Ah, New York, the cold, the snow, how lovely. Not really but it wasn’t anything he wasn’t used to already, his reddish mop of hair shone against the sun as he walked down the street past the bustling people. Life was needlessly to say wonderful for him, he had a job, and he had everything really. His white trench coat moved with him as he waked, tough under it where two shoulder holsters and a gun belt which where fully loaded with guns. Seven guns total, on in the back two on his hips and two on his shoulders. In his job you would never have enough guns and when the bullets ran out from his eight clips he kept on him then he would just have to fight hand on hand. Which was much of a problem from him either.

Though one thing he loved shiny things and currently the sun glittered off jewelry in a store as he passed by, stopping he turned and looked grinning. He could afford more silver. Pushing into the door he looked around at the rings and necklaces. When it was said and done he had four new rings and a pendent that shone every time he walked. It was sliver on a black leather cord, there as a red gem set into it. He moved and continued on his way after his shopping spree, well this was his shopping spree he needed more clothing, leather white and black. Something blood was easy to wash off of, he was picky though about what he put over his skin. Yes today was good.

Oh of course, winter, lovely stupid winter where it was typically cold and there was a lack of interesting things. In the winter it seemed like people stopped being interesting and were waiting until spring to take out their quirks and various other attractive things. So far today the collection was an earring, a note from someone’s mom, and a shiny pin. Nothing particularly special. Nearly tipping off the edge of a building London waddled, gave a faint hop to keep his feet from freezing. Just because ravens didn’t wear shoes doesn’t mean they didn’t get cold. 

Waddling a bit to the left the slight flash caught his attention and his head tipped to the side. Shiny. Must have. As long as it’s not a gum wrapper again. Fluffing out the black feathers on his neck he pouted, hopping off the building and quietly gliding down to the ground behind the boy with the object of London’s attention. Following after him a little ways he decided it would be best to just jump on him and snatch it, making a faint caw before going to pounce right on the strangers shoulder.

He raised a brow blinked at the bird on his shoulder, cocking his head to the side he grinned. “Baka..” He moved stuffing his necklace down his shirt, he wasn’t stupid he knew what it wanted. His rings caught the sun light and glittered with their sliver. “You’re not having it.” He grinned and continued walking with the bird on his shoulder. His coat had a lot of warmth to it, so it was nicely heating your feet. “You poop on me or put holes in this coat you’re going to be full of holes.” 

He stopped at another jewelry store and peeked in seeing gold, silver, shiny gems. He looked at the bird of course getting looks because he was talking to it. “You want something shiny don’t you? Hmm what do I get if I get you something shiny?” He grinned cocking an eye brow again.

London certainly wasn’t a light raven, he was defiantly to big to make carrying him easy. His head squished down at the word giving a wide eyed stare that never did blink. Tilting his head to the side to eye the rings he wiggled slightly towards them as if trying to coax them upward. Again he almost seemed to shrug his shoulders at not being able to get what he wanted. Of course, now that he wasn’t a loud he had to have it. Not really caring where the necklace had gone, but knowing that it was just hiding he stuck a beak down the coat and shirt to hunt for it. 

However the inside of the store made him pause his treasure hunt. Almost stamping his feet to urge his transportation forward to something he could grab the bird cawed turning its head in an awkward, almost upside down position.

He moved flicking your break lightly to get out of his shirt. “Stop that, and no I am not moving we have to pay for things you know.” He looked around a bit getting odd looks because he had a bird on his shoulder. Your weight didn’t bother him at all as he moved pointing to something. “Do you like that?” It was very shiny red gem almost like the one in his pendant. Grinning he waited for your reaction knowing if you seemed flustered you wanted it.

“No stealing remember.” He tapped your break softly before still looking around. Everything was in a glass case so you could not get to it. Doesn’t mean he couldn’t buy it for the bird, he almost thought about having something strapped around the birds claw. He always wanted a raven as a pet, and he might just get it.

Considering London was far from a pet and in this form anyway, far above the law. They can’t put birds in jail, crazy people. Opening his mouth at your hand, prepared to bite it the next time, he inched away from your neck. Bouncing off of his perch he landed down on a counter to eye the odds and ends. Everything was so nice, so tempting, except gold, all gold should be buried in a hole so he purposely ignored such cheap garbage. 

Taking your necklace would be so much easier than trying to get through the glass; he tapped at it softly, eyeing what you pointed at. Wandering over to a private conversation between an old woman and the clerk London promptly snatched up the unguarded silver necklace, the diamonds lurking in it just the right size to make it attractive.

He watched you and nodded. “Okay that’s what you want.” He walked over and held his hand out for you to jump on. “How much is that necklace.” The rang the price giving him still and odd look. Whipping out his credit card he paid for the jewelry and moved to snatch you up. “Come on birdy, now you have a pretty new necklace.” He held you for a moment before putting you back on his shoulder so you could leave when ever.

“You owe me.” Grinning a bit he tilted his head. “Want something to eat?” He was treating you like a normal person, he was such an odd man.

Well this is what he would have to settle with for now. He was going to get what you had, despite what you had given him. Fluttering to try balancing himself he made a course sound in his throat until he was allowed back on your shoulder. Necklace, precious glittering necklace… The tiny black orbs stared at the stores inhabitants, his head turning to give them a knowing look. 

He balanced lazily on your shoulder, stepping on the necklace to hold it from escaping. He had waddled closer to you again, almost throwing all his weight against your neck. Being quite a nuisance about what he could and couldn’t have he tried being crafty about getting that bothersome necklace away from you that you said he couldn’t have. At the question of food he nipped your neck but that was all the answer you were going to get out of him.

He blinked and laughed lightly. “I am being molested by a bird, no you still can’t have my necklace.” Smirking he flicked your beak again but it was still gentle. “Come on food is waiting and I am hungry.” Walking along he kept his hands in his pockets so you couldn’t get to his rings, smirking he stopped at a small outdoor café that was still open. This was good, walking inside they glared at him for having a bird on his shoulder. 

Giving them a look of shut up and let me order he got him self a sandwich and soda. “What you want? Some French bread and fruit?” Smirking he ordered that anyway, if you didn’t want it he would eat it. Taking his order paying for it he headed back out side to one of the tables. Sitting down he relaxed and moved his arm up so you can jump on it then to the table with out really flying. “Come on lets eat ne?” He smirked a bit picking up his sandwich and chewing on it.

Ruffling his feathers up to make himself look slightly bigger and to other birds more intimidating he sulked and snapped at your fingers. Hobbling to the edge of your shoulder he protested the lack of cooperation you were giving to him and tended to the thing he had, eyeing you every so often. Must get the necklace, add it to the collection, and today will be complete. Fruit! He squished his head down into his shoulders and proceeded to be a grump about the idea of fruit. It had better be good. 

London inched down the offered arm and hopped right down on the table, still rather protective of his treasure which had found its way back into his beak. Peeking at the fruit he tipped his head at you. It was the perfect time to be bratty. Nudging the bowl closer to you he purposely stuck a foot on the edge and let it spill hopefully into your lap. Fruit, pfft.

He squeeled and jumped moving with quite reflexes he drew his gun. In a matter of seconds you where staring up at him down a barrel of a gun. “Stupid bird.” Moving he put the gun away cleaning off his leather pants. Thank gods for leather, sitting back down he ate his sandwich with out much of glance towards you. “I buy you pretty things and offer you food and this  what I get? Ungrateful brat.” Moving his sipped his soda now ignoring you, you could fend for your self now.

Once he was done with his sandwich he went a head and started eating the French bread he had bought for you to eat but seeing how you where ungrateful he wasn’t sharing anymore.

As if he was curious as to what a gun was his head tilted innocently, watching it until it was put away. Keeping his feathers from ruffling up again London hopped around cutely; well as cute as something gets for an overgrown raven. Stupid…blah. He collected a few random pieces of fruit, eating them while still staring at you. When the sandwich was gone he fluttered up towards your face, clawing at your neck to get that necklace. 

He was tired of playing the little dumb bird bit. It had been awhile since he had to work this hard to get anything, usually it was just snatch and go. What a nuisance. But it also had been quite a while since he had been able to make such a fuss about anything.

He was quick and snatched you as you tried to get to the necklaces “Baka, I told you no.” Moving he held the bird with both hands. “Now will you stop. You’re not going to have my necklace.” Moving he held you down on the table with your back to it. “Now, I know you’re not a stupid bird either. So stop trying for something you can not have, Baka raven.” Smirking a bit he got a little evil.

Holding you down with one hand he reached around and pulled the cord letting the necklace out, taking it off he undid the knot with his teeth. Then he slide the pendent off and onto the table, he was going to be evil. Picking it up and putting in his pocket where you could not get to it. He used the cord to tie your feet then pulled them up close to your body and wrapped around you. Now you couldn’t fly or claw at him. “Baka bird” Once he was done he stood up looking at you. “I think its time for me to go.”

It seems that lately he’s been falling out of that crafty, sneaky way he was so fond of and now just simply gets himself into trouble most of the time. Like that time where he was almost buried alive at that funeral. He squirmed and squawked at being held on his back. Now it seemed as though nothing but getting away mattered. His head jerked to either side in an attempt to bite your hands. 

The panicky state wouldn’t allow him to stay the way he was and he couldn’t help the shift. Even if the cord did get around him before he changed it would be easily broken. He’d gone from a rather pudgy looking raven to a very frail, pale boy in a very short time. The black clothing that was left in place of feathers wasn’t too peculiar except in the fact that it was more for summer weather. In the process of his near heart attack he kicked at you to get you away so that he could get up and scamper off down the street.

He blinked taking a step back seeing you shift in the open. “Well well.” Smirking a bit he looked at the boy and moved as you tried to kick him. Grabbing your arm and twisting it behind his back he pulled you close to him. “Whats this? So the little bird is a boy? Hmmm how interesting. Tell me what was this all about?” 

He grinned holding you there before looking around. Moving he dragged you some where out of the way and with less people. “Now tell me. What this was all about?” He knew you left the necklace he bought on the table, if he wasn’t careful someone might steal it. That was if you hadn’t grabbed it on the way out.

It was almost a good escape until he was caught again. Yelping as his arm was twisted he reluctantly let go of the idea that he was going to get away. It didn’t stop him from struggling however and now he could actually complain and come up with excuses. “Let go, I didn’t mean anything! I had to get a closer look at it, I couldn’t help it.” It must have been peculiar to anyone who was walking by and if they cared anything about their surroundings they would have had to look twice and wonder at what they’d actually saw. 

He’d fallen suddenly quite but still it was obvious he was nervous, flighty just as he would have been if he hadn’t changed. The silence persisted until he was dragged off. Whimpering slightly he pulled to get away. “It wasn’t about anything. It was about your necklace, it was going to be the last thing for the day. Let go!” He seemed to rattle it off in one long sentence even though it wasn’t really.

He moved trunning you then pinning you against a building. “My necklace? So why are you wanting it so badly? I bought you one of your own.” He eyed you, his dark eyes hard and almost cold. He looked you over, you would freeze in that get up. “Whats your name and why where you after my necklace?” He smirked, he knew what you had wanted. Now he was seeing something he wanted too.

Oh yeah he found something much better than a pet bird, more so it would become a pet bird and maybe more. He just grinned waiting for you to answer his questions.

Blinking he shuddered against the sudden contact with a cold wall. His head tilted almost mechanically to the side then upright again as he looked for an escape. “To ask me is in vain; for who goes up your winding stair can ne’er come down again,” which happened to be a quote he’d stolen once from a reader in the park who spoke it out loud from a book. 

His eyes ticked around, which they normally did but having humans eyes made it more noticeable. “London.” A name was all you were getting if he could help it. For certain reasons, mainly because of the way you looked at him he avoided direct eye contact. “Can I go?” His cute, innocent façade still seemed to be holding just like it did right before he had went after the necklace the last time.

He nodded a bit. “hmm stop quoting books and answer me. Or are you the vain one.” He pressed you harder against the wall. “London is it?” Moving he stepped back and pushed you away from him watching for you to stumble. “I guess you can but you are not getting my necklace. Even after I bought one for you, your just a ungrateful thing. I shouldn’t waste my time at you.” He turned walking out of the nice little alleyway. Heading back to the café he picked up the necklace that was still on the table.

You didn’t deserve it at this point. Tucking into the pocket of his pants he shook his head. “Ungrateful little brat.” Moving he started back down the street, he still had to go shopping for clothing, now a new cord for the pendant he had been wearing. That was safe in his pocket with the necklace he had bought for London.

London didn’t have any intention of explaining exactly why he did what he did, that was something he didn’t just babble on about. The closer you got the harder it was for him to not look at you and eventually he just had to. He actually breathed when there was a little more of a gap which probably helped him to keep his balance as he nearly tripped himself, he hopped a bit to keep from falling. “Ungrateful thing! You called me a stupid bird. You’re the one who assumed I wanted it.” London followed, ranting the whole while about your assumptions. 

“If I wanted it… I would have… If I had any interest in it at all…” Despite his cute attitude when he was being watched London really was a brat at heart and maybe even a little trouble maker. Huffing he crouched down to make a little snowball and doing a bit of careful aiming threw it at you.

He tilted his head looking at you. “But you are a stupid bird.” Moving he fully turned and looked at you. “What you would of taken it? Hn, right Baka!” Shaking his head a bit he put his hands on his hips. “You took the Necklace in the store, birds like you don’t take unless they want it. I bought you one so you would leave mine be, your very ungrateful.” He nodded and turned again dodging the snow ball. “Ungrateful brat!” He moved turning and once again you where at gun point.

Despite being looked at by people around them. “What do you want? You’re the one that followed me, you where the one who landed on my shoulder trying to take my pendant. So what do you want ungrateful brat!” Moving he put the gun away, turning once more and walked down the street. “Baka… kids today.”

He gave a quick smirk. “Birds like me! What would you know?” Blinking his eyes almost crossed to look at the gun. Pursing his lips he tilted his head again and feigned his innocence and naivety about what it was. “I told you what I wanted it’s not my fault if you’re too daft to listen and to stubborn to let me have it.” 

Honestly he didn’t want that trinket that you bought him; he wanted what he couldn’t have. “Silly child go play with your toys.” He waved a hand carelessly and gave a slight roll of his eyes. It was probably going to kill him not to follow and get that shiny but there were easier things to be had and it was cold outside. Wrapping his arms around his stomach he peeked to see if it was safe to cross the street.

Just to be cruel he pulled the pendent out of his pocket and let it shine in the sun as he continued walking down the side walk. He knew you would see it shine before he put it away again, hmm he needed some clothing and a new cord for the  pendent. Was he mean? Yes very mean, even his rings where glittering in the sun. Baka bird. He continued on his way wondering if you had the guts to follow. He offered you something and you had refused it. But that was your own damn fault. 

Stopping at little street vender he bought a new cord and slid the pendent on, once again it caught the suns light and glittered happily. Yes shiny, putting it around his neck he moved walking down the street to the nearest clothing stores.

The faint hint of it caused his eyes to flicker over to it. Biting his lip he followed after it, not particularly concerned about you, at the moment his mind was on a one way track. It was the last thing he had to have before he could think clearly. He just had to get it or else. But he didn’t walk right up; he hung back like some little vulture waiting for the death of an ailing thing. 

His eyes still wandered all over the place but they always came back to where the shiny was located. Occasionally he would add a hop to his step simply because it was in his nature, he didn’t even realize it could look out of the ordinary or even that he was doing it. It was bloody cold out too. Stupid boy, he’d get your pendant and that would show you for trying to make him freeze to death.

He moved into the clothing store knowing you where following him, grinning he moved to the back of the store going through the racks of clothing. Grinning he was just waiting for you as he took some things to a changing room to try them on. Oh yeah he was setting up a trap but you where too stupid to realize it. Moving he took of his pants and tried the new ones on in the changing room waiting for you to come sneaking into the place to try and steal things from him.

He knew you where not to bright. 

At least it was warmer where you decided to go which he could be slightly thankful for. One woman gave him a peculiar look considering it was winter and he wasn’t really dressed for the occasion. Pfft, stupid winter. London had a plan and just because something looked easy didn’t mean he was going to take the easy way. 

In the meantime he wandered the store to see what was with the place and if there was anything worth seeing in it. He crouched down next to a little display to stare at the fake looking treasures. People and their crazy infatuation with gold, who would really paint a perfectly good piece of whatever, gold?

He came out of the dressing room and handed the sales woman his clothing, walking over to one of the racks he started to pick out more. Mostly tight leather white, black, red. It was all the same too him. He just smirked the pendent hung around his neck as he flipped through some more clothing. He went back to the dressing room to try things on. At the moment he had no shoes because it was easier this way.

London seemed to give no attention at all to you, instead had found some strange fascination in talking with a boy slightly taller than him who seemed to like to talk about, or complain about his job. Rattling off one of his stories to the taller boy about how much worse it could be he eventually trailed off on some tangent about clothing. That conversation came to an end when someone was late for work. People work too much. 

Curiosity getting the better of London he bounced towards the dressing room to just take a peek. He didn’t have any intention of trying to take the shiny yet, he just wanted to know what was going on.

He was wearing the red leather pants and looking them over in the mirror. The door in the way made it slightly hard to spy on him but he wasn’t paying attention to the door slightly being ajar as you watched him.  There where three guns laying on the other pair pants he had on before. Picking up the belt he fastened it making sure it was okay with the guns there. Then he picked up the remaining gun and suck into the back of his leather pants. Moving he put on the trench checking him self. With a nod he started removing everything piece by piece. Then he took off the leather pants.

This gave you a clear view he was not wearing anything under it. Not underwear at all, he was going completely commando. Moving he slipped into his own leather pants again, replacing his weapons and trench on his person.

Well it was amusing while it lasted and London couldn’t help but snickering. He’d defiantly picked a weird one. Hopping a little ways from the door he rolled his eyes and set a hand over mouth to keep from laughing. What a lunatic, maybe he was just paranoid and that was the reason for the gun fetish. Now this may just turn into a little project. 

London frowned, getting ready to go meant going back out in the cold. What a bother. He gave a quick glance towards the dressing room. His dark eyes focused for a moment before bouncing away again to something else.

He came out of the dressing room in time see London, smirking he acted if he wasn’t there at all. Handing the sales woman his clothing he nodded to her and went to pay for his new things. He left the store with new pants and a few shirts all in bags, now it was time to go home. Heading down the street he just grinned thinking maybe you would just give up. 

It didn’t take him long to get to his apartment building seeing how it was near by. He needed to get showered and ready for his nightly job. It wasn’t just nightly it was always but he took his breaks when he could. Moving he walked up to the building and used a card to open the door and get in.

Just as ignored as he was, he did the same pretending that he was there for the sole reason of being there and nothing else. But giving up wasn’t part of the plan and he grumbled a bit about going back out in the cold. He’d better get something out of this or die trying. It was getting colder and he shivered constantly now. Going from warm to cold wasn’t healthy. 

London pounced at the door before it had its chance to close but he only held it there for a moment before being sneaky and creeping in. The change in temperatures was indeed going to make him sick but right now numb would have to suffice.

He was walking down the hall and to the elevator where he waited for it, finally he got in and turned, he had clear view of London now. Smirking he waved and pressed the number he needed watching the doors close. It was going up to the 6th floor. Once it got there he walked out and headed to his nice warm apartment. He was a shit but hell he was being followed.

Unlocking the door to this apartment went in taking his shoes off and shutting the door behind him, moving he flopped down on the couch and just relaxed. After a bit he got up to get him self a beer.

Oooh what a pest! This probably wasn’t even worth his trouble! Well, if anything he might as well be a little more obvious about it. Bouncing in the way of the closing doors of the elevator London gave a cynical smirk but that was all before actually getting all the way in. He didn’t stand next to his stalk-ee. Instead he preferred a corner where he leaned against it, ignoring him. Chewing on the side of his lip he examined the ceiling which in no way could be any less dull.

He smirked some knowing the boy was still lurking about out there. Moving he stood up and opened the door to his apartment and looked out. He was disarmed at this time and he moved standing out in the hall with his arms crossed looking for you. “Well you might as well come in.” Seeing how you had followd him this far.

Without the slightest thought of doing otherwise he wandered in. He’d been in enough peoples homes without asking or being invited it was nothing. He shuddered every now and again, hopping around to examine the place completely. Since he was being rather neurotic at the moment, might as well give the full effect of being crazy. 

Of course he still wanted that shiny little trinket, that was the main goal and he was running out of patience. Drifting over to a window he took a quick peek out then back into the room to see exactly where you’d moved to. It was irritating not to know everything.

Shutting the door he moved picking up his beer and sitting back on the couch looking at you. “Why you following me around? All for this pendent?” He smirked a bit watching the boy look out his window. The place was clean, everything was in some kind of order. Hell even the bedroom was clean, that’s the way he liked it. He was still wearing the pendent as he watched you.

“London.. whats the matter with you? Huh you stalk me all the way here for this.” He pointed to his necklace.

“I told you why already, if you would listen you wouldn’t have to ask me dumb questions. And you call me stupid.” He tapped the window lightly with a finger, looking down before turning back again to face the room. London moved to the couch and practically sat on you. “Why should there be anything wrong with me? You’re the one carrying guns, all I do is have a collection and collectors do, do strange things for things they want.” Almost purring the last of his sentence his eyes flickered off again. 

“Why wouldn’t you just give it to me and buy another one? I mean, you were willing to get me one of my own that I really didn’t want.” But he didn’t explain why he really had to have yours.

He smirked as you pretty much laid on him. “Look London I carry guns because it’s my job too. I have to have them on me at all times unless I am here.” He just smirked not minding you one bit. “You’re also a bird who likes shiny things. I can’t give it to you because they said it was the last one to ever be made. And I like it, it fits me.” He moved a bit rolling his eyes. “That and ungrateful. You followed me all over the place to get my necklace and this was after I bought you one of your own, which you didn’t seem to want.”

Smirking he moved pinning you down on the couch under him. “How strange? Sleep with someone who they don’t even know? Maybe that’s what you would do for it, whore your body out to me? Hmm what you thing ne? Give me your body and anything I want from you and I might give you both necklaces.” He wiggled his brows wondering how far he could push you.

“Personally I think you’re trigger happy.” He thought for a minute then smiled. “Not even that, you just like showing them off. Didn’t seem like you needed them when you were buying clothes now did it? Unless your clothes are going to try assassinating you…” Pouting faintly he rolled his eyes. “Do I look like a bird to you? Maybe you’re catching something to make you see things.” He could have twitched at the very idea of that thing being the last one made. “Ungrateful! You assumed I wanted something I didn’t. You really didn’t ask me; maybe I just wanted to carry it around for awhile.” 

Whimpering at being trapped once again he squirmed slightly. “Maybe for a guarantee of the one I want but not for simple possibilities.” He stuck his tongue out at you being bratty as was typical when he wasn’t being cute. “Let me up.”

“No but I never know when I get a call from my job, that’s where I need my guns.” He smirked having you trapped under him. “Hmm and what would a catch?” He smirked. “You turned from a bird to a boy. That makes you still a bird.” Chuckling he watched you. “Yes I did ask you, I asked you wanted something and you seemed to pick out what you liked. What you want you cant have.” Which was dangling in your face currently.

“No I am not going to let you up. Why should I? you after all where the one that was stalking me after a necklace.” Grinning he purred as you wiggled around it didn’t help matters. “Maybe I should take what I want?”

Squirming still he frowned. “Didn’t your mother ever tell you that crazy things like that happen in fairy tales only? We should call an institution and then you can explain to them what you saw. They may understand your logic a little more than I do.” Blinking at the object of his current obsession he watched it for a moment before looking back up to you. 

”What does me following you around have to do with you not letting me up! I don’t ever remember reading anything about anyone being stalked and then the stalker being held hostage.” He whined faintly trying to get his feet up under your stomach to shove you away. “And maybe I’d kill you if you tried.” Of course London didn’t sound threatening it was just a simple statement as if he were talking about the weather.

He smirked. “Oh sure my mother did but I saw it so did others.” He moved lowering him self more on to you. “You.. cant. Have. It.” He grinned a bit letting you wiggle. “Hmmmmmmm maybe there’s a twist it in?” He smirked before moving and getting off you. “I am going to get ready for this evening, shut the door on your way out ne?” He smirked walking towards his bedroom with a wave. 

“You follow me around to much and will be come a liability.” He half turned and looked at you. “Unless you make your self useful you can stay for a little longer. But bird boy don’t push your luck, I have been nice to you.”

“Blah.” Sitting himself down on the bed he kicked a foot out lightly. “That’s good I guess. I don’t really like the cold.” Frowning slightly from the comment of his whining he stuck his tongue out. “I would not be whiny.” But now he would pout and leaned his head away from your touch, giving a somewhat blank stare. Waiting to see what you were actually going to make him wear he shrugged before getting up. 

Still being moody he marched away and into the bathroom because, like he said, he didn’t trust you. Making a quick change of clothes he blinked, the clothes were a bit big for him and he looked like a kid thrown into hand-me-downs from an old sibling.

He waited for you to return smirking as he leaned against the wall sliding on his black gloves and red trench. He was ready to good before you would came out, he wasn’t all that bigger than you, just taller. Walking over to the closet he pulled out two scarves knowing he would need them. Smirking he waited for you while removing three of his seven guns. He never went anywhere unloaded; he always had a weapon on him.

Waddling back to you he tried pushing up the sleeves which didn’t feel much like cooperating and fell back down over his hands. Fussing with them for a minute he sighed, shifting his weight to one side, and let them fall again. “You should be shorter.” Standing still for a moment he finally moved to examine what else he had, namely gloves and this white coat. 

He fussed with them too making sure everything fit him as best it could. Looking down at the gloves his expression was faintly pouting, unconsciously so. “I hate the cold. It should be summer all the time. I guess it’s not good to think like that but winter shouldn’t be so…” London had a habit of going off on little tangents for simple things but eventually he trailed off.

He came over to you and helped you with the sleeves rolling them up a bit and smirking. “Wimp, come on lets go.” He walked through the apartment heading to the door. Picking up a small backpack and tossed it towards you. “Put that on.” He smirked and waited for you at the door before leading. He was worried about it locking no one would come in after his things. Not when you needed a pass card to get into the building.

He walked towards the elevator and waited there for you, oh yeah you where going to hate him because he was going to drive his baby.

Making a face at you he followed after with a slight roll of his eyes. “Coming.” Grabbing the backpack he blinked at it. “What are we doing with this?” Tipping it about he ignored putting it on and just carried it along with him out the door. Bouncing over to you he took up your wrist and dragged you into the elevator when the door opened. 

Taking a quick stab at a button that would take them to the proper floor he leaned against a corner, smiling faintly at nothing in particular. “Are you sure this is okay? You never know, I may decide to dump this in your lap too.”

He laughed at you as you dragged in to the elevator smiling at you he had you almost pinned against the wall before he leaned back on one of the wall pulling you against him. “Hmm I am not worried about it, besides I need to get somethings as well. That’s what the back pack is for.” He smirked moving wrapping a scarf around your shoulder a bit. “To keep you warm.” He smiled was the door dinged open. Taking your hand he led you out of the elevator and around towards a parking lot that was behind the building. 

It was a parking garage, which was nice; it was cold but not windy like it was going to be in a few moments. Smiling he walked up to a black sleek bike, getting on it he placed in the key and turned it on. Looking at you he smiled. “Come on get on.” He revved the engine smiling loving that sound.

Laughing quietly he shook his head. “You’re not worried now, just wait till it happens.” Slightly hanging onto the scarf he smirked. “I would have never guessed.” Moving after you his eyes drifted and sometimes he ended up lagging behind, getting sidetracked on some trivial thing, but your hold on his hand brought him back up to pace until it happened again. 

He blinked and smirked. “Do you do anything that isn’t hazardous to your health?” London had yet to decide if this was something he was going to tolerate but you hadn’t died yet so it probably wouldn’t kill him either. Lightly kicking at the ground, putting the backpack on he bit his lip and did as he was told trying not to cling on you. “You know this is one of those things that makes people nervous.”

He looked at you and smiled. “Who me? No not get on.” He moved walking the bike out of its parking place and looked at you. “You’ll be fine just hold on to me.” He smiled revving the engine again. “Trust me on this one, just hold on okay? It’s the quickest way to get there and back okay.” He smiled at you trying to get you on the bike.

“Its just like flying London.”

Forcing a smile he nodded. “Okay, okay.” Carefully, rather hesitatingly he got on only to immediately grab onto you. “Don’t even think about comparing this to flying.” He prodded your side to make sure you were listening. As much as he tried to coax himself into relaxing, even just a little, the rest of him refused to cooperate. Frowning, he had a short burst of hushed laughter which faded into a whimper.

He pulled your arms around him making sure they where holding on tightly. Patting he smiled over his shoulder at you. “Don’t worry I am a good driver and will never do anything to make you get hurt.” He moved pushing to the bike off into movement. He drove out of the parking lot and out into the street when it was clear. It only took a 20 minutes to drive to the store that he goes to a lot. He was careful with his driving so not to scare you. It was like flying to him, it was the closet he would get to flying anyway. 

Parking he turned off the crouch rocket and patted your hand again. Prying them off he moved looking at you. “See it wasn’t to scary was it?”

London would not allow himself to do anything but hang on tightly. Twenty minutes seemed to take forever on the scary thing. Just about half way through he leaned his head against you back. It did feel cold but he had nothing to complain about there because it would be the same if he were on his own and flying. The feeling of slowing down made him sit up a bit to see where they had gone off to. 

At the question he gave you a peculiar look and moved to return to standing on solid ground. “I lived.” He fidgeted with his gloves for a moment, his hands must have cramped up from holding onto you and he narrowed his eyes at them for being difficult. “But I suppose you were right. It wasn’t terribly bad and maybe a bit like flying, just a bit.”

He laughed and took your hands rubbing them softly. “Come on lets go get what we need.” He took your hand fully and led you into the nice warm store. He got a basket and made his way over to the fruit section on the store. “No harsh words this inst going to be best fruit cause its winter.” He nodded firmly at you and smiled pawing over the strawberries and other fruits he liked. He picked up a little thing that showed you can dip strawberries into chocolates and grinned. Setting them into the car he looked at you.

“Grab what ever you want.” He put some grapes into the basket as well. Wandering around for some other things he needed.

Shivering at the sudden temperature changes he smiled, not minding it exactly but eventually all this would give him a cold at least. Already eyeing the fruit he gave you a simple look as if he were clueless as to what you meant by harsh words. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Why would I say anything bad about winter fruit?” 

Smiling he bounced a little ways away from you to inspect or maybe just scrutinize the randomly stuffed together mixed fruit. Picking up one of the containers he tipped his head to the side, turning it upside down as if that perspective would tell him if there was anything to complain about. After a bit of fussing with the various mixtures he ended up shaking one, deciding it was good enough and claimed it as his own before doing a little hop over to grab a pear. Being the little thief that he was he casually snatched up a few grapes that looked a bit lost and stuck them in his mouth in the sneaky ‘I didn’t do anything’ way. Besides he was smart enough not to get caught doing it.

He glanced at you and laughed knowing what you where. He moved grabbing you and dragging you along to the meats so he could get a few things, then he wandered into the snack foods and loaded up the basket then into the hair care to get some creamer and shampoo. He was about done when he glanced at you. “Anything else you want?” He smiled as he watched you, you really where a dork.

Wandering towards check out he smiled having a grand old time.

Laughing as you grabbed onto him he grinned. “Hey what you think is so funny anyway?” But he stayed with you anyway wandering around a bit but never getting too far behind. A small child wandered past and the glittery clips in her hair caught his attention for a bit and he nearly walked right into you before stopping and turning. “No. I think I’m okay.” Smirking he trailed after you, purposely being peculiar and walking in step just behind you. 

After all, he did need to know what it was like to walk like someone else and it was different. He smiled faintly to himself and stopped when they reached their destination.

He smiled looking at you. “You are that what’s funny.” He winked smirking a bit. “Are you sure?” He picked up some glitter and waved it at you, chuckling he paid for what they had and walked you back out side to the bike. “Turn around for me.” He needed to put the things into the backpack so he could drive back or they would done this for nothing. He smiled at you.

“Hmmm I bet your dreaming of that hot shower and my nice soft bed.”

Glancing off to the side and giving a pout was a poor attempt at taking offense to being funny. “I am certainly not funny, different maybe but defiantly not funny.” Peeking back at you he stuck his tongue out. “I’m sure. I gave up glitter collecting when I was nine.” 

Cold again and again he could slowly feel himself going numb, which was bearable by now. “Demanding aren’t you?” he teased but turned around anyway. Smirking he bit his lip, finally snickering. “Maybe. Don’t be getting a head of yourself.”

He packed the backpack with what they bought before moving his hand and squeezing your ass. “Hmmm lets get on the back.” He moved pulling out his keys and starting the bike up with a grin. “I am ready to go home now.” He laughed softly waiting for you to hope on so he could take off and head home.

Squeaking he turned to glare at you with a slightly funny expression. “One of these times…” Shaking his head he got back on, though he did seem amused he was half serious even if the sentence wasn’t finished. Shifting the backpack a bit he attached onto you. “Well the sooner I’m sure I’m safe again the better.” He poked your stomach a few times.

He laughed as he took off so fast it would make anyone squeak and cling to him. He drove like a mad man this time and they found them selves happily parked in a few minutes in the nice parking garage. Snickering he pried your hands off him and got of the bike looking at you. Then he moved and kissed you deeply, purring lightly he smiled. “One of these times your going to what?”

Oh he was being evil now, he headed towards the elevator to head upwards and back to his apartment, he wasn’t waiting for you to catch up either.

