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The roll of the dice

Is the gambit of one

But the spoils of the game

Will challenge the soul.

—Doctor John Watson—
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Gambit in the Night
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Marylyn Gates swung her purse happily at her side. What a night she’d had. The man of her dreams had finally said he cared. If not for her late night job at the court, she would have stayed with him.

In his arms.

In the scent of his sweating body.

His moans and hers had echoed both pleasure and mutual acceptance of hearts blossoming into fully flamed love.

“I love you!”

“I you,” he returned with a deep kiss that left her so breathless she almost gasped for mercy when he turned her over onto him and began embracing her in another hot round of passion.

By the time they finished she had only a few minutes to make it to the court.

Didn’t matter.

She could miss the first five minutes or so and no one would talk. It was night court. Few bothered to be on time that late at night. 

Almost MidBells even the shadows that cast from the dark buildings of London were going to sleep, falling back and preparing for the coming day, which was only a few hours away now.

She begged him to wait for her, saying she would return after work.

They had kissed long and deep.

“Let me walk you...”

She put a finger to his lips. “I’m safe. I’ve been this way many times. The constables are very sharp. Very alert this time of night.

What she neglected to tell him was that she had once been a Midnight Angel and knew every nook and cranny of the darker parts of London.

Not wanting to alienate his new love, he relinquished, but reluctantly.

She hurriedly dressed, redressed her makeup and rushed for her job.

If she hadn’t been so tired from her love fling and from the loss of sleep. They hadn’t slept a single hour for two nights...if not, she might have been sharper. Knowing the area she would have immediately sensed the shadow that moved in the alley and twisted to follower her as she passed.

She didn’t.

But maybe had she been alert, it would just have prolonged the inevitable.

No one can say.

No one will ever be able to say.

This was not a good night for her.

The shadow in the shadows flung itself into her path, blocking her way. It was lowered, as if afraid to let her see its face. 

She didn’t notice the fingers at first, but when she did, she was even more frightened than its sudden appearance.

She could smell a deep musk like odor. Reminded her of dogs in rut. Their heat so extreme they had to be caged to protect humans from them sometimes.

But this was no dog.

Then it straightened up.

Towering above her, it slowly pulled back a hood hiding its features, revealing a face straight from hell, filled with a long snout, bloodshot eyes, and long teeth that slavered with saliva dripping from them to the pavement.

Her scream tore the silence o the night into a thousand shredded pieces of cloth that fell upon deaf ears.

None to hear.

None to care.

To help.

Just death on deadly feet in pursuit.

A pursuit that was finished.

Death that was relentless, cold hearted and breathing in her face.

Hot, fetid, rancorous and foul, it licked its jaws, and then let out a howl that shook every bone in her body. At the same moment it reached out so fast she couldn’t move away in time, grabbed her by both sides of her face and before she could scream...even in pain...her heard was ripped from her shoulders and flung to the pavement.

“This way, Watson!”

The creature grabbed her body and flung it over its shoulders and dashed into the nearest alley. Several long moments later, Holmes and Watson came running.

They froze at the sight of the head.

Watson crossed himself. “God have mercy on her soul!”
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The Cold Room
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Watson was concentrating so hard on removing a piece of bone from the body that he didn’t hear the footsteps behind him, stepping closer and closer, no sound of breathing, no tell tale swish of clothing.

The room was poorly lit this night. Electricity had been knocked out by a freak thunderstorm. He mused about it. Probably that crazy friend of his Nikola Tesla and Thomas Edison working on another of their miracle inventions.

“Drat science!” Watson grumbled as the elusive bone moved aside and slipped from his grip yet again, squirting blood into his face.

He swiped the blood from the surgical mask over his nose and mouth and squinted at the rascal he couldn’t get it.

He reached for a pair of tweezers with long handles on it and then froze.

His eyes caught a glimpse of a twisted shadow on the wall opposite him. He tensed further when the shadow moved.

It wasn’t just a shadow.

He grasped hold of the silver surgical knife he always used when working in the Cold Room. It never tainted the specimens he took or left unwanted remains from any kind of pollution on it. He kept it immaculately clean in a small silver dish of alcohol just in case.

“Who’s there?” He demanded, spinning around, knife at the ready.

Holmes stepped into the light with a smile. “My dear Watson, has our friendship come upon such hard rocks that you have to resort to violence when you greet me?”

Watson realized how hard he was clutching the knife and dropped it back into the alcohol bath.

He sighed and took another look at the corpse. “Tenth one this month, Holmes.”

“Eleven now.”
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In Pursuit of Death
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"This way, quickly, Watson!"

Watson clutched his black bag to his chest as he ran with one hand and held his other hand at the ready to fend off anything that might get in his way, as the lighting in the tunnel was so dim he could barely make out Holmes who charged ahead of him.

It was remarkable how that man could seem to see well in even the darkest of places. It was as if he had been born with cat eyes, or perhaps a sixth sense of some kind that Watson knew he himself did not have. He slammed into a huge cobweb, plastering it all over his jacket and face. He spit out the web, swiped the rest from him with his free hand without slowing down. 

"Buggers!" He cursed.

He pursued his friend through the nearly pitch black tunnel, the phosphorescence of the occasional splotches of mold casting a lime-colored glow as he passed, giving both him and Holmes a garish, almost nightmarish appearance. More hallucinatory than real.

"I hear something," Holmes cried out.

Watson nearly collided with him.

Holmes steadied him. "Shhh!"

They both strained to hear what Holmes had first detected.

At first there was nothing and then there was a deep, rumbling sound. Not near, perhaps a dozen yards off. Something large and ominous from the sound of it.

"Holmes," Watson started to say.

He felt a finger on his lips and shut up.

He felt a finger touch his jacket over his weapon. He nodded, even though he knew Holmes couldn't possibly see the nod, and instinctively, reached into his jacket and plucked the weapon out.

Still no other sound than the deep, rumbling breathing and then it seemed to get nearer.

Closer.

He smelled something fetid and foul in the air next to them and then...

"Now, Watson!" Holmes cried out.

Watson fired his weapon repeatedly, until his weapon was fully discharged.
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The Cold Room
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Inspector Bloodstone and Constable Evans, father and son, stood on the opposite side of the table where Watson was cutting open the corpse of the young woman who had been victimized by the beast they had hunted.

Her throat and face were torn open in a ghastly manner, such that his teeth were shown, and her side face was missing, as well as most of his throat.

"Ghastly!" Inspector Bloodstone muttered, hating being there, hating that another innocent had died.

“At least the head remains,” Watson sighed unhappily. “Even if the rest of the body...”

“What?”

Watson pointed to the neck where muscles and broken vertebrae stood out alarmingly. “Her head was ripped from her shoulders as effortlessly as if the Queen’s Royal Executioner had beheaded her.”

Inspector Bloodstone eyed the body a moment. “He does a much better job.”

Holmes looked up from a notebook he had been scribbling notes into. “I never consider killing someone...no matter in what way...brutal...or humane...ever a better job.”

“Blast it, Holmes! You know what I mean!”

Holmes stood silent a moment, his eyes locked on the Inspector’s. “Death is not a welcome state for any man or woman, and certainly not for humor.”

“I wasn’t being funny!” Inspector Bloodstone almost choked on the words as he spoke them, and then feeling frustration building up and also knowing he could never win an argument with Holmes, he shut his mouth and gave his son, Constable Evans, a
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