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When the city of San Antonio is threatened by the
biggest natural disaster to ever hit the state of Texas none are
prepared and thousands may lose their lives. Follow the struggle of
eleven characters that attempt to survive the night of unstoppable
terror. Includes a epilogue in memory of storm chasers Tim Samaras,
Paul Samaras, and Carl Young


Creeping Death

 The boy saw him,
no more than an initial glance, a shadow walking out the corner of
his eye, but once he glimpsed him the boy couldn’t turn away, and
judging by the lack of reactions he was the only one who could. In
years to come he’d realize that a select few could notice him, some
like him had the talent while most had experienced so much death
that those people were to a large extent a part of him as he was of
them. But today was his first time to see him, and it wouldn’t be
the last, not in this year, not in this week.

Who was he? Saying he was an inappropriate
misnomer, as he was more an it, with no more quality of sex or
sexuality than form. He was a shadow dressed in dark robes,
darkness that rolled out if it’s billowing dress, smoke from an
unseen inferno. A shade whose scent at a good fifty feet away
wrinkled his nose with the sweet rot of corpses. How did a ten year
old boy know how a corpse smelled? He didn’t, and yet he knew the
thing reeked of them.

The creature personified death, the dark
robes over the demonic shadow and smoke, as did his actions, but he
didn’t seem to be responsible for anyone’s demise. The thing which
carried itself tall with wide, sharp shoulders, caused demise
without a direct hand in it, he didn’t reap people, nor did he walk
out with any discernible trace of the deceased’s soul. It seemed
less a job and more a hobby.

Hi this is Bob, he makes model trains, and
this is death, he has others kill others for fun.

But the boy saw him that day, as clear as the
blue of the sky, and he watched him at work. Wrapping one clothed
shadowed arm around an obese man in a line of open carry protestors
in the downtown district of San Antonio at the graying cream
colored concrete base of the Tower of Americas, the creatures so
close to his ear he could have been chewing tenderly upon it, if he
had teeth.

The fat guy raised his assault weapon, and
before any officer watching over the proceedings could react, put
one in the chest of the boy’s mother. The boy didn’t flinch, never
taking his eyes off the thing wrapped in darkness to grieve, until
it came close. Then he closed his eyes, but even with them shut
tight he felt the chill of that ghastly being pass right by him,
moving beyond, not pausing a moment to savor the harm it had
done.

There was the growl of a large engine rolling
over and a loud glass pack, those muffler attachments which made
the car sound like it was dragging a piece of plastic along behind
it, fleeing the scene. It wasn’t until he could no longer hear the
crackle of that vehicle he felt safe enough to open his eyes.
Before him on the ground lied the fat man, his eyes wide and
unbelieving as he bled to death from a bullet wound of his own, the
boy hadn’t heard the officers return fire.

The boy sunk his knees into a pool of tacky
blood, scooping up his mother’s cool pale hand now that, at last,
he found enough peace to weep.

***

The old man ran a gas station between San
Antonio and West Creek. Traffic up one fifty one was sparse, it
seemed extending the highway had been a waste of time and tax
dollars. Still, being the only place to get fuel this far north of
the bigger city, he monopolized on business and crafted himself a
good fortune from West Creek citizens who traveled to San Antonio
for well paying jobs, or even further south to the oil fields where
corporations poisoned the great state of Texas to fill the man’s
pumps.

He lifted his skinny, creaky bones from his
rocker from behind his cashier’s desk, a white thing stained heavy
with years of coffee spills and tobacco smoke, to watch a black
Firebird with an awful sounding glass pack pull up to one of his
two red retro age pumps. The machines pumped the new fuels, but
they worked as pumps did when he was young and spry, and cars where
sleek and attractive, not this ugly boxy monster that had driven
onto his lot.

Despite his distaste in the man’s car and its
noises the driver waited patient enough for him to come out of his
gas station and lean over to look into the windows. He saw darkness
of some weird tint maybe, smoke rolled against the glass and he
spared a wonder if the man inside was getting high, “Need a
fill?”

The door for the fuel reservoir at the back
of the car opened, he was about to ask what fuel it needed, he
carried unleaded, diesel, biofuel, and even had an electric
charging station, but stopped himself short of speaking. It was a
nineties’ Firebird, he knew it took regular unleaded. The old man
reached for the hose at the far end, nearest the man’s tank, and
hooked it in, letting the gas flow.

He’d have asked the man if he was filling it
to the top, but whoever owned the car didn’t appear to want to
speak. He’d pump till it was full or the driver told him to stop,
take his money, and let the stranger be on his way to West Creek as
he looked to be traveling north.

The engine growled to life and the old man
jerked the pump out of car with a curse. He winced as his thumb
became wedged between the bend of the trigger and the metallic hand
guard, causing it to stick and spray over the car’s side, the
ground, and his own clothing, assaulting his breathing with the
oxygen eating fumes of gasoline.

Securing his eyes against the sudden rush of
nausea and exhaustion he felt, he realized too late he was hearing
the car drive away as more of the toxic fuel splashed over his
sneakers soaking them. The old man opened his eyes, and watched,
unable to do more.

The black Firebird guttered to a stop not
five feet from him, its passenger side to him, the pool of fuel
just reaching the vehicle’s back right tire. He felt that there was
not a person in there but that the car itself was evil and acting
upon its own will. Had he observed nothing inside because of the
tint or had he in reality seen no one and his mind couldn’t
comprehend it?

The passenger window opened a quarter of the
way, tendrils of blackness rolled out of the crack to lick at the
roof. From the darkness flew a small orange orb of a light, it
arched through the air in a flight so slow it seemed time had come
to a crawl for that one small orb of light. The light flipped, cart
wheeling away from the car, towards him, end over end, as it came
closer to the gas soaked asphalt.

Just before it struck the old man realized in
dawning horror that the smoldering white tube with an orange
glowing end was a half used cigarette, giving him a ridiculous
moment of wonder at how the man, or the thing, had been smoking
while he had been fueling.

Then the gas nearest the car went up in a
whoosh, lighting the back end of the Firebird and breaking his
trance. The fire streaked towards him across the pavement, he
palmed the pumping pump’s handle which bit at his thumb. He pulled
hard, harder than he should have been able to, realizing somewhere
in his primal core it was his finger, or himself.

The fire flared up as it grew closer,
lighting the toxic fumes of the pool around him, setting his hair
to smolder in pure heat, melting the hoses of the other pumps. He
ripped the thumb from his hand with a cry of pain and hurried fear,
but before he could release the nozzle the inferno engulfed him. He
stumbled out of the flames, a charred, blackened, inferno himself,
and fell upon the ground to watch the flaming car speed away as an
explosion rocked the ground behind him. The growl of that glass
pack bit into his head as the flames took him far too slow, he
prayed to God that he’d die soon.

***

“Mr. Douglas!”

The middle aged lead forensic scientist
looked up from his desk where he had been taking his break. He had
been deep into the late Crichton’s Pirate Latitudes, a half
truthful story of piracy and turmoil in the Caribbean, and he took
a moment to come back to his wooden paneled office from those
troubled, crystal blue ocean waters and notice that one of his team
was standing at the door, expecting his attention.

“What’s up?” he asked closing his book with
disappointment, some would have been angry at being interrupted
during their break, but they didn’t love their job as he did.

“Have a case straight from the chief, big
fire down one fifty one, one dead, possible murder,” The young kid,
only twenty, with wavy blond hair, shook his head in
enthusiasm.

Richard Douglas tried to gather his thoughts,
his worry lines creasing his forehead “Can you take someone with
you?”

“You sent half the team home for the slow
night, the rest are out in the field.”

Douglas nodded, the workload would increase
the moment he’d called it a slow night, “ok,” he rose, gathering a
silver briefcase full of equipment he kept at his side, glancing at
his brown jacket and shaking his head, it was warm enough not to
need it, “details.”

The kid started as his boss walked past him
into the maze of the West Creek national forensics center. Here a
few scientists where busy with local crime, but the division here
also helped out across the nation, with big crimes or cases with
multi state jurisdiction. Since the lab answered to no higher
authority other than the justice system and government his team
could be a neutral party when needed, or an extra hand.

“You know the old gas station on one fifty
one.”

Douglas nodded, “The one near town?”

“Yeah, ran by Henderson. A passerby on his
way to San Antonio found the place engulfed, pumps, building, his
car, everything.”

Leaving through a door secured from the
outside with cardkey access the two passed into the lobby,
“Including the old man?”

The kid hesitated, “Likely.” His boss shot
him a raised eyebrow, “There wasn’t a lot of him left, he looks
like any other roasted human does, the firemen only know they have
what appears to be a male sticking to the ground.”

“Hate the aroma of roasted humans.”

His partner frowned as the two of them headed
through the lobby, “Never smelled a cooked person before.”

Douglas laughed, he was about to say more,
when he noted… him.

The black robed creature wasn’t on his first
visit through the town, nor would it be the last his team would see
of him. He thought team but to this day, he had been the only
person to see him, and if he hadn’t seen his handy work up close,
watch his effect on the unsuspecting, Ryan would be ass deep in
self imposed psychological treatment.

“Sir?” the kid asked.

Douglas hushed him with a finger, “Wait here,
something’s come up.” He started back after the creature, not the
first time in town, but the first time he was ever inside the lab.
The creature opened the secured entryway into the labs without a
card or pausing, as if he was opening any other non official door,
and Douglas followed him. The thing of darkness gave an impression
it only existed halfway in their realm and part way in another as
it glided through his unsuspecting employees after having used
doors, trailing him Douglas tried to make a list within his mind of
who might be ready to die.

He tracked the creature through the maze of
offices and cubicles, past the sealed chemist labs where a young
Chinese man was studying something under a vented hood, passed the
super computers buzzing with dozens of fans hard at work, into the
near lightless back end of the building, he knew they were heading
for the tanks. The tanks, as the team called them, where cells,
temporary prison chambers to hold suspects for investigations or
forensic processing. At least that was the areas foremost reason
for existence. Instead more often than not the West Creek Police
Department had them using their cells as overflow drunk tanks, thus
the name.

Descending three rounds of a staircase they
came into the dim concrete walled hall and Ryan couldn’t remember
for the life of him if anyone was even here. What if the thing
turned and mauled him? Would it, could it? He had never seen it
touch a person before, but who’s to say the creature didn’t have
its own power to destroy.

They stopped, it stared at a cell, through
the concrete wall and metal door, standing, or floating, its robes
billowing about it, the darkness within attempting to crawl out.
Moving forward the thing opened the previously locked door and
entered, Ryan booked it to catch the door before it fell close.

Inside the creature leaned over one of the
town’s many local drunks, an overweight homeless man thrown to the
streets by debt and a crooked house market. The dark sleeves of the
thing’s robes devoured the man’s right hands as slimy, shiny,
formless tentacles of darkness crawled up his arm.

The creature was at it, whispering into his
ear, this man to be his next tool of death, but Ryan would stop it
here. Turning its head to the side the void beneath the hood paused
facing Ryan, and for a second it crouched there, holding onto the
inebriated man, staring without eyes or a face to stare from as the
poor drunk shivered in his bed, muttering in fevered tones.

Ryan stared back for a moment, a chill
crossing his spine, but anger grew in his chest, “What!?” he
shouted at it, “What do you want? Yes I can see you! I could always
see you! Who are you going to kill now?”

The thing seemed to nod, such a human motion
from something far from being human, and rose, withdrawing a black
tentacle from the man’s arm. Within the once covered hand of the
sweaty half mad drunk was a silver
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