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“Listen the wardrobe is barely big enough for me.  You’re too big.  Go find another place to hide.  I got here first.” The cranky voice said in almost a murmur to the other figure that was not moving.

“I can’t.  You know this.  There isn’t enough time.  The Beast is looking for us already.  I heard the clock chime, the chase has begun.”  The other voice was panicky and spoke in the faintest whisper to the other person who checked his glow watch cautiously; holding the watch in the cup of his hand to his face to hide the light.

“Don’t do that again.  Are you trying to kill us?  That light is a dead giveaway.  There is only one survivor in this remember?  And I don’t want to die over a watch.”  The panicked voice still in a whisper pushed the watch down and they both froze with the loud slam of the front door.

The ancient oak wardrobe was sturdy enough to hold both their weights.  The wood was detailed in some ancient script carved on the inside and across the doors filling the horizontal wood grains.  The detail was intricate and would have made a museum curator gleeful with the forgotten words of the past.  But more exciting than the hieroglyphics was the undeniable bullet left in the back wall.  There were four holes piercing through the front and back of the wardrobe.  The fifth hole went through the front and then stopped with the bullet still implanted.

The two men held their breath as they heard footsteps coming towards the room they were in and watched the shadow pass from the hallway light through the make-shift peep holes.

They listened carefully to the heavy footsteps run down the stairs and slam the front door again.  They both watched each other as they then heard another set of footsteps running down the steps and slamming the front door again.  They both jumped as a scream sounded through the night.

“Fine.  Stay.  But don’t move a muscle.  The rules were pretty clear.  Three songs, past three in the morning and then we can make it out alive.”  The cranky voice held a hint of empathy for the poor man that was in the same situation he had willingly signed up for.

“Do you really believe them?  We know too much about ‘The Blue Moon Society’ already.  They aren’t going to let us both walk out of here.  Dude we’re screwed, you know that right?  We’re food or becoming what we fear.”  The shaky voice spoke in a whisper but the sarcasm was blatant.

“Speak for yourself.  I’m getting out.  I believe BMS will let us go...well I hope so anyways.”  The crankiness dissipated and the male voice now sounded hopeful in his shell of a whisper to the other figure looking through a bullet hole facing the opened window to the field below them.

“I thought you wanted this?  It was your idea to seek them out and find this mysterious organization.  Once you found out the game and that werewolves were real, shouldn’t you have walked away then?  I mean what did you think the initiation was?  A cupcake tea party under the blood moon perhaps?”  The sarcasm was much thicker in the creaky voice that now watched the field as a mist hung over the tall grass.

“No, okay.  I thought they were joking until they sent that video to me.  I mean bears hunt these woods not mythical creatures.  I still don’t get how they knew you watched the video with me.  It makes me wonder how many locals are actually in the society in Wolfinshire City.  I wonder if I was under surveillance from the moment I stumbled upon the article in the library?”  The now tired cranky voice sighed as quiet as his whispering voice and moved his glasses to rub the sweat from his eyes.

“Are you serious?  Are you telling me you can’t hear the howling each month?  You’d have to be a zombie at night not to hear that crap.  Seriously, you’d have to have a terribly hearing impairment man.”

“Sssssh.  I heard something.”

One man held his breath while the other froze in hearing the creaking floor boards echoing through the abandoned summer cottage.  Then they jumped again as the front door slammed against the frame.

“I’m positive that was the front door.  It’s in the house now.  We are so dead meat.  I never got to tell Fluffy I love her.  If we get out I’m letting her sleep on the bed.”

“That huge Rottweiler of yours is a monster Bob.  You’ll be sleeping on the floor.”  The cranky voice became softer in his tone because he knew they were both trapped.

“I don’t care.  Nothing matters anymore except getting out of here alive. We should start the song Charlie.”  Bob’s squeaky voice still whispered as it trembled.

“Okay but don’t sing too loudly. It’s in the key of C minor.” 

“Seriously who cares?  I hope they hear our off tune voices and their ears bleed.  Or better yet the Beast’s ears bleed.”  Bob snickered quietly and then cleared his throat.

Their quiet voices filled the wardrobe with an unusual medley.  In the darkness they could hear murmurs of others singing from their hiding places.

“Let the moon go full and bloody.

Let the moon go full and bloody.

I’m your paper bag lunch.

I’m your pork chop honey.

Our bones are a big delicious crunch.

Let the moon go full and bloody.

People like to eat us for brunch.

We taste like old cheese with a side of bunny.

Come eat us now before we get too sunny.

Ravish and eat us now; 

And let the moon go full and bloody.

Let the moon go full and bloody.” 

Their shaky voices sang in an awful unison of broken notes as the overwhelming sense of danger approached their tiny space.  The invisible dinner bell had been ringing to the footsteps approaching their room.

In the background an old clock ding-donged ten times.  The approaching footsteps suddenly started running somewhere down the stairs but did not go any further.  It was like the steps and creaking just stopped and the two men looked at each other.
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“One song finally down.  We still have two other songs before three...Sssssh.”

Both men looked at each other and listened with wide eyes as they heard more footsteps and floor creaking sounds.  The distinct sounds could be heard of the clicking of long nails across a wooden floor in front of their hiding spot.  

Charlie could hear his own heartbeat as the scratch-like sound came closer and closer towards the wardrobe and the open window of hot summer air.

A scream startled them into jumping and holding hands.  The scream sounded like an injured woman and the painful cry was almost unbearable to hear.  The two men looked at each other but made no movement.

Then he heard more screaming as a gun went off and a large thud sound.  Then another distinct noise of stumbling and slamming that screen front door echoed through the cottage.  This time through the open window they could hear shuffling on the porch below their room.  Someone had been running on the loose floorboards of the porch.

Charlie froze and closed his eyes as a long howl came from directly in front of them.  The loud clicking noises turned to a galloping tromp down the stairs and then was followed by the front door slamming again.

This time both men listened as a women frantically screamed for help somewhere in the field of fog.  Then the violent screaming suddenly stopped just as fast as it started.

“Martha.  I’m positive that was Martha.”  Bob whispered in his still creaky voice.

“The sweet school crossing guard?  No.”  Charlie whispered back still cranky and now disbelieving what he had just heard and shook his head.

“Yes, it was Martha all right.  She’s dead Charlie.  The Beast got her.”

“Don’t say that Bob.  She could have made it”

“Wake up Buddy.  It was her or us.  There’s no way I’m saving her prickly butt.  Felicity I would definitely save, but not Martha.”

“That’s only because you want to screw Felicity.”

“Maybe.  And maybe I already have. And maybe many times.  And she’s a fantastic shag.”

“What if Felicity is dead?  Huh?  What if it was her, Bob?”

“She’s not that dumb.  Besides I’m sure the Beast appreciates a nice juicy butt like hers.”

“What if that were me Bob?  My butt is pretty juicy and overly scrumptious.  Okay let’s drop this.  We’re getting nowhere arguing and I don’t want to talk about death.”

“Fine, I agree.  And Charlie your butt is pretty juicy, but you’re not my type sweetheart.  Man, do I gotta take a whiz.  I’m gonna have to leave you Buddy.”

“Bob you mustn’t.  It will be coming back.”

“Listen the rules say we have to hide but it doesn’t say the same place all night.”

“If you leave you risk us both being caught.  Don’t be a jerk.”

“What am I supposed to do?  Pee myself?  I’m only thirty-six.  I still have control over my bladder.  I’m still young and beautiful.  And there is no way I’m going in my pants.  Charlie I’d rather die.”

“First off, that’s ignorance Bob.  Just because I’m forty-three doesn’t mean I urinate every time I sneeze.  I can hold my bladder.  Anyway just use this.”  Charlie’s cranky voice still spoke in a hushed tone but passed the other gentleman the empty bottle.

“Jesus.  Are you serious?  A pop bottle?  For crying out loud.  This is completely messed up.”

“Fine Bob.  Go outside and get your pig-head and pig-skin eaten.  I don’t care anymore.  Go find a tree and mark your territory.  I changed my mind, you even breathe too loud in here.  So get lost.  That way I can sing the next song while you’re eaten.”

“Fine Charlie.  I’m going in the pop bottle.  Don’t peek.  I know you got a boner for me.  But my huge sausage is too bright for your eyes.  It’ll blind you.  Besides I already have stage fright.”

“Seriously there’s a flippin’ werewolf on the loose eating people and you’re afraid I’m going to peek at your pecker?  My eyes can barely see the moon and the shadows with the light through the holes.  Glasses suck in the dark.  Besides Bob, I’d need a magnifying glass for your little roll of quarters.”

“Hahaha Buddy.  Just face it.  You’ve





















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A DARK FANTASY

A.L. SECORD

WEREWOLF CAMPFIRE SERIES BOOK ONE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
WEREWOLF CAMPFIRE SERIES BOOK ONE






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





