She’s medium height with a dark black hair and deep blood red streaks that frame her pale face that reaches down her body almost to her waist. Her eyes can’t be seen from behind her hair but you always get the feeling she’s watching. When she opens her mouth her glistening fangs can be seen from behind the red of her hair. They seem to be tinted a little pink from the blood and grow larger when she’s hungry or restless. She’s wearing all black and her shirt has metal spikes sticking outward on the shoulders on each side. the sleeves are meant to be long sleeve, but are slit from about mid-forearm to wrist and pulled back on themselves. Her fingernails are painted a deep red; much like the streaks in her hair...she is also wearing a short-ish skirt that is all black. The skirt has a few drops of blood on it, but is otherwise clean and neat against her skin. The rest of her legs are covered by knee-high black boots that glint with an unseen light. Her fingernails are also short, but filed to a sharp point...

Her origins are unknown, but you can tell that mia has been around for a long enough time. Her gaze tells it all. When you look into her eyes, you can see the age and pain in her life. She has wandered the world for centuries, searching for something, and nothing she has a bleak personality, unless she has a reason to act otherwise only a select few have ever gained her trust. She hides whatever pain she feels with silence and other peoples pain... She finds enjoyment in hurting others and breaking hearts... which is not hard considering her seductive qualities. She keeps her friends close, and her enemies closer. The only difference is... her enemies usually end up drained of blood
