Time couldn’t pass more slowly for him than he ever realized it. Aidly he sat around the vast house boredem tingling every sence he knew. There was nothing for him to do.. nothing for him to see.. nothing for him to toy with. As before everyone kept away from him, he didn’t know if was fear. His own mind left to dewl under the pressues of a ficotionaly world that had been made his reality. His mind was musing over random things, things that where dangerous of just a ghoul to think on his own. 

He moved through the house, ghosting sightly with a faintest sound of his silk slip moving against his skin. He wore a slip closed to the one last time he walked around with just a slip on. The straps hanging loosely over his shoulders as he moved, his hair up against his head in a ratty looking poinytail that flared his hair about, making it whisper against his neck. Dark eyes that held something more than just what people could lable showen with a slight instainty. He needed something, he wanted something, he had to see something, feel, and taste it.

It wasn’t his fault he wanted to know what it was like to be the part he wasn’t. He wanted to taste what they would taste feel what they would feel. It bothered him he didn’t know, he had to know, he needed to find out. Opening the door he walked out of the silent house, looking for someone, he had no remouse to take a human life he needed to. In fact he was looking forward to it. Looking forward to knowing and feeling, the things he lacked the thoughts that had made his mind start to crack. 

He was on the hunt now, the lust hidden in him wanting needed. Why didn’t he do this so long ago, because he was kinder softer, he was tired of being the doll. Yet in harsh truth that’s what he was a doll. Stepping down the stairs to the front his feet bare to the harsh grounds touched down. He was headed into the City to find, to prey on them for a toy. Prehaps some hickhiker around to prey on, he had seen them a lot of times outside the grounds of this house. Phehaps he would get lucky, any thing male would do right now. He wanted the air thick and heavy with scences to draw things closer to him. To bring his master home.

He walked to the grounds in, on to the road, his feet not bothered by the ground. Lucky for him he saw what he wanted. The guy looked in his late 20’s, hair tyed back against his neck and broad shoulders. The man looked strong, very strong, smiling sweetly he walked slowly towards the guy. Moving he stood there the wind toying with wayward strainds of his hair. “Hey there” His voice low sweet to the hickhicker. 

“Hello there” This caused him to grin even more, hearing the hitch hickers thick brooding voice. It caused him to shutter to softly purr almost with anicpate what was to come, he out streached his hand towards this man, this hitch hicker. “I have a place over there. If you want some where to sleep for the night. Its safe there even if its lonely.” He lied to the hitch hicker, he wanted him to come with him. The hitch hicker  was fooled and took his hand, the man looked at soft hands held out them. Adminering their smoothness, the way they felt like warm silk. Tawno smiled curling his fingers around the hitch hickers, moving he lead the bigger man back to road that lead to Rafe’s. He thought about the wounderful things he could do with this man, what he could to and how he would to it. He knew the hitch hicker was staring, eyeing the sweet cruve of his back the way his hips moved in a senual movements. 

Everything about him was slow and liquid, the way his moved, the way the light played off the silk covering his body. He moved closer to the house he heard the faint gasp of surprise from the hitch hiker, almost giggling in geal he lead the man to his pending doom. Once at the door he moved pulling the hitch hicker close to his warmth. “This where I live. Is it nice?”

Do as Raphael says, do as the boogan say, do this do that do this do that. Oh he was sooo tired of listening to what people told him. His mother wasn’t coming back he knew that. Even Raphael wasn’t coming back, the man had washed his hands of it. He growled slightly sitting on a gargoyle his wings spread slightly, unlike his mothers fae like wings his where feathered and black. Just like his father and twin brother. 

This wasn’t the first time he didn’t do what he was told. He had been told to stay inside the free hold, he never did. That would have been easy, grinning he just watched the city his blond hair whipping lightly around him. He was the angel of darkness and he knew this, he felt his fathers cursed blood in  him and the twisting it did now and then. He was full grown now and Raphael still hadn’t return. The man wasn’t looking high on his scale of trust worthy. He was believing his mother was dead, a few days after Raphael had visited he had a dream. IT was about his mother and it was not good. Sighing he shivered a the cold, he only wore a pair of jeans and a clock to hide his wings when he walked through the city. IF he walked.

Booored, booored, sighing he swung a leg back and forth, he could always make it rain blood that was always fun. Sighing his liquid blue eyes looked around watching people run about like scared rabbits. This sucked, if he knew the world was so boring he would of stayed in. Moving he pulled a foot up on the cold stone and opened his wings more. Just lifting powerful legs he jumped from his prech and glided down just slightly. HE grinned remember the horror movies he had watched with monsters that have wings, which reminded him. He gave to powerful beats of his wings, he could hear the whoosh.. whoosh monster sound they made under him. Most humans would be to stupid to even hear it. Their fear wasn’t great enough.

He was bored as he looked down under him. WHOOSH WHOOSH, he did that every now and then just to see. Some people actually stopped and looked around but he was too high up for anyone to really see. Though if the light caught his flat stomach and black shiny wings then well it would show. Whoosh whoosh whoosh. He finally moved to find a place to land. He felt sorry for the people passing by his alley, not really. He laughed and landed flapping his wings and causing a massive wind to just blow and really blow from the small opening for the alley. Folding his wings the cloak he was wearing fell about them and hide them. The only thing it didn’t hide was his bare chest and feet.

He grinned, yes I am your god. Oh so he wanted to that, he just made some really rude gestures and hand Racheal almost flatting him. “Whoa sugar lips.” He moved keeping her from knocking him completely over. He frowned just a bit. “what crawled up your cunt and died?” Yes merry fucking Christmas. He streached and flexed for the people staring at him then started to walk off wondering where fire lips was going. He gave a childish grin and bounced off following.

He blinked and tilted his head, he dug into his pocket and pulled out a clean tissue. His arm reached over your shoulder, which meant was there. “A what? Why is like that” He moved peeking around you wanting to open his wing, he wandered after you still following you. Sniffing he looked around then touched your coat. “oh its soft!” He never seen that before, a sheltered boy. Yes he was.

