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PREFACE

This edition demands special recognition for several reasons. First, it sets
off the Month of the Dead contest, which will run until Oct 25t, and we
are granting you the opportunity to vote for your favorite story. The
voting process couldndot be any easier
edition and along with it will be a survey, fill it out without any foul play
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and thatds it. Secondl yew editioe to the mmagazinpg,r
The Bleeder. Though | penned the focused piece, it is not placed so that |
may make a name for myself. The inclusion of this work should provide a
better idea as to what we are actively looking for in our search for
serialized pieces. There was a time when we had a huge announcement

in bold red lettering screaming for serialized pieces, and it was followed

by a payment plan. Is this something we are still searching for? You
better believe it.

Please, do not forget to vote on the following stories as the authors
worked very hard on them and they deserve a moment of your time for
the work they performed.

Mr. Dedman

From the desk of the Staff:

We are pleased to announce we have overcome the ruthless trials of G
Our bold lastard son of a leader has freed us in the most obvious sens
the word. We no longer reside in that God forsaken basement of terror:
children. The record of our escape, we feel, is central to the growth of ¢
work. It is far from easy to let go tiie Violence, hunger, and misery that
had broken our spirits. Each man's heart and mind is a mere shell of wi
talent bound in flesh without real purpose. We have Greg to thank.

It hadn't really remained all that terrifying down there after all. Remiext
month or so the terrible creatures beneath the floorboard would drop in
every so often to play cards and smoke. After we gave em that footless
they sort of developed a taste for youth. The smoke made them wild
unsoothabldeasts with mad fitsf hunger. The only way to stop them fro
turning on us was to periodically offessacrifice We had grown
comfortable after somewhat taming the beasts. The attitude became re
and work was put off more and more often. Greg didn't like that. As alw
he had a fix for this behavior. By the time we got down to only two kids,
skin was starved of sunshine, our breath was foul, loins were itchy, bov
uncontrollable, and not to mention the real dark side of it all. We stoppe
getting care packages.afé it not for dictionaries, we would only have ot
humans as examples for the words we speak. To look at us was to see
definition of misery. Things became hostile and tensions grew as condi
worsened among the group. Lack of smoke gave waygeraamong one
another. Everyone was tense and we began to turn on one another. Or




morningl awoke to the sound of a mad cackling from upstairs. It had be
days since last ate or smoked and three weeks sin@aaiitten anything.
As | slowly gained myawareness saw a couple of our own were rolling
around the floor knocking down the relics and smashing everything in t
path. Steve held Felix's throat until his eyes turned red. The veins in his
became swollen and his face turned purple. 1zedlwhere, that iswho,
the laughter was coming from. It all flooded in on me at once: The hung
the filth, and the anger pulled at my sanity. | gave inlarmecame what
Webstemwould call "Rage". Rather than let the moment spdihocked in
the clo®st staff member's face without hesitation. Mark didn't like that. |
pushed me against the great shelf and it began to wobble. The heads v
the first to come crashing down. Mark was busy covering his head fron
falling debris and came down ass fitrsSomething landed in my lap. It
looked up at me with a mad expression on its fageabbed Mr. Dedman's
head, with all necessary respect due at the moment, and wailed it into |
There were no words, only screamd & loose at him. There were no
thoughts after blood hit my face. His blood. | no longer felt pain. No lovi
and Happiness. No regret. Nothihgurrendered all feeling and submittec
to the blind fury. | didn't stop for a good 13 minutes or so. After | was dc
they weren't able to matehe teeth to the right heads anymore. Meanwhi
the other two were still at it and only just noticed whaiddne. | wanted
them to feel it too. | clotheslined the first asshole to run my way and gre
him by the hair before he hit the ground. Hisle@euched the ground amhd
slowly brought him up with my strength. He shook violently aahmmed
his head into the floor. He didn't get back up.

Only Felix and were left after that. The uninvolved were cowering
somewhere, at first enjoying th@mble until they realized what was really
happening. Felix stopped abruptly and our eyes met in cold silence. Ne
broke the gaze as Felix caught his breath and my nails dug into my pal
Fists clenched, Eyes squinted, heart pounding,takinng, | lowly
checked my back pocket and took out a cigarette and lit it with a match
About the timd inhaledl saw Felix sigh in relief. My eyes narrowed at hi
once more. He quickly looked away and sat somewherel ferdembered
thatl once learned that a howill roar so that he will not have to fight. | we
King. BeelzebubLord of the FliesThere was silence and things turned
from red to darkness. | do not know when the laughter stopped. | swea
beforel lost consciousnedscould hear the smirk Ggewas making upstairs
Everything became dark. There were no dreams.




We all awoke someplace else. My eyes began to focus. No more ca(
No more children. No more blood. No more walls. For the first time in a
long timel saw the sky. | remembered whiereadThe Ballad of Reading
Gaol It wasn't until this momentunderstood what it meant.

"l never saw sad men who looked
With such a wistful eye
Upon that little tent of blue
We prisoners called the sky,
And at every careless cloud that passed
In happy freedom by."

SHOULD THE WRITTEN WORD BE FREE?

By Thom Olausson

That i s the question, Il snot it?




Copenhagen, Denmark, | met a woman from New York, USA. Weaqy
talking about the economy in the world and so forth. | was intrigued b
discussion, mostly because | have always heard that New Yorke
supposed to be really rude. She did not disappoint me. She told me ti
had lived in the Village her vwdie life and that she worked at Wall Stre
After a while she stopped talking, looked at my cane, then she looked
and asked me what | did for a living. | told her that | was a writer and a
but that it was hard to make any money on that psafasthese days. St
looked me in the eyes and told me that she was of the opinion th
written word should be for free. | told her that as a cripple | had my wr
as the only means of making money, and | asked her if she thought
could feed mg kids with giving away my work for free? She told me tha
her opinion it was sick to char
stories. She didndot care i f the
she told me | should have thought abthaise things before becoming
fat her . 't didndt occur to her
work as a bricklayer and worked seven days a week. It seems tha
people rarely think about t hosik
injuries, we got them from somewhere. Anyway, the woman went ol
merry way and | went on mine. | thought a lot about what she said abc
written word ought to be for free. | just simply do not agree, at all! If
written word would become frefer all, then there would soon not be &
stories, or poems, for you to read. Books as we know them would ce
exist; no publisher would print books for free. And with no new sto

there would not be any new movies either. Maybe Disney wouldrsiite




On the other hand, technology today just might give that woman from
York right! You can download any book for free on the internet, an
way to murder culture inthe @ae¢ or 6 s wo mb . Wh e n
book for free, you are robbing the cradle of fantasy. | have r
downloaded a book in my entire life. Mainly because | want a PRC
BOOK in my bookcase! Same thing
that cheaploo t hat homemade DVDO6s havi
let us face facts here when it comes tboeks; if your little electronic
gadgets decide to die on you, then you are left without. As for me, th
who bought the books; | can still read by théligf a candle. | can read n
books during daylight as welll,
all.

I am glad that people enjoy reac
to make a buck on it to be able to continue writing. At the momeatn «
even own a damn laptop! | have to borrow my parents to be able to
even a little. So please think about all the creators out there when yo
their work for free. We have all worked hard for you, and we war

entertain youi,védudn weotchainmgé s ur \
So, | have once more gone &aget in the world of words. | hope you enij

reading my little ranting, | sure enjoy writing them. Here are some poen
You, Dear Readeré

Trapped Soul

Trapped soul, lost hope




No closure in sight
Cold heat, frayed rope
No way out of thy plight

Choking darkness, blinding dawn
Alone inside thy head
Fading |light, nightdods spawn

| make thou wish | was dead

Fear of love, love of hate
I 61 | put thy restless mind at e:
Fear of life, live to hate

I 61 | gyiny heart sadmg pedce

Confused inside, endless pain
Numbing terror of denial
Shards of steel, falls like rain

Forgive thy Dblack soul 6s betray:

Feed you hope, feed you passion

I 61 | |l et thou in from the cold
Starve thy heart, dry my compassion

Dead feeligs thy soul will hold

Feast of worms




The rotting dead will have no ill to say
eaten by worms they rest within the grave
Behold the world ints glorious decay

The fall of Man leaves no one to save

Dead within their hearts as they rest
corpses feedingur hungry mother earth
The living shall by demons be possessed

Satan celebrates their demonic rebirth

Join the feast of the damned, see them eat the slain
Arise from the tomb, walk the halls of the dead
Until the end of days, only hate will remain

Hatefeeds hate, fear breeds fear, Death nods his head

Fall into the abyss, the dead shall know the truth, hear them moan
Fear dilutes the blood, vengeance follow war, Death follow all
Join the feast of worms, flesh eaten away to the bone

Until the end of day, remain in thy dark home until | call

PS. Dear Reader, remember t hi s:




MY SEARCH

BY CHRIS BEATON

... m searchi for

ng

Find it not he

| Om searmsomend i fregplaih... canot

All thatmy search brings is confusion and pain

|l 6ve never yet f etbutch..t hi s
And searched for this thing, searched | have much
Have you seen this thingRor this | musknow ...

If you have sen it then there will | go...?

It makes man happy, and other few sad...

It gives some people things that they have never had
| long for its feeling, | long for itsouch ...

Why have | not with my actions such

| hope | will capture this ongay in myheart ...

We will conjoin, be never apart.....
Please will you show me, leave me abtoad ...
Oh wonot tel

pl ease, you

The Greatest Story Ever Told

somet hi

t hat i S not

ng

r e, but wher e

things presence

I me have you

7

A bird is flying south for the winter when suddenly tlienate changes and the bird




freezes and falls to the ground in an open field.

A cow comes along and lays a nice, steaming pile of shit right on the bird and walk
Theshit thaws the bird out and he seems able to function again.

Thenalong comes a raoon and digs the bird out of the shit and eats the bird.

Moral of this story?

not everyone who shits on you is your enemy and likewise, not everyone who digs
out of the shit is your friend

-Christopher Beaton

DEMONhIC SCRIPTURE
The Stories

NIGHT BUS TO FARGO
By Gerald Budinsk

Vote For This Story Now!
A thick fog rolled in just as Bret approached the bus station and he could barely me

the parking lot in the glare of the spotlightthie loading platform. He parked his old
classicMin-a car he coul dndot tr uad maflechisway |
inside through a haze as dense as a waning forest fire.

There was no one else in the waiting room and the ticket agent wakasleap in his
chair. Bret woke the agent and purchased his ticket to Fargo then smiled when he
the man close his eyes and immediately go back to sleep. His bus would be the le
the night, arriving a little after nine PM. It was only yestgrda decided to finally visit
his father. They said he was very si
his teeth and make some civil farewells. Maybe the old bastard would leave him hi
stamp collection.

Bret heard the bus arrive justauple of minutes late and was disappointed when he
dragged his suitcase outside. The old relic must have been forty or more years olc
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the engine clanked away like it was near its last gasping breath. He waited for son

to store his suitcaseahde f i nally call ed out, ACan
answer so he lugged the bag on board. The inside of the bus was nearly pitch dark
coul dndét get a good |l ook at the drive
something.

AThitshei sous to Fargo, right?0 Bret as|
said, Ayoudbre on the wrong bus, 0 so I

Bret could barely make out a few passengers scattered around the rear half of the
one was reading or anythingoN one had put on their o
alone near the front of the bus and get some sleep, if no one in the back woke up &
started chattering.

The bus proceeded on city streets making turn after turn and Bret wondered why tf
driverh@lndt gotten onto the interstate f
Minneapolis was supposed to be five hours but at this rate it would take seven or n
Then suddenly it seemed the bus was on a&we road in the country. The fog had
lifted but still all was dark as a mineshaft so Bret cupped his hands and looked out
window and saw they were in a thickly
this close to the city. No mattéin a few minutes he dozed off into restlesepl

After an hour or so Bret was awakened by the bus making some rather sharp turns
looked out and saw that they were negotiating switchbacks like they were climbing
enor mous mountain. Wait, this i starkst
anywhere between Minneapolis and Fargo. Not any in a radius of a thousand mile
stood up, turned on his light, and tried to make his way up to the driver, bouncing fi
seatback to seatback as the bus pitched and swerved.

AWhere airmgyws, taki ver ? This doesnot

Who ever said this was the bus to Fa

5t

He had like a Caribbean accent although the back of his neck was pale as ivory, ar
horribly wrinkled like a reptile.

St

asked you whedhi dn@totsayn iatmdwayonodt .

ot
o
o
5
(@}
—
(7))
QD
<
—

was , either. o
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But it was irresponsible to |l et me g

1

I dondt | et or not | et. My job i s |
your station and here you are. o

AThat 6s cr aveyo.let me@Kat theynext town. Where is this bus going,
anyway?o

AYou dondt want to know. o

AOf course | want to know. | paid go
where | want to. o

Evidently the bus had reached the pinnaclénefrhountain and now was heading
downhill on a straight but unusually steep incline.

AYou have no rights on this bus, 0 sai
journey. o He turned toward Bret who
bleached and wrinkled as his neck and his eyes seemed to glow red like lasers. Sc
hire the handicapped, he thought, but this guy is a nut case as well. Bret was getti
frightened but determined as well.

A He | T whatabout the other passenfersHave any of the o

Brett walked toward the rear of the bus, flicked on a couple of overhead lights then
stopped in shock. Each of the passengers, from early middle age to elderly, lay ba
their seats, eyes closed and wearirggttbht, lipless smiles morticians think look natur:
Most had their hands crossed on their chests, three with rosaries, and two with bibl
Haltingly, he touched the back of this hand to the cheeks of two of them: one man,
woman. They were as abls a day old turkey.

AThese people are all dead. What i s
AYes, now that youbve guessed it, I n
evil .o

It was crazy, it was irrational, impossible yet Bret felt the need tegirbefore it was

too | at e AnBut | ©m not dead and | 6ve

ANevdthe | ess, once you on this bus 't




But now Bretds attention was drawn to
alarmingly and the engine wasitting a highpitched wail as if it might blow to pieces
at any second.

AShoul dn6t you put it in | ow gear? V
AWe have to build up speed to penetr a
AYoubre insane. St op t hiBretgeathed.a mn e d

It was light enough so that Bret could see they were still heading downhill toward a
mountain. But there was no tunnel; the road just terminated at the cliff. He hurriec
seat and secured his belt, knowing it would do litdedy The cacophony of the crash
was horrendouslt camewith a shower of glass piercirgs face and abdomen like ice
picks. Then the impact, breaking nearly every bone in his body in agonizingly slow
motion, as if the demons in charge wanted to savery torment. Finally came the fire
that consumed his flesh in long, slow rasps.

Eventually it was over and amazingly, Bret found himself totally intact and standing
outside the bus. Stunned, he watched as the passengers trudged out like zombies
still closed but able to follow their driver. Ahead of them was a massive hall engulf:
with red haze. Bret glanced to the right and his heart leapt with hope. There was ¢
and a red sign glowing, AExit. othjoyHe h

He was back in the Minneapolis bus station and could hear the old bus arriving. Tr
he could to resist, his legs took on their own life and marched him out to the platfor
Struggling to hold himself back, he climbed the steps and greetettiireend, the
driver.

Als this the bus to Fargo?o He heard

This was to be his eternity. He should have brought a book, perhaps a Bible.

Comments Follow http://www.alongstoryshort.net/
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THE HARVESTER

By: Michael Garza

Vote For This Story Now!

Joshua's eyes were slow to open. His head achsanétnory lost for the
moment. Darkness surrounded him. He begged his arms to move. Though they res
Joshua was able to bring his hands up to his face. A deep cold pressed against his
He realized he was lying face down.

His hair lay matted to kiface, the ends stiff and hard. It only took a moment
before the last remnants of his memory returned. Joshua yearned for power. He ye
for the gifts of another world. He'd performed the ritual. Joshua called out ittuthix.

A way through the voidpened and Joshua passed through.

He shifted himself slightly with his hands then pushed himself up to his knee
His movements echoed in the darkness. Joshua rubbed his hands along his chest
stomach. He was stripped clean, naked.

He tried to bring mself to stand but found his legs lacked the will. His muscl
were wrought with pain. He cringed as he collapsed back down to the hard surface
cold of this place was overwhelming. His hands shook as he struggled to ball his fis
There was a waslf dread all about him. Joshua did not have the heart to speak. Th
was something in that place that filled him with terror.

When he could stand it no longer, Joshua came back up to his knees. He br
deeply, searching for the strength to push furtHe clenched his teeth and strained w
every ounce of muscle and came to his feet. His body wobbled to and fro and the ¢
that place rushed over him.

He took a step forward, followed by another; he held his arms out in front of
like a blindman. The cold enveloped his body. His mind couldn't contemplate the
question that he should be asking. Where am 1?

Joshua walked for a long time. He struggled in the darkness finding neither
in front of him or at his sides. The terror in his hggeiw. There was something down
there with him in the dark. He had to keep moving.

It appeared as a pin hole at first; a light so small but so bright somewhere fa
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ahead. He lunged out for it, begging his legs to carry him. With a single minded put
he pushed on, urging himself to go on.

With every lumbering step the light grew. There was an opening there in the
darkness. It was an open doorway he saw. He could finally make it out just up ahe:i
him. There was a sickly, grey light cascading in frortsmle. The air warmed as he
neared.

Joshua's eyes burnt as the light caught him. He tried to hold it back with his
before his face. The cold of that place vanished at once. A thick and humid blanket
replaced it.

Joshua stepped out into the open. édiss begged to remain closed as he force
them open. The light of that place was somehow hallow, void of substance. The sk
grey and dead, no clouds or sun, only a vacant light.

The land opened up all around him. Joshua stood atop a dusty satb\ired
his bare feet. His skin was lifeless. He turned to find the door way crafted of decay:s
wood. It hung, ends dug into the dirt as it had for centuries. A path way few had coi
through and even less had returned from.

There was no building, ndracture of any kind. From behind, Joshua could se
only the land beyond it. Only from the front was the way back into the darkness po:

#

Joshua looked down at himself. He was a pitiful sight for sure, haggard and
loathing. Lost was the confidentam who'd begged to cross the void. He was lost anc
alone. The land did not change. The ground was hard and colorless. The air was s
Joshua struggled to breath.

He'd walked away from the doorway, directly out in front of it. Some part of |
wanted tdbe able to get back to it if he must. Another part of him believed he would
never see that place or the world he'd come from again.

His strength was returning. There was no time here. The sky didn't change;
offered no help or direction. There was otilg doorway behind.

Joshua kept the black opening in sight as long as he could. Turning with eve
few steps to ensure it was still behind him until he could make it out no longer. It wi
somehow comforting to him.

Once the doorway was lost from his dighe terror in Joshua's heart returned.
was lost in the void. That much was sure. The promises of power and indulgence
unfulfilled.

Joshua continued to walk. After a time a dryness burned in his throat and hi:
growled at him. The loneliness thfat place was all encompassing.

Finally, something changed. Whether it had been an hour or a decade Joshi
couldn't say. The sky darkened. Slow at first then increasingly so. The night of that




was awful; a black so thick shrouded his body and aladehis hands from his face.

The fear crept across his mind like a dying prayer. There was something in t
dark. There was something moving toward him. Joshua knew he could not hide, he
only hope to run. And run he did. Like a mad man Joshua fiungelf to sprint. He ran
with a furry. He ran for his life.

The sound of his heart pounded in his ears. His breaths gasped out in the h
the night. Ever still the watcher came after him. Joshua could feel him gaining, mat
his every step.

There was a pale light within the darkness. Joshua's eyes adjusted after a tir
The barren landscape had changed. As he stumbled, his feet touched a hard grass
feel of it cut into his exposed skin. His blood fell freely on the ground.

In time the pain wh each step was stifling. His mind was plagued by dread a
panic. He knew he would never leave this place. They would come for him in time.
to praise or offer the power he sought but to condemn him. Joshua wept.

The darkness went on forever to ides. It was when Joshua had reached the
end of his strength that a light appeared. Different than the grey sight of this place,
knew the light at once; fire.

He could do no more than a slow walk. That which followed him slowed as |
did. It mockel Joshua as his strength failed. It had all the time it wanted.

The fire divided as Joshua neared. The light dotted all along the landscape
There were figures within the shadows. Joshua advanced slowly. He drug his bloot
feet across the grassémng back the cries of pain.

He moved close enough to count the fires. Tall torches planted in the grounc
dim light revealed a grove of trees. From a distance the short woods looked twistec
disfigured. Few branches clung to each truck, theiyswaatic in a wind Joshua could
not feel.

A sudden stammer brought Joshua to his knees. In the darkness behind hin
terrible pounding crash rang out. Joshua lost his breath. He trembled, pressing hin
closer to the ground half lifeless with terror.

He could not hold still. Though he had no strength to speak of, Joshua clunc
will to live. He came to his feet and rushed forward. The light of the trees was near.

#

Joshua's pace faltered. There was movement in the edges of the light aheac
silhouettes of the trees danced under the flickering light. He scanned the darkness.
On all fours the first one came. It ran in between the trees like a wild dog. There we
dark fur about it with patches of skin between. It came to a stop just beyond dodhu:
rose up on two awkward legs.

Joshua dropped back down to the ground as he gasped for breath. The cree




faced away from him as it reached out toward a tree. It was then that Joshua becat
aware of the truth of the grove.

He saw the eyes first. Bdding and jutting back and forth in panic. The trees w
alive. It was no trunk at all but the body of a man. His legs planted firmly in the grot
his arms held out wide to his sides.

The horror of the scene was overwhelming. Joshua looked from ortegpla
figure to the next. There were women among them, their bodies exposed. Gashes
wounds lined the skin, the stains of dried blood giving them the dark wooden look f
afar.

Wide eyed with fear Joshua took in the grove all in one. Even spaced albdie:
dug into the ground from one side to the other. Some still struggled in the light like
branches swaying in the wind. Their arms held up by long sticks pierced into their ¢
and again in the arms.

He could not force himself to move. The somethwipiving him neared. He
could hear its steps as it crept up from behind. Joshua focused on the creature bef
tree. Its head swayed back and forth as it looked into the eyes of the victim.

Without word or reason it reached up with a long arm andeagpbiig fingers into
the eyes of the victim. Muffled screams filled the grove as the creature dug at the e
and pulled them free. Long bits of human debris dripped from the empty sockets e\
the creature tossed the morsels in its mouth.

Joshua laidn morbid bewilderment, in the darkness. He could no longer gras
reality. All he wanted was to wake up from this awful nightmare and promise to see
fortunes elsewhere. Alas, his time had come.

There was a fierce pull at his head. A tight gripktadhold of Joshua's hair. His
body was drug across the ground as he kicked and screamed. The hard grass of tt
sliced his body in the most wicked manner.

Joshua flailed about in a fit of mad terror. The sight of his assailant's burnt a
blackenedeet stomping beside his head as he was drug filled him with trepidation.
Pulled into the light, Joshua could see the broken legs of those unfortunate enougt
planted here. The fur covered creature was near, he ran alongside Joshua's body |
huning dog returning home.

They came to an open patch in the middle of the grove and Joshua was flun
the ground. He scratched at the ground to pull away but found another hand tight a
the back of his neck. Joshua was turned to see the face ofdilaragsom the darkness

A massive figure bent over him, its skin blackened and weathered. Lose pie
flesh dangled from exposed limbs. Powerful arms took hold of Joshua and lifted hir
from the ground. A face was hidden behind the shadows of tlat fhlaugh its eyes
pierced the darkness.

Oof all the things hedd seen, it wa
They were void of humanity and empty of all but delightful agony. Joshua convulse




his feet were driven hard into the ground.

The bones in his feet and legs broke and splintered all at once. Figures dan
front of him as he let out a battered scream. His arms were lifted, a long slither of v
jabbed into his sides, his arms pierced through the muscle, held out wide.

Joshudet out a pitiful plea. As he did something was forced in his mouth anc
jaw pressed close. Small lengths of wood dug into his upper plate and tongue. Bloc
flowed from Joshua's wounds as the assailant stepped back to admire his work.

There was a dedpugh and a vulgar, wide grin. Joshua could not move. An
agonizing pain consumed him. He could see the fur covered creature run forward, .
of its kind close behind. As it brought itself up on two legs before him, Joshua trem
He went back in hisind to the hope that he would wake up from this terror.

Joshua tried to scream as the creature reached out for him. The spiked woo
mouth dug further into his tongue. Joshua knew he would pay eternally for his deec
a sightless eternity it wdédibe as the creature gouged its fingers deep into his eyes.

THE OLD MOTHER

By D.D. Bell
Vote For This Story Now!

It was early morning in the near deserted police station and officer, AlleciBe
sat slovenly at his desk reading the Nottingham Evening Post when he should ha
working at his backlod a large mug of sweet tea steamed at his elbow to comple
unfortunate tableau. There was nobody about to check up on him so héndiglaased
Sergeant Dalton was still out on patrol and Kelvin had his head down in one of the
cells. Suddenly the hairs on the back of his neck stood up, as if an impulsive drau
come across him. He threw down his newspaper and spun aroumsl cmair to facé
there was nobody there for him to see.

AKelvin. o0 he shouted out in panic.

He heard rapid footsteps coming up from the corridor and then the young
officer, Kelvin, rushed into the office straightening up his tunic as he werrulbbed at

his bleary eyes. fAWhatés up? | s Dalto
ANé noéo stammered Ball ack. Al teée |
again. o
Kelvin | et out a groan. AYou woke
thereisnobodysle here but me and youé you f ¢
Al felt its breath on my neck agai
Kelvin turned. ABugger this 1 6m g

phantom and let out a theatrical groan.
Alt not funny, I tell you this pl a
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ADonot be flipping ridicul ous, t h
returned Kelvin,

AThat doesndét matter, 0o ranted Ball
or something. o

Al di ot, 06 Kelvin said as hewardstheagigfe
his slumber.

Al ec coul dnot settl e. He turned hi
the office door lest something should sneak up behind his back and take him by s
He reassured himself that it was only three houtd he handed over to the day sHhift
then he had three days off. He picked up his newspaper and began to read it agai
his mind off thingg every minute or so he cautiously peered over the top of its pag
check if anything was on the apprbadt was, however, his last night shift and he v
very tired; his eyelids were as lead and he was soon pushing out the Zs despite h
traumaé

€A sudden crashing sound came so |
of his stupor. He fell talizziness as his chair spun around rapidly until he fell from
the floor in an undignified heap. His munkeded spectacles had fallen from his ru
face and he staggered against his desk as he tried to blindly right himself. He cot
maniacal dughter. The laughter increased as he shoutedhysgerically for Kelvin to
come and save him. A chill worked its way up his back and the hairs bristled on hi
once more as he heardé heard a famild.|

ABall ack you | azy sBodabowhatf ahbhveg
bawled Sergeant Dalton; his face so close Alec could feel his hot breath on his
rather like a hairdryer. Kelvin guffawed like a loon in the background until the
Sergeant 6s st ar e t urduosa hkersdifhadlotked usonh lomm e

Al 6m sorry, 06 Ballack whined as he
again. o

Alt better noté now get on with s
with venom. He | ooked at hafs hvrursss whad
so | want to see your desk cleared Be
of the cupsforastait.DI D YOU GET THAT?O

The twain nodded liked scolded schoolboys.

ALeave them a minute,dKienk,dmw lkeds a

behind his desk. AMi |l k., t wo sugars. o
desktop. Kelvin scuttled off to do as he was told whilst Alec pulled a manila folder
his in tray.

Alec kept his head down as Daltelurped at his steaming bréawKelvin busied
himself ineffectually tidying up the office.
The door slowly opened with a gothic creak and Alec turned around to f




with terror in his eyes. His heart went into palpitations.

ASuper , 0 s aioakhiDfeet dovenrdromehss delske  t

The Superintendent sighed heavily.
he said without a greeting.

AThe clutch went on the patrol car
another untiéftoamomessagéolver | the mot

AThe organisation at this nick 1is
said to nobody in particular. ANO w¢
directed his tone t owarpdriked rylat butsimenthe statiort
the car par k, | 6ve just wal ked by it,
AWhat are you gawping at, man?o

Not hing, sir, 0 he said as he set

The cardsomlkew, jgstr, aitioseed and |
the Sergeant tnboste dh a di Bietssi dreassdi o f i tt ed

The Super shook his head and left hurriedly. They heard him slam his office
shut behind him,

AHeb6bs early, 0 said Kelvin.

Daltonput hi s hands behind his head a
his balls chewed by the press over Fhdl Moon Restauranmurderi they want some
results. o

AThat was pretty gruesome, 0 inter |
Hestoppedhbr uptly upon noticing his Serge

Dalton looked at his wristwatch; it was nearly seven, the dayshift would be
them soon.

*kk

Just as Dalton finished handing over to the dayshift Sergeant, the Super bu
the office holdingabudlc of car keys al oft. ASerg
smile in the face of his Superitbhaywerefin
the press. o Dalton feigned surprise.
Bowens in forquestioning, it is in regard fbhe Full Moon Restauramhu r der . 0

AWith respect, sir, Il 61 | be off di
and get her?090

AWe appear t o b é hafftheshift hassama fofvrewith swime

fluSergeat Briggs tells me. o
Biggs nodded solemnly.
A Wh at S it with this station?0o

AEveryone seems to be reluctant to wo
Altés a bidt early to bri negwestmamesbhe

then?o

AShedbs not a suspecté as yeteé she




|l ater , it suits her ti me wi seé she

ridiculous but at | east shedsoafeeed
asked? Clarke is on his way over and
had to get out of bed an hour earlier
AOf course, sir.o
AThank you, 0 s ai doverthekeyS.U\ftlethat he was foae.
AYou know who Mrs. Bowens is donot

Dalton shrugged.

AfYou do; shedéds Estheré the Ol d Mot

Dalton | aughed. ARAre we to have h
stool, Alec? o

Al woulalnduchma&k j oke out of it if
| eave for home, fildbve heard some righ

AWhere you going, Ballack?0 Dalton

Al &m going homeé | &dm done. 0

ANoO youdre noté yeudowét mgoa?bdbewa
Ballack the car keys. AYou get to dri

*kk

It was a dark and dreary late March morning they stepped out into. The ce
was in darkness; they hadndt yedwain Walked
towards the vehicle, which was parked at the far end of the car park. Alec switchec
torch to see the way. Just before they got to the car the torch flickered off.

WHOOSH

Something brushed by their legs. Dalton switched on his tarcheé a fox
disappear into the undergrowth.

AThat 6s one magni ficent animal , Al

No reply.

AAl ec, where the hell are you?0 s
with his beam. His coll eagudhewasdhonow
feeble reply.

Al dm over here. o
Dalton turned to see Ballack cowering behind a dumpster.

A Ggadurselfback her e; it was onliwhatblso
you, man?o

Al 6m a bit of f | at e ldyn,the sama pabhstic tarlel
before. Al &dm concerned that the stat.i

fiConcern yourself with the driving before | put my boot up you, you kr
cheese. o

Alec unlocked the vehicle and they got in.

Al | i ke ft hnee ws ncealrls , @0 sai d Dalton a




seat as Alec drove the car out of the car park and headed north towards Wellock.
*k%

They pulled off the main road to take the quicker back road to Wellock. A t
mist hung around at headidlet as they approached the ford. Alec slowed down and
the car slowly through it. However just before they reached the other side ti
spluttered to a halt.

ABoll ocks, 0 said Alied awnuhendti ec
on thehazard light§ they flashed a few times and then died like the engine.

ABl oody hell , 0 ejacul ated, Bert as
got a signal. Put a call out on your

A | havenot got it | yowraasle nuercomen with wa
remember? |1 6ve |l eft my mobile in my o

ANo need to get shirty, |l ad, there
use their phone. 0

Why should it be necompainglet my f ee
Because 1 6m a Sergeant and you ar

Grudgingly Alec got out of the car and immediately stumbled in the darknes:
a fallen branchi he hit the water with a splash. Concerned, Dalton jumped out ¢
vehicle tohelp him; the cold water came up to his ankles and he shuddered. Nevert
unperturbed, he went around to the other side of the vehicle to see the dripping fi
Alec stagger to his feet.

ot D

AAre you all right, Al e cRowevdrgustasAlel
opened his mouth to whine, the big Se
mout h. AOver here, o0 he whispered as
into the shadows. Al ec6s mmyirgfroma schadl wand
which stood to their backs. AShush, o

THUD

Something heavy was thrown onto the grass verge from the Wwabdss a deac
lamb. A tall shadowy figure pushed through the hedgerow after it@methantly pickec
it up. He threw it over his shoulder and set off up the road with a swagger. He he
swaggered a few yards, however, when he was sent sprawling with a rugby tackle.
to his face with the f ul Wnowntehisgpoack. of L

ANow t hen, Poacher Pete, 0 said Da
laughed at his little joke.

ARnGet off me you arse wipe, Dal t on.

Dalton read him his rights as he slapped on théscufle stood him to his fee
AHave you got a mobile, Pete?o0

AWhat 6s it to you, Dalton? Therebo
gruffly

ACan | wuse it to phone the station




A dripping Alec pushed Pete through the water and into the stramoled and he

got back into the driverds seat as D
avail; the dash lit up but little else would function.
AOur back up wil/l be here soon, Al

Before he could finish his sentence, Alec let out a dslaardling scream ani
jumped out of the car.

Dalton sought after him. fAWhat 1iIs
blubbering constable in a bear hug.

AThe caré the caréo he managed bet

Dalton leaned intéhe car and looked at the digital display. Pete sat screwin
forefinger into the side of his head at their strange antics.

AHave you seen it?0

Dalton growled. filtds done six hun

A666 itds theo sygihl eoed Balel abcekasal,n
happening these dark days?o0

Dalton sighed heavily and looked at his watch.

*k*k

The three days off went too quickly and they were soon back to the station
they knew iti at least it was theirturnfarh e dayshi ft. They
office before they had time to settle on their first morning.

The Super sat behind his desk staring at them from behind boiled egg eyes.

ADal ton, Ballack, 06 he suddendnge msra i
The twain looked at each other and Ballack raised his thick eyebrows.

ASomet hing amusing you, Ballack?o
ANo, Sir,o replied the constable.

AYou two caused quite a commoti on
fordamongst other thingséo

Ballack tried to interject. fiAiWeé w

SILENCE!

ASir. o

He continued. AYou didndét bring i
asked you. | returned from my mini break in the Cumbrian lakes with the dear w
find herunin er vi ewed. Webve been tipped of
the | ast person to see Gladys Jones &
bl oody basic police work. o He raised
arm 6t happy eitheré neither are the be

AWith respect, sir, we got distra

Smithés sheepé thatodoséeo
The Superds face turned beetroot
Poaching? 4d fdloyiérng gfiivep about poachi ng¢




gruesome one at thaté enough of that
Mr s . Bowens, and YOU HAD BETTER NOT E

*k*k

Al 61 | drive, 0 sainth®ardparkon as t hey

AWhat do you know of the murders,

AfSame as you, | expecté there wou
there?d6 Dalton replied solemnly as h
out from uso

The press knew that there had bee]
t woé Arthur and Gl adys Jones wer e-knbwnf
couple. They ownedhe Werewolf Experiencevhich used to be the Old Mill leisul
wearretdi unit unt i | a werewolf was repu
one evening. Arthur had made a fortune selling werewolf merchandise and opkai
Full Moonrestaurant thereafter.

The press knew that Arthur had been shot and killed by a &caoldier in
collusion with Farmer Smith as they guarded his flock from poadhénsy had both
been detained whil st enquiries c ointhey
thought her missing. Whereby Arthur had been evidently shot whilst sufpc
worrying Smithoés fl ock i n itabitabeasttias beert
heri if they found out about this there would be a panic in the community and eve
woul d go around shooting each o tbdfogertrie
press found out what was what and the Super wanted the murderer rightly bar
rights before they did.

AThe ambul ance man told me had sece
figure onto the stretcher. Not only did she have a fiorwound to the bone on he
cheek, but also her throat was rived like a mad dog had been at her. Further to ti
right femur had been crushddthe bone was shattered like it had been trapped
vice. o

An extract from Detect

Dalton turned the vehicle off the main road and drove down the back
towards Wellock as Alec had done three nights ago. He drove through the ford a
The Werewolf Experiendewhich was obviously closeédand down a narrow overgrow
| ane towards Estherd6s cottage. Alec ¢
on all fours at her herbs. She looked up towards the car.

She had the face of a hdger nose was crooked and her teeth stumps. She p
up at them from behind bright green eyes that should have belonged to a ginger ¢
strange thing about her was, although she had the face of a hag, she also had tt
body of a twentyfive year old; or so it seemed. Her straggly white hair hung uncon




to her waist and her red face was without foundation. She wore a pair of black
hugging jeans and a loose neck jumper. She stood up clutching a handful of herb |
s he di dnpgyts Daltoroskeppadeopt of the car to greet her.

AMrs. Bowens?o

AfHave you come to search the cotta
she ejaculated with petulance.

ANo madam, wedve to ask you to con

AYoaur e | ateé Am | wunder arrest?o0

ANo not at all é wedbdbve just some (
Jones. We have been informed that vyou

Al thought they said that GI aldsyte see
her ALI VE. |l s she DEAD?O

Al candét comment on that, madam. 0

AYou are Sergeant Dalton are you n

Al am madam and that i sébo

AAl ec Ball ack. 0o

Dalton nodded.

AHed6s afraid of me; |l can smell th

Dalton laughed.

ATell youamhatl 6Slelr geome down to th
whilst indicating to Alec, who was cowering in the passenger seat.

Al f you donot come weol |l probabl
something | want to do dgaméswé arenconductidg alvé
serious murder investigation. o

Esther smiled. il l i ke you, Serge
mi nute and 16l wash up. o

AThank you, madam. 0O

AYou may call me Esther, o0 she said

Dalton | ooked towards Al ec. He opi
fool . 0O

Alec did as he was asked, albeit reluctantly. He stood next to the vehicle w
head bowed. Dalton launched into him.

A Wh at I's up wi t h-topazkuwih mé eviben wetgot mtd a tuc
with two coach loads of football supporters the other week, without flinching. You
cowering in front of that old | adyé

comes. O
Esther locked the door and walked down thtéhpahe secured the gate beh
her. Alec opened the door for her as
there you go, Ol d Mother, o0 he said sh
She stopped and looked straight at him. He was trapped like a rabbit lookir




carreadl i ght s. AYou think 1 édm old do yo

ANoé no. o

AThen why di @ld?y oTuh actadlsl eadg emes t |, Il ¢
betters for that.o

AHe di dndét mean anything by it Est

Al think he didéshe dndasgduf oAl 2cr,

Dalton came around the car. AStop
he said firmly.

Esther | ooked at Alec and smil ed.
youéo she could not nalaughtee any mor e an

Al ol | drive, o-foaitde dAlidac tas thhe fdiree

Dalton | aughed. #@AYou are one naugh
car next to her.

Al can be a | ot mor e nau g wibkie inthdr greer
eyes.

Al 6m sure you can, 0 returned Bert
becoming aroused. He coughed nervous|
to grow hollyhocks?0o0

*kk

They pulled up in front of the police stationdaBert escorted Esther into tt
reception area; Alec dared only watch her movements through his rear view mirro
took the vehicle around the back and into the car park. Because of the gentlemar
was, Bert opened the swing door open to let &sthside first. However, Detectiv
Moore, a fat piddling middiaged man wearing a tweed jacket and corduroy trouser:
not such a gentleman and he rudely bumped into Esther as he hurriedly escorte
haired young man out of the building and towaadwaiting car. He sent Esther flyir
back into Bertds ar ms. The young man
horror. He let out a fearful gasp and tried to get outside. However, Esther an
bl ocked the door way s o lobked as ib lnel wbuldocty an
moment.

To the policemends surprise Esther

He let out a comical wail and managed to push past her before running
street without stopping for his car. Bert struggled to holthé&sas she tried to fre
herself from his restraint.

ACal m down, Esther, 0 he said brea
suddenly stopped struggling and went limp in his strong arms. Moore looked
astonishment and scratched the top ofdailing pate. The Super appeared to check
the fuss and he was not best impressed with what he saw.

AGet into my office, Mooreée NOW, o
Esther straight into the interview room lest there should be another intidetiie one




he had just withessed.
**k%k
Detective Clarke looked into the interview room from behind awag mirror.
He knotted his brow at Ball ackds str.
against the door inside the room. The detectivedcceee him taking deep breaths &
wiping at his sweaty brow with a large white handkerchief. Dalton came into the roc

ADetective Clarke, how are you?0 h

Al 6m fine thank you. l sndét it amaz:
all about? How can she |l ook so young

Bert shrugged.

Al 6d put a bag on her head, 0 he | e

Bert frowned. He felt wuncomfortahb
we go and intervgrdfww her now?0 he said

ACome on then, Berté no need to ge

~

AJokes are meant to be funny. oo

Before they left the room Dalton asked Clarke what he knew about the incic
the doorway with Esther and the lad.

AMoor e has llgcking ower thatiagdhrightlytsa he should hasken
the witness out of the back way to a
crime sceneé heb6s a wai t e MheFul MooaRestauran
and he saw Esther talking £othur and Gladys around the back when he went out 1

sly fagé not | ong before Mrs. Jones w
AThan why has it taken him so | ong
Clarke shrugged. fnHe seemed to be

asked for police protection for godéds

Before Bert could respond they heard a heavy thump. They looked throu:
mirror to see Alec flat out on the floor. Esther was sat at the table without a reactic
twain burst into theaom to see their colleague irnright state as they say hereabou

Al ec was mumbling some nonsense that

AHeb6s red hot, 0 said Dalton as he
AWedd better call anl ambaehadcéd| e6cbés ¢
rapid pulse.

AHe seems to have a bit of a fever
t hat down. 0

Al ec promptly vomited onto Clarkebé

AYou dirty, fat, bastard, o Clarke

AfBeds done for me, 0 whi mpered th
unconsciousness.

*k%k

AWebre very sorry for the del ay, \




tape. AYou understand your rights as
Esther mdded.

AFor the benefit of the tape, Mr s .

A | do hope your <coll eague wil/| be
when he took a tumble. 0

Al 6m sure he wil/ be just fine, 0 s

AHe made quiteoeas naelssso.oo0f your sh

Clarke grimaced as he looked down at his stockinged feet. He suddenly s
upright and stared hard into Esthero
Jones and his wife, Gladys in the back yardlo¢ Full Moonrestaurant minutelsefore
he was shot and, further to this, t h

about the same ti me. 0

Estheros face took on a shadow ¢
ANonsense, I finished my meal herback offber
Full Moonwith anybody, least of all with that fool, Arthur Jones and that nag of his
Gl adys. o

AWe have a witness to say differen
AHeb6s wrong. O

AHe heard raised voices. OO

AHeds wrong. O

AHe will swear it in court.o

Esther smiledvi ckedl y. fANo he wonoét. o

AWhat do you mean by that?o0
The Ol d Mot her folded her arms ani

to say. Either arrest me or take me h
Al nterview terminated aighh11. 30 AM,
Bert didndét | i ke the way the inter

Bowens than he first thought. He saw her green eyes turn steely grey and soulles
sat brooding in the interview room. Maybe he should have taken more nofdecah
the first place and been more wary of hdre had only thought her an eccentric old dt
He did not believe in hocysocus but if he had to deal with any he would, withot
doubt, and he would overcome it. He would somehow get to the bottarallabi be sure
T as he always did and in his own way. He hoped that Alec would be better soon;
worried about him. He thought he would call in for a pint at his local on his way hc
he could do with a drink after the day he just had. It was toetlre end of his shift an
he would soon be handing it all over
have to organise the press conference for the Super.

Just before he left, Clarke took him to one side and told him everything abc
crime and what the Super would be unleashing onto the press. Bert shook his
disbelief as he left he needed that drink more than ever now.




The Press Conference

The Super sat down behind a table next to Clarke. He nervously pushed hi
throughhi s grey thatch. AfRemember CIl ar ke
me . 0

Clarke nodded grimly.

ALet them in Briggs, o he said bol
The press entered noisily and pushed each other for the besthsaa the front. Th
Super gave them time to settle and t
pressé and | adies of courseéo

AWhat news have we of Gl adys Boglees

ALIi sten there, md m, yiofu ywad |i rbtee rtrht
as I f he was talking to a child. @Al v
make myself clear?o0

AWhat charm school did you go to,

The man nodded; his faced with embarrassment.

The Super continued. AArthur Jone

Simpson believed that Jones was a poacher after the flock and fired a shot to w:
off. Unfortunately, Simpson was under the influence of alcohol leechuse of his

intoxication his aim was of f, whi ch
paused. fAAny question on that matter
A cacophony of voices came at the Super.
Al willalbhAvewnpoout é have s o meurloanddg

if you want to ask a question, 0 he sa

A man from theStarsr ai sed hi s hand and was e
was Arthur Jones doing worrying sheeg
motive of bestiality?o

Alaugh went up. The Super waited pa
was naked, his shredded clothes were found at the batheofull Moon Restauran
His motive for worrying the sheep, I
move on. Gladygones was found dead at the backibé Full Moon RestauranShe
died of severe blood | osséo

A cacophony of voice came once more. The Super waited until they sub
AShe had a serious wound to her c he
accordirg to DNA. However, the actual cause of death was due to her throat beel

and further to this her | eft femur wa
ARE YOU SAYING IT WAS ARTHUR THAT KILLED HER?
ANo | am not . At this stage in ou
inflicted the horrific injury that kil

WHO KILLED HER THEN
The Super ¢ cuggebtthat someé KN &f wild dog was responsil




for the fatal injury and the crushed
of any further developmesité t hank you. o0 With this t
The man from thdBugle shouted after him as the room was infused with br

camera fl ashes. ASo what youbre sayi:!
dog woul dnot b e a betean dsaaped hyena &boubtben ersa.s
bone crushing dog?0 he yelled to the
hold the front pages.

AGood one, Super, 0 said Clarke as
headlinesBone Crusbr kills womanNot so long ago they thought they had a werev
running about. Wel l ock is going to b
wonoét help our investigation at all . o

ADid you say something, Detective?

ANo not hiregl atdalCl aoke. ANothing ¢

*kk

The pub appeared to be more popular than usual judging by the amount of
the car park. It was only early evening but the days still refused to let their fickle
brighten up the overcast evening. The liggivere on inside the pub and he could see
of people in the loungk it was obviously a party. As he neared the door he saw Old
standing at the bar surrounded by his family. Sam had been a desk Sergeant wt
had joined the force. He had a tdttime for theOl d a8 they called him. Sam was
bottomless pit of advice and experiericall you had to do was listen and learn. B
decided to go into the lounge and buy him a pint; it must be his birthth@ymust be
nigh on 90 if he was a day!

Sam saw the big Sergeant as soon as he walked through the door. Bert
him and they shook hands.

AHappy birthday, Old 6Un, 0 he said

Sam frowned. AYoubre not yourself,
Bert chuckl ed;anythiogfrom®aml dnét hi de
Als it Esther Bowens? |Is she the p
AAgain?0 replied Bert in astonishn
Esther Bowens?0 he added in bewildern
AWebve just been watching t hde intew

calling it The Bone Crushé& ni ce. 0

AYou agami dSa m, has she caused probl
ADIi dnodt I ever teldl you | ad? THhte
crushed bones and the | i keé mudesailia the
vernacul ar . ANo one ever believed me
thought that | had been working too much overtime and | was-braimr e d ! 0
AWhat was that, Sam?0 Bert asked.
ABob Hall | local larmerk he hatd hisatlaraat, rippad out and his b




crushed by some kind of dog. One of the labourers had seen it happen and he sa
Esther that did it she looked no differethaneither believe it or not. Nobody believe
him and he was sefrom the police station with a flea in his ear from the Sergeant ¢
time. | felt that someone should keep an eye out for him and | decided to stand gue
him i the Misses said | was barmy. | hid in some woods near his catthgrew she
would come for himi he lived alone. Unfortunately | was proved right. Late that eve
| saw the Old Mother quietly let herself into his cottage one locked the doors in the
days. By the time | got to the cottage, a large beast, at least the size a$ha
wolfhound, came running out of the only door and knocked me over as | tried toig

it was a power ful beast but | coul dn¢
it seemed to me a hound from hell. When | got up and dusted myself thenlapourer
was dead, his injuries similar to Bot
seeni she definitely went in and the beast definitely came out. There was only on:
and all the windows were shuetsnfotom tt,h
Alt does make you think, Sam, 0 sai
AWhere are you going? Youbve not b
ASorry, Sam, | 6ve got work to do.
ACheeky vy o unddganbwithyaseirk,foohe &naw that he had sent |

on the right track.

Bert went straight to his car and opened up the boot. He looked in. He r
some footballs out of the away and a bag full of football strips ran the police-&-side
footballtae m. There it was, right at the b
for. He folded it up and shoved it into his jacket.

*kk

Elvis drew his curtains as dusk began to fall darker; he felt assured by the <
a patrol car slowly driving pasishhousé he lived alone on a scummy housing estat
the north of Wellock. He made himself a cup of tea and sat down on his threadbsz
to watchCoronation Street he neednodt have bThe Rud Moerd
restaurantwas shut indefinitgl. He shuddered at the memory of the godforsaken f
and Gladys shrieking at her naked husband whilst holding aloft a broom that she t
broken over his back. He had been, understandably, experiencing a recurring ni¢
of Arthur biting intohiswi f e ds ¢ heek | i kihe bitherwghtsthroagt
to the bone. He nearly hyperventilated as he remembered how the Old Moth
stopped him spearing his wife with the sharp end of the broom shank that sl
snapped agen his spine. He evedd wideeyed as a snarling Arthur ran off into t
woods followed by the cackle of the crone t was a NI GHTMARE
let onall that he saw lest they should send the men in white coats for him. To ke
sanity he had even denied hinfdéke full extent of the horror. He had gone back ins
the restaurant and vomited because of sheer terror he had experienced. They ¢




homei they thought he had swine flu. Further to all of this, Esther had actually see
wat chi ngé <tha hirhand gernly shookher head that he should never |
Now she knew héadlet on. How could the police have been so careless as to let h
him coming out of the station? He wished that he had left it as just a phone ca
would come fohimi that was for certain. He turned the volume of the television do
he thought he heard something moving about in the back garden. Without switct
the kitchen light he cautiously peered out into the garden between a small gap
curtains. Heook a sharp intake of breath as he thought he saw a shadowy figure st
the shadows to the side of his garden shdts mind was probably playing tricks, |
thought. He turned on the light and looked in the mirror. He rubbed his sausage
across the top of his Teddy Boy quiff. His parents were Elvis fans and they had i
him after the star. He enjoyed the music and had become an Elvis fan too. He s
the kettle on and put a teabag into
to the spot when he suddenly heard a low growling sound coming from his gard
di dndot dare | ook. He switched off 't he
put his f i nda Lasla bloockedhoutsny mare n®ige reaching him.

AStay right were you ar e, Esther,
shadows from behind EIvisd garden she

Instead the creature slowly moved out of the undergrowth towards him, sne
twigs underfoot as it went. Bert nearly shit himselfret $ize of it when it fully appeare
on the overgrown lawii it must have been nigh on 200 Kg he estimated in the
darkness. It was on all fours and its massive head was down for the attack. It let ot
growl once more. Bert set himself ready;Ha&l a plari he nervously fingered the sme
5-aside football netting that was hidded behind his back. He was thrown for a s
when he heard a soft female voice issue from its muzzle.

AArthur wanted to be a wolfu whaan

Suddenly the beast launched itself slavering towards the Sergeant. Big as
he was also nimblé despite his age he kept goal for the Police football team. He «
to one side and threw the net deftly over the beast. He held ontandres éhe beas
rolled over itself entangled in the nettinghearly pulling the arm out of his oxter as
did so. He jumped to his feet and pulled the net tight around the beast as it struc
free itself. With a superhuman effort he dragged thetlieasmrds the shed and heavec
inside, thereafter locking the door to keep it secure. Such was the strenuous actiol
exhausted with his back to the door. He felt faint and he fought back nausea. Al
many curtains twitched in the neighbourbdpao one came to his aid. His visi
bl urredé |just before he passed out h
phoned the police.

When he came around his bones ached and he felt hot. He saw many ds
around him. He cried out in dismay whee saw the door of the shédit was torn
asunder.




Cl arke knel't down next to him, h ¢
good, 0 he mumbled through the fabric
thank your mate, Alec for that. o

Summoning ugll of his remaining strength he indicated towards the shed.

AWho did that?0 Clarke asked.

Als Elvis okay?0 Bert managed.

Cl arke nodded. AOf course he is; w

Bert allowed himself to slip back into unconsciousness. Safe in theéhfche
had saved EIlvisé but just for the now

The End

SHADOWS

By Kimberly Reichlein

Vote For This Story Now!

Any normal place in the worldyhen it is dark and closed to people, becomes creepy
That s why they film horror movies in
lone teenage girl is set to care for the babies, toy factories with machinery to mutile
Anything that should be mmal and can be made into evil will do. The shadows. Beci
dark is not scary, the nightos twiste
loom Like the perfectly ordinary shelves of merchandise were doing lomewminglike
they had no righto do. Casting shadows on the perfectly normal, yet shadowy and
terrifying, linoleum floors. Floors that, in the daytime, looked like they were white w
brown speckles and now, in the night, looked like they were dingy with blood speck
The shelvesawered and loomed, the floors bled and her heart pounded.

Ai eden turned around fast. She was al
noise or movement behind her. The sound of someone pushing a cart around the ¢
was just the freezer makmoise. And the glimpses of action just out of her peripher:
vision were only her imagination. After all, when she turned around, no one was the
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Like this time. No one there. Her brow creased and she tried to pretend that her fas
beating heart waslbi and she had nothing to fear. She was just psyching herself ou
was all. And the voice

Ai edené.

that she heard? She certainly wasnot
was her i maginati on. Sh e haingdlesgetation that reer
brain had given the voice, but she rested easy knowing that it was indeed in her ow
imagination. Every time she managed to convince herself it was fake, it came agait
sounded just a little bit too real. A little bit tootside her head.

She sighed in annoyance at herself and headed back to the stockroom. So what if
store was huge, dark and shadowy? That was just her lot and no mature adult wou
afraid of it. She refused to walk faster when she heard footstepslbegrirmatching her
own. She kept her breathing easy, while in her head the panic struggled to find a h
She was a girl alone in a store at night and if something happened to her no one w
know until morning. But the footsteps behind her were natl@, gweaty, jaundice eyec
creature with a blade intended for her. The skinny, scraping steps she felt as much
heard did not belongto atwistedmare i ng i n mol dy <c¢cl ot he
smothered in the putrid stench of decaying flesh asigptiands took away her fight an
gave her the last breath she would ever take. She wondered what it would feel like
time it were real. How would she react if she did feel a blade slicing into the small ¢
back? What would she do as she felpam and fell to the floor, her spine having beel
expertly popped into two equally

need you

useless pieces? What could she use as a weapon as the yellow eyes bore into her
the dirty brown fangs tore at IlherShd e
the heroine in this story, and she never had been; she was the set up to scare peoj
before the monster was finally beaten. She was unnamed mysteriously new officer
the Star Trek Enterprise who had never been seen before, and wiaashineder to
show that the bad guy was bad. She was the extra, not the protagonist. Of that she
sure. Unable to take the immense pressure of dread at the thought of the hands th:
going to reach for her throat at any moment, she turned around.

Nothing. Of course.

The store she worked at closed at midnight. It was now better than an hour past th:
here she was, spending her Friday night fretting over the state of the stockroom. Al
looking over her shoulder for figments of her imagination, tat that was beside the

point. Would her superiors be angry I
up other peopleds messes? No, nor wou
be i mpressed; she di dagertforevea 8he was paidbvell as
was, but when you were a store manage

kill yourself or




die pretty girl

worry about making an impression so much that you gave up on having a life outsi
work. So seew the demons lurking in every corner of her life, and apparently in her
store, she was going to clean the damn stockroom.

She swallowed hard as she passed the trash compactor. She had read in the pape
week about a robbery where the guy had fotbedemployees of a store into the trash
compactor and then turned it on. 't h
imagination could picture every second of it. The crazed eyes of a killer as he

love you kill you

shut the door on a group ofpeepl wi t h ki ds and wives al
smile on his face, almost sexual. What emotions must be flowing through your vein
you fight to push back people who you once called friend, so as not to end up at th
bottom of the deathpile. Bn f eel of <cal ming madness
fetid waste anymore because your jugular has been crushed by the knee of one of
coworkers. The cries that change from terrified to insane as the people around you
theirinsidesturntomus h and begin to | eak out of
somehow it wasndét too hard to i magine
Aieden felt a bit lightheaded as she caught a vivid picture of her knees being lifted
the smell of the gmy compactor. She fell into the dark and her nails caught the laye
muck of trash past. If sheivBANG!

A pitifully weak and high pitched groan escaped her this time as the trash compact
decided to kindly interrupt her morbid train of thought with a

die Aieden baby

loud and nearly pee inducing reminder that her imagination had gone wild. She pat
and held onto the side of one of the shelves until her heart stopped thundering. The
compactor made that noise all the time.

Finally she scoffed dterself in a final attempt to get off her mental crazy train and
moved to load the cart that she was going to take on the floor to stock shelves. She
because someone was moving behind her and marveled at the fact that the expect
seeing a gbst white face reflected in the glass of the window that showed the sales
was so much more frightening than it would have been to actually see it. She push
cart out of the stockroom and tried not to think of her increased feeling of unelaise ir
pl ace over the past few weeks. She wa
and odd feelings these days were enough to leave her wondering if she going delu
or at least getting depressed. Or maybe it was just the stress from work and th
uncharacteristic feelings of being

never leave need you

put upon. She guessed that everyone must have times in their lives when everythir
seemed to go wrong all at once.

One of the things about lower management, you always heard about what yourdjd




no matter how many things you did per
life were taking that turn. Her family, her friends, her soon to be ex boyfriend (she v
getting the breakip vibe from him, anyway), no one seemed to thinkveie trying hard
enough, pushing far enough, achieving fast enough. But maybe that was in her
imagination as well. Maybe she was just in such a

love eat you up yum

dark place emotionally she was imagining the pressure from all the people around

Shewa nét really sure of anything anymo
Only that was wrong. She was sure she
and beans at, wh at-seven mautesvy@as one in theanmomiég. O

she coul dndét st op.rhearhpounded solhatd)and all she copld
was keep at her project because if she stopped, something dreadful would happen
was going to meet the devil tonight.
her life had been building to this paint

Her hands were shaking as she put the last can on the shelf and moved on to the r

on her cart. The front doors were in
cloudy, distorted mirror they produced, which was why her eyes weragumlook in
that direction. 't didndédt matter whet

were glued obediently on the box and the sharp

cut you to pieces cut you

blade of her box cutter. In her mind she could see, clear as day, thelptdevelting
face of Satan, with the eyes that could turn you insane with a single look. And you

couldndét help but | ook when thatos wh
smell ed burning that she al md&Betknel thesster
that wafted to her olfactory was not natural, and she felt hopeless tears stinging at
eyes.

She got up just quickly enough to make her feel a little insane and pushed the cart
she had only half emptied back into the stockroom,t b ot hering t o
designated area. She sported the kind of half walk, half run that can only truly be p
off by someone who is running from the sort of thing that they are certain cannot e)
and equally as certain that it does.

burn you make you scream

She punched in the code that got her in the office and skipped her locker because
already had her coat on the counter,
when your keys were in your coat pocket anyway? Shiel gai that unimportant

die heart you die

stuff when she came back to work tomorrow. When there would be people present
clocked out quickly and continued her walk/run to the front doors, still fighting tears
hoped that was a good thing. As lasgshe was crying because she was fighting pan
meant she wasnoét fully panicked yet.




hearing was not in her head, it was real. And everyone knows that disembodied vo
either mean you are crazy aswyare in the presence of evil. Neither of those thoughts
appealed to her. She set the alarm to the front doors and exited in record time, anc
then that she heard the noise that made her yelp in pathetic fright.
AAi eden, 0 the deep voice said.
She junped around and nearly had a heart attack at what she saw.

ASteve? What the hell are you doing h
AYou know itdéds not generally acceptahb
said with a smile that was modherfrighbnce
Damnit.

AYeah, | 6m sorry. You just scared meé
Al noticed. I missed my bus and | was
youé. | mean, um, you know. |Itomeghso,metéh

You knowé. 0 Hree bt uasthehle mavdh sai d t he
probably letting on far more than he wanted to.

For her part, Aieden was glad that he was letting on. He had been hired three or fo
weeks ago and she had taken to him right away. She had a mgjoioa him, though
she would never admit it, since she was not allowed to date her employees. That d
stop her from noticing that he was pretty much the most attractive man she had ewv:
in her life, and thinking that maybe catching a guy like &m his way up was worth
losing a stinking entry level management position over.

And he was on his way up. Oh yes, Steve was halfway up already. He was working
store because he wanted to devote all of his time to grad school, and he already he
position waiting for him when he grad
he had put all of his money towards graduating with as little debt as possible, and t

doing a very good job of it. He ucwha s a
everything you could want in a man. Ahdwas getting flustered ovéer?

AYeah, |l can give you a ride, 0 she sa
no problem at all . o

He smiled. AYou know, si nc eybell shgudbwy yoy a
cup of coffee or something before you
All of a sudden all her silly fears of the night had passed. The stupid voices and s
and feelings that must have been in her head the whole time were put talyeghisn
not completely forgotten, they remained as harmless in the back of her mind as the
memories of doing her laundry last Thursday.

Aieden smiled to herself at the slightly nervous small talk that Steve was making w
her. She had always been shywar guys but for some reason, him acting like she wi
something to be nervous about put her at ease. She was starting to really like this ¢
When they were in the car she buckled in and turned toward him, hoping to talk for
before they got underwand draw this out as long as possible.




AKill you, 06 Steven said with a slight
APardon?0 she replied with a | augh.
Al 6m going to kill you. o

She realized he was serious, she realized that she had been right, that she could ¢
againsmell the not right sulfur that she had caused her to flee the store. Pure evil s
front of her, only his eyes, those glowing red embers, did not cause her to go insan
was going to take his time with her. And she was calm. She was in quite anpleasd,

thank you very much. AYoudbre noteée. sc
nOf course not, baby, o0 Steve replied
me | et into your car. o

BE BOOK TN E

THE BLEEDER

By: Jesse Dedman

It was a few minutes past m idnight when the commotion

subtly uprooted the diseased calm that lingered in the ally

way. The back doors of the van were wide open, but the

pocket of darkness offered a great cover. The brake lights

glowed with a hue that seeped into the dark, revealing a
glimmer of movement. A body, or something that resembled

one, was thrown out to tumble along the rough pavement. The

heap splashed into a puddle of water and stayed without the

slightest twitch. Just like that, the van was gone, driving

off into a distan ce unseen by the huddled homeless.

Curiosity lured a few, which later grew into a modest
crowd. They observed and discussed the strange form of the
manés condition. Hi s arms and body we
bulging muscles, and there were metallic etchings
thr oughout his skin invoking a wave of questions. They
pointed at his face, explaining the oddity of his mask,
which was a modified wielding mask. There was a metallic
cube with extreme weight that illuminated with flashing




dials, which connected to his body by a series of tubs and
hoses.

Being starved for most of their time, the homeless
crowed was only as humble as their basic needs. They tried
as hard as they could to pillage from the helpless
manifest. Swooping as if they were vultures over a rotten
corp se, and they attacked the pockets of his jeans only to
fine lint. It was only the strange bulk of metal that was

profitable, but it wouldndét come wundo
connections with bats, and the failure led to a bigger
consumption of desire. One of the m was wise enough to use

his knife, but the sharp edge of his blade was dulling to
the surface.

His arms moved, flopping in the puddle, but nothing
significant. The mere fact that he was becoming aware
scared off most of the people; the three that remai ned were
the most rugged, disgusting, and unclean of the bunch. They
were the alphas of their ken, or perhaps just the most
desperate. They watched him move and grew with eagerness;
their victim was weak, shaking to keep his own weight.
Caught in a despera te cycle, the desolate fiend struggled
to even kneel.

The boldest one acted first, placing his gritty,
contaminated palm upon the surface of the cube. He brushed
against the surface, feeling the cold untouched metal,
while toying with a clever idea. A s eries of chords
detached from the sides of the device and lunged at the
man. One by one, three different lines snapped into his
body with a force he couldndét contest
was not given a reply he hoped for. His brethren ran off,
but their a ttempt was without success. The remaining lines
expanded the distance and pierced through their chests.

A web of chords drained them of their blood and other
val uable fluids at a rate that their
too, a strong piercing pain, followed by a searing vacuum
that gave allowance to a creeping coldness. The dials on
the device flourished with an assortment of lights, while




the entity attached suddenly had the strength he needed. He
rose from the ground, carrying the device in his hand,

which he clipped to the narrow bars that ran along his
exposed back. The being took notice of his surroundings and

coul dnét help but feel the over whel mi
lost, alone, and without help. He could see the damage done
to him, but not feel the pai n.

He took the overcoat from the bold one and used it to
cover his shirtless torso. The fabric loomed over the
device, rendering him as muscular hunchback. He walked
throughout the narrow pathways as if to find something,
while studying the sudden chang e in place. The shadows were
thick, but his eyes were keen to resolving that. He saw
with illumination, everything was beaming at the seams with
a slight golden tint. It was beginning to fade as they have
been over used.

The smell of tobacco redirected h im to another narrow
passage, where a slender young woman stood with cigarette
in hand. She wasnét aware of his pres

moment of invitation. He approached with hand opened with

its machinery infused fingers and lunged for her frail

neck. She screamed but was silenced by a sudden slam to the
wall. A gash was indented into her skull, which bled out

onto the crusty pavement.

He knelt over her and opened the visor of his mask.
His pale skin was riddled with crust lines and scars and
the eye s were of a more enriched story. Strained from the
constant injections, the whites of his eyes were of that of
a waterlogged, blood - soaked sack, and drooped with
moisture. With careful fingers He gave release to his
sight, and began to take hers. His finge rs were tipped with
a silver piece that housed many uses. They adjusted to what
his body needed to complete the exchange of eyes.

It was shortly after this procedure that he heard the
low rumble. It was a subtle bass that pounded from a source
unclear. He searched for it, following the noise. It grew
in texture, expanding into a chorus of speeches and mid -




topic rants. It was difficult for the lab designed creature

to follow, but what he found were basement doors that had

seen better days, bared with an iro n piece, chained by a
web of iron and padlocks, all of which were destroyed in a

contest with his strength.

He bled from the tips of his fingers at an invariable
rate until the | ast drop. He didnot f
suffer. It was this exploitation that w as seen as a miracle
by those around him. This ability blessed him with
continuous tribute, placing him as an idol before their
praised lord. They tested him, searching for flaws in
ability, but all the questions were answered with a notion
that their fait h was honest. The men and women in this
chamber serve a god not to alien from common beliefs, one
that rules with intolerance and justifies punishment, pain
and torment, by any means, Nzulmbi .

The third day of their trials delivered onto them a
fatality t hat bolstered the creaturebds re
during a ceremonial chant. The head of the Covent praised
the work of other members, disgusting foul showcases of
violence, while reading a passage from an ancient tome. He
spoke in Latin about a deity that r ules with righteousness,
blessing though t s that should be blessed, those willing to
make great sacrifice. The speech was what made his
accidental death something of a novelty by the group. They
watched as the creature drained the head priest until his
flesh  was cold.

With natural reason diluted by actual practice, the
Covent was quick in their efforts. They appointed a new
head priest and developed a network of trusties that would
allow them to offer sacrifices to their newfound idol. The
first was meek, b ut new, the others grew with more
elaborate chanting and festivities. The moldy basement
became more alive after each additional victim, until the
day she was offered.

A little girl, not much older than ten was delivered
in front of the idol. He sat on a handcrafted stone throne,




a tribute from one of the more talented individuals, with a

calm much like with the previous victims. The network of

cables | aunched out from his backsi de
strike into her flesh. Instead he studied her more

careful ly and saw in her a gentle innocence; she was young,

fresh with life, and blessed with a clean slate something

different from the others.

AThe sacrifice must be made, as it
tome of the ancient king. Don Laviall was an honest man
willin g to make our lord happy no matter what the means.
The death of this young girl will bring his eyes onto us
and enlighten us with a type of kindness never seen before.
Wealth will rain down onto us from the heavens as we know

how valuable our lives are in comparison to the |
the Priest.
AShe is so |ittle. She has no |ife

seizing a beginning, 0 said the masked

ABut you, as the bleeder, must sur
did after all come to us and give 1ins
The light within him had been contested before, but

the memory of it was faint. Searching for it, digging

through a dark hole, scratching at any photographic image.

He breathed slightly and never felt his lungs expanding. He
thought with an active mind, a mind that has bee n
conditioned and void to deep wondering. He was a shell of a

man, but inside was something animated by carefully

designed mechanisms. It was partly because of these

machines that he lived in this numb state. Even when he

bled, it pours out of his body wit hout any feeling.

The image of the girl, her flush cheeks and blond
hair, freed him from the nothing he was so accustomed too.
It was for this feeling that he moved to defend her against
a group that had housed him for months. He felt nothing to
fight the m, only slight confusion, as he never registered
anything they have said.




A | have to think, does your messi a
her | ose?b0

AHe profits from our existence, bu
without his blessing. This is for us to begin a new
cleansing. o

AYou exist right now, you feel it
it when you breathe, when you move. T
exi st is |. |l dondot exist and neither

you speak of . o
AThe Bl eeder mi ghpokemaviee mves|l dnodt

denounce his creator, no t with full intent. Perhaps we were

wrong about the level of your servitude. You are less of

what you seem ; the Bleeder is thus a shadow of another

idol. We will find that such idol, and we will create a

better platter for it. Right now, we have this dear child

to offer to Nzulmbi and that must be done. To not will

bring this Covent down to a | ow uni ma
ANo one will hur t tooneswill even tduch;

this child. A group of men like you stand before me, with a

mind much more diluted than mine. That bothers me and makes

me feel something | have long forgotten about. The absence

of emotion had left me stale, but that has been revoked. |

dare you all to challenge me, but | dare you even more to

challenge each other. This lunacy has gone far enough, 0
said the Bleeder.

AiYou are part of what you just | ab
are a totem of worship. Your body is not by design from the
god we neglect, but by the god we worship. You are him. You

wi || feast . o
nl f God created me, t hen henadadweosn.n
ifiWe are the messengers of that. Yo
true, you found us. o0

The Bleeder paused and his hesitation grew as he
thought about that noti on. béeftéhelasbul dnad




time he felt aware; or even felt at home with anything. His
mind was diluted into a despairing loss and was of no use

other than to further dissolve any stable radiant. He moved

from his place and felt an instant gain of pressure and had

to use the arm of the stone chair to keep his place.

AYou see, you wthoathevbl@ad Youbody
needs to be revived so that it can once flourish at full
strength. You ability to live is because of the way he
crafted you. You steal blood, gain nutrients and bleed out
the rest. You are what you hate. Do not let this girl be
the end of you. o

The chords launched from his back, lunging through the
air at rate faster than previous. The metallic lead of the
cable stabbed through the priestodos ne
gasp for air.
AéeThis isndét his willé, o were his
the lead readjusted so that it could absorb the blood. The
other cables launched out, attacking random people in the
thick crowd. The rest are speechless and not sure what to
make of it. The head of their command, of their view was
cut off and not they are bleeding for their idol.

AThis isndt his will, then he iIs a
puni shed, 06 said a bearded man.

The bleeder regained his strength and swallowed the
frail girl into his arms. He bolted for the door, while
offering his thick skin and mus cles as protection against
the rain of attacks. The rioting crowd was of no contest to
his will; he reached the door and left with his web of
cables springing back into place. The sporadic movement of
the cables caused further injury onto the people, slici ng
through the skin of many.

The fallen idol slammed through the door shattering it
into a thousand splinters and kept on running. He ran
through a network of passages, running past several
sleeping homeless, junkies, and social misfits. He was in a
pla ce much worse than before, even though it was more open.




It was a forgotten part of the city; a place that once had
a great view of the river bend, now it was collection of
scattered cars, buses, and other housing for the people

that lived here. They were the type that considered a
morning injection of heroin to be a good way to start the
day. A type that wouldndét care at all

Using the darkened mask of the place as a cover, the
Bleeder began to pace much slower and wandered without any
direction. The escape had dissolved to an expanding calm,
he stooped behind a brick wall releasing the girl from his
grasp. He examined her and sighed to the strange feeling.

Her eyes moved, twitching to a disturbance known only to

her. They opened reveali ng blue watery eyes. She squirmed
for a moment, startled for a second that went by slower

than how it started.

AHO me, | want to go home, 0 she cri
out of his ar ms. AWhere am | ?0

AYou want to go home. Home, that I
be, where is it, your home. 0

AnWhat happened to you? You | ook we
your hand bl eeding?o

AYes, it bleeds, and what happened
of my being. That is the only thing | can make out of this
mi sery. o

AWhy are you so sad?o

Al ss his sadness? | dondt know,. | s
people. Do you remember the people that brought you before
me ? 0

il thought that was just a dr eam.

to go home now. o

Yes, but where is it.o

1]




A | dondét know, not fr omedhaldleavea ny wa
this area. Head for a much wider stre
Al will try, but 1 &dm not sure wher

A group of people gathered at the opening of the ally,
and the sound they made brought to them his attention. He
poised his dark image before them; i t was the crowd from
before. They charged at him, leaving him with only seconds
to think. He glanced at the girl and spotted a latter. He
offered her cover and rough persuasion as she climbed to
the rooftops. They swarmed him like ants on a spider, weak
and pathetic, but the swarm of their numbers was a greater
advantage than first thought. He spun his fists, pounding
on them for release, but they stayed with their fight. He
grasped a kneecap and smashed it with his fist, causing the
pile of bodies to cave.

He fled from the scene, but turned around to find a
man with shotgun in hand. The barrel was pointing directly

at his chest, and the man didnoét hesi
shot was fired and the bullets punctured through his chest
creating a cavity that e xposed the fumes of his inner

workings; a musky green essence seeped out, causing the man
to churn with a repulsed stomach.

The Bleeder climbed the ladder with difficulty at
first, but he proved to be too strong for the others to
hang on. Upon reaching the top he lunged for the face of a
follower and smashed it against the brick wall. The body
fell unto the others, freeing the ladder from their
efforts. The little girl was at the edge of the building
seemingly amazed by the sight of the busy city.

AYw are okay, but only i f we hurry
AMy home is over there,o0 she said
collection of rundown apartments. The Bleeder glance d at
the sight and became one with the objective. He pulled the
girl closer to him, further staining her white dre ss. She

was more repulsed by his roughness than his skunk - like




stench.

Al will take you there. o

AWhat about those people, are they
you?o

Al believe so, but their i ntent sh
long. | am stronger than they are, and will succeed. 0O

AYou might want to see a doctor, I

smoke come out from a person 6s chest before. o

Al candt say | havenot and | doubt
able to do much. |l 6m a monster after

inYa&h, you are, arenot nthatméake Bauyoumyh e
monster, |l dondt mind. o

Al see that you dondt, 0 he took he

jumped across to the other roof. He ran over the rooftops

with the speed of a bull but was nothing close to being

acrobatic. The pavement would crack to his landing, a ny
glass surface would shatter to the vibration of his

stomping, and the ledges crumbled easily to his presence.

The air was the only thing he didnot
flapped through every jump. The girl screamed with fear at

first, but that soon changed t 0 excitement.

He crashed onto the roof of an apartment and shattered
it, causing a great commotion as the residents were rudely
awoken. He ignored the shouting and continued towards the
girl 6s direction. He navigated the gr
stomping o ver grass, bushes, and flowers until he reached a
fence that was instantly taken down. She was amazed by his

strength and laughed at him for his s heer determination. He
didndét respond, as he didndét know wha
suddenly at her door and gave no indication of being out of

breath. He set her down and turned his back.

AWait, where are you going? You sh




he should thank you. o

2

f he is |Iike you than yes, 0 he s

AHe i s, he taught me much about th
meto be smarter than most. o0 She opened
into the small apartment. For a place that was centered in

a ratodés nest i1t was actually well kep
regard in appearance and smell. The Bleeder had difficulty
walking in but finally found t he girl rejected by her own
father.
AYou are not to be here. How did vy
nDaddy, | was saved by this man he
people were going to do some awful th
AThat awful thing was what they ne

needed to do. You are my only daughter and to offer someone
like you with your importance is a sacrifice | am willing

to make. Humanity needs to be redeeme
nSo, you | et them take her. You ju
belief?0

AWhat are you supposed to be?o0

A T dy worshiped me, | think. The people you gave her
toéo
AnDad, |l dondt get 1 t, what is goin
girl.
A A b i lghes is the thing that was to take your life.
Salvation is closeé all/l he has to do
AThat 1 s not happeni ntipstaldsome ght be
sadistic manifest, but | am not some tool. You as her
father failed, and the only salvation

yelled the Bleeder. He lunged for the father and raised him
by the neck.




AwWait, he is my dad, my family.o

ADo you haveraomot h
ANo, she died when | was born. o
AHmMpé Her death was my awakening, 0

He squeezed his hand just enough to give a stern
warning. The girl cried a wave of tea

The Bleeder closed his grasp, teetering with a cold
delivery of death, but she stopped him. She wiped her tears
and | ooked too clever for her age, fF
give it to him. Instead take me to my aunts and | will
explain what happened. 0

AShedl | never believe you and | wi
are my property, o0 said the father.

i Wha't about the cult, o asked the E

ifiWe do not exist, nor do we give d
do. o

AThen your death will free hero

AMy will | ocks her i theéredasnawagtoher ;

stop what must be done. 0

~

i T én he will die too, | made my decision and | will

protect her, as she is just a girl .o
AThen Nzul mbi will take you back a
like the others, he will find you and set you ©b

A

il dm a creation of something human
bet rue and it iIs your cult | have to
squeezed the throat with full might, snapping it into a
flatten mesh of flesh, bone, and blood. He let dropped the




body to watch it fall and noticed the
reaction.

He left her there wi th a promise that he would keep
watch. She didndét want her only secur
away, but her cries were of no use. As much as he wanted to
protect her, there was a growing curiosity of his creation
and real purpose. A monster suberealas h
but that is a moot point when considering what man can do
so long as there is desire and drive to do it.




