Stepping out into the cold air outside the building, I try to juggle my books in order to adjust them so that I can pull my jacket around me tighter. It was sunny when I left my apartment this morning, therefore it must be warm. However this wasn't the way that the world outside my little place works, much to my dismay. And somehow I manage to not drop my armful and get about a degree warmer due to the tightness of my jacket. 

The trouble comes, however, when I decide that my book bag. Operating the flap and trying to shift the books seems like an impossible task and I loose my hold on the books and they go toppling to the sidewalk. I sigh softly and bend down to start gathering them and the papers that were in them. 

One day, perhaps, I'll have my clumsy moments not on a public sidewalk.

This was not a bad day for him; it was gloomy out and he like gloomy weather. Walking calmly along he glanced at other people from under his top hat, to most he looked like a stuck up rich kid. But he was so much more than that, so what if his up bring taught him to be diplomatic and stiff. No one ever complained before, but somewhere under that was much more than just his outwards appearance. Tilting his head he watched the mishap happen, it wasn’t hard to see what was going to happen. Yet he just let his happen as the boy lost his bearings and papers. 

Stepping over slightly he crouched down and picked up a few papers that had decided their fate by coming his way. Standing back up he brushed and straightened the collected papers in his hands then walked over to the boy who was still franticly trying to grab everything. This was rather amusing and if he wanted to be mean he would have left a big shoe print on the paper or made sure they found a nice spot of mud or water. Luckily for Hiroshi he was feeling quite nice today. Standing there he waited for the other to realize there was a shadows.

The papers get shoved randomly into covers of books to save the time it would take to actually organize them. I suppose this is good because it actually gives me a moment to organize my books and shove them into my bag. Most importantly, the ones like the atlas of dream cities and other could be conspicuous books. The business and law books aren't so important because I know they'd like to see me parade them around. 

The shadow does catch my attention. I look up, squinting against the oddly bright grey sky. "Tha-- thanks," I say, taking the papers timidly from the boy and stuffing them into the nearest book.

He raised a brow as you shoved things around in a most disorganized fashion. He almost winced at the thought of him being like that, watching you he nodded. “Your welcome.” His voice sadly for him was light and soft, it wasn’t very masculine for his liking. Half the time people mistaken him for a girl in a suit which displeased him to no ends, then again it was a musing sometimes. He eyed the law books for a moment then tilted his head at this boy. How does one who’s so disorganized get into law and business, this was rather amusing. He moved again offering his hand to help the other up to his feet.

I take his hand, letting a small smile of thanks flicker across my lips. Using him as a counterweight, I pull myself upright. Quickly I pull my hand back and use it to dust things off with as though I had fallen, not just my books. "I-- um, thank you again." I say, shifting the last few books that wouldn't fit in my bag to my other arm. I offer a smile before a small bow of my head and an attempt to escape from the mostly uncomfortable position.

He watched you as you got up and nodded. “Again your welcome.” He tilted his head again only the slightest amount. “You know when one meets someone and is assisted by them its only costmary to introduce your selves.” He moved holding out his hand. “I am Akihiro, it’s a pleasure to meet you. And you should be more careful with your books, they carry valuable information in them.” He nodded again leaning on a cane he had in his other hand. Odd that didn’t appear to be there before, but it was it was just that no one really ever noticed it unless he was leaning on it.

"Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't-- Hiroshi. My name is Hiroshi." I manage to stammer. I reach out and take his hand, giving it a quick, but firm, shake before retracting it to hug the remaining books to my chest. "I-- usually I am. There were just a lot of them." I say, looking down at the spines of the books for a moment. My eyes drift over to the cane and stay there for an elongated moment before flickering back up to Akihito.

He nodded giving your hand a firm shake as well. “Ah I see then well allow me to assist you with your books.” He talked much old than he looked he held out his free hand towards you for the books that you where juggling around aimlessly. He also had a book back that was slung a crossed his shoulder and resting on his hip. It was more like a message bag, things only started to come into view when he seemed to want them to. Though it would help that everything wasn’t a black color and mix with his clothing. “Where are you going might I ask?”

I blink at Akihiro as though that were the most foreign thing I'd heard in my life. But after that brief moment of confustion, I hand over two of the three books I had left in my hand. My eyes trail down to the bag for a moment as though investigating its credibility as a bag. "Just, um... that way." I say, looking back up at him as a wave of my hand indicates the direction of the club that I was supposed to be returning to.

He hide a smiled as he carried your books for you. Following you in the way you where going he walked slightly behind you to hide the slight limp he had, it was almost unnoticeable to anyone just glancing at him. Though such a young man, who act much older than he should, he didn’t even know where you going. He knew he would just follow.

clutching my last book, I lead Akihiro down the sidewalk. I don't go out of my way to say anything though, because, well, I don't have anything to say. What do you say to a perfect stranger? I don't usually know what to say to people I know. I just continue my walk as though nothing had happened.. and I am holding two fewer books.

He followed you down the sidewalk carrying your two books. He was looking you up and down as he walked behind you, he must admit it was a good view from where he was. Though you don’t really say much, thinking to him self he looked at you. “May I ask where we are going?” He looked around not know this part of town.

"I-- I'm going home." I answer softly, looking back at him. Shouldn't that be obvious? Well, I suppose not. Really, I could be going anywhere in the city. And it's a big city. "It's not too far. Just up the road." I add, just incase.

He nodded slightly and watched you. “Have you thought of speech therapy? For your stutter, its very unbecoming of a young man. And if you are going into business and law it will bring you down.” He nodded and grinned knowing that was more of insult that anything. Though he did not mean it to be.

"I don't have a stutter." I say stubbornly, looking back at him with narrow eyes. "I just get nervous around people I don't know." I finish, turning back around to make sure that I won't be bumping into anybody. I'll neglect to tell him that I don't actaully want to go into either business or law. That's a whole other situation that strangers shouldn't know. I already gave away a potentially embarrasing situation.

He nodded slowly almost grinning at your displeasure. “Ah then you should seek some speech therapy then, Business and law you met people you do not know everyday. With out speech that they will be willing to listen to you become helpless in matters that might arise.” He was a prick sometimes, but usually he gave good advice when it came to certain things. “If you get nervous around people you do not know then why are you studying law and business?”

"I know why I'm studying law and business." I reply softly. I don't comment on the speech stuff because I know that will just keep going. And it's not that I have a problem with speaking, I have a problem with new people. They make me nervous and last I checked that was called anxiety.

He just smirked watching you. “You don’t belong in the field.” He stated that pretty flatly as he watched you, finally he glanced around wondering why they where going to this part of town. It was almost appalling. Then again he never really been down here in this part, it wasn’t allowed by his father or his mother. 

"I know that. I told people that." I say softly, turning the corner that my building is on. Only the second building down is the club I live ontop of. I have to dig out my keys from my book bag which is another terribly embarrasing ordeal considering that I have to pull books out and promptly catch papers to keep them off the ground again before finding my keys. "This-- is me," I say, gesturing to the locked doors of the club. I know that there is security inside, just incase, but none outside yet.

He blinked. “Then why did you chose the field, you should be allowed to do what ever you please with your career.” He looked around confused. “A club? You live in a club?” He looked at you for a moment as you fumbling with your keys. He stopped only a bit away from you, not sure if he liked being in this part of town. “How interesting, I have never been to this part of town.” It was more to him self than anyone else.

"Because-- it was a, um, scholarship." I lie. Well, I suppose you could call it a scholarship. Really it was 'go to college and learn this or else', but we can call it a scholorship because I'm not actually paying for it. "I-- actually I live above the club. On the third story above the management offices." I say, pointing up to the windows on the top. Really, it looked more like the fourth story because of the odd size of the club.

He raised a brow at you. “Ah which makes no sense at all, scholarships allow you to go any where you want to anything you want.” He nodded firmly. He looked up blinking. “How odd, you live above this establishment? How do you manage, isn’t it quite loud?” He looked back at you knowing he was completely out of his field.

"Not all scholarships," I answer, stepping around to the side entrance where the bartenders enter. I don't like entering through the front. Too much attention. Entering through the side is easier to sneak in. "It does sometimes, but there's a floor between me and the club. And the apartment is well insulated." After unlocking the door, I hold it open with my foot so I can face him. "Um... thank you." I try, holding my hand out for teh books.

He blinked at you. “Hmm then you sir should find another scholarship, your not suited for law.” He handed your books back then stepped back tipping his hat to you “Good day to you Hiroshi.”
 He started back the way he came, he was limping slightly from walking so far. He was used to it by now, plus he had class to go to.

"It's the only one I could have," I whisper as I take the books back. I offer Akihirio a soft smile as I tuck them between my chest and my arm. "Nice to meet you." I reply as Akihiro starts to walk away. My eyes stay on him until he reaches the corner. I see the limp and immediately start to worry some. I don't know why, but I suppose it's because limps aren't quite natural.

Despite the fact he hated nice sunny days he found himself staring out the window to the other boys playing foot ball or something, what he hated most was boring classes. Which he was currently in, his father would beat him with his own cane if the word got back to the man that he was daydreaming during class. No son of his ever daydreams, nor where they crippled, he snorted lightly at the thought. Moving his attention to the clock he was relived to see it was almost over. He would do his homework then go back to the tiny little room they gave him, either that or go home and stay there. 

His mother would be very pleased with that. Adjusting his top hat on top of a silky mass of reddish hair and making sure his jacket was smoothed he looked at the teacher, most of the other students quickly picked up when he started moving class was about over. He loved annoying their professor in this manner because the man could never do anything about it. Shuffling his work neatly into his bag he gathered his books in order. Then they where dismissed from class, pondering where to go to study he looked around. With a faint limp he made his way outside and towards the tables and benches. That would be enough to study at, and only for a moment or so before he needed to get something to eat.

It was a nice visit with Von. We talked all night and then he told me that he had to visit some friends of his that was in town. I thought I would give him a little time alone. I still have to meet his mother. So after a nice brekfast I headed out to see more of the city. It's a lot different from home. It's so busy and the rivers are huge, well it's not like the creek, and it isn't the same. Don't think it's ever going to be the same. 

Von really likes up here? I was about to head to the Empire State Building when I saw a couple of kids playing baseball in the park. I don't do football well, not my sport, but baseball is what I like to do. After a few conversations I was allowed to play. 

I promised Von not to get into any trouble.

He found himself staring off in to space again, now there were kids playing baseball with someone older than them. Blinking he just watched them play while he was suppose to be doing homework. Sadly for him his thoughts drifted to how he was never allowed to play sports again, not after what had happened to him. Sighing he turned his attention back to his work, he would love to play soccer again. He didn’t notice that one of the kids had hit the ball over towards him by accident. 

When the ball rolled to a stop and tapped against his foot he looked down at. Reaching over he picked up looking back up at the kids and gentleman. They would want this back; sighing he moved getting up and holding on to his cane as he walked over and tossed it back at them. At lest he a good arm.

I was pretty much older than everyone that was playing. I just wanted to have a little fun and it's been a while since I've been able to play ball. So much happens at home. I can imagine a lot happens here just as well. 

"Sorry about that." There's a definite twang to my voice. I'm not from the area. "Paulie.." There's someone shouting Paul behind us. "Over shot it a little."

He shook his head slightly. “Its alright, kids will be kids.” He was still a kid him self, but he never truly acted like it anymore. He blinked and looked towards the boy shouting to the one who over shot that last shot. He tilted his head a bit and watched longer before slightly bow. “ I should allow you to get back to your game. Good day.” He moved back towards where he was sitting, down inside he knew he was going to just end up staring and watching the game. Yet he couldn’t allow him self to have fun like that, his father would beat him for sure he found out he was running around with children.

Smiling I turned away from Akihiro before tossing the ball back to the pitcher. He blinks a little and smirk. So I was holding back a little. They don't need me for this inning. "Be back in a couple." I call out to the others. 

"Hey you know we could always use more players." I tell him as I catch up with him. Yup, I saw the cane, but there's always a way to work around it. If you try hard enough. 

"Name's Bobby Ray." I tend my hand out to him. I could be bothering him.

He blinked and stared at Bobby like he had another head, or grown ears. “Akihiro.” He took your hand and shook it lightly. “I am sorry I am not allowed to play sports. My doctors and father prohibit it.” He shook his head slightly almost down about it. 

“It would be nice to play sports like that again but sadly Bobby I can not.” He didn’t need his cane all the time but most of the time his leg would bother him he did need the support from it anyway.

"Nice to meet ya Akihiro." Shaking his hand I tilt my head a little. "You're not allowed? Can't or not allowed? Can you or can't you?" I hear the next part and nod. 

"Oh." I gesture to the spot beside him. "Care if I have a seat?" I wait for him to say yea or nay before I take a seat. "Cannot...why not?" Sometimes I don't know the meaning of can't. It just doesn't exist. "Have ya tried?"

He blinked and sat a bit. “I am not allowed. I don’t think I can either, it wouldn’t be for the best.” He nodded lightly. “Yes you may. Well my hip and leg was hurt very badly in an accident when I was younger. It gave me a limp and my leg has never healed.” He blinked and shook his head slightly. “No I haven’t tried not since the accident.” He watched you for a moment, and then smiled a bit. “You’re the kind of person who doesn’t let things stop you, even if they make you a cripple.” He figured that just by your line of questions. 

Taking a seat I just listened before I answered. "If ya don't think ya can then ya won't. I mean I've seen people do things when they shouldn't be able to. Sure you're crippled, but it doesn't mean you're dead. Doesn't mean ya can't be active or stop it from doing some of the things ya like." Yep, that's the way I see it. 

"I mean think about all those kids that are in the Special Olympics. They all have a problem of some sort. Some can't walk normal, but they don't let it stop them. Sure you can't run like they can, but they can't run like you can either. There's probably a couple of things that ya can do that they can't do. Just have to figure out what that is, that's all." 

Grinning I lean back a little thinking on it. "'Sides torturing yourself isn't going to help matters."

He just stared. “But I cant, my father would beat me with my own cane if he found out I was playing sports.” He really didn’t want to have a worse limp that he already has. “Upstanding children are seen and never heard, nor do they play sweaty things such as sports and do labor. Books and study to developed the mind are ware in order, that is the way of our order.” He looked at you and side. “I used to play soccer before this happened, my father now forbids any type of sport playing for any of my siblings.” Of course his bothers and sister blame him for it all. But he has grown used to do that more so seeing how he is the youngest out of them all.

 “I am not crippled, no son of my fathers can ever be crippled.” He nodded sitting straight wanting not to completely hear, not that is all that either. He didn’t want to get into trouble. “Sports are forbidden in our family. And there are plenty of upstanding people around who might know who I am; even the cops might let my father know I have been playing sports. Our father is always watching.” Blinking he just stared again. “I am not torturing my self? Am I? And how would I be doing that?”

"You're daddy says that you can't play sports so ya just go ahead and do it?" I know that's the type of thing that you do, but thing is that parents aren't always around. They're not always going to be there to show you which way to go. "He's holding ya back if ya ask me." Not that he did. 

"Sometimes we have to do what we feel is right." I arch my brow. "Upstanding children? Being a good kid means being a kid. Means listening to what you're told, but sometimes questioning the reasoning behind it and sometimes making choices for yourself. You're not being upstanding, you're being a puppet." 

"You're crippled if you stop doing things just because of something that prevents ya from doing things that ya did before. Just because they're not did as well as they were doesn't mean ya have to stop." I look around. 

"And? Maybe it's time he realized that there are things you want to do." What do I mean. 

"Hanging out here, watching everyone play. Probably wishing ya could do it. Sounds like torture to me."

He watched you for a moment. “But he is my father I am suppose to do what he tells me to.” That’s how it always had been, he was the kid the good little the son. The one his father was proud of the most. “What about my home work?” He pointed to the business law book he was suppose to be reading and writing an essay on that chapter. He watched you for a moment. “I cant run very fast how I am suppose to play baseball?”

Oh there was a pout at the fact he had been caught staring and wishing. “That’s not completely true.” Yeah it was, by the pout and whine of his voice it was very true and dead on.

"Sometimes, well most of the times. I'm not tellin ya to go home to your daddy and tell him where to go, but all this talk about upstanding kids don't do this and that. I know couple of kids that are upstanding that play sports. That is if that's what you want to do. I could be wrong. Been it before." Wouldnt' be the first time. 

"Do your home first and then have fun. Mama always told me work and chores first, then fun." Course I did cut out on my chores sometimes, homework too. Got skinned for to. 

"Really now? Could've fooled me." Not as easy as everyone thinks.

He looked at his homework then back at Bobby. “Are you sure my father wont find out?” He had be promised his father wouldn’t know about it, wither or not he was able to talk tomorrow morning deppened on it.  Moving he folded his things and books putting them into his back. “How am I suppose to run? I don’t go very fast the most I can do with out my leg starting up in pain is walk.” He looked back at you once more pouting. “Yes really. What you mean. I wasn’t daydreaming.. really I wasn’t” More of that pout, hell it made him pretty damn cute.

"Well, you have to finish your homework first and then let me talk to the others. We can work something out as far as ya playing." I think about it for a moment and smirk. "Well I can't gaurantee that." Course when I gave it some thought. "Might not happen today, but I think there might be a way for us to get around that." 

There's always a way around things if you put your mind to it. Oh look at that pout. "Let me talk to the kids and come back in a couple of days and I'm sure we'll have something worked out for ya." I have to win them over first. 

"Awww...that's cute, but not as cute as my, Vonnie's." I pat him on the shoulder and head off towards the other kids. "Give me a couple of days and I'll have something worked out!" I call back.

He blinked at you and nodded taking his homework back out again. “Okay it’s a deal then.” He watched you then you patted his shoulder he was pouting again. “I am not cute, I am handsome!” He nodded still pouting. “Alright, I will be back here in a few days!” He waved to you as you left then turned back to his homework. He would have to finish this then head home so he could get some rest. He was sure one of his professors would pull a pop quiz on them.

Carnivals, places of fun and laugher, spinning around the world like a carousel with their painted horses. Music that was luring and mystical with the way they make the organs play, cotton candy and popcorn scents to tingle the imagination. Carnivals, a place of imagination where your dreams come true, where you’re anyone one you want to be. You could do anything, ride the rides, and play in the funhouse. What happens when a carnival becomes no longer fun? Darkness descends on the world, the music that fills the air is twisted and distorted, and the fun house has changed and become a house of horrors, the creatures and painted horses different from their mythical times. They are beautiful yet horrorifing. 

Melted cotton candy and stale popcorn litter the ground, a fest for rats and strays. Rotting and decaying a carnival of blood and death, the horror of the nights filling into one traveling place. When it becomes dawn the horror will disappear, it will be the same as always. Everything has two faces one of light the other of dark, its human nature no matter what creature you are. Beauty has the ugliest of forms, hiding the most horrorifing of tales. How far would one go to be beautiful, how far would one go to have power, would they right the horses of the carnival of blood and death? Come one come all, come to the carnival of blood and death, see your most wanted desires and see what it will coast to get it. 

Can you handle the price you would have to pay? Can you handle to ride the Carousal horses in the carnival of blood? Can you make it through the carnival of night; tip your top hat and bow with your cane. Come and learn to live again. In the night there is a traveling carnival, one of mystery and death. One that holds the darkness as its lover, blood as its sweet liquor and with sweet music distorted by the flutes and organs. The dancers move in tune to the night, their tress falling behind them as they lead their great cats as pets. 

Traveling through towns that have secrets swallowed in blood, sucking them dry, feeding off the dark desires. Come see the spider lady, who talks to the spiders weaving them in her web of desire. Watch the dancers surrounded by fire, moving their bodies to that of the snakes twining around them. Cheer the strong man as he lifts the elephant with the broken leg, smile at the healer as he heals the strange beast that would be seen as an elephant. 

Cry to the stories told by the old gypsy woman, the stories she tells ones of passion and heart ache, stories that touch the soul as her own willowed bony hands hold them selves. The veil ghostly white as she speaks in raspy voices with dark eyes that holds evil things in them. Come join us, come to the carnival of blood. For wicked things will come. Chocolate brown eyes glittered at the majesties around him; cream-colored skin hidden under dark cherry hair looked around his surroundings. 

He had come to this carnival of blood; with cane in hand his top hat covering the brim of his top hat looking out to all the wonders. Things such as these have always interested him, no one could ever say why but they did all the same. He walked amongst the crowd of people who nothing of the true nature of this place, with a slight limp he made his way through the people, stopping to see the attractions and analyzing them for what they really where. A smile graced those soft lips as he listened to the gypsy woman tell her tails. 

He didn’t stay long before he moved on to another attraction. To these people he stood out, with his glittering eyes and all knowing smile. He was a gem in a sea of stones, he knew and that was enough for them. They watched him as he watched them, yet they never did a thing for he never told what he knew. 

It wasn’t worth the suffering that would bring if he said anything about the real actives of the Carnival. Until then he was allowed to enjoy his time, limping slightly he used his cane as support as he made his way to the horses. He loved the carousal horses. He could ride them for hours, smiling he paid for his ride as he made his way up to his own favorite horse. It was a nightmare, with red glowing eyes and so black it was hard to see the horse. He knew there was a nightmare trapped in side. 

He was watched as someone helped him up to onto the horse. Watched as he patted and stroked the black painted wooden horse’s neck. The way he smiled as he felt faint vibrations under his fingers, he was watched and the watcher knew about this boy. This boy had followed them and they had gathered information each and every time that he had visited. They knew the nightmare horse was his favorite, this they would use against him in the end. 

Smiling he stayed on top of the nightmare, riding it as the carousal moved around in its circle of music. He rode until his vision swam fading out into darkness. Arms caught him as he slipped from the wooden horse, another picked up his fallen top hat and cane. Being held by a man in red satin he looked as if he was an angel dressed in black, soft and sleeping to the world. When the carnival left this time he would be with it, the man walked way with their newly acquired prize, the black horse he had been riding seem to vibrate at the lost of a caring touch to its wood. This will change as the sun started peek over the horizon, it was time for Akihiro to find his place. 

A few days later the carnival found a new home, a new place to rest, a new place to find its own. Leading down the streets on a stead black as night sat the man in red, his arms around the boy in black, Aki had changed his eyes some what vacant but they still glittered. A doll to the man in red, as he watched from his place in front in the saddle, all these people viaticum as he was. They would set up out side of Tokyo Japan lure them in. Tell their stories and find another that fits them. He was the angel and the man his new father was the devil, his top hat held his hair and his eyes just slightly came out from the brim. He was smiling sweetly like a soft angel in black.

He watched as people yelled and cheered for them, waiting for them to set up. It would be long now as he looked a head to see the fading sun. Who would be the one this time, another child as him self. Then again he wasn’t quite a child, more like a young man. But it did not matter to his farther, that what he has come to call the man in red satin. For the man acted like a father to him, more than he would ever know. He taught him, kept him warm, and raised him now. They where all his family the spider woman would weave him clothing, the gypsies would tell him their stories. This was more than he could ever dream of a home where he was free.

Once the sun had drifted down the music played from the tents and booths luring people in, the carousal ran with are chimes and tunes. Once again he sat abound the nightmare horse riding it around and around listening to it and hearing its music. He limp had grown worse he didn’t walk often he just rode the carousal. His father did not mind, he had a charm to him, a soft charm hidden under the layers of black clothing he was an angel. Or that’s what they all called him, people out side knew him as the angel in black, mourning the loss of a loved one. 

Sometimes the spider woman would give him wings and let him ride the black horse around the carnival. Tonight he had to do that, once at they where back at the carnival he was fitted with the spider silk wings. People where already flooding to see them, they where known every where in dreams and nightmares. His horse was done to look frightening, fitted with a spidery silk blanket and covers making it seem as if had come from where it was named Nightmare, after his carousal horse. Sometimes the light would shine just right into the horse’s eyes making them look blood red. The way its long mane and tail waved and the horse responded to his touches. He sometimes thought it was the Nightmare carousal horse; he smiled softly turning and riding out into the cardinals pathways. 

There he rode with that vacant look to his eyes, some where deep they glittered giving him away that he wasn’t just a doll. 

Zakuro had run away again. He was still in his school uniform, but he didn't care. He was tired of living with the foster family. They did their best to love him, but like all the others before, they did not understand. And when everyone in the family got gaunt and pale and tired just like he was, things started getting bad. Zakuro didn't blame them exactly. They didn't know how to deal with it. They went crazy with the doctor visits, the vitamin supplements, having the house tested for toxins in the air and the paint and the furniture, until the truth came out... they asked a monk to come and check it out, and he pointed to Zakuro. 

Of course, they didn't believe him at first. They loved Zakuro. They understood that their childlike highshool student needed their love to recover from his life of isolation and abuse, especially since other families had turned him away. And yet... as they slowly began to unravel... they started to wonder... was it possible? Was it possible for a boy to poison a family, sapping them of all goodness until they were nothing but hollow shells of being? Last week their youngest daughter commited suicide. She didn't get into the high school she'd been grooming herself for. She didn't get into any high school at all. She fell asleep during the test. 

The psychiatrist was the one who gave him the idea, inadvertantly. Yes, he wanted to know how he felt about his foster sister's death. Uh... bad? What else? Just bad? He managed to worm it out of Zakuro that he felt responsible... and of course, he was fascinated in the concept that Zakuro believed himself a 'vampire.' Something that fed off of the life force of others... a very elaborate fantasy. Zakuro knew what he was being made fun of. He knew the doctor didn't believe him. Unfortunately, after such close interractions with Zakuro, he was developing a migraine headache. He said that he wanted to see Zakuro again, and not to try anything. 

So what did Zakuro do? He tried something. 

He was carrying his bookbag. Of course not with his textbooks, just his clothes and favorite manga. He was aiming for the train station in the tiny town he lived in, but he was lured by the lights of the carnival. It was approaching dusk. He saw painted signs advertising an angel. Something about the hue of the paint made him feel sick to his stomach, but he remembered the one memory he had of his memory-- a glowing, smiling face. She had a halo. He might be something evil, but he was convinced she was something good. 

Zakuro could never be accused of being too bright. He figured if they had a real angel, he might be able to tell Zakuro where his mother was. Maybe he could finally find where he belonged...

The carnival was rich for the boy, rich with energy that never seemed to die. Like a fine fore course meal to a starving man. There was life all around, something for the little vampire to draw something warming like arms of a loving parent there to wrap around him and comfort him in his times of needs. The old Gypsy woman was the first to see Zakuro wandering in; she smiled under her vile that hid her sharp teeth. She changed her story to try and lure him into her tent that stood half open. She told the story of the angel in black who rode a black stallion through the carnival grounds. She didn’t leave any detail out about Akihiro, how he seemed to give them all life with his glittering dark eyes and loving smile. 

She talked of him as he was her son and the first day that her little angel had opened his eyes to the new world around him. As if she had just given birth to him, she was his mother and the man in red was his father. He too was a gypsy with his long black hair and dark almost black eyes. Some older children ran passed Zakuro yelling that the angel in black was coming; they saw him on his stallion over the hill. The moon had shone down on him causing the webbed wings to glitter in the night. The said how if you go to the very far edges of the grounds you could see him near the black tent that seemed to be the spider’s lair.

Indeed he was there slowly making his way to the spider woman who stood waiting for him. He was to give a black rose to the person he felt belong. It had been a few stops already and he had not found anyone that belonged to their family. He had lost hope that another even existed after him, the storyteller and the spider woman assured him there was. Sometimes it would take years for them to find one that had been lost and needed to be found but it would happen one day. So he rode past her taking the blacken rose from her long fingers, missing her knowing smile as he passed. 

His dark eyes fixed before him as the stallion walked into the carnival, things seemed to silences as he walked. The webbing around him seemed to move on a breeze that only surrounded him. Even the storyteller stopped telling her story of him. She moved her old body to see and watch proudly as the angel in black rode by her, but he stopped his horse at her tent and let it stand there. Nightmare kicked at the ground wanting to run and charge, reaching out he stroked the horse’s neck silently as he reached in and handed his ‘mother’ a red rose. He did it every night, he would find the finest red rose for her and his ‘sister’ would get a white rose later that evening. 

It had taken him all day to find it but he had. His dark eyes glittered over the mass of people who stopped to look at him; he knew he was beautiful and dark. He was looking for the one, the one to become part of the family tonight. He hoped that one was here, silently the people went back to visiting the tents as he sat there in place, night mare as well had gone still, they both where as if nothing more than statues.

Zakuro's head was spinning, his usually feeble hammering so loud he could hear it in his ears. And yet... 

All of this was so loving and warm. They understood him. Somehow, he knew that. They knew what it was like to be hated, to be locked away in the dark. They understood that salty, burning taste of tears. They understood, and he was finally home. 

You're a freak, you don't belong anywhere. Look at these people. You're a freak, but there's something really wrong with them! That little inner-voice of his that piped up when he was trouble was talking again. It wasn't really Zakuro. He wasn't sure who it was. All he knew was that it often got him out of trouble when he listened to it. But how could he leave? They were already singing his praises. They were already making a place for him at the table. 

No, no, you have to go now! Get out while you still can! 

And perhaps Zakuro would have, but then the angel arrived. And he was transfixed, tears brimming in his deep brown eyes. Zakuro was not too familiar with the subtleties of human emotion, though he'd spent the last few years around them. He understood the warmth of love, something a lot like caffeine to him-- easy to consume for a quick high, but quickly burning out. This was the love of charity, the love for cute, pitiable things others had felt for him. 

He was not familiar with terms such as 'love at first sight.' He would have had trouble believing in it were he to truly understand that definition. But there was something so beautiful, sweet and dark about Akihiro's face that he found he wanted to stare at it forever. His heart leapt into his mouth. Never much for words, he could not even part his lips to make a sound. 

His heart swelled with something like love, or admiration. An angel, that's what he saw Akihiro as. The angel that would take away all the hurt in his life. The angel that would save him.

His eyes moved shifting quickly to Zakuro and he knew, from first sight he knew. He didn’t need to anything Nightmare saw as well as the beast suddenly read up standing on its powerful hind legs kicking into the air. Nightmare screamed, it sounded like a horse roaring to normal humans but to the ones of the carnival it was a beastly terrifying cry. It was the sign that they had found another, the ground seem to quake under them as the horse came down. As soon as it four legs where on solid earth it leap, charging towards you. People seemed to part away for the apparent run away beast. Children ran to their mothers in fear of the monster, people seem to hide behind things leaving a pathway. Like Moses parting the red sea, it seemed like minute and forever before he reached you.

Nightmare once again rearing up letting out its beast cry, the wings flaring out around him along with Nightmares grab, no one else but the carnival seemed unworried for this lone child pointed out. Someone ran towards Zakuro to get him away from the raging beast known as Nightmare, but then it all changed once the horse firmly planted its self on the ground it nuzzled you in the gentlest way. Breathing in deeply before shaking its head, it was a monster but yet gentle to you once it came close. It nuzzled you for a moment or too more, taking time to chew your hair before moving so its rider could be next to you. 

Glittering eyes looked down at you, moving he reached out holding the rose for you to take. No one that went to the carnival every time knew what it meant when the angel in black gave one a blacken rose. They knew it had meaning and was very rare for Akihiro to do so, whispers where already moving about the people. His lips form a soft smile as his eyes glittered, a rich soft boyish voice poured from his lips. “Show this to the spider woman. She’ll show you the way.” Only you could hear the words pouring from his lips at that moment. Once you had taken the rose he moved turning Nightmare around. The horse didn’t wait for a moment later before it was galloping through the main path towards the large and looming black tent. That’s where you needed to go, to follow him to the spider woman, his sister. There you knew you would see ‘your’ angel again.

Waiting for darkness, waiting for time to end, waiting waiting. Waiting, as our bones grow brittle, waiting while our skin turns paper thin, waiting as our blood dries, waiting as time dies. Waiting for the end, waiting for the goodness, waiting waiting for eternity.

Nathan wandered the carnival. Hands in his pockets, his mind on his sleeve. His head swimming with a variety of ideas. He was a small time novelist. Though he had a dark, dark secret - which has yet to be revealed. He'd like to keep it that way, along with the stability of his sanity. Glancing at the others around him, he took note of the air of the carnival. The stench of death, he was familiar with. The blood on the air. 
Everything.. 
He felt the prickle of sweat as he narrowed his eyes, though there was no other indication of his slight discomfort. Smiling at the passerbys and the people that greeted him. He came to pause near one of the exhibits - clenching a fist in his pocket. The memories of the past welling upward at the introduction of familiar scents. He found that his stress level had risen drastically and he fought to control himself, fumbling for something in his pocket.
He stood by the exhibit of the spider woman as she weaved her web, there was a faint smile lingering on his lips as he watched his “sister” create something for him, she was weaving a web like shirt for him to wear. She did some many things for him, losing him self to thoughts he watched realizing people where laughing around him. Blinking he shook his head seeing nothing but webbing in front of his face, even the spider woman was laughing in her small way. She had covered his hat with a webbed veil and he just sat there while she did it when he was lost in his own mind. 

Blinking he took off his hat and looked at it, then smiled at her. He liked it, moving he placed the hat on top his brown hair and moved sitting next to her to let her cover him with more webbing. He enjoyed this, the gyspy story teller though had been watching something else even though she was smiling at what he and the spider woman where doing. She was watching Nathan and his reactions.

Nathan secured his medicine. An injection of something into the side of his neck. A small gun looking injector, with some sort of absinthe green liquid in it. His head turned, before he would slowly calm down. There was no indication he knew that he was being watched. He had made sure to stray from the main crowds, not wanting to lose himself amidst the human sea. His hair hung about his features ... eyes staring at the ground. The stench of animal feces reached his nose - nauseating him. Though he resisted the urge to vomit as he grip the bar he was leaning again painfuly. His entire body shivered for a moment, before he would sloely ride out the stress and the seizures. A sigh passing his lips as he sank into a crouch and staring at a dry patch of land.
Finally his mother got his attention and he moved over to her slowly. She pointed Nathan out to him, nodding slightly he headed the way you had gone. Nightmare was the first to reach you, the horse was instantly smelling over you sucking in your hair to its noses even chewing on it a bit. Snorting the nightmare shook its head and made a sound that would be akin to a neigh. He followed the sound of his pet limping slightly as he saw you crouched down on the ground. “Your not allowed back here.” He covered in spiders webbing he watched you leaning on his cane.

He looked up. 
"Oh, I'm sorry..." 
Slow to straighten as he turned his head, looking for a sign he must have missed back there. His arm wrapped about his own abdomen as another wave of nausea assaulted him, before dying down. A small nod as he lifted his other hand. 
"I apologize for trespassing." 
Strained, but apologetic. A small smile, forced on his lips, given. Then he was heading toward the slowly moving throng of people .. letting the medication sink in and rid him of his problems.
He stopped you though and even the nightmare stopped you by blocking your path. “You look like your ill. Maybe going back that way isn’t the best idea right now. We have a medical tent where you can lay down.” Well it wasn’t really a medical tent, but a little white lie wouldn’t hurt for right now. Though his voice was soft he kept it firm letting you know that was not a request right now, even with the large black stallion in your way should have been an indication that he wanted to you rest and not go back into the people.

Staring at the large nightmare before him, he seemed to rethink his steps. Backing up a couple, his head turned - eyes finding the other. A small nod, almost dreamily as the medication finally struck the core. He closed his eyes, world swimming for a moment before all was straight - though he though the noises about him sank into the background. 
"A..alright." 
A small bit of confusion creeped into his voice, before it left just as quickly. His form staggered a bit as he moved to turn around and be guided to this ... tent that was supposedly their destination.
He looked at his pet and nodded slightly. “Go back to father.” He moved then leading you to a small tent away from the noise, away from everything, there was even a faint smell of fresh topical flowers in the air. Guiding your through the flaps opening he pointed to a cot. “Go a head and lay down. I’ll have someone bring you some water.” There was a dancer standing there readjusting some cloth on her ankle, he let her know to bring a jug of water to you. Moving he found a place to sit as well, he was limping more than he had been before.

Led off to the tent, his nostrils flared - smelling the tropical scent on the air. His eyes closed, a relaxed feeling spilling over him as he entered the tent, oblivious to all else at the moment. Opening his eyes, he spied the cock and moved toward it .. falling to it, before lying outward. He stared at nothing inparticular. A ghost stare, like he was empty. But it was the medication, the drug dragging him out of a sort of aware into the unconscious and searching mode.
It wasn’t long before the dancer came back with two cups and a jug of water, moving he stood and limped towards the cot and poured some water for you. “Here.” He set the jug down along with the extra cup. Watching he you tilted his head wondering what you took to be so well almost like you where dead to a world and nothing but a shell. Taking his hat off he set it down moving more on the cot he sat on slightly laying down as well. He needed to get weight off his hip.

He turned his head, staring at Aki before he sat up slowly. There was no words that broke his lips - though the water is taken and consumed almost greedily. He nodded his head in thanks, before offering the empty cup back. The medication caused dry mouth and the increased urge of thirst. Though now sedated, he seemed less twitchy, more laid back. Mellow. 
"Do you .. have a name?" 
Almost drunkenly soft.
He nodded slightly watching you drink the water down completely. “There’s more in the jug if you want more.” Nodding his head slightly he gave you a soft bow. “Yes its Akihiro the angel in black.” He moved slightly so he could see you better as well, making sure not to put to much pressure on his hip. Spider webs clung to him making him slightly glimmer in the dimmer lights of the tent.

"Pleased ... to meet you." 
A nod, though subtle. His eyes shut and he fell back on the cot. His arm over his eyes. A groan filtered from his lips as he licked lip and tried to contain his intoxication. He knew what the drugs did to him, but he's been training himself to stave it off - so he could work effectively. His hand sought ot rub his neck lightly as he lifted his other arm off his face, peering at Aki.
He nodded softly. “Do you have a name?” He tilted his head to you peering at him before he moved completely sitting up. If he laid down now he might not be able to get up for a while, he hated the fact he couldn’t move like everyone else. Turning he let his legs bend and sit over the other side of the cot before getting up completely and limping towards a glass self and retriving a brown bottle of pills.

"Nathan." 
He watched Aki limp around to get what appeared to be pilled. Then his gaze dropped to the injured leg. 
"Are you alright?" 
Slowly the initial "buzz" of the medicine wore off as she slowly sat up, to regard Aki with a faintly worried or concern expression. Though it was far too light to really be extremely visible on his features. Eyes narrowed as he watched.
“Nice to meet you Nathan.” He moved dumping out a hearty amount of pills into his hand. “I have an old wound on my hip that’s acting up. Mother isn’t here to massage my hip to make the pain go away.” He held up the bottle and faintly smiled. “So this will have to do.” He put it back before limping back over to the cot next to you and the extra glass for water. Sitting he poured him self some water and took the pills.

A slow nod to that as he continued to watch the other, before looking to his face. 
"I see..." 
A glance to the entrance to the tent, then back. 
"What do you do here?" 
Curious question. He thought to ask a few questions, make some coversation then perhaps try to make it home where he knew he was safest of all from the people of this world.
He looked at you tilting his head. “I run the place. Well not yet but I am learning to.” He releaxed watching you. “I also put on a show, I am the angel in black.” Moving he picked a bit of the webbing off his jacket and played with it. “All I do though is ride nightmare around the carnival. Father doesn’t want me walking a lot not until we find someone to fix my hip completely.”

"I see.. family owed then? Passed down from generation, to generation?" 
He was much better now. The color had returned. The visions stopped. He was once more ready to challenge the world as a human being, rather than a fish out of water. Head canted just slightly to the side as he contemplated that. Then, shook his head. 
"Never seen any of the shows, unfortunately ... I came here to escape the reality of the city. Nothing more." 
A small shrug, before he looked to the hip once more. 
"What happened? ...of course, you don't have to answer."
He grinned inwardly. “Kind of like that.” They where not his real family, the fading memories of his own family where not a bother for him. He enjoyed it here much better than else where, looking at you he slightly grinned. “You should go listen to the stories my mother tells or see my sister. She’s the reason why I am covered in spider web currently.” Shifting he touched a place on his hip. “It was shattered in a small area when I was child. I was thrown from a horse and when it came down he crushed parts of my hip. Needless to say the horse was put down because it had gone mad.”

"That sounds interesting." 
Nodding to the parts about seeking out his sister or mother. 
"Perhaps I will. I want to know some things about this carnival. Do you travel everywhere?" 
Looking up at his face, before down at his hip. 
"...that's rather unfortunate... the accident and the death of a mad horse." 
A small shake of his head as he rubbed his neck again .. looking up at the tent ceiling. A small sigh escaping him. Perhaps he could use this to get further away.
“Yes, we travel many places. I get to see the world as much as I want this way.” He sighed very softly. “Yes it would have died one way or another, so it was given a quick death. They don’t know why the horse went mad, they just couldn’t figure it out.” He knew why though, he was the cause of it. “Father was some what unforgiving as well, at lest he gave the beast a quick death.” He moved shifting before standing. “What is it your looking for, that makes you want to know about a plain little carnival.”

"Animals are strange. Though most of them have a reason for what they do... sometimes ... they just ... disappate. Their psyche and such ..." 
He shook his head, before sighing.. 
"Hm? Oh. I want to get away. I need a place to go. And .. this place ... this carnival could take me away. From the past and from this place of pain." 
He spot loosely, cryptically. He wouldn't tell the reasons right off the bat - though there was a bit of a loose tongue there ... the drugs hadn't worn COMPLETELY off.
He nodded slightly listening to you. “You know we don’t take people for just free, everyone works hard around here. I would if they would allow me too, but even I have my own job to do. I am the one new people want to talk to if they want to be there. We only take special types of people.” He smirked watching you for a moment. “Are you one of those special people?”

"I'll do what is asked of me, if that's what you mean. I've shown to be a good worker." 
Most definitely. 
The last jobs blood was proof of that. On the walls, ceilings and floors. Ruined. Shaking his head to get the visions free, he blinked. 
"I suppose you could say I'm .. special, in a manner of speaking." 
He thought about it for a length. 
"...perhaps you should judge that?"
He nodded slowly. “Hmm do you need to go pack anything or you just never want to go back?” He had a talent for picking out people and you caused him to tingle a little. Moving he stood leaning on his cane. “In a manner of speaking. IF you stay with us there are no secrets understood. If you turn out to be a failure death is the only way out of this carnival.” Moving he shifted his weight and started for the ten flap. “Oh I will be, there wont be a moment when your not watched understood. If you want to be with us follow me.”

"This is all I have ... save for a cache of guns and ammo, hidden in the ghetto where the old church used to be beforei t burnt down." 
He was being truthful, as was asked. Standing, he'd wander after him - nodding his head. 
"I understand. Completely."
He nodded. “That’s fine we can find you clothing.” He moved leaving the tent and heading to his own wagon. Looking at you for a moment he made his way, to a black wagon with no other than nightmare standing next to it. “This is my wagon but you can stay in it with me until father has another one build for you.” That was the one few things, everyone got their own place to sleep. He made his away up the steps slowly and opened the door, there wasn’t to much room but he didn’t keep a lot of things either. The bed however was what took up most of the space.
