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.
