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(meant as a more atmospheric/introspective... thing. Also uses way too many '...'. XD;;)

Mine.

Creante hissed as it played with its new toy.

Or what had been originally intended as a new toy. It had become... something else. 

Fingers clenched and relaxed, pupils dilated and expanded again. The tongue licked and tasted blood. 

Mine.

It moved now of its own accord, not of that puling human's... now it had control, and it would never, never release it again... Creante could have that much, keep that much, even as the flesh closed in like a prison around it. It would control it, master that fear as only it could. Ridiculous, being the raw embodiment of that fear, and yet... feeling it... 

Mine...

The anju hissed slowly at the part of the mind... its mind, it should have been all its mind... that, against all odds, remained inhabited. Remained... other.  

Mine, the thoughts whimpered again. 

Creante shivered with eldritch pleasure as another wave of utter, broken terror washed over it. Whatever the shattered remains of the boy's mind were now, what he produced was tasty indeed. A delicacy of the highest order, worth savoring for a very, very long time. 

Please... 

The anju snaked a shadowy thought around the boy, cradling his psyche almost gently as it hissed once more, feeling the fear flow again at its touch. It had tried to crush the remains utterly before, strangling the child with shadows, tentacles of darkness that grappled and held and would not let go...

But against those same odds, he had not broken completely. It was - why, it was annoying, that was what it was. Like a... a fly, Creante thought, using the mortal's eyes to look at several now buzzing around the corpse it had neatly laid at its new feet. Clumsy feet they were, clublike, no claws at all. The anju felt like scrabbling against the boundaries of the body again, scraping and scratching until something, anything, broke.

What... are... 

Creante growled and swatted at the irritating pleading, hearing a faint cry of pain as its blow landed. Much to its disappointment, the flow of terror did not increase. There was a limit to just how much one could wring from a mortal soul, and even the joy in it had begun to fade. 

Whatever the delicious fear the human brought, the fact remained that he was most emphatically not supposed to be here, and even more emphatically not supposed to be... to be... this.

Creante bent the new body low, and tried to tear into the flesh of the corpse. The teeth were stubby, blunt, could barely break the skin. It growled again in frustration, working the jaw muscles individually as it gnawed on one stained arm. 

Mother...

The anju ignored the human and kept stubbornly chewing, managing to get enough of an edge to tear away a strip of skin. 

No... Mother...

Vision abruptly swam, blurring, and the body jumped - of its own accord! ridiculous! - as Creante started. It felt... wetness? On its cheeks? Tasted salt? 

Ridiculous. 

Mother!

Creante felt a change in the emotions flowing from the human. What was delicate fear was rapidly changing... 

Mother... NO!

The fists clenched, and Creante snarled. It had not told them to do that. 

Get.... get... GET OUT!

The anju shrieked abruptly as every inch of the flesh encasing it seemed to crush in on it, pushing it, pushing, pushing, down, down, down... 

The eyes blinked. Once. Twice. Tears... 

Sabin Duvert looked at the world with terrified eyes, his terrified eyes... not anybody, anything else's. He tasted blood, looked down at his mother's body, and gagged.

Then he began to cry, hysterically.

In the back of his mind, the shadow seethed... 

(Zee End.) 

