This is definitely a WIP, just the short start, and will be edited. 

"I want control!” The eerie voice swished through the room, seeming to settle itself in the shadowy corners of the small room. With a jerk that sent ink flying Sabin looked up from his leather bound journal, his brow creased with frustration; he focused his mind and stamped down upon the being. 
“Not now! I’m busy; I thought we had come to an understanding.” As the presence faded from the room Sabin hunched forward in his chair and began to work again, blotting out the spilled ink and scratching away with his pen nib. An alarm went through his head as he felt little nudges at his consciousness. With a sigh of desperation Sabin slammed the yellow-paged book shut and leant back in his chair, staring up at the cracked ceiling and its fading paint. “I’m sorry, I know what it’s like to be trapped in my mind, but you know what you did last time I let you emerge completely.” With a disbelieving shake of his head Sabin stood up and paced slowly around the small room. “3 people dead, 2 men and a woman! I do not want to flee this town like I had to the last!” 
“Do not worry yourself; I’ve had my fill of death.” 
“Be that as it may,” Sabin said with a matronly look of distaste on his face “I still don’t trust you enough to let you take over again.” As the nudges at his consciousness became harder and more vicious a full-scale mental battle is begun, then, there was the sound of footsteps outside the door and the anju withdrew its ghostly presence to the depths of Sabin’s being. Sabin tensed his body, ready to spring if needed, his fingernails extended slightly and his canine and premolar teeth lengthened. Unexpectedly, there was a knock on the door. Sabin reached out and grasped the doorknob, pulling it towards him. A gust of icy wind blasted into his face and Sabin was caught off guard, with a strangled cry he threw himself out of the way of the flurry of snow. 
“Come now, Sabin, is that any kind of way to greet a friend?” With an air of grace Sir Ambrose sauntered into the room, dusting icy flakes from the cuffs of his cloak. “I’d close the door myself, but I’m afraid if I move my hands they may fall off.” Sabin made an effort to struggle up and force the door closed, battling against the freezing winds. With a snap the catch clicked in the door and Sabin sagged against the door with relief and turned to face his friend.  
