get the dim light coming through the curtains and shine brightly in the slightly darken room. He wasn’t mad at you for pushing to many and all the wrong buttons, though you did have it coming when he pushed you. Though he never meant to roughly hand you. His fingers continued to slightly play with your hair as he acts like he was a sleep.

He really didn’t want to get up right now, but he also wanted to make sure he didn’t bruise you up or really hurt you. He knew your head hurt but that was a bout it and you fell a sleep in the floor. All he had done for the past few days was show you kindness and you had no intention of showing a little back. Even if you had given him snuggling and shorts, he liked that but well he wasn’t sure. He would let you leave if you wanted to. He couldn’t keep you here like a bird in a cage; try, as he might want to. 

Whatever he was watching for so long didn’t reflect in his eyes, nothing ever did, there was an occasional light but no images ever appeared so whether he was caught watching that pendant or not it didn’t matter – couldn’t really prove it. Looking up to your face he paused nervous to try and take it again now that he’d missed so many times. It wasn’t that he wanted it; it was just that he couldn’t have it, and you did seem to like it. 

He was trying to be sneaky but he couldn’t help being slightly silly about it with his intent over exaggerated expression and he shifted, almost having to sit up a bit. Everything was done very slowly like a child who should know better or is trying not to wake someone next to them but do something carefully to them, something tricky. Reaching after the cord to fidget and try to get it undone his focus was completely gone from you and he seemed distracted with getting the thing off as carefully as possible.

He was grinning on the inside planning to mess with you, grumbling or appearing to grump in his sleep he rolled over on top of you. This flipped you under him; he sprawled there trapping you under him and the pendent between your and his bodies. He muttered something about being cold and wrapped his arms around yours. He had you now trapped with your arms pinned, his hot breath blowing against your ear. He was just as sneaky as you where. He didn’t even know why you where still after that pendent, maybe it was his and you wanted it cause it was his.

Damn you where so much like a child, he would have to try and make you give up. Seeing how you had tried already to get his pendent and wasn’t able to yet. Some where off in the other room his cell phone was going off wanting to be answered. He ignored it and continued to mess with you moving and burring his face into your neck and shoulder peeking every now and then to see the look on your face. Ah he needed a camera.

The sudden movement practically gave him a heart attack; he could have died right then. A squeak almost got past him except he choked on it and blinked, pursing his lips to keep from making that surprised sound. His eyes had gotten wide and refused to resume their normal curious look. London didn’t know what to do, he wanted to squirm but his body wasn’t cooperating, it was still in shock and hadn’t caught up with his mind yet. Giving a quick glance out of the corner of his eye at you he pouted. 

He had been pretty good at not jumping up and yelling something and for that he was almost glad, this is what he gets for trying to take something you weren’t willing to part with. But as good as he had been about not squirming around; he couldn’t help the involuntary shiver from your breath or the change in the beat of his heart. This was no fair and he pouted, like usual, for a moment until he came up with something better than waiting on you to move. He blinked and bit your shoulder, not hard but not gently either, just to get a reaction out of you other than trapping him.

He nuzzled you closer pulling you more to him trapping the item you wanted more between them. Purring softly he grinned as you bit him, giving a soft moan. Gentle or hard you where still biting him in an area that was slightly a turn on. Then again anytime someone bit him more so the neck he was just Jell-O. He loved getting bitten, nuzzling you more he nipped back at your neck as it was something he was doing in his sleep. A reaction to something that did to him. Moving he flopped a leg over your hips wiggling closer, almost if he was trying to pull you into his body. 

Oh of course it wasn’t going to hurt or anything, just help warm you a little. This what you get for being sneaky and him being awake when you tired it. He knew you where pouting that was clear, he could see it as he peeked up from under his hair w here his face was so nicely nuzzled into your neck. He breathed against your neck again liking the way you where shivering.

Well, that wasn’t the reaction he hoped for but he would have to make this work… somehow. He blinked at the retaliation to his neck and shrugged his shoulder lightly; it was either that or let a whimper out that may get him in more trouble. Flinching a bit at the wiggling he blinked again. This was so uncalled for. Squirming just enough to make sure he was still capable of doing so he eyed the ceiling for a moment as if that was going to be the cure to this mess. 

After the silent argument with the ceiling to get away from shuddering he nipped at your neck just as you’d done. One way or another, this was going to work and he was going to move you, even if that meant being a terrible tease. Or maybe the threat of having a mark on your neck… and from that thought he ended up latching onto perfectly bare skin and if you didn’t move in a very short while there would be a dark purple spot. He’d worry about explaining it later, if at all.

He moaned softly as you nipped at him, and then he let out a gasp as you bit him this time leaving almost pulling away. He gripped you and then suddenly moved becoming up on top of you looking down with a very lustful look. Maybe you shouldn’t have done that, not seeing how he liked it. Moving he pushed his lips to your bringing you into a deep kiss his hands moving to roam your body. You started it and he was going to see it get finished. Ah what a prefect way to have a morning, moving his lips from your letting you breath he moved his lips to your ear.

Sucking on the flesh he nipped it tugging it with his teeth. Grinning he whispered softly. “I told you, no you can’t have my pendent.” Did this mean he had been awake all this time? Only he really knew and he didn’t care at this moment as he worked on biting, kissing down your neck. Tease yes, horny oh very now thanks to his little black bird. 

He let out a squeak, his eyes gone wide again, and him having fallen back into a state of shock. Of course he should have known better than to tease but he really couldn’t help it. Blinking up at you for the short moment that he could his eyes closed automatically at the kiss and he wiggled having expected you to yell or something besides that. The whole event made him dizzy and he gasped once the kiss was broken. 

This time the shudder was obvious even to him and he frowned at it. Though he paused in his moving around to blink and consider the fact that you may have been awake the whole time and probably were since it would make sense he pursed his lips. Purring he pressed up against you for a moment. Normally he wasn’t forceful but normally he wasn’t that much of a tease either and he wiggled and squirmed until he got a hold of your hair to pull you back up into a kiss. Making it linger just long enough he bit your lip before letting his tongue run apologetically over it. Letting you go he glared. “You should give it to me.”

“Its mine you cant have it.” He purred moaning from that kiss you gave him. Damn he wished you where like this all the time. You wouldn’t be up tight then. He moved kissing just as roughly as you kissed back licking your lips and moving his kisses over your chin attacking your neck with his mouth again. His hands moved to your hips and he held them down not helping rubbing against you as he tormented your skin. With every moment they played this game he would get a bit warmer.

Yes he was very horny but you didn’t help much. “Your such a tease.” Pushing your T-shirt up he moved his lips finding one of your nipples where he latched on sucking at your small bud of flesh in his warm wet mouth. Oh right now he wanted you badly; this was all your fault to. The cool metal of the pendant would brush against your skin. Yeah he wanted you and that was clear as day.

Giving a final glare at you and the reminder that he couldn’t get at he began to protest but was stopped short by you lips. A slight scoff was all that came out when he had the chance. He was getting coaxed into this and he was barely aware of it. Biting down on his lip he whimpered trying to take your hands away from his hips, it wasn’t fair to keep him still and he shifted just slightly. 

Snickering at the comment he feigned a pout. “I wouldn’t be if you gave me what I wanted.” He really thought he was going to end it there but it took him a second longer than he planned and an extra whimper that sounded more like a plea which once he remembered that he was playing a game, he regretted. “But if you won’t then you shouldn’t have what you want either.” He was defiantly back to playing his little games and now he was going to use this as an advantage if he could. Wiggling to get away he smirked being completely bratty about trying to get away.

He grinned licking your nipple before he let go, looking at you he snaked his hands into your shorts and watched your reaction as he groped you. “Hmm and why do you want it?” He moved a bit kissing you again this time a bit softer than he had before moving to leave nips on your neck. “Something tells me you want this too. But if you don’t want to that’s fine.” He move pulling his hands from your boxers and getting off you and the bed. Grinning he headed towards the bathroom for a shower. “Enjoy your self, its time for my morning shower.” Oh yeah you want to play games like that then fine he can play too. He knew you where turned on it wants that hard to figure out.

Walking into the bathroom he closed the door and started the shower stripping slowly and looking at the bruising mark on his neck, peeking out of the door again he smirked. “Don’t get my bed messy you hear.” Chuckling he shut the door again. “Silly bird.” He laughed to him self fully stripping and stepping into the shower. He was still wearing his pendent smirking. Oh yeah he can take care of his own needs with out you, but could you do the same.

It made him squirm a bit, and though he tried to prevent it, to move his hips slightly. He purred at you and smiled faintly at the question but didn’t say a word about it. “You’re such a brat.” It seemed like he’d been holding his breath, just now relaxing and remembering to exhale again. Watching you move he didn’t move to stop you, besides he was convincing himself he was still upset with you, though maybe he never really was in the first place. Biting the side of his lip he folded his hands over his stomach and closed his eyes to resume ignoring you or trying to. 

Opening one eye to peer at you when you spoke again he smirked. “I wouldn’t dream of it Yukihiro.” His eyes rolled and he stuck his tongue out the moment you’d shut the door again. “Worse than I am!” He pouted to himself for awhile, avoiding giving in to what he wanted to do which was follow right after you and protested the whole idea by leaving the room and sneaking off into the kitchen to find something to eat.

He finished his shower and dried off his hair enough, wrapping his towel around his waist he peeked out seeing you not there. Grinning he wandered into the living room and kitchen noticing you where looking for something to eat. “Can I help you?” He chuckled a bit and wandered over to where you where leaning against the counter. “How am I worse than you? You said you didn’t want to do I didn’t. I am not going to force you.” He smirked knowing you had wanted to, wither you admitted it to your self or not. He couldn’t help but tease you about it. 

Moving he stopped you from doing what ever you where doing and kissed you gently before allowing you to go back to food finding. “I am not giving you this pendent London. But I wont force you to sleep with me or anything else. I don’t understand why you want this so badly but its mine and so far the last of its kind. So you may not have it, take it as that London.” He nodded a bit moving away from you and headed back to the bedroom to get dressed.

“No,” he answered plainly as if you were just someone passing by. His eyes flickered over at you but rolled them back to where they were. “I think we’ve established that,” but he ignored the question and he was certainly not going to pout because it was probably expected. He’d pulled out his little mixed fruit just as he was being stopped. Giving a very forlorn look he looked off to the side until he was free to go back to shutting the refrigerator and opening his food. Whether he was playing or not was only known to him. 

Setting the dish on the counter he glanced at you. “I think you’re a little to worried about what you think I’m thinking. I’m very aware of what you won’t do, you remind me constantly.” He smirked and turned back to his fruit. But he didn’t say anything else and after you’d gone he drifted out into the living room to spy on what was going outside. He hadn’t been out in practically two days. It was almost depressing if he hadn’t been kept so occupied.

He came out of the bedroom and looked at you for a moment. “Do you want to leave?” He knew that look and he wondered if you wanted to fly and spread your wings. He had no problem with it not really, lair. He stretched and walked over to his cell and picking it up off the table. Then he glanced at you for a moment before returning the call. He talked to someone who was on the other line; in the end he went into the bedroom and shut the door while talking to the stranger. Only his voice was muffed and not too thrilled. After that phone call was over he looked at the clock and sighed, sometimes life did not thrill him.

Heading back to the living room he sat down on the couch glancing out the window for a moment. “You know when I was kid, I wanted to grow up to be a bird.” He smirked a bit and looked towards you. “I dreamed of flying in the sky like the birds I saw. I even had pet birds but my mother killed them when she went insane. I don’t mind some much now. Flying is such an unreal dream for any human.” He leaned back looking up still smiling. “I like my job now, it’s sometimes like flying.”

He didn’t even waver at the question but watched the ground, the people passing lazily by as if they had no where to go. His lips parted to answer finally but whatever he said would trap him further and he wasn’t ready to openly say anything approving of you yet. Blinking he turned to look at the now closed door; he watched it for a bit like he did the window but turned away when the hushed conversation came to an end. Sticking a piece of fruit into his mouth he eyed the street, pondering until you came out and his attention went directly back to you though he didn’t move to show it. 

His eyes dropped away from the window, almost looking down but not quite. Picking out another piece to nibble he turned around and drifted over to you, sitting a little ways away from you. He was being cautious, sure anything can have fun but when there starts to be an attachment then they be careful, unless you’re stupid human where some walk blindly into walls. He faced you bringing his knees up to his chest, chewing the food he’d been hording. “How is it like flying?”

He blinked and looked at you for a moment before smiling slightly. “Well I don’t know really, I cant fly remember. Not like you can at lest.” He moved looking upwards. “Sometimes I think it’s the thrill, you know. I am sure there’s a thrill to flying how it feels. I am not sure really, I guess in my mind I image flying to be like that.” He chuckled a bit and looked at you again. “Ah I better eat something. I have a long day a head of me.” He moved standing up and going to the kitchen to fix something to eat, he would have to leave soon to ‘work’. He wasn’t going to tell you what that his work was but you knew it he used guns in it. 

He fluttered around the kitchen making him self something to eat for him self. He didn’t want to go work today but that was fine, he needed to work and it would be bloody day too. He wanted to go back to bed snuggling against you.

Time had no boundaries for him at the moment; he remembered the mansion and the horror with in. Clutching the antique lyre to his chest he headed the stairs of his apartment. His shoes where missing and his clothing were very out of place, his hair was messy, unwashed and combed. How long was he gone? Hell he didn’t know he just wanted to be home, whimpering he pushed him self into his apartment and just curled up there on the floor near the door. He was too tired to walk any more; he was scared as it was. His arms, wrists, legs, feet, neck and around his mouth had marks that looked slightly like burns from something that was tied there. 

Maybe ropes or something to that nature, curling into a ball he wondered if he could finally sleep. Not really he wanted Hideaki more than anything now, that’s the only thing he could thing of the entire time, was his lovers face and the sadness it would hold if he didn’t come back. So he had to come back, he was surprised he managed to get out alive. Right now he didn’t like ghosts, ghosts where bad and Hideaki is good.

I've lost track completely of how long Asa had been gone. For a while I just thought that he had gone back to work, or was somehow busy and just hadn't had the time to come see me. But after a while, you just have to start worrying. I had visted his apartment a couple times over the past few weeks, only to find it empty. That only discouraged me. The worst case scenarios started playing through my head. As it usually would with anybody else. 

A couple of messages had been left on his answering machine. It had become somewhat of a ritual, really. I gave up going to his apartment because nobody ever answered and the landlord must have been a figment of everybody's imagination. So instead, I just relented with calling him. 

I set my reading glasses down on a stack of papers I was working on and pick up the portable phone which had been stuck to my side for ages. I dial his number, silently praying that he'll answer. But I know reality is going to slap me in the face again the moment I hear his answering machine.

He heard the phone and moved screaming at the sudden noise. Crawling over the floor he grabbed the phone pressing him self into a corner, he hated feeling scared. When he picked up the phone the answering machine was cut off as it went through his message, you would here softly a slight pant and maybe a whimper. But someone was there clearly someone was there and picked put phone. He put the phone to his ear clutching it like a scared child hoping someone was there. After a sob like hic up he finally said something. “W… who’s there?” His voice sounded tiny and meek. He hopped it wasn’t anyone he knew from the house, maybe it was the doctor. Or Peko or something, that was crazy they wouldn’t use the phone they would find him and come through the door with out warning.

Giving a soft whimper he pressed him self into the corner hidden by the couch and end table. There was a soft thump as he kicked the end table to peek over it and see the door. That gave a whimper of pain. Yeah like you weren’t worried enough his unusual behavior was enough to send anyone running to find out what was wrong. There was a soft sniffle. 

When I hear his voice, I litterally freeze. This must be my mind playing tricks on me. He's not actually home, is he? "Asa?" I ask timidly, afraid that it might not be. But then his voice finally registers fully in my head. And it makes my heartbeat jump to a mile a minute. As if I wasn't worried enough before. 

"Asa, are you alright? what's going on? Where have you been?" I'm pretty sure he only caught about every other word of that, I was talking so fast. I push away from the table and stand up. The phone stays attached to my ear as I frantically start searching for my keys, and shoes.

He whimpered sniffing more. “Hideak!.. Hideak.” He bit back more sobs, gods he felt so scare. “I am so scared……. I am scared they followed me….. hideak….” He did sob softly covering his mouth to mute most of it. “I am so scared…. Don’t let them get me please…….. their so scary.” He sobbed a little more whimpering and clinging to the phone.

Gods the last time he wanted was for you to hang up on him, he couldn’t handle much more right now. His throat felt raw from the screaming he had done and the crying.

"Followed you-- Who? Who followed you?" I ask, beginning to panic. This, of course, didn't help me try to put my shoes on. I think it just makes it harder. And it just gets me that much more frustrated. 

"Asa, I'll be over in a few minutes, I promise. Okay?"

“Please hurry….. I am so scared Hideaki.” He whimpered softly clutching the phone. There wasn’t any way he was going to put it down right now, his knuckles where white from gripping it so hard. “please hurry.” He whispered softly closing his eyes a bit, he felt so tired. He could use a bath and food as well. But he didn’t want to do that, he didn’t want to move hiding was much easier than anything else right now.

"Alright. I will. I'll be ther in a few minutes. I promise, alright. Just-- hang on." I say quickly before setting the phone down on the bar. I grab my keys and practically run out of the apartment. In this case, I think the stairs are faster. I'm not sure if they really are, but they involve no waiting. 

I make it down to the garage, and into the car. His aparment isn't that far away, but this late at night, driving is quicker. And within a few minutes, I find myself outside of his apartment. Beepy things are great for locking doors in a hurry. 

"Asa? Where are you?" I ask after pushing the door open. Knock? I think not.

He moved a little from his corner. “Hideaki?” He whispered softly still clutching the phone like it was a lifeline, of course there was the soft beeping of the dial tone coming from the phone at this point but he didn’t want to put it down. He stuck his foot out a little so you could see him on the other side of the couch, he looked well like shit. Whimpering softly he looked up from his placing on the floor. “Hideaki….. I am so scare…..” His face was tear streaked along with evidence he had been crying much longer than what you hear.

"Asa..." I say, looking around the apartment. I see the foot and rush over to him. The sight I saw, I was completely unprepared for. "Oh my God." I murmur, falling to my knees beside him. "Asa, what happened? Who did this to you? Holy fuck. Are you alright?" The stream of questions comes before my mind has time to process them all. I look over the wounds for a moment before I pull him into my arms tightly.

He dropped the phone and latched on to you like you where going to disappear on him. Gripping your shirt tightly he started sobbing into your shoulder, gods what a nightmare he was having but it was okay now you where here with him. “Hideaki…. Ghosts… dead things… so many ghosts.” He sobbed softly holding on to you. “The doctor……. He said I would be safe. He lied….. they lied.” Ah yes Hideaki warm safe, it would be okay now with you around. That’s what he would keep telling him self. 

Only if it was true, he was sure that the things he didn’t want to think about enjoyed him too much to allow him to leave peacefully. They enjoyed his screaming too much, they liked to make him scream. Then make him play his Lyre as well, they all scared him. Yet Hideaki was here, he just wanted to wake up from his nightmare, have this all be nothing more than a dream.

He looked up at you a bit and then looked away you where right about not thinking it. He shouldnt but he couldnt help it. Moving he clung to you as you finally gave in and carried him, not like it mattered he was light as can be. Holding on tightly to you he looked around. 

Once hwe as in the apartment he moved curling up on the couch looking at the locked doors now. Sighing he felt wwarm in your home and now slowly at ease. It was making him sleepy. 

---- 

It takes a few moments concentration, but I'm able to add another layer to the wards. One that will prevent just about all spirit traffic through the apartment. Except little harmless ghosties, that is. 

I walk down towards the couch and kneel next to it. "Come on. You should shower. And eat something. You're a skeleton." I comment softly, finally looking him over in a more through manner. "At least we should get these wounds dressed."

He watched you from his little curled place on the couch. Nodding a bit he latched on to you and buried his face into your neck. “Okay, lets go take a shower then. Or a bath, a bath would be better.” He nodded and nuzzled you purring softly. “As long as its not a lot I cant eat to much okay.” He wanted to curl up and nuzzle you for the rest of the night but that wants going to happen.

"Bath sounds like the better option." I say with a soft laugh. Though, I don't move to pick him up or any such thing right away. I just hold him for a minute, my arms wrapped protectively around him. However, within a few moments, that's ended with a kiss to his temple before I pick him up. 

"Of course not. You're on a soup diet until your stomach can handle more. Anything else will just be bad for you." Things I learned long ago. A full meal after not eating for days on end will do more damage than you could imagine. 

I carry him into the bathroom and set him down on the edge of the bathtub and turn the hot water on. I let that heat up and then set the stopper in so that the tub can start to fill. While that's going, I start peeling the layers of clothing off of him. I don't think any amount of washing can rescue these. Once he is clothing-less, I help him into the water which was drawn extra hot. The kind where you don't want to move. The best kind.

He nodded slowly as you told him soup diet that’s fine he didn’t care right now. Sighing softly he let you carry him around as you took him into the bathroom. Helping disrobe him self he looked at you slightly skittish. He was and slightly bloody telling some rather interesting things when on not just with his mind but well his body as well. Hissing he sat in the water then looked at you a bit. “Can I have chicken and stars?” He smiled softly looking up at you.

Just the sight of his body so broken like this makes my heart drop. I grab a wash cloth and the body wash he had snuck into the bathroom not so long ago and start washing off the blood. I can't stand to look at it. "Of course. I think I have the things to make it." I say softly, letting a small smile creep across my lips. 

It takes a little bit, but I manage to wash all the blood and dirt off of him and bite back the tears while I'm doing it. "Here, lean back." I say softly as I guide him down so that his hair can get wet enough to wash. And once that's done, I help him sit back up and grab the shampoo and massage it through his hair. 

"Maybe tomorrow we can go back to your apartment. Get some clean clothes for you." I suggest. "If you want to stay here for a while, that is."

He nodded at you. “I want chicken and stars.” He moved leaning back into the water letting you wash him. He felt like a child through all this but in away he was to weak to care too much to be ashamed of what was going on. He moved and helped you at lest wash his hair. Glancing at you he nodded slightly. “Okay, yes please I want to stay here with you if that’s okay.” He wanted to stay with you.

"That's more than okay." I say with a smile. I turn his face towards me and place a kiss on his lips. And then poke his nose, leaving a big mound of shampoo bubbles on the tip of it. "You can stay here for as long as you want to." 

Gently, I coax him to lean back so I can rinse the shampoo from his hair. And once that's done, I stand and grap a towel for him. I help him stand and then wrap it around him so that he can dry off. The tub gets unplugged and I go searching for my first aid kit to better clean the rope burns.

He blinked and kissed you back lightly before you poked his nose. “Hey..” He pouted slightly but leaned back for you to clean off his hair then moved so the towel could go around him. Getting out of the bathtub he sat down on the tolite seat and waited for you to get your first aid kit. Chew his lip he watched where the rope burns where.

He was tired of waiting for London to come back, it had been a week already and no bird. He left the window open enough so the bird could crawl through if he wanted to. Walking along the side walk he looked around, the pendant on his chest shone brightly hitting the sun here and there. He knew the bird would come for the pendent but still no London, it was his own damn fault for getting attached to him. Sighing he flipped his hair out of the way and headed to a near by club. Oh well maybe he should just move on. Packing his guns under his trench he walked along looking around. He had six guns hidden on him, and enough clips to last. He needed to it was a part of his job. Lighting a cigarette he glanced around not going into the club yet.

It was day light only a few wanders would be in there, nothing much at the moment. Right now he would just wait for a moment longer before entering the building.

Yukihiro just happened to be standing outside Jess's club. It wasn't really Jess's club... He didn't even work their.. well.. not for the club anyway. He sat leaning on the bar sipping an ice water through a colored straw. The bar tenderprepared for the comeing evening, treating Jess as if he were no more than another peice of furnature. 
He looked sort of tramp-ish with his loose thin cloths and his quickly done makeup, also the way he held himself.

He didn’t mind the person standing near by, he never cared for anyone here at this club. Though this the place that business would be tonight. Some where in the back rooms, he would wait for his boss to get here before going in. He continued smoking as he glanced over at the other, he was hitman but he wasn’t mean all the time. He nodded at Jess and went back to smoking watching the other people wander around like ants with no home. His glasses kept his eyes hidden.

Jessie smirked and winked at Yukihiro before looking down at his water. He sturred the green straw around in the clear liquid watching the condinsation collect and slide down the sides of the cheap plastic cup. 
It was to early for him, he normaly didn't wake till dusk. The face that he's been.. falling out of toutch, lately didn't help... the night life, as well as the day life was atarting to pass him by. He was getting to old for his... line of work, and it was depressing him something serious. 
He leaned back for the man behind the bar to pass a damp cloth under him before leaning back on the bar and playing with his drink some more. 
What a bore the day time was... He let his eyes drift around the empty room, takeing a moment to re-examin the few customers..

He tossed his smoke away and walked into the club and sat him self at the bar near Jessie. He needed something to drink. Moving he took of his shades and set them aside. “I know your not really open. Give me a soda though, just until the boss gets here.” He was hired out by the man who ran this joint and ran a few others near by. Ah the lived in a land of crime lords and blood. Thankfully the tender knew him well enough to be even allowed in here. Though this was the first he saw Jessie, glancing over at the kid he smirked thinking about riling him up. “How much you go for kid?” He was yes implying the worst, okay so he was a prick sometimes. But right now he was moody.

Jessie watched him out of the mirrored tiles linning the wall behind the bar. He looked a vaugly familyer... but a lot of people did to him. 
He listeded to him speek to the tender as if he knew him and pegged him for a regular. 

He winced a little at the question, but was at the dame time bemused, he was long past kid... well maybe not to long past... but it sure felt like it. 
"Am I that obvious now days?" 
He glanced over from the corner of his eyes.

He sipped his soda and smirked at Jessie. “Well how much? Better be cheep.” He was giving you hell and the tender knew it turning slightly he looked at you. “Yes even the way your sitting your legs stayed parted and inviting anyone.” He was going to get slapped he knew it on he so knew it. He grinned at you, his dark chocolate eyes watched you, they where laughing too. He was teasing you and that was the only way you might know.

"Well" Jessie sat up and stretched his arms back. His spine cracked audiable. Jessie caught Yuki's eyes with his bright blue ones, obviously he wore contacts, as he was clearly Asian. 
He smirked a little, the nasty coments stang a little deeper than they were intended most likely. 
Jess probobly would have slapped Yuki, he knew he would have had it not been the middle of the day in an empty club, but he was tired, in more ways than one. 
"Your price is determined on your preformance, and the amount of time you take" He stated it flatly, trying to give it an insulting tone..

He smirked knowing he had gotten to you, oh yeah that was a real treat. “Ah well as long as you don’t lay there like a dried up old hag I am not going to have to worry. And what I pay you is deemed on how well you perform.” He got a glare from the tender knowing that he was pushing to far. “Okay okay I’ll lay off the kid.” He laughed standing up and patting your shoulder. “I am just messing with you. If I messed you with anymore than this he’ll kick my ass.” He nodded towards the tender.

“So whats your name. I don’t want to call you kid all night.” He smirked sitting back down and sipping his drink. “And what you doing here before opening. Unless you are one of the paid to be laid?” He raised a brow slightly.

Jessie let most of the comments pass right over him, as he did a lot of things in life. He knew that Yuki was getting a kick out of fucking with him, a lot of people seemed to. He nodded briefly at the tender and 
"It's okay. I'm used to it. I'm Jessie." 
he smiled a little and shrugged. 
"I'm here now becuse I havn't got a .... customer in a few nights, I'm broke, and I'm well known here." He sipped a drink of his water and shrugged*

He sipped his soda. “Pleased to meet you Jessie. You can call me Yuki or god if you want to.” He snickered still teasing you but in a good manner. “Ah I have noticed that, a lot of well whores haven’t had customers for a few weeks. Seems like the cops are cracking down too you better watch your self.” He nodded a bit drinking the rest of his soda. 

“So you hang out here cause you have nothing to do. Well I would help you but I don’t get paid for another two weeks yet. The boss is being stingy about his money lately. Its like we aren’t doing our jobs or something.”  He didn’t have a problem talking to whores about his job, hell most of the underworld already knew about him and others like him. He was the best in the city right now.

“Greyley? That’s a interesting name” He looked at you tilting his head. “Its like having someone you know and you like, then having them and being taken from them. All you want to go back to them. There with them I felt safe like I had a place. Now I feel out of place here. Like I don’t have a real place to belong.”
