                                            Chapter One;

                                                    A gift

 I’m going to tell you a tale, a long tale.  Of a young man who never aged, for he could never grow a year.  Because he was punished.  Punished for his sins in a past life, so he was given a gift and curse in one time. The ability to travel through time and space itself. But there was one catch, he could not stay in one time zone for a year, or else that which he loved most would die. Thus he was cast flying into time and space, forced to wonder through out it for eternity. His name was Ervine Yami-Sakura. 

 “WHERES THE FUCKING TOOTH PASTE!!!” Shoden stood in the bathroom door screaming at the half asleep Ervine flopped over the couch. (( that’s not very nice () “I don’t know its some where!” Ervine wasn’t in the yelling mood. (Today was his last day of college at Teckerson Tech, a nice high ranked twenty first college, but no one new his name was Ervine, they all thought it was Lee something. He had ‘replaced’ lee in the middle of the year. You see Ervine has a interest in every thing he can learn in a dimension. Even if its science and technology are old and out dated.) Back on topic. “Oh wait the tooth paste, its ahhhhh, oh ya breakfast. Didn’t you wonder why the cream cheese tasted so minty good?” Ervine slowly crawled of the couch, of coarse he hated doing it. But he new he had to if he wanted that rolly papery thingy that says that he has that squishy thing in his head that makes him smart. (Brains…mmmmm brains((() Ervine threw the emptied tooth paste container at Shoden. “Errrrrrrrrrrr, I need tooth paste.” Shoden spoke with a certain stinky ness to his voice, like a corpse that nobody every cleaned up. Garlic. 

 So after another half hour of arguing Ervine decided it  was time to take his leave, so Shoden found him self duck taped to the wall, of coarse with a handle bar mustache drawn on his face. And Ervine walked out to his Grad party. Whistling a soft tune, Ervine walked down the street warring the weird square hat. He arrived at the grad party, but to much dismay he was three hours late. So he walked into the library bathroom and changed out of his grad cloths, and back into his strange British miss match shoes, his torn black pants and spike belt, and of coarse his funky ^*12!@?/ shirt (Like a cross, but from a different dimension, and it was the symbol  of an anarchy group he had been in a while ago, fighting against a government of grotesque looking rat beasts. And of coarse his finishing touches, an upside down cross necklace, and a black and red bandanna. Which looked good with his black red hair. And it matched his one red eye. You see he had one red eye and one purple eye. But any way. So he finished changing and walked out of the bathroom, and walked out on to the middle of the road. “Humans of the year two thousand five, I am your god!” Ervine yelled with a loud scream. A circle of light surrounded him and he disappeared into a bright pink and blue flash. You see Ervine loves freaking people out, and since he cant die, nor be injured for very long (He heals fast.) So when he leaves, he likes to have fun.

 Ervine opened his eyes, and he looked around him. He had found himself in a large white room, very good architecture. Bright red inscriptions engraved on the walls around him. “Hmmm I like dis place.” Ervine spoke like a small child in a candy store. He peered out the window, but saw nothing but desert. And buildings, all of them with an ancient Egypt look to them. “Cant I help you sir?!” A large bodied man walked through the door, dresses in a white robe, with similar symbols as the ones on the walls clad on the sleeves. He had a long braded black beard and a large crown sat on his head, encrusted with jewels that shown brightly in the light. “Who is you and what is you doing in my  castle!?” Ervine flopped on what looked like a throne, made him self at home. “You ignorant bug, I am the emperor of this fortress. You will be smothered in flesh beetles!” The man walked closer to Ervine, who was of coarse not listening and really didn’t care. “So this big thingy is a fortress huh? Well I’ve never lived in a fortress before.” Ervine blatantly scratched him self to aggravate the emperor. “Have you ever lived in a dungeon?” The emperor spoke with much humor in his tone. “Nope.” “Well your going to, GUARDS! THERES AN ASSASIGN HERE TO KI,” the emperors words were cut short by a stinging blade into his back, blood trickled down to the brick floor. (Ervine studied, tu-se miji once upon a time. Tu-se miji is the art of creation, thus he has learned to forge a sword from nothing if he pleases.) Ervine dragged the emperors corpse over to the window, and dropped it out onto the ground/ unsuspecting villagers ten stories down, the body poped on impact and there was blood and screaming. “Ahh music to my ears.” Ervine walked over and closed the throne room door, and locked it with the strong bar above it. “He eh eh he eheheheh, the body poped.” (( I guess…-_-) Ervine sat back down on the throne and clicked on the C.D player he` d stolen from Shoden. And using primitive technology, got most of his audio mini chips onto C.D as well. (Audio mini chips are small cartridges resembling that of a game boy game, just smaller and are usually plugged into a sound player, like an MP3 player just with cartridges.) He flipped on his favorite mix CD with all his favorite bands:

Marilyn Manson, huigyu*(), death moist, Linkin park, slip knot, Herkenfrougher, Anty-Kryste, sound of a lie and many, many more. These are the only ones that either you or me can pronounce so I just listed them.

 So he sat and listened to music, while watching the door bang from the guards trying to break in. So he walked casually to the door and opened it for them, then walked to the window. “See ya later smelly bellies!” Ervine stepped out the window and fell to the ground, breaking every bone in his body. But to much goodness he quickly healed, and walked calmly. Past the angry mobs, past the armed guards and past the venders trying to sell him some thing that looked like a human arm but smelled like a human ass. So he bought it and bit it, but it wasn’t food. It just so happen to be a cleaning utensil. He didn’t mind, still tastes good he thought. “Well this is boring… wait who is she?” Ervine looked over his shoulder to a beautiful woman dressed in a robe and a cool hat. “Hello there…” Ervine popped up behind her. “And you are?” The woman` s look chilled him to the bone. “Im the man of your dreams.” But knowing he couldn’t die he continued to hit on her. “Fuck off!” She slapped him, and he fell to the ground ((sad.). “Ouchies that hurted!” Ervine stomped off to a place with a sign that he couldn’t read. It looked like a bar, smelled like a bar. (It must be a Television store!) And no to much dismay and sadness it didn’t sell TV` s. It was a bar. “I could use a drink.” So Ervine walked in, but saw it was more of a gentle men’s club, the lady on the table looks nice Ervine thought to him self. “ OH GOD IT’S THE MURDERER!!!” one person in the bar screamed and ran, catching the others attention. Soon every one was screaming and running, like idiots. Some candles were knocked over and soon every thing was on fire. “Wow…I wanted was a scotch on the rocks…” why does some thing like this always happen when I want some thing, whether it be a woman a drink or a funky throne room chair. Ervine though for a second but then decided third degree burns weren’t on the list of things he wanted, so he left the flaming bar.

 Although he was quickly surrounded by guards shooting at him. But he couldn’t care less about that, he saw a beautiful red head through the corner of his eye. Of coarse she looked at him weird. But being his usual self he showed the call be sign with his fingers and winked, suddenly he was gone. He reappeared on the fortress roof, watching them run around looking for him was funny. “AAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!! The got blood on my shirt damn them all!” His wounds healed quickly, but the shirt never did. As for the girl she was a little freaked out by some teenager being shot to death, bleeding to death, and hitting on her all at the same time, then disappearing. (*-* “holy shit” she thought.)

 Ervine took off his shirt and laid down on the roof of the fortress. “I need to work on my tan.” Ervine flipped on the tunes and relaxed till night fall.                                  

