The Last Breathe 


The Beginning 
The twilight dimmed as the few sparks left from the suns radiant end flickered in the hazy sky. The last breathe seeped out deep and mournful; letting go its life into a soul cast to heaven. A single teardrop grazed the faint cheek, smudging the rosy blush. 
â€œAhh, the last is the most beautifulâ€� 
A soft hush filled the air. 
â€œDonâ€™t say anything,â€� his heated voice shuddered, gazing at the brown hair, angrily. 
A grey puff of smoke tinted the air, revealing a silver fox. It nodded reluctantly, waiting for an answer from the possessed. It held up his silver paw, admiring it. 
â€œBe gone, rodent.â€� He said not taking his eyes off the face. The scamper of claws on the wooden floor spread an echo in the room. He stood still a moment to long. Tears pricked his eyes, dropping freely to the ground. 
â€œNoâ€¦.â€� he whimpered, falling stiffly onto the body, digging his face into the fragrant curls. He kissed her forehead, slowly and painfully. 
â€œI promisedâ€¦. never to let this happenâ€¦â€� his voice mixed in with the banging at the door. He looked at her, one last glance. 
The banging continued; the rattle of the knocker irritated his thoughts. He made his way to the door; carved wood of oak, spiral designs; she loved those. He choked and wiped his face, straightening himself and flattening out his coat. 
The door rattled once again, but then dull silence. It filled him. Painfully. 
He pushed open the door, revealing the still night, crashing waves uttering gentle soothing spells. His light brown hair rose in the wind. He picked out a distance voice. 
â€œSsssuaâ€¦..beean 
Ssssuaâ€¦.beaan.â€� 
The word was unknown with him. He realized it must have been some blowing trees or such. But the words continued, they were in an eerie voice, painful and creepy. It made him nervous. He slammed the door with one hard blow. The next sound made him stall. Foot steps. Creaking, wooden, steps. 
Sam. 
He turned around in a smooth whirl spotting a shadow of some kind. 
Sam? 
He ran over to the bed; bewildered. 
Samâ€¦.. 
Her pressed indention was all that remained. 
â€œNo.â€� his weep filled the air. 
â€œSsssua-beaan.â€� He looked around dazed. 
â€œâ€¦Sssua-beeanâ€� 
It came to him. 
â€œSabin! Itâ€™s my-â€œ his heart jumped. â€œâ€¦name.â€� 
Thoughts raced through his mind. His hands shook and his voice was only a wail when he called out, â€œSimon?â€� 
Silence. No, it wasnâ€™t silence, there was a noise, unheard; it wasnâ€™t real. 
One thing: Anju. 
His eyes widened. 
â€œSimon!â€� Nothing except breathing down his neck. He shuddered, frightened. What had it done with Samantha? Why was it coming back? Why had it even taken Samantha; Anjuâ€™s werenâ€™t smart enough to tamper with black mail. 
He had to many questions running through his mind. 
â€œSssua-beeanâ€� 
His heart raced furiously as his mind went blank. He had to get out; somehow. He spotted the red velvet carpeting that draped the stairs. He made his way there, running past the dark room next to it, afraid if the creature hid there. His feet stomped up the steps in a hurry. 
Something grabbed him. As cold as ice, yet as agonizing as hellâ€™s fire. The claw made itâ€™s way to his elbow, crawling with fear. He sucked in all his air in one terrifying gasp. He couldnâ€™t breath. Simonâ€™s words stuck in his head. â€˜The last is the most beautiful.â€™ He went pale in his skin, with a digging pain in his arm. 
â€œIn all damnation-â€œ he passed out, with only nightmares to keep him company. 


Light opened his sensitive eyes; rays danced on his warm face. His pupils retracted into little specks in his deep grey-blue eyes. They stung. He couldnâ€™t help from rubbing them. His face felt thin at his touch, but his eyes felt wide. Until his hand felt something strange. He pulled himself up, balancing on the looking glass. 
His mouth dropped. There, above and under his two normal eyes was a set of red, thin, anju eyes. A gash of three marks set into his left arm, they were crusted black. His hair was a snow-like white and hung limply giving him a dreary look. The two set of anju eyes retracted into his face, leaving his face human and un-deformed. His two eyes though, flickered red for an instance, but not just any red. The color burned his face and made his head ache. He couldnâ€™t think. 
He crawled over the tiled floor, making his way to the sunroom. The lit furniture glowed in a way that brought relief to his eyes from the straining red, but hurt his head. He pulled himself into a sitting position. There his eyes wandered about the room while he coped with the fact. 
The anju was inside him. 




1991 
â€œGavin!â€� 
Two eyes peered into the room through the crack in the door. One blue, one brown. 
â€œGavin,â€� the voice said calmly. 
He looked at her with his puppy-like expression, hoping to see her reaction. His eyes were wide, his face drooping, and his tangled hair looping around his facial features. 
â€œNow,â€� she said, shooting a coquetry glance at Sabin. â€œWeâ€™re going out-â€œ she paused. â€œFor an evening.â€� The pair smiled. 
Gavin smiled himself, a selfish grin showing all his teeth. â€œAll on my own?â€� 
She looked worried, leaning her head on Sabinâ€™s shoulder. 
â€œLet Simon stay with you.â€� 
Sabin choked on his spit, then looked at her, â€œOr Ambrose.â€� He placed his hand around her waist, and into her round cat-like ears whispered, â€œâ€¦then we can stay out all night.â€� 
She nodded, smiling in her cutest way. 
â€œYes, and Ambrose.â€� 
Gavin looked disappointed. 
â€œBut he just stays in his room looking at himself in the mirror. Heâ€™s too worried-â€œ 
His father stopped him there, â€œDonâ€™t ever bring that up around Ambrose, heâ€™s willing to look after the likes of you for hours without complaining.â€� 
Kamiki placed her hand on Sabinâ€™s shoulder to clam him. 
â€œHush,â€� she whispered gingerly. 
Gavin stared down at his shoes, studying his laces. He looked up to the purple and white hair before him. 
â€œAlright,â€� he murmured. Kamiki clapped her hands in delight. â€œJust donâ€™tâ€¦â€� he looked at them, pausing. Sabin leaned forward and ruffled his hair. 
â€œDonâ€™t worry â€˜bout a thing, Gavin, thereâ€™s nothing to worry about.â€� 
Gavin looked at him. He didnâ€™t trust them, but he had to. He turned around and began walking out. Kamiki called to Simon and the little fox appeared right away. He heard her ask him to give up his evening, and him agreeing. Gavin felt sour. He turned to Simon once his parents left and held out his hand. 
â€œAlright, Pet.â€� He said in a low voice. 
Simonâ€™s face went a pale blank as Gavin entered his body. 




1850 
Sand flew up around his footsteps. Every step left an indented a footprint, but every few were paws. The wind kicked up the specks and tangled them in the fur, and the waves uncontrollable spray kept it thick and wet. Tangled trees made way for the sun to reach the beach when it was up, but at dawn it stayed a pathway for the moon. The glowing white light cast a shadow of the frightening figure. The moon swayed from behind clouds to open sky. Switching from beast to human, to beast to human was a straining process. 
He tried to sleep, but sleep wouldnâ€™t come. 
He tried hiding from the light but only the thin trees protected him, and torn bushes grew around them. 
His blade stuck out of his uniform, stiff and bloody; many monsters lived on this island, and that was his only protection during the day. 
The moon left the sky once again as Ambroseâ€™s ears sunk back into his head, his nose turning human again, and his fur quickly disappearing. 
He waited for it to come back. Every thing stood silent except for the crashing of the waves. The immense moon never took its place back in the sky. Hours must have gone by, but still, nothing presumed the moonâ€™s place. The tremendous amount of time angered him. His mind skipped thoughts and his mad side almost revealed itself. Rays of light hit the ground. 
The sun was up finally. 
He lay down; wrapping his body in his thoughts, as a few bones rattled together as the morning creatures came out. The sound made him want to rip his ears out. The bones were hollow as if the marrow was sucked out, which was probably true. They stuck out in all directions when they were tossed into the sand. Ambrose clawed the sand, flinging clumps of it at the small creatures. A few scattered pieces of cloth were thrown about. 
His friends. Those were what remained of his crewmates and friends. He was unsure if the mess was from scavengers, or him. It was most likely him. The thought made his heart sink and his brain flutter. An empty feeling dulled in his chest. It felt as if his stomach made a way up to his lungs and his gut left un-tampered with. 
It finally hit him full on the head; all of his grieve sunk out. 
He couldnâ€™t stand the waiting. 
He couldnâ€™t stand the solitary silence. 
He couldnâ€™t stand anything, anymore. 
He gripped onto his hair, pulling with his little power left. The pain felt good, it was the best thing he felt in 16 years; physical pain. It wasnâ€™t immense and it wasnâ€™t mental, it was the only thing he could feel without wanting to die. 
The crashing of the waves ceased for a while. The sky darkened and his mind finally fluttered in the direction of peace. 
He thought he was dying, but it was the next best thing. 
â€œHo, there, friend.â€� 


His name was Duvert. He had a loving wife back home, and a lovely home to go with it. He talked on and on of his adventures even though he pushed Ambrose to talk. Ambrose didnâ€™t want to, he only had pain to talk of, not heroic stories. 
Duvert paused for a moment then stared at the trees that bordered the forest. Shadows crossed the beach from the forest. His eyes widened and he almost looked to have fear in them. 
Ambrose didnâ€™t believe Duvert could have fear; to him, Duvert was a god. 
He continued his talk, at a much slower rate than before but paused every now and then to look at the knotted trees. 
â€œOh, Mr. Duvert, whatâ€™s the matter?â€� 
He looked shocked to be caught, but it was too obvious what he was doing. 
Duvert leaned forward, his breath tickling Ambroseâ€™s face. 
â€œThere are many creature out there,â€� he began, â€œMany that you do not want to encounter.â€� 
He sat back on his heels as if to see his reaction. Ambrose stared at him. 
â€œYes, Iâ€™m a werewolf.â€� 
Duvert eyes widened even more. He seemed to scoot back, and fingered the blade of his sword. 
He nodded, then rubbed a spot above his eye. â€œIâ€¦â€� he stalled, to see if he should go on. â€œIâ€™mâ€¦. part Anju.â€� 
It was now Ambroseâ€™s turn to stare in shock. He got up to his feet and grabbed his sword, ready to pull it out. 
Duvert jumped up as if he was waiting. â€œIâ€™m not full anju!â€� he half yelled. 
Ambrose eyes rose. â€œBut Iâ€™m only a werewolf during a full moon. You could spring any second!â€� Duvert seemed hurt by that. He stood up straight and flattened his coat. 
â€œWell,â€� he began, â€œIt was nice meeting you.â€� 
Ambrose felt panick. His hero couldnâ€™t just leave like that. He couldnâ€™t let him. Anyways, he was his only hope from insanity. 
â€œMr. Duvert, please.â€� He guestered to the bones poking through the sand. â€œThose are my only friends.â€� Duvert seemed to lighten his feelings. He looked touched, and understood what happened to them. He mouthed the word â€˜Ohâ€™ and sat back down. 
â€œI..â€� he started but choked through the word. â€œItâ€¦ happened to my motherâ€¦too.â€� 

 
