
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Howl at the Moon

Copyright © 2014 Anna Harrow

Published by WPF Press at Smashwords






All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any print or electronic
form without permission.

All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is
purely coincidental.















Howl at the Moon:

The Outsiders, Part Eight






Anna Harrow






















When Sara Moon was young, and maybe a
tad foolish, she thought of visiting Washington D.C. and the
national monument, seeing the obelisk and the giant statue of
Abraham Lincoln. Go further back, when she was very young,
and very foolish, she dreamed
of becoming the first female president. That was before she grew a
brain.

Now, the sight of the capitol sent
shivers down her spine. This was not how she had wanted to visit
Washington, if she ever had. In Grayson, a snotty girl had gotten
into Harvard, and at graduation lectured all the farm kids from
Indiana about the “dangers of nuc-ular bombs,” how war never solves anything,
how she looked forward to getting into politics, getting elected as
a senator, then as the first female U.S. president.
It was Abigail Durham that changed my mind about
politics. Sara Moon would rather be anyone other than
“Crabigail.” Last she’d heard, Abigail was in Cairo at some
American university there, no doubt learning about how America was
responsible for everything wrong in the world. Sara Moon hoped an
Outsider had gotten to her. No doubt, one already had.






~






In the cover of darkness, the Outsider agent
swept jerked open the car door. “Get out,” he snapped.

The morning air was fresh, warm and thick,
smelling of flowers and hope—false hope. She had nothing to gain by
disobeying the Outsider agent. She hopped out of the car, got both
her feet onto the pavement. The gate to the White House lay open.
Sara Moon never thought she’d see the center of American power so
unguarded. But the Outsiders were all faceless drones, and
President Dwight D. Johnson – possessed by an Outsider—no doubt had
nothing to worry about.

“Come on,” the agent grunted. As she walked
toward the White House’s double doors, another security detail
swooped in—men with sunglasses and dark suits, carrying pistols.
These were all possessed—a true pure-blooded Outsider could never
survive a walk through this clear Washington, D.C. morning. The sun
was a red glow in the horizon and the pink morning light was
already spreading.






~






In the Oval Office, Dwight Johnson was
waiting for her, sitting at the same desk where George Bush had
elucidated his theory on the “axis of evil,” or as the Indianans
liked to say, “the access to evil.”

Dwight Johnson had been a looker on TV—light
chocolate skin, warm but stern eyes, a handsome face—but the
Outsider inside him had strained that appearance to the limits. His
complexion had grown more pallid and wrinkles had appeared where
none had been before. His eyes revealed a man who had given up—no,
worse than given up. They were the eyes of the dead man, the eyes
of a flesh puppet in the hand of the monstrous Other.

“Sara Moon,” Dwight Johnson said, his vocal
timbre a few notches higher than it had been on TV. It didn’t sound
good on him. “You are under arrest for treason against the United
States of America.”

“Treason against you,” Sara Moon quipped
back. The secret agent released his hold on her, and without his
support she collapsed to her knees. “Against you, President
Other.”

Dwight Johnson rose. “You have some cuts on
your hand, Sara Moon.”

“You’re very observant,” Sara Moon answered.
The cuts had healed into white scars. Her blood—for some impossible
reason—was poison to these bastards. She wondered why. There were
so many questions. There were so many loose ends, so many things
that didn’t make sense. She would never get closure; she would
never understand any of it before she died. “Why, Other? Why,
Dwight Johnson, do you want me to die?”

“I don’t want you to die, Sara Moon,” Johnson
said. “I don’t want anything so drastic.”

Sara Moon didn’t know what to say. She didn’t
want to live in a world like this, where Outsiders controlled
everything, where the Great Other ruled over all. A year ago she
couldn’t imagine wanting to die. Now, it seemed almost a
relief.

“Our goal has never been to kill you,”
Johnson said. “If we killed you, our world would die as well, Sara
Moon. You are the blood of David.”

“Stop it. Why are you talking about my dad?”
She would never learn, no one would ever answer her. David Moon was
dead, but they teased her with his name, dangled it in front of
her. She had no doubt that this was all a red herring, a fruitless
chase, a desperate ploy to frustrate her.

“Your Dad is very important to us,” Johnson
continued.

“Is?” Sara Moon
cursed. She ran at him but a secret agent grabbed her by the chest,
restraining her. “My dad is dead, you idiot. He is legally
dead.”

“Legally dead,” Johnson began, “but actually
alive. As is your mother. Becky Moon is alive too.”

“Shut up,” Sara Moon said. Tears had
inexplicably formed in her eyes. “You are a liar, Dwight Johnson. I
don’t care if you’re a grocery clerk or a CEO or the president of
the goddamned United States, I tell it like I see it, and you,
Dwight Johnson, are a goddamn liar.”

Dwight Johnson was smiling, the goddamn
snake. “You are wrong, Sara Moon. Your father and mother are alive
and well—beneath us, in the nuclear bunker beneath the White
House.”

“You’re a goddamn liar,” Sara Moon repeated.
“You’re lying about my parents just like you lied about letting me
live.”

“It was never in my orders to have you
killed,” Dwight Johnson said. “You were to be kept alive.”

“Lord Vlad seemed pretty intent on killing
me,” Sara Moon spat.

“Did he?” Dwight Johnson sneered. “I doubt he
really meant it. He loves to toy with his victims.”

The memory of Vlad brought back memories of
Chad—her last friend in this world gone insane, now stolen from her
forever. No doubt the Outsiders had gotten to him, robbed him of
his life like they’d robbed Sara of hers.

Dwight Johnson stood up. Sara Moon had once
fallen in love with those eyes. She had watched those dark brown
orbs on TV at state-of-the-union addresses, sunken into them like
they were bottomless wells. Now they had no spark of life in them,
no person behind them, no soul inside them. She had once dreamed of
Dwight Johnson, dancing with him in the Rose Garden. Now he was a
sack of flesh, a hand in the puppet of the Great Other, the King of
the Outsiders.

A cotton cloth swept over her face. She
smelled something pungent and biting; she was lightheaded, then
everything went black.







THE DREAM






When Sara Moon awoke she was strapped
to a bed, the kind she’d seen in old-school insane asylums. Eight
leather straps bound her to the hard white mattress. A dim light
overhead gave slight illumination—just enough for her
to see, and for outsiders to swarm all around her.

President Dwight Johnson hovered above
her. As a young woman, just graduating from Grayson High, she’d
once dreamed of being this close to him. Now she wanted to be
anywhere else—even the steaming hot kitchen of Bubba’s Chik’n
Hut… especially the kitchen of
Bubba’s Chik’n Hut, grease-stains, sweat and all.

“The rest of your life will be very
uncomfortable,” Dwight Johnson said, “but it is what’s necessary for the good of the Outsider
nation, for the continued reign of the Great Old One, the most
glorious Other.”

“God damn you,” Sara Moon cussed. “God damn
the Other and all his outsiders.

Something metal brushed against her head.

“Hey—” Sara Moon started. “What are you
doing?”

The fake Dwight Johnson pulled a strap around
her chin.

“Stop,” Sara Moon groaned half-heartedly as
an electric jolt rushed through her, as her vision faded to twists
of black and purple, as two long-clawed hands of abyss reached
toward her, dragging her down to hell.
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