Asa couldn’t believe it, Tsu kept his word on letting him go. He too kept his word as well, he went back town safely and waited for the shops to open. Getting strings for the Lyre was costly for him and he didn’t have much money. After a long nap he packed a small hiking bag with something to sleep on and some food. This way he could be there longer and play for Tsu. Though he had no idea why he was going back to that haunted place, maybe something of Tsu’s pain and sadness drew him to the ghost. He laughed at him self a crush on a ghost. 

Dressed similar to last night he ran up the path to the forest. It was getting dark and quickly he needed to get there fast. He didn’t want to be out side of the only safe places in the house, he didn’t want to know what would happen if he was caught by one of the other ghosts. He frowned running faster both lyres where with him plus extra strings, he had them strapped to the backpack so they wouldn’t fall off. 

Panting softly he leaned over putting his hands on his thighs, he was tired from running. Looking around he knew he was close thank gods he could see the house. Moving he took up to running again, once at the bath he nearly skidded down to the house. He needed to be careful, he could already see the light fading, and the sun was almost set. This was not good for him.  He moved running into the house, heading to the room with the fire place.

Masaki kept through to his word. He now was positioned on a stair, quietly working on writing in a journal. Whoever said that dead men couldn't tell no tales were wrong, a journal entry tells many. He kept busy with wandering the house and avoiding the victims that tried to tear him down with them. He was perched on that step with a sigh, glancing to the fire which was still burning that eternal, eerie blue. His eyes fell closed, head hung as he continued to scrawl notes upon the aged pages of a journal that looked ages old. Which was? He was rather old at this point, though he retained his youthful 25 year old appearance.
"No. No, You. Watching a bunch of little white flake-thingies float around to make the ground all cold and fucking freezing is not fascinating. Nor are your damn little bunnies, kitties or what-the-hell-ever you're obsessed with at the time ... " Pekopeko growled to himself. Around this house, he'd seen a lot of people gather. Not in a crowd, but individually and then disappear. Well, he decided that whatever was doing was crowding his "quota" and giving him a little too much competition. So he began following some weird queer boy. Then again, he didn't have much room to be calling anyone queer, it wasn't as id he was straight himself.  Fuck sexuality in every hole it had. Peko was a damn Nephilim, he had a fucking right to sleep with whatever the hell he wanted. And did he exercise it often ... 
He kept in perfect sync behind Asa, huge clunky boots making no sound as he followed stealthily after the boy. The only thing giving him away was the occasional cat-glow of his inverted eyes.

Asa didn’t know he was being followed at all. He sighed moving pushing the door open and walking down the hallway towards the room, he was that scared well maybe a little he was. Pushing open the door to the fire room he saw the fire still burning. Then smiled it was dark he could tell by the ghosts already moving about. He wanted to put his things up stairs before he sat down the play. “Tsu?”

Tsuzumi looked up from writing. "I'm here." Quietly spoken as the ghostly man stood, holding the journal and pen in his hand. His form becoming more opaque as he slid down the stairs, marking his page and setting both objects down against the desk that as position against the side of the stairs. "Find your things well?"

Humph. So far unnoticed and he's pretty satisfied with himself ... and yet at the same time disappointed. 
Oh how cute, he thought to himself. A little reunion between the dead and living that was never really meant to be. Or was it?  Oh well. Either way Peko planned to fuck it up the best he damn well could. Why? Because he was a Nephilim and was capable of such a thing.  For the moment, he's pretty content settling into a dark patch of shadows, vinyl-like black wings curled over him like a shield to block the blue flames of the fire for the moment. They reflected from the two medium-sized appendages, bouncing extra light onto a wall or two, muttering something to himself.

Asa smiled a bit. “Yes, I got the Lyre strung today. Can I put my backpack up stairs in a safe room?” He smiled softly at you moving to take off his backpack unstring the old lyre he carried with him. He set the Lyre near the fire and smiled at you starting dragging his backpack upstairs, it looked like the bag was bulging at the seams. “I brought some things so I can stay longer and play longer.” He nodded a bit and kind of smiled moving to sit on the stairs half away up.

Tsu  blinked, before smiling softly. A nod is offered to Asa. "Go right ahead."  Tsu chuckled, before shifting his position. The eerie cast of the flames exposed Masaki for who he was. Which was dead, of course ... but it didn't seem to interrupt things. "Well, that's good. And please feel free to use this as a place to remain, if you feel the need." 

He glanced out a window for a moment, furrowing his brows.
Here is where Peko would slide out, skin appearing blue at first side. Wild but silky black hair floated about his skull, neck and shoulders, puffing out in a heavily unkempt manner. At first he had come out on his hands and knees, but slowly made it to his booted feet. He went mainly towards Tsuzumi, but spoke to both at once, upper lip curled back to reveal a nice mouth full of sharp little teeth, canines the largest. 
"You. Living dead boy." And his voice was a throaty, raspy hiss as id it hadn't been used in ages. He was also talking without breathing so that might make a difference. "You're fucking me up outside. Why the hell are you still on earth? You don't belong here." His wings half-folded behind him, twitching occasionally. The blue fire may still burn, but the already-dim lighting would falter with the presence of the two limbs.

Red as a newborn, white as a corpse. Just what was the point of it all? He had stopped how many days it had been since he had last seen sunlight. Ichi would force himself to stay awake--fight the darkness which marched along with sleep. Why? "Who knew what un-named souls played in that thin valley?”, so he always told himself. He was crawling on all fours, delirious from lack of sleep and food. He could hear the scratching, the gurgling noises. What more was there? How he wished he wasn't of such a curious nature. The moment that question crossed his path like a sleek, black cat--he could not let go of the nightmares which claimed his sanity bit by bit. 

The boy without a name or a stake in this world or the next-- 
"I'll wake up from this.. I'll wake up from this." 

