Out side the apartment door a musical voice flooded the dead air softly like a gently chime in the wind. He was playing with a battered and broken door one of the dead had left for him outside, he was so much like a child trapped in a mans body. Who lived in a world of vampires and magic, this place had so much horror to it and me missed the embrace of his friends. His voice as almost whispery as the words flooded past his lips in fluently.

If there were two of this earth in the universe

I would take off on a ship, run away

Then all I'd have to do is weep about having lost you forever

Even when barbed wire tore into our flesh

Our desire scorched the summer sun

We are already guilty by having met each other

His fingers moved brushing his dark hair from his dark eyes as he glanced up at the fading light. It was sunset for him, and he had been awake all day. Not used to the silence from the whispers in his mind, his body was healing from the cuts he had suffered and he would have a few scars but not many. Watching the darkness descend on him he looked back at the small rag doll.

Your scent, your body, your voice - Why...

Your gestures, your warmth

Are they mine when I reach out for them?

How many times must we lie

Before we can descend into hell

Love is already guilty when we love enough to want to kill

He had told Denneth he had no place to go, no one to call. He was such a lair, he wondered if Kage missed him and was worrying over his disappearance. He woundered why was it was so importance for him to be in the band after all, it taxed his body not truly his eating nothing but pudding never helped that matter. He was made to sleep and eat right while he was here, so he did very little of either.

Your scent, your body, your voice - Why...

Your gestures, your warmth, your hair - Why...

Your sighs, your face

Are they mine when I reach out for them?

He sighed as he finished his song and looked up, it was dark now. It was best to hide him self away from the beasts of the night. Moving he walked and slid under the stairs that lead up wards, he was on ground level so he could easily hide in the space that was under the stairs. Look he was the boy under the stairs, he faintly remembered the moved people under the stairs. That must have been true hell. 

