
Table of Contents

HALLOWEEN AFTER DARK 4 | John Pirillo | Copyright 2024, 2026

Table of Contents

“Sherlock Holmes” | THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET

Inspector Bloodstone

Passion

Watson’s Deduction

Not So Unhappy Ending

“Sherlock Holmes” | THE SWARMING RED

“The Shadow Man” | PEEP

Temple of the Goddess

The Mask

Justice Not Served

Pursuit of a Demon

Descent into Madness

Trail of the Mask

Wuling

Insanity

Descent of Terror

Sum Poo

Plummeting like a Stone

The Vision

Battle at the Edge of Death

The Yin and Yang

Fire

Scotland Yard

“Angel Hamilton”

The Hellbound Stink of Werewolf

Al's Regards

Give Hell My Regards

Durst I say more?

Dunston Flat, 401B

Let Me Number the Ways

Dinner and Bombs

Angel's Bag of Tricksies

Hellbound and Angry

Battle, Battle, Where's the Battle?

Born to Die Maybe

Too Close To Call

The Heat is on

Gertie's Boyfriend

Ragnarök Averted

Home Sweet Sin

“Skies and Waters”

Prologue

Not So Much

Sir Isaac Newton

I and Waters

Foul  Creature

Wrong Choices

Gravity Works

Bats

Chapter Seven

Robin Hood

Don’t Worry

Baker Street

Skies

One Too Many

Tea

Ahoy

Don’t Move

Our Next Life

Vile Stuff

Home Calls

Baker Street

Never Give Up

Black and White

Get a Free Book from me.

Author's Note

2024 GLOSSARY OF BAKER STREET UNIVERSE

Request for Review

Other Books by the Author

Sign up for John Pirillo's Mailing List

Further Reading: Sherlock Holmes A Tale Less Told

Also By John Pirillo

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

HALLOWEEN AFTER DARK 4

John Pirillo

Copyright 2024, 2026



[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Table of Contents

[image: ]


THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET

Inspector Bloodstone

Passion

Watson’s Deduction

Not So Unhappy Ending

THE SWARMING RED

PEEP

DETECTIVE JUDGE DEE

Temple of the Goddess

The Mask

Justice Not Served

Pursuit of a Demon

Descent into Madness

Trail of the Mask

Wuling

Insanity

Descent of Terror

Sum Poo

Plummeting like a Stone

The Vision

Battle at the Edge of Death

The Yin and Yang

Fire

Scotland Yard

FIREBABY CRY

Chapter One: The Hellbound Stink of Werewolf

Chapter Two: Al's Regards

Chapter Three: Give Hell My Regards

Chapter Four: Durst I say more?

Chapter Five: Dunston Flat, 401B

Chapter Six: Let Me Number the Ways

Chapter Seven: Dinner and Bombs

Chapter Eight: Angel's Bag of Tricksies

Chapter Nine: Hellbound and Angry

Chapter Ten: Battle, Battle, Where's the Battle?

Chapter Eleven: Born to Die Maybe

Chapter Twelve: Too Close To Call

Chapter Thirteen: The Heat is on

Chapter Fourteen: Gertie's Boyfriend

Chapter Fifteen: Ragnarök Averted

Chapter Sixteen: Home Sweet Sin

BLACK AND WHITE

Prologue

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Bonus Material

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

“Sherlock Holmes”

THE SKELETON IN THE CLOSET
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"Mister Irons!" 

The dozen or so workers employed in the men's suits warehouse snapped to attention from their various jobs, to look at the huge man burst into the room. Irons, press, sewing, measuring, cutting and taping were stopped as the approaching storm rushed into the room.

Jeremy Irons, a docile and humble man of meager means with a large family that he could barely support, laid down the garment he had been sewing and turned to look at Garth Broderick, a very large and ugly man...more of purpose, than of body...bearing down on him, his thickly bearded face scowling and dark as it always was when he was mad, which was most of the time.

"Sir?"

"Is the new suit ready for Lord Merrimore yet?"

"No sir. I still have to sew on the buttons and collar."

"You don't have all day to finish this. He'll be here in ten minutes."

"But you told me..."

His boss glowered down at him, his eyes narrowing with anger. "Ten minutes!"

"Sir." Jeremy almost squeaked in reply, and then turned to continue his work, feeling the dark presence of his boss behind him, watching his every move.

That evening when he placed the key into the lock of his flat at 345A Echoream Street, which was located behind a very noisy pub, named the "Golden Iris," he sighed with relief to be coming into a home where he was truly welcome.

"Daddy!" Cried out his youngest, who hobbled towards him on his own crutch and his only leg."

Jeremy dropped to his knees and hugged the little ruffian. "You're getting too big for me to hug you. You must have put on at least twenty pounds this last week."

Coughlin Jeremy Junior Irons grinned so wide his face looked like it would burst and his gazillion red freckles pop off his face and splash into the air. "I love you, Daddy!"

"I love you, Coughlin!" He said, hugging him tight, drawing in the warmth of the love into his sore, pained heart.

He finally let go. Just in time too, as the rest of his merry crew came charging into the foyer of their flat and embraced him. Two more boys and a girl. Behind them stood Mary, his beloved and the anchor of his life, wringing her hands. Each day she was afraid would be his last, because she knew how his boss was.

"You should do better than him." She always told him later at night when they lay beside each other, recounting their day's activities. And each time he would reply. "Someday. Someday."

But this night was dinner, which he could smell, and the laughter of his children and the warmth of his mate. He entered the flat and felt welcome.
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Inspector Bloodstone
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Inspector Bloodstone gave the hard stare to an employee at BRoderick and BRoderick's, hoping to stir his memory at the very least as Sherlock Holmes and Watson hovered in the back, searching through documents and inspecting drawers at the counter. Finally, the Inspector, disgusted at the lack of reaction motioned for the employee to remove himself, which the poor man did at great speed, almost knocking Constable Evans over as he exited the front of the shop and entered the back where all the other employees worked, albeit with a certain hesitancy and fear now that they knew their boss was missing for over two weeks now.

Sherlock looked up from notes he had been taking and turned to stare at Mrs. Broderick, a portly woman with overly red lips and smeared eyeliner, her hair fashionably styled, but her blouse a bit too loose for a woman of her age. "And you are sure this is the last place he was seen?"

"Yes, Mister Holmes. He had sent me a message only minutes before he vanished."

"How do you know he vanished?"

"Because when the man Inspector Bloodstone here just dismissed came to the front to sign off and go home, he was no longer there." She wiped at her smeared makeup, making it even worse, so that she appeared more and more ghastly by the minute.

Sherlock ignored the sniffles and nodded. "I see. And this..."

"Radcliff." Inspector Bloodstone interrupted. "Gerald Radcliff."

"Mister Radcliff is astute and reliable?"

"He was next in line to run the shop after Mister Broderick retired, seeing as we have no son and no one else to take over the business."

"I see."

He looked at the Inspector, who shook his head, and exited the building. 

"I've completed inventory in the warehouse, Mister Holmes, and nothing is reported missing." Constable Evans said.

"Very well. Thank you, Constable Evans."

The Constable exited after the Inspector, closing the door gently behind him.

Watson was about to leave as well, when he spotted something on a stretch of wire those new suites were 

arrayed upon. "I say."

Sherlock joined him and pulled out is magnifying glass. He examined a spot that Watson indicated, and then looked at Mrs. Broderick. "Blood."

Mrs. Broderick collapsed with a moan.

Watson looked at her, then at Holmes. "Obviously she didn't do it."

"Not necessarily, Watson. Many a criminal mind is quite capable of the darkest of deeds, and yet be simply frightened of the most normal of things."

They went to her and helped her to a chair, where she slumped over, and then before regaining consciousness mumbled. "The skeleton in the closet."

When her eyes fluttered open, Holmes fixed her with his famous eagle eyed stare. "What skeleton in what closet?"

She fainted again.
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Passion
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Jeremy Irons and his wife rolled apart from each other, exhausted from their passionate, but brief enjoyment of each other prior to their sleep for the night. It was part of their regular routine, as much else was. Little time passed before such moments were interrupted.

A scream awoke both when they were just edging into a deep, deep sleep.

They both rushed from their beds to find Coughlin trembling at the door to their hall closet, and his two sisters sobbing beside him.

"What happened, Coughlin?" Jeremy demanded.

"I...I...I was just helping my sisters to find their lost dolly when..."

He gestured inside the closet with his crutch, almost falling in the process.

Jeremy stepped closer and looked inside, while Mary ushered the girls and Coughlin back to their bedroom.

A fresh, cleanly scrubbed skeleton hung in the closet on a framework of iron like that used to display suits. The head of the skeleton wore Mister Broderick's 

hat.

Jeremy shuddered as he considered the meaning of what was there. 

His wife returned. "What does this mean?" She asked.

He looked at her. "I don't think we have to worry about my boss anymore, Mary."
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Watson’s Deduction
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Watson examined the skeleton in the closet closely, taking samples as he did so and placing them on swabs into tiny vials, which he sealed and placed in his medical bag, while Sherlock spoke with Inspector Bloodstone, who stood silently at the front door, his face twisted in disgust.

"Your thoughts, Inspector?"

"I've seen so much in this life, but this is bloody hideous."

Watson came out of the closet, and then gestured to Constable Evans who nodded to several clustered Constables, who wearing white gloves, that came into the flat, then removed the skeleton and took it outside.

"We won't know for sure until I've completed my forensics." Watson said, looking at Sherlock. "But I'm sure Sherlock has already come to a conclusion, have you not?"

"Yes, but do tell the Inspector, Watson. I would like to hear your take on it."

Watson nodded, and then looked at the Inspector. "There is certain evidence in the world that the skeleton was scrubbed clean of matter by a certain chemical."

"Which one?"

"One that I suspect you will find in ready supply at the warehouse of Mister Broderick. It is an acid used to clean metal before it is polished, but is quite deadly upon human skin if one is not careful."

"You believe he was murdered there then?"

"No." He looked at Sherlock.

Sherlock turned to watch as Mrs. Broderick was brought from the back, escorted by several Constables with gruff faces.

"I think a short inspection of Mrs. Broderick's home will suffice to close this case."

"Constable Evans!" Inspector Bloodstone shouted.

Constable Evans ran inside. "Inspector?"

"You will take yourself and Mister Watson to Mrs. Broderick's home at once."

"Yes, sir!" Constable Evans replied looking at Watson, who nodded, and followed him out.

Sherlock looked to Mrs. Broderick who was stopped before them.

"But it is not just her who is behind this crass murder, Inspector."

"I beg your pardon. You just sent Watson to her home for evidence of her complicity."

"Not just of hers."

He gave a stern look at Mrs. Broderick and she broke into tears again, but instead of fainting stood her ground. As she began to speak the workers in the back began filing out and gathered about them, listening. 

"You see, my husband was a monster. He beat me and our children. Two died from their beatings."

"Why did you not inform the police?" The Inspector demanded in disgust. 

"Because all these men and women would have lost their homes and families." She said, gesturing to the people gathered about the room. "I didn't have the heart to cause that much pain. They are also family to me."

The men in the room all reached out and touched her lightly in support.

One of the men, Jeremy stepped forward. "If she must pay for this crime, then so must we all, for there is not one here who did not wish that man dead!"

The Inspector looked so frustrated he might explode.

Sherlock gestured to the Inspector. "Might I have a word with you?"

He followed Sherlock outside. Everyone inside could see Sherlock speaking and the Inspector looking more and more uncomfortable, shaking his head no over and over, and then he stopped. Several moments later they returned.

The Inspector looked at the Constables holding Mrs. Broderick. "Please wait outside for further instructions, Constables."

They exited.

Inspector Bloodstone looked at Mrs. Broderick. "I know the record of every man here and Sherlock assures me there is not an ounce of evil in the lot of you, though how he can be so certain I do not know, and yet if I were to bring all of you in for a death penalty, it would be the scandal of London and of good faith."

He managed a weak smile. "Sometimes in order to stop a thorn from puncturing our hearts, we must use a thorn." He added, and then he exited the shop, closing the door behind him.

Mrs. Broderick looked dumbfounded.

Sherlock took her hands in his. "You now have the chance to make amends for the brief moment of evil you have perpetrated." He looked at the others. "All of you do."

He looked at her again. "This will all become part of a case that is never solved."

He went to the shop door, opened it and looked back. He gave them a thin smile. "But remember evil made must one day be repaid." Before he left he looked at Jeremy a long time, then exited.

With those final words he exited to the cheers of the employees, who rushed to hug and congratulate each other and Mrs. Broderick. All except Jeremy, who had not spoken up in his own defense, for he had not been part of the ruse. He had been the goal of it. 

He turned to Mrs. Broderick. "I will be turning in my resignation tomorrow morning."

"But you heard Mister Holmes, Jeremy, we're all free!"

"No, you are. I shall never live down this day of shame. As much as I disliked your husband, I would never have resorted to murder. Good evening!" He said, and then exited the shop, never to return.
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Not So Unhappy Ending
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When Jeremy returned to his flat he found Mary there with a great big smile on her face. "Why the smile? I have just lost my job!' He spoke bitterly and with deep regret.

She hugged him. The kids came running up and hugged him.

"But Mister Holmes was just here with Inspector Bloodstone, they have assured me of your employment at the Constabulary at a substantial pay."

And for the first time in many years Jeremy Irons felt a certainty of life and purpose that was larger than him, as he gathered his beloved family closer to him and wept with relief.
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“Sherlock Holmes”

THE SWARMING RED
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"John!" The urgent call of Nurse Betty Stone called.

John, his white scrubs trailing behind him as he ran, dashed into the corridor to help two orderlies with an especially large man they were trying to move onto an operating gurney. He took the blanket the man was on, stretched it onto the new gurney and pulled as they shoved. The overly weight man groaned as he dropped several inches onto the hard steel surface, his eyes fluttering madly in his skull for a moment, and then he drifted back into unconsciousness.

"How long's he been like this?"

Nurse Betty Stone ran over with a clipboard and shoved it into John's hands. "He has the blood disease."

"The Swarming Red, I believe it's called, Nurse Betty Stone." 

"Yes, Doctor...I mean John."

John gave her the hint of a grin, but said nothing. His stint at the Hyde and Mary Hospital had started him off as an ordinary attendant rushing men like this on gurneys through the corridors to the emergency operating rooms, sweeping up floors, mopping bathrooms and distributing food to patients when the nurses were too busy elsewhere. It was tough, sometimes grueling work, but he never complained. He was always learning something new. He couldn't explain why, but he had a fascination with medicine, and in particular the study of how things came together. The clues that explained the why and the wherefore of wounds, whether caused by guns, knives, battering or just plain stupidity.

"No, problem, Betty."

She gave him a blush. She was about three years younger than him and came from a fine family dedicated to the Arts. Her father had been disappointed when she decided to take her artistic hand and apply it to the suffering instead of to garnering fame and fortune as her artist father, renowned throughout the Britains had. Her hair was an off blonde with hints of red in it, and her eyes were spotlights of blue that illuminated a face full of warmth and concern and right then that moment, Watson.

Watson helped the orderlies get the man into the operating room where Doctor Owens, Charles Owens, an elderly man of thirty five, finished pulling on his surgical gloves, and his nurses rolled out a tray of surgical equipment, as well as hot towels and dry ones to mop his forehead as he worked.

"Very good, John. Over here." He commanded.

John steered the gurney into the requisite spot and the orderlies left, but John remained next to the Doctor.

"Better put on a mask and gloves if you're going to help me, John." The good Doctor said with the hint of mischief in his eyes.

John didn't waste a moment. He sprinted into the clean room, tossed his scrubs, threw on fresh ones, then a mask and gloves and hurried back inside the operating room. 

Doctor Owens shook his head. "This one has let it go too far this time."

"Doctor?"

Doctor Owens pointed to the man's right and left feet where they were swollen and discolored. Parts of them were showing evidence of a kind of mold. "The Swarming Red. It's advanced into the final stages."

"What does that mean?"

"John, be so good as to hand me that saw over there?"

John looked to the counter behind them and saw an array of saws. Some bloody ones lay in a solution towards the end. He noted that uneasily, and then took the one the Doctor gestured too. He gently lifted it, and then brought it to him.

"Now you must help me strap him down."

"Strap him down? But he's unconscious."

"Not for long, I dare say, poor wretch."

He gestured to Nurse Betty Stone."Give me two doses of blue and one of the red please."

"Blue and red?"

Doctor Owens looked at John. "The Blue is a distillation of opium. The red is a special drug that Count Tesla found on his expedition to the Isles of Darkness. It has the ability and tenacity of an opiate, but when used in conjunction with one, sustains its effects and amplifies it by a magnitude of ten."

"That would kill him!" Gasped John.

Doctor Owens took the syringe when Nurse Betty Stone returned with it. He tapped it and squirted it slightly to clear any air, then turned to John. "This man will die anyway...most certainly within the next hours if we don't. Believe me, John; he's going to need ten times more than this once we begin."

John didn't know what to think, but he watched as Nurse Betty Stone properly cleaned the man's feet, and then applied a salve to them.

"It'll help stem the blood flow."

"Blood flow?"

"Yes. John. I'd advise you to step back a bit. This could get messy."

Nurse Betty Stone gave John a nervous glance, and then raised a pure white sheet between her and the doctor's bodies as he reached over with the saw.

John watched in stunned silence during the next several minutes, as the man on the gurney cried out in pain, his eyes snapping open in horror as he realized what was being done."

"Two more Blue and double the Red, Nurse!"

She fled to the cabinet where the medicines were stored, plucked out two vials, got a syringe and filled it, then ran back.

Doctor Owens looked at the man who was sobbing and crying with terror and pain, his two feet severed free and laying on a separate gurney with a steel bowl and a fluid holding them floating within. "This will hurt even more, sir." He said, his eyes filled with compassion.

Nurse Betty Stone gave the doctor the syringe and he stuck it in the man's belly. The man started to cry out, and then gave the doctor a perplexed look. It hadn't really hurt at all, and then he saw the red hot iron that Nurse Betty Stone pulled from a flash oven as she gave it to the Doctor.

He looked at the man. "I just think you might make it, young man. But you must have a stiff upper lip. Do you believe in God, sir?"

The man's eyes were starting to sag closed. He shook his head no.

"Well, it doesn't hurt to now, does it?"

He applied the iron to the first leg's stump.

John would never forget the sound of that scream. And finally, it broke his resolve. He rushed from the room and threw up in the corridor. Nurses and patients looked at him and the mess. He sagged against the wall and put his hands over his face and began sobbing.

Nurse Betty Stone came out about ten minutes later, wringing her hands in worry. John was still against the wall. Still crying. She dropped beside him, put her arms around his shoulders and hugged him close, ignoring the filth of the vomit all over his front and the smell of it in her nostrils. This was a man in a kind of pain that couldn't be healed by medicine. Her own natural womanly instincts guided her in what to do next.

She pulled his head into her lap as she sat next to him and stroked his hair as he sobbed over and over. No one said a thing about this strange event occurring in the corridor. Not even Doctor Owens as he exited the operating room said anything. He just stood there, his eyes filled with sympathy and hope as he watched the love being given and the wretched soul, whose extents were tarnished and sullied by all the terrors and horrors of war. If only the two of them, Nurse Betty Stone and Doctor Owens could have seen what terrors and horrors John Watson would later face, they might have held even greater sympathy and compassion in their hearts.

Later the next morning, John awoke in a hospital bed. Nurse Betty Stone was sleeping with her head next to his chest. Her blonde hair looked like tiny waves of gold spread out before him. She was snoring lightly which brought a grin to his lips, then his hand reached out and stroked her hair, gently at first, then firmer as she looked up at him smiling.

"I love you, John Watson."

"I love you, Betty."

He drew her up towards him and their lips met.

"Ah-hem!" Doctor Owens said, as he cleared his throat from the doorway.

They both hurriedly withdrew from the near kiss and blushing, turned their faces towards the older man. He tapped a pipe bowl against his shoe, and then loosened the remains into a trash receptacle, and as they watched and waited patiently, he tamped fresh tobacco from a small bag he took from his waistcoat, and then lit it. He took several puffs, and then sat down in a chair opposite John's bed.

"John..."

"Sir...please don't fire me." John blurted out, his heart racing with fear. "I won't do that again. I swear it!"

Doctor Owens shook his head.

John felt as if his whole life were flashing before him. Betty lost all color in her face. "Please, don't do this, Doctor. He's a good man."

"Yes. I do know that, Nurse Betty Stone."

He gazed at John a long time, his eyes measuring him in many ways, and then he said. "I think it's time you got formal training."

John and Betty looked at each other in astonishment. John sat up in bed, elated. "Formal, sir?"

Doctor Owens rose from the chair and gave them both warm smiles. "Yes, I have asked the hospital to grant you whatever funds you need to attend Oxford. They will of course transfer you once you have your understudies done to the appropriate school to complete your doctorate."

Doctor Owens went to the door and closing it, smiled at them. "Now, carry on, I suspect you both have something rather...." He laughed. "...Pressing to discuss."

On that laughter he exited the room, shutting the door behind him.

John pulled Betty to him and hugged her tight. "I'm going to be a doctor! I'm going to be a doctor!"

"Yes, John." She said, brushing her fingers through his hair. "Yes, you will."

Then he pressed her gently away and looked into her eyes. "We must speak with your parents at once."

"Why is that?" She asked, uncertain as to his motives.

He smiled warmly. "I rather suspect they'd like to know what profession their future son-in-law will be practicing."

She threw herself into his arms again and they kissed.

Ah, the innocence of youth and of time. All things are always in flux, always changing. Sometimes they remain the same, untarnished or diminished by time, but sometimes. Sometimes not.  But for this moment the two sweethearts will enjoy their time of joy. And in the future, well, that will be what it will be, won't it?
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“The Shadow Man”

PEEP
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Some people spend their entire lifetime watching how others live. The TV is full of such avenues for the casual and not so casual viewer. Peeping toms have become acceptable, but perhaps in a more morbid way. Now people can look into other people's lives without feeling like they're invading that person's life anymore. Commercial perversion, I call it.

Look, I have no problem with someone trying to understand the other man's way of living, but face it, making it a regular habit of peeping into someone else's life, has got to indicate some hole in that person's life that needs to be filled.

And maybe that's how I fell into my latest job. Catching a Perv. 

Pervs come in all varieties...peeping toms, voyeurists, abusers, murderers, criminals of every shade of gray into black. Even some shades of white for those who border on becoming a Perv, but just haven't stepped over that line yet.

My job. Stop harm. In its tracks.

I'm the Shadow Man. My life is not my own. But whose is really? Whether you think you have a Divine Purpose, or just a regular life of nine to five, we all have a mission. Do our best, get paid and move on to things we'd rather be doing. No. I'm not being cynical. It's just the world we live in. It's not Utopia. Even the rich live in constant fear, if only the fear of losing what they have.

But how different are we. I fear failing to help. You fear losing your wife, your job, your car, you life. Call it what you will, but fear runs our world. Big time!

I was kicking back in my small apartment, watching the shadows dance eagerly for me. They've come to accept me and willingly, now, beckon me into their travel lanes. And they have many. So go all the way to other planets, some only to my neighbor's next door closet. I've been from here to there and from there to here without ever leaving the comfort of my home. But it always ends the same. I slip into the shadows, and the lanes cast me where I need to go. I do it automatically. I don't think about it. I just know where to go and the shadows help me. 

Tonight I was making it a priority to rest. I've been tossed and turned from London to Moscow, China to Tibet this last week, with little time in between to even grab a doughnut, which has become my main source of nutrients lately. My body burns up a lot of fuel and I am forced to eat a lot of things I might find disgusting to eat in large quantities at any other time, but now I can eat doughnuts, candy, and other junk food like there's no tomorrow. This was one of those no other tomorrows. I sighed, burped, and peeled back the wrapper from another Burger King Spicy Chicken and began digging into it with my teeth, while holding a 32 ounce Doctor Pepper in my other hand, watching the latest episode of Game of Thrones on TV. 

My one salute to the madness of this world is its entertainment. You want death and destruction, but don't want to be part of it. Game of Thrones. You want to have sex with a stranger. Turn on Fox or one of the other network stations at night and help yourself. There's always a program on to satisfy your needs.

As I was watching the Queen Denaris do her moral thing, and having already watched Peter Dinklage smart talk himself out of another beheading, I settled down into the finer aspects of the program, its attention to details of a world that could never exist. Here on earth.

Believe me there are such worlds. I've seen them. But that's for another story. Tonight I was watching Game of Thrones when the TV froze and a face poked through it. Not any of the characters from the show, but someone more dark and shadowy. Sometimes I have visions like that and usually when I least expect or want it. But it's my job, and so I job up and take it like the man I am. Shadow Man.

I jammed the rest of the Chicken sandwich into my mouth, and then slid into the shadowy form, allowing its shadow to pull me where I needed to go. I accelerated along the fastest lanes of shadow available
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