Life had all its meanings, some bitter and cold. The night was cool enough to send a chill down any normal soul’s spine. Lust and blood impregnated the air in soft waves driving the insane mad, and the lustful hungry. Hunger rittled his body with need, what did it matter if he didn’t know this. What mattered to him is he wanted it, red on white sweet and tangy all in one mixture. It was pleasure rolled in a small red droplets, sighing he looked down at the carnage he was reeking. It was boring, he needed a change; perhaps what he wanted was power to just merely think a thought of what he desired and it was fulfilled. Moving he sat on the steps to an old building, its core rotting as looked up at the darkness it endured. His home; rotten and falling but his and all his. Aysen didn’t care about the condition of his choice of logging, matter of fact it was prefect for him. He had cleaned and fixed most of its problems, leaving it spooky and creepy enough to keep people at bay. 

Though the old stories of the building that was really a house converted brought him fresh toys to play with. Like mice being led into the cats awaiting jaws. All nicely lined with razor sharp fangs waiting to close and break, snapping bones and tearing flesh. Chuckling as the images filled Aysen’s mind with pleasurable things, standing he brushed off his white dress, strips of white as well dangled from him trails almost like his read hair that was held back with a head band that was much like the rest of his current clothing. His fingers stained with red freshly painted as his eyes held darkness in them, he preferred wearing white he loved the illusion it gave of him being pure. In way he was pure, but then again who heard of a virgin demon. The stories and other kids coming to make this a make out point where also major pluses for him, he lived here as long was he remembered this was home. He was the ghost that kids where scared of, the blood ghost that came to take away parts of human bodies that he needed to replace his own. Well that wasn’t true his skin was flawless to the point he was even pure in the fact of being with another human. 

Though he never wanted this, his mother had feared him saying he was the devils child. It never bothered him one bit for he knew she would die as well. His father had never existed in his mind, just a whimpering wet dream his mother had had with a damnable drunk. Yet he knew that drunk she had been married to was not his father, he was to Asian for that. His mother had been a pretty Japanese girl, or was his Chinese he failed to remember at times. Moving slowly the creaking boards under his feet as he wandered the halls of his home with candle lit sticks sitting all around casing a soft glow so he could see, it was enough. Laughing he new saw why the called him a ghost in this house, moving he picked up a rat that tried to run up his leg suddenly. Cooing to it he placed it on his shoulder letting it watch as he moved to the kitchen which was massive, he was heading to massively large walk in freezer meant for hanging meat. 

His mind reflected on his only friends in this world, one of them was the rat that had its self cozy on his shoulder with out a fear of him. Others where the other rats of this place, and the birds; the crows where his friends as well. Mainly because he fed them, he fed all of them. The came to him for safety, it felt good to be needed by even just a rat or bird. It was all he needed in life; people who pushed these lovely creatures away with distaste and hate did the same to him from such a young age. He never knew love or compassion, so he had no reason for it now he was older. He moved opening the walk in cooler and taking a bottle of water of the rack he looked around checking some meat that was indeed hanging from hooks.

