Gaia Name: azuredreams 
Media Used: Microsoft Word, as usual. ( And an HTML editor for making the webpage. XD ) 
Is this your first entry? No. 
	WIP 1 // Crossover - Ambrose and Sabin Wrote:

	Ambrose didn't notice when it started to rain, his paws skidding as he pounded upon the pavement, running through the mist and fog that was pouring in. He didn't quite care at the moment, just knowing that he needed to get somewhere safe, somewhere he could figure things out. The fact that he had transformed into a wolf shocked him more than anything and it was not a normal every day occurrence for the high school student. If anything, this was something out of a fantasy novel, something he could have never imagined happening to him. 

And yet it did, and he was still running the streets with no destination in mind and scared because he had no real clue what was going on. The human side of him was screaming for him to find somewhere safe and the wolf was growling for him to find a den and bunker down for the night, but at least they both had a destination, right? Wrong. The wolf found places that Ambrose sought out not safe enough and Ambrose couldn't bring himself to slink into the places the wolf wanted him to go. The rain was not good for them, as long as they had been in it, and neither was the fog that was now preventing his sight from being helpful. Sniffing at the air, his ears flat against his head to the rain that fell down upon him, Ambrose thought he smelled something that wasn't quite right. 

For a split second there was a glint of red in front of him and his mind screamed car! They likely wouldn't see him in this weather and he didn't want to die a wet dog, so Ambrose quickly veered to the right, sending himself crashing into a wall he hadn't realized had been there. Knocking his skull against the wall, letting out a yelp at the sudden pain, he quickly lost consciousness. 

The last thing he saw before passing out was the glow of red coming closer to him.


	WIP 2 // Richelle Wrote:

	"I was just like you once," the older woman spoke, pulling her cloak tightly around her figure and willing warmth into the bones that Richelle was beginning to wonder if they would be a gray as the woman was. The young woman arched an eyebrow, wondering just how this old woman could've been once like her. If anything, the woman would soon be leaving the living world and in that case, yes, she was once like her. 

But now ... Now, this woman just looked tired and beaten and drained and every other adjective that came to her mind when she saw someone who looked like the weight of the world had landed upon their shoulders and crushed them underneath it. 

"And I know that look on your face too, I use to give it all the time to those I didn't believe," the woman spoke again, her eyes were grey like the rest of her, but for one brief moment they were eerily the same blue as a spring day after a storm. There was a smirk on her lips now, as if she was taking pleasure in the fact that Richelle was so thrown off by one old woman. 

Standing up to her full height, Richelle prepared to give the old woman a piece of her mind for the distraction she was becoming.


