There's something to be said about a friend in distress, that's to help them. And then there's something to be said about a friend who's having hard times on their life. And that's the same as before, to help. But when it comes to a friend who needs to have some warmth in his life, to make him smile and be happy for himself for once. That's when things get interesting. And it's when other friends have to chip in and help. Though sadly, when you don't know any of his other friends. You gotta wing it.

It didn't usually snow in city as the heat from the buildings usually warmed the air up too much for the snow to actually hit the ground. But there are times in the season where snow does fall and it doesn't know when to stop. Thankfully, their flat was heated well enough and the draolf could always amp it up when he wanted to. 


The black furred hybrid got up from his bead; his arms stretching over his head as he moved to look out the window. At the falling snow outside, and he let out a soft hum. Even though he did like the snow, it was when it was windy that he didn't like going outside. But from the looks of things, it was just falling own without a care in the word and without a breeze of wind. That alone brought a smile to his face so early in the morning. 

A soft clicking echoed through the chilled house as his claws tapped against the hardwood floor. He put a hand on the doorframe of his roommate’s bedroom and grinned softly. The fox was still sleeping soundly, well as soundly as he's been able to get lately. The sheets told of a night of fitful turning and aggravating rolling to either side, trying to get comfy. The draolf let a soft sigh as he headed into the living room. 

His wings flared out, stretching as the hybrid let out a yawn; moving towards the patio door where he saw a good foot of snow accumulating on the wood. Probably a good thing that they were on the top floor of this place. He looked out into the distance and grinned softly as he looked back in the direction of the sleeping fox. “Wonder when he'll wake up.” He laughed softly before he headed to the kitchen. The smells of food always brought the sleeping vulpine out of his room. 

A few hours later, the smells of food wafted through the flat. Easy enough to make as it was, pasta seemed to be the only thing to drag that fox out of his bed and into the rest of the apartment. To the draolf it smelled bland, but something about it brought Seven out of the room and within moments there was the languid clicking of claws against the wood. 

The draolf looked up from his book, a hand resting in the nook of it's opposite to stir the pasta slowly in the pot. 

“What made you want to make lunch?' mumbled the fox as he trudged his way on over to the draolf. 

“Figured that we needed to eat something homecooked. Ant not microwaved or anything really.” The draolf flipped a page in his book as he glanced up at the fox. “And besides, it's plain so you can add what you want to it.” 

The two tailed fox let out a soft laugh at that, and then leaned forward onto the counter when he reached it. He rested his head on a hand as he looked over at the draolf. “I never have seen you so bored when you were cooking. What's with the book?”

Kaji looked up, his hazel eyes sparkling with a smile as he smirked. “It's boring cooking pasta. So I figured I better read a book to let the time pass faster. Seems to have worked.” He closed the book, and set it down on the counter before pulling the spoon out of the pasta. “By the by, food's ready.” 

Kaji leaned up against the patio doorframe, just watching the snow fall onto the porch. His ear flicking as he listened to the actions of his friend in his room; working away on his art. Though from what he's hearing, that's not going so well. He pushed off of the wall and headed down the hallway, his footsteps quiet as he looked into Seven's room; seeing the fox just staring at the comptuer screen. His hand still above the tablet and his ears folding back against his head. 

It was when the vulpine threw his pen against his pillow in frustration that made Kaji walk into the room and let out a small laugh. “Havin' a hard time?”

“I don't want to talk about it.” It was almost a growl coming from him as he buried his head in his arms. 

“Seven, just what am I supposed to do with you.” The hybrid shook his head, laughing softly as he then hoisted the fox out of his chair easily; eliciting a soft yelp from the anthro. 

“Hey! What the! Put me down!”

“You want down?” Kaji laughed brightly as he walked through the house. “Oh, I'll put you down alright. Just gimme a moment.” The sound of a sliding door flowed through the air as the pair headed outside. “You wanted down. Here's down!” He planted the fox right on his back in the snow on the porch. “Cool off, ya nutcase.” 

Instantly, his fur puffed up from the instant change of temperature and he glared up at the black furred anthro in front of him. “Kaji! You piece of shit!” He snarled at him as he stood up, and Kaji just stood there smiling; his tail swaying behind him. 

“You needed to get out of that room. And besides.” He walked over to Seven, putting a hand on his shoulder and turning him to look at the horizon. “It's a beautiful December day. And you should see it when it's still light out.” 

A low growl still came from the fox as he was turned, and then he sighed a bit. It was nice outside, no wind to cut through his fur. And the snow wasn't all that bad. He let out a soft laugh as he then crouched down; gathering up snow in his hands. “You know, Kaji. I could get you back for this.” 

“Oh really.”

“Yeah.” He stood back up, a good handful of snow in his hand as he moved to the other side of the draolf. “And you should learn not to wear shorts that don't have a nonstretchy waist band.” He plunged his hand down the back of Kaji's shorts and then fleed into the house. 

“What do you-- Holy hell!!” The draolf instantly tensed up and bolted back into the house. “I'm going to skin you alive, Seven! You hear me!” There was going to be much mayhem in that flat through the day. But it'd be playful... So the neighbors hope. 

